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INTRODUCTION

T was in 1868, in the fall of the year, that my father began
I to turn his attention to the study of Icelandic language

and literature. Consciously or unconsciously he was pre-
paring for the time when “The Earthly Paradise”’ would be
out of his hands. Something weighty had to be found to take
its place; in a simple, inevitable way “something turns up”
to fill his mind and supply the loss: at last he comes into
touch with the life of the North which hitherto he had had to
interpret for himself from somewhat languid or old-fashion-
ed recensions. It wasa wonderful moment—a poet’s entering
into possession of a new world, only partly his till now.

In five or six months he was publishing some of the results
of these studies: “Gunnlaug Wormtongue " appeared in the
January “Fortnightly Review” of the following year; the
“Story of Grettir the Strong”” was printedin April, and “The
Loversof Gudrun” was written for “ The Earthly Paradise”
in June.

Mr. Eirlkr Magnisson gives the following account of his
first meeting with my father, brought about, it is interesting
to note, by Warrington Taylor:

“I spent an evening at Mr. Taylor’s, who had much to
tell about your father. He was very enthusiastic about his
personality and character, and besought me to allow him to
mention my name to Morris, for he felt sure he would like
to make the acquaintance of a real Icelander. He felt certain
that the Saga-literatureof Iceland would greatly interest him.
A day or twoafterwards I had a notefrom Taylor to say that
Morris would be glad to see me on (I forget what) dayin the
afternoon, I think at four o’clock. I made my appearance at
the appointed hour at 26 Queen Square. I met your father
in the hall. With a manly shake of the hand he said: ¢ I'm
glad to see you; come upstairs!” And with a bound he was
upstairs and I after him until his study on the second floor
was reached. A very animated conversation ensued on Ice-
landic matters, especially literature. With the Sagas of Burnt



Nial and of Gisli the Outlaw he was familiar from Sir George
Dasent’s translations; the former of these he admired 1m-
mensely and regarded it as one of the greatest producions of
medieval literature. His talk about the artistic handling of
the characters of Nial’s Saga was as striking as it seemed,
and still seems to me, true. He thought the characters were
moulded so powerfully, both in respect of deemonic depth
and lofty magnanimity,asinthecasesof Hallgerdand Hrapp
on one side, and Gunnar and Nial on the other respectively,
because the mind of the author was already preoccupied
with the grand types of the heroes (Sigurd and Volsung)
and heroines (Brynhild, Gudrun) of the Elder Edda. This
work he was already familiar with from Benjamin Thorpe’s
translation, on the poetical di¢tion of which he made many
good-humoured criticisms, e.g.,on Hundingcide for Hund-
ing’s slayer, etc. He knew Cottle’s translation (1796) of the
mythic songs of the Edda. He was quite familiar with Mall-
et’s*Northern Antiquities’and Walter Scott’s¢ Abstract’on
Eyrbyggja-saga. From modern books of travel on Iceland
he was surprisingly well up in the geography of the island,
and from Bishop Finn Jonsson’s ‘Historia ecclesiastica Is-
landie’ he had mastered the main features of the general
history of the country.

“He proposed to read Icelandic with me three times a
week. He asked me what Saga he should begin with, and |
recommended the story of ‘Gunnlaug the Wormtongue.’
And our first meeting came to an end.”

The lessons arranged for at this meeting were well estab-
lished by October, when my father writes to Cormell Price
about “a friend of mine called Magnusson, an Icelander,
with whom I am doing some translations and who is teach-
ing me the tongue.”

Mr. Magnusson sends me the following account of their
method of work, withsome observationson my father’s style
in these translations.

“The first saga I read with Morris was the short tale of
‘Gunnlaug the Wormtongue.’ It was finished in a fort-



night, and then we set to work on ‘The Story of Grettir the
Strong.” Owing both to other literary occupations and to
pressure of business engagements Morris decided from the
beginning to leave alone the irksome task of taking regular
grammatical exercises. ¢ You be my grammaraswe go along,’
was the rule laid down by himself from the beginning and
acted upon throughout. With the endlesscalls upon his time
it was practically impossible for him to give himself leisure
for acquiring by heart the by no means easy accidence of the
language, and, as for syntax, it did not exist, written in any
language accessible to him. I therefore did my best to bring
home to him, as we went on translating, the etymology, the
grammar, and the peculiarities of the syntax. Our method of
work was this: We went together overthe day’stask as care-
fully as the eager-mindedness of the pupil to acquire the
story would allow. 1 afterwards wrote out at home a literal
translation of itand handed itto him at our next lesson. With
this before him Morris wrote down at his leisure his own
version in his own style, which ultimately did service as
printer’s copy when the Saga was published. His style isa
subjet on which there exists 2 considerable diversity of
opinion. In either direction people have gone to extremes.
“Morris was, as everybody knows, a devoted lover of
Chaucer,and otherwise widely read in Middle English litera-
ture. Thisreading early gave his poetical dictionacertain old-
time flavour. But this was the marked difference that, while
Middle English literature is markedly coloured by the use
of Romance words, Morris’s poetry and his narrative prose
are as markedly Teutonic. He often used to say that the
Teutonicwas the poetical element in English, while the Ro-
mance element was that of law, practiceand business.
“From the beginning Morris was strongly impressed by
the simple dignity of style of the Icelandic saga. There must
be living many of his friends who heard him frequently de-
nounce it as something intolerable to have read an Icelandic
saga rendered into the dominant literary dialect of the day—
the English newspaper language. I had myself many a con-



versation with himon the matter. In one of our early sittings
I had occasion to review the growth of the oral tradition of
thesaga,illustrated by the story of the Icelander whose mem-
ory was so well stocked with sagas that he entertained King
Harold Hardrada and his court all through oneautumn up
to Yule, never rehearsing the same saga twice.” It was clear
that the saga-man’s art of setting forth in tale the deeds of
the men of old was patronized by aristocratic audiences no
less than by plebeian. Hence, William Morris used to say,
we know the secret of the Homeric dignity of the saga style:
the tale is told of the aristocrats of the sword to their aristo-
cratic descendants. This dignity of style cannot be reached
by the Romance element in English. If it is to be reached at
all—and then only approximately—it must be by means of
the Teutonic element 1n our speech—the nearest akin to the
Icelandic. Here I am perfectly certain that I give Morris’s
statement of his standpoint correctly. Only when approach-
ed from this point of view can a fair and sober estimate of
Morris’s saga style be obtained. It is not ‘pseudo-Middle-
English,’ as some critics have thought. It is his own, the re-
sultof anendeavour bya scholarand a man of geniustobring
about such harmony between the Teutonicelement in Eng-
lish and the language of the Icelandic saga as the not very
abundant means at his command would allow. The sound-
ness of this principle is surely not in dispute, only the appli-
cation of it. Custom found fault with its being carried so far
as to create words such as ‘by-men’ (byjarmenn)=town’s
folk, ‘shoe-swain’ (skdsveinn)=a page, ‘out-bidding’ (fat-
bo?¥) =a levy of armed men; custom objected to obsolete’
terms, such as ‘stead’ for homestead, ‘cheaping’ for port or
trading station, etc.; it objected to the diction generally as
strange and unfamiliar. It is too early as yet to foretell what
effet Morris’s narrative style will have upon future writers.
Hisneologismsare confined practically to particular express-
ions in the sagas and areverylimited in number; for any ser-
ious student of the originals they cannot fail to be of interest
asabold-minded scholar’sattempt toenrich hisown language

* Morkinskinna, pp. 71, 72.



with terms drawn from its original elements. That Morris’s

style generally has affected written English will hardly be
denied.”

Among the noteworthy things my father said about Gret-
tis-saga is the remark called forth by the sight of Grettir’s
lair on Fairwood-fell (Journal, Vol. VIII); the strangeness
and violence of the place stirred his imaginationtooneof the
sudden momentsof insight which cameupon himso often in
the Iceland journeys. “Such a savage and dreadful place,”
he says, “that it gave quite a new turn in my mind to the
whole story,and transfigured Grettir into anawful and mon-
strous being like one ot the early giants of the world.”

The Journals that my father kept of his travels in Iceland
frequently give expression in frank and simple language to
the excitement, the emotion with which he visited such places
—the emotion which bestows the gift of vision and sends
the pilgrim wandering away back through time witha poign-
ant greeting to the luckless hero outlawed from his fellows:
another greeting—for already, while translating the saga,
he had greeted him “through the dark™ in two sonnets, one
of which appeared in the first pagesof thevolume. Igivehere
the other, numbered (2) on the manuscript of them.

Grettir, didst thou live utterly for nought?

Among the many millions of the earth

Few knew thy name nor where thou hadst thy birth.
And yet, that passing glow of fame unsought,

That eager life in ill luck’s meshes caught

That struggles yet to gain a little mirth

Amidst of pain—with less remembered worth
Great things to little things have great men brought.

At least thy life moved men so, that e’en I,

Thy mother’s wail in the lone eve and drear,

‘Thy brother’s laugh at death for thee, can hear—

Hear now nor wonder at her agony

Nor wonder that he found it good to die—

Speak, Grettir, through the dark: lamanear.
xix



In one of my father’s lettersfrom Ems he speaks of ¢ Nag-
nusson’s Saga[which] israther of the monstrousorder; " this
was the Volsunga Saga which Mr. Magnusson had translated
in the course of the summer of 1869 and sent out to Ems.
As Mr. Magnisson observes, he now read the “monstrous ™
tale of Sigmund, Signy and Sinfjotli for the first time.

“When he returned from his trip we soon met and had a
talk about the Saga. He was not so impressed with it as | had
expected he would be; butadded that as yet he had had time
to look only at the first part of it. I explained to him how the
Vslsunga Saga was based on the heroic cycle of the Elder
Edda, with the original text of which as yet he was unac-
quainted. I resumed lessons with him on the old system—
three days a week—this time taking the story of the men of
Salmonriverdale (I.axdaela).Some timeafterwards—I forget
howlong—when I came for theappointed lesson, I found him
in a state of great excitement, pacing his study. He told me
he had now finished reading my translation of the ‘grandest
tale that ever was told.” He would at once set about copying
itout,and procuretheoriginal for himself, which he promptly
did. On my suggesting that it would be desirable for him to
go through the originals of the Edda songs on which the
story was based, he set aside for a while the Laxdaela Saga
and we got to work on the heroic songs of the Edda. They
were studied as the Gunnlaug story and Grettir had been,
but in this case my translation had to be even more exactly
literal. These songs were finished about midwinter 1870.”

Thefollowing translations from the Edda were madeat the
same time—the spirited and amusing Thryms-kvida (Lay
of Thrym) and the tragicVegtams-kvida (Baldur’s Dreamor
Baldur’s Doom, as it is sometimes called). It may be remem-
bered that Gray translated the latter under the title of “The
Descent of Odin” (Works, ed. Gosse, 1, p. 61).



BALDUR’S DREAM

1

HE Godsonatime

I At the Thing were all gathered
And the Goddesses there

Were gathered together,

And this thing the great Gods

Had to talk over there,

Why baleful dreams

Had come to Baldur.

Up rose Odin,

Lord of the ages,

And he on Sleipnir

Laid the saddle,

And thence he rode down

To the deeps of Nifihel,

Till he met the hound

That came out of Hel.

3
All bloody was he
On his breast’s forefront,
Long while he bayed
On the Father of wisdom,
But forward rode Odin
Mid the din of the field-way
Till he came to the high-built
House of Hell

4
Then rode Odin

To the door looking eastward
Where he wotted the mound was
Wherein lay the Vala.

"The distin&tion between ‘Hel” and the ¢ House of Hell” in vv.
2 and 3 is intentional. Hel, in v. 2, is Ae//i in the Icelandic, trans-
lated ‘cave’ in Corp. Poet. Bor.; the House of Hell is Heljar-
rann. Ed.



Then to the witch-wife

Wise words he sang,
Witch-work for dead folk,

Till unwilling she rose

With dead words in her mouth:

5
“What man is that
A man that | know not
Who has brought unto me
The burden his mind bears?
[ was snowed on with snow
And swept over with rain
And dripped down on with dew.
Dead, dead for along while.”
6

“Way-wearer they call me,
The son of the death-wise;
Tell me tidings of Hel
And of earth will I tell thee.
For whom are these benches
Strewn with red rings
And the goodly bed
With gold done over?”

7
“For Baldur standeth
The mead brewed ready
And this shimmering drink
That the shield lieth over.
From the sons of the Gods
Is all hope gone away.
To speech was I driven
And now will hold silence.”
8
“Hold not silence, O witch-wife
Thee yet will I question
Until all wisdom
Well I wot.



Who shall be

The bane of Baldur
And snatch the life
From Odin’s son?”

9
“High beareth Hod
The staff made famous,
He shall be
The bane of Baldur
And snatch the life
From Odin’s son.”
10
“Hold not silence, O witch-wife,
Thee yet will I question,
Until all wisdom
Well I wot.
Whoupon Hod
Will wreak heavy vengeance
Or bring bale
On Baldur’s bane?”’

11
“Rind beareth Vali
In the Western halls;
One-night-old shall slay folk;*
Nor washeth hand
Nor combeth head
Ere bale he bringeth
On Baldur’s foeman.”
12
“Hold not silence, O witch-wife,
Thee yet will I question
Until all wisdom
Well I wot.

tIn the halls of the West, Rind shall bear a son, Vali, that shal
avenge Odin’s son when but one night old. Corp. Poet. Bor. 1
182. Ed.



Who are the mays

Who shall wait heavy-hearted

And on their heads

Cast heaven’s skirts?”

13

“Way-wearer art thou not

E’enas I wotten

But rather Odin

Lord of theages.”
“Thou art no witch-wife

No wise woman,

But of three giants

Art thou the mother.”

14
“Ride thou home, Odin,
And be thou all joyous
That thou mayst behold
Menfolk once more,
Till the last day when Loki
Slips loose from his bounds
And that great day
Of the Gods’ death is come.”

THE LAY OF THRYM

1
RATH Thor was waxen
Then when he woke up
And waking missed

His mighty hammer.
Bristled his beard thereat,
Broad about tossed his hair
As the great Earth-born
Groped round about him.
2
And this word he spake
Ofall words the first word:
“Hearken thou, Loki,



To that when I speak now
For the like none hath heard
In the heaven above

Or the earth—of the God
Whose hammer got stolen.”

3

Forth then they went

To the fair house of Freyia

And this word he spake,

Of all words the first word:
“Lend to me, Freyia,

Thy feather-wrought shape

That that hammer of mine

I might get meagain.”

4
“I would give it to thee
Though of gold it were wrought
Were it of silver
Yet shouldst thou haveit.”
Forth then flew Loki,
Whistled the Feather-shape
Until from the garth
Of the Gods he was gotten
And withinwards was come
To the world of the giants.

On mound was Thrym sitting,
Mighty lord of the giants,
For his bitches he twisted
The bright gold leashes,
And his mares’ manes
Made equal duly.
6

“How fare the Aisir,
How fare the Elf-folk?
Why comest thou hither
To the home of the Giants?”’



«1ll fare the Asir,
Il fare the Elf-folk;
Hast thou not hidden
The Hot-rider’s hammer?”

7
“Yea, I have hidden

The Hot-rider’shammer;
Eight miles it lieth
Under the earth.
No man thereis
Who ever may fetch it
But if he shall bring me
Freyia forbride.”

8
Forth then flew Loki,
Whistled the Feather-shape,
Until from the world
Of the giants he was gotten
And withinwards was come

To the garth of the Gods.

9
“Speedeth thine errand
After thy labour
Up there aloft?
Tell melong tidings;
Oft from the sitting one
Faileth the story,
Oft from thelying one
Lies bubble forth.”
10
¢« E’en after my labour
So has mine errand been;
Thrym has gotten thine hammer
High lord of the giants.
No man there is
Who ever may fetch it
But if he shall bring him
Freyia for bride.”



11
Forth then they went
Fair Freyia to meet,
And this word he spake,
Of all words the first word:
“Bind on, O Freyia,
The linen of brides;
To the dwelling of giants
We twain shall drive thee.”
12
Wroth then waxed Freyia,
Fiercely she snorted,
The abode of the Asir
All trembled beneath her,
The gem of the Brisings
Woas bursten asunder.

“ Me methinks deem ye
Mad with love-longing
That I should fare with you
To the world of the giants.”

I
The Gods gn a time
At the Thing were all gathered,
And the Goddesses there
Were gathered together,
And this thing the great Gods
Had to talk over there:
How they might lay hand
On Hot-rider's hammer.

14
Then spake Heimdall,
Whitest of high Gods,
Wise in what should be
Asany God was:
“ Bind we on Thor then
Linen that brides bear,
Let him have the great gem
Of the Brisings hung on him.



I§
“Iet us hand to him
Tinkle of keys
Let women’s weed
Fall wide o’er his knee,
Set on his breast
Broad stones and bright,
Tire his head
Trimly and fair.”
16
Then spake Thor,
God of the Thunder:
“Craven the Asir
Should call me certes
If the linen of brides
I should let bind upon me

7
Then spake Loki,
Son of Laufey:

“Hold thy peace, Thor,
Of such words as these;
Doubtless the giants
Asgard shall dwell [in]
But if thou shalt have
Thine hammer to thee.”

18
Bound they on Thor then
Linen that brides bear,
Bound they upon him
The gem of the Brisings,
Hung they unto him
Tinkle of keys,
Let women’s weed
Fall wide o’er his knee,
Set on his breast
Broad stones and bright,
Tire his head
Trimly and fair.



19
Then spake Loki
Wise son of Laufey
“I will go with thee,
Thy waiting woman;
We two shall drive
To the dwelling of giants.”
20
Then were the he-goats
Straight driven homewards,
Swift in the yoke,
Strong to run well.
Hills brake asunder,
Earth burned aflaming
And Odin’s son wended
To the world of the giants.
21
Then loud spake Thrym
Lord of the giants:
¢“Stand up, ye giant folk
Strew ye the benches,
For now wendeth hither
Freyia to wed me
The daughter of Niord
Noatown’s dweller.
22
“Here in my garth
Go the kine gold-horned,
Oxen all black
Bring the giants disport,
Many good things
Many gems have,
Freyiaalone
Was all I thought lacking.”
23
In the evening betimes
Were they brought thither
And in to the giant folk



Now was the ale brought;
Sif’s husband alone
Ate up an ox there
Eight salmon therewith
And all the sweet things
That the women’s due were,
And drank out three mead-tuns
24
Loud spake Thrym
Lord of the giants:
“Who e’er saw brides
Biteany keener?
Ne'er saw I brides
Broader mouthed bite,
Nor more mead than that
Drunk by a maid.”
25
There sat the wily
Waiting-maid by him
And found out a word
For the giant’s word ready:
“Naught atall Freyia
For eight nights hath eaten,
Such longing had she
For the home of the giants.”
26
He stooped ’neath the linen
Sore longing to kiss her,
But backward he leaped
Endlong the hall:
“Why are Freyia's eyes
So fierce unto me?
Methinks from those eyes
Fire flamed forth.”

27
There sat the wily
Waiting-maid by him
And found a word



For the giant’s word ready:
“Noughtatall Freyia

For eight nights hath slept

Such longing had she

For the home of the giants.”

28

In slunk the wretch,

The giant’s sister,

And dared to bid

For the bride-fee there:
“Give from thy hands

The gold rings ruddy

If thou wouldst win

Goodwill of me

Goodwill of me,

And my loving kindness.”

29

Thenloud spake Thrym,

Lord of the glants:
“Bear in the hammer

The bride to hallow,

Lay ye Miolnir,

On the knees of the maiden,

And hallow us both

To the hands of Varar.”

30
Laughed then Hot-rider’s
Heart in the breast of him,
When hardly of heart
His hammer he caught up:
Thrym got he first slain,
Lord of the giants,
Then all the kin
He crushed of the giant folk
31
Slew he the old crone
The giant’s sister,
She who had bidden



Give forth the bride-fee;
Smiting her lot was
Instead of silver,

And the hammer’sstroke
For store of gold rings.

So came Odin’s son
In the end by his hammer.

When preparing my notes on “ The Fostering of Aslaug ™
I found on enquiry that the lovely story of Heimir and the
harp-childisusually included at the end of theVlsunga Saga,
butshouldscarcely have ventured toremark upon itsabsence
in the present translation, if I had not turned up the follow-
ing observation in an “Academy” notice on the Volsunga
Saga by Dr. Vigfusson and Mr. George Simcox (Aug-
ust 13, 1870): “It is hard to see why the translators have
omitted the story of Heimir and Aslaug, Brynhild’s daugh-
ter, which has as much to do with the main story as the tale
of Erp and Hamdir,and serves, besides the beautiful legend
of the harp-child, to conneé the cycles of Sigurd and Rag-
nar.” Before reading this I had already enquired of Mr.
Magntsson the reason of the omission. He replied that
they had considered it to belong rightly to the Ragnar Lod-
brok saga.

“The Fostering of Aslaug” in “The Earthly Paradise,”
and still more, perhaps, the unpublished romantic tale of
Swanhild, the sun-bright daughter of Sigurd and Brynhild,
seem to have been my father’s first reachings-out towards
the realization of the Matter of the North before he became
fully alive to the splendour of the Sigurd legend. Over a
thousand lines of “The Wooing of Swanhild” still exist,
written in a seven-line stanza. It is possible that his more in-
timate knowledge of the originalschanged the current of his
thoughts and made it difficult for him to complete this tale
in the spirit in which it was begun. It was certainly written



before his Northern studies had replaced the earlier back-
ground of medieval romance by the simplerand moreheroic
setting of the Edda fragments. Such lines as

In tilt and pageant and high feast went by
The next few days. ...

could not have been written by my father coming fresh from
the “Lay of Hamdir.”

One little piece of work my father projected—it may have
been only by way of exerciseand comparison—was the trans-
lation of the Nibelungenlied. He had the courage to render
some two hundred and sixteen stanzas of this ponderous
work-—about a tenth part of it—and then wisely turned to
more sympathetic tasks.

Some additional notes and correcions recently made by
Mr. Magnusson for the Grettis saga and Volsunga saga ap-
pear in the present volume. If the original collaborators had
re-published their translations after this lapse of time, they
would doubtless have made alterations and corrections of
mistaken or doubtful passages in the text; but I have not felt
justifiedin presentingitinanaltered form. Thesetranslations
of thesagasappear hereas forming partof my father’s works,
and as such they must stand, with text unaltered from that
of the first edition, in the case of the Grettis saga incorporat-
ing the correions noted on pp. 273-278 of the 1869 edi-
tion, but making no pretence of special or recent scholarship.
These corrections had already been included in the 1900 re-
print. Mr. Magnusson’s additional notes, which follow the
original notestoeach saga, will supply much useful informa-
tion to those who may be reading the text with a view to
comparing it with other translations.
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LIFE scarce worth the living, a poor fame
Scarce worth the winning, in a wretched land,
Where fear and pain go upon either hand,

As toward the end men fare without an aim

Unto the dull grey dark from whence they came:
Let them alone, the unshadowed sheer rocks stand
Over the twilight graves of that poor band,

Who count so little in the great world’s game!

Nay, with the dead I deal not; this man lives,

And that which carried him through good and ill,
Stern against fate while his voice echoed still

From rock to rock, now he lies silent, strives

With wasting time, and through its long lapse gives
Another friend to me, life’s void to fill.

WILLIAM MORRIS



PREFACE

E do not feel able to take in hand the wide subjec

§ x / of the Sagas of Iceland within the limits of a Pre-

face; therefore we have only to say that we put for-

ward this volume as the translation of an old story founded

on facts, full of dramatic interest,and setting before people’s

eyes pictures of thelife and manners of an interesting race of
men near akin to ourselves.

Those to whom the subje& is new, we must refer to the
translations already made of some other of these works,*and
to the notes which accompany them: a few notes at the end
of this volume may be of use to students of Saga literature.

For the original tale we think little apology is due; that it
holds a very high place among the Sagas of Iceland no stu-
dent of that literature will deny; of these we think it yields
only to the story of Njal and his sons, a work in our estima-
tion to be placed beside the few great works of the world.
Our Saga is fuller and more complete than the tale of the
other great outlaw Gisli; less frightful than the wonderfully
characteristic and strange history of Egil, the son of Skalla-
grim; as personal and dramatic as that of Gunnlaug the
Worm-tongue, if it lack the rare sentiment of that beautiful
story; with more detail and consistency, if with less variety,
than the history of Gudrun and her lovers in the Laxd=la;
and more awork of art than that, or than the unstrung gems
of Eyrbyggja,and the greatcompilation of Snorri Sturluson,
the History of the Kings of Norway.

At any rate, we repeat, whatever place among the best

* Such as “ Burnt Njal,”” Edinburgh, 1861, oftavo, and “Gisli
the Outlaw,” Edinburgh, 1866, quarto, by Dasent; the “Saga of
Viga-Glum,” London, 1866, otavo, by Sir E. Head; the ¢ Heims-
kringla,” London, 1844, oftavo, by S. Laing; the “ Eddas,” Prose
by Dasent, Stockholm, 1842; Poetic by A. S. Cottle, Bristol, 1797,
and Thorpe, London and Halle, 1866; and the “Saga of Gunnlaug
the Worm-tongue”” by Magnisson and Morris, in the *“ The Fort-
nightly Review,” January, 1869.



Sagas may be given to Grettla* by readers of such things, it
must of necessity be held to be one of the best in all ways;
nor will those, we hope, of our readers who have not yet
turned their attention to the works written in the Icelandic
tongue, fail to be moved more or less by the dramatic power
and eager interest in human character, shown by our story-
teller; we say, we hope, but we are sure that no one of in-
sightwill disappoint us in this, when he hasonce accustomed
himself to the unusual, and, if he pleases, barbarous atmo-
sphere of these ancient stories.

As some may like to know what they are going to read
about before venturing on beginning the book, we will now
give a short outline ofg our Saga.

The first thirteen chapters (which sometimes are met with
separately in the Icelandic as the Saga of Onund Treefoot),
we have considered as an introdu@ion to thestory,and have
accordingly distinguished them from the main body of the
book. They relate the doings of Grettir’s ancestors in Nor-
way, in the lands West over the Sea and in Iceland, and are
interesting and in many points necessary for the understand-
ing of the subsequent story; one of these we note here for
the reader’s convenience, viz. the consanguinity of Grettir
and King Olaf the Saint;? for it adds strongly to the signifi-

* Such is the conversational title of this Saga; many of the other
Sagas have their longer title abbreviated in a like manner: Egil’s
saga becomes Egla, Njal's saga Njila; Eyrbyggija saga, Laxdzla
saga, Vatnsdzla saga, Reykdzla saga, Svarfdzla saga, become
Eyrbyggja, Laxdzla, Vatnsdela, Reykdala, Svarfdela (gen. plur.
masc. of delir, dale-dwellers, is forced into a fem. sing. regu-
larly declined, saga being understood); furthermore, Landndma bék
(landnima, gen. pl. neut.) the book of land settlings, becomes
Landndma (fem. sing. regularly declined, bék being understood);
lastly, Sturlunga saga, the Saga of the mighty family of the Stur-
lungs, becomes Sturlunga in the same manner,

2Onund Treefoot brotherto ~ Gudbiorg
Thorgrim{Greypate Gudibrand
Asmund the'Greyhaired Asta (mlother of )
Grettir the Strong Olaf the Saint.



cance of the King’s refusal to entertain Grettir at his court,
or to go further into the case of the murder he was falsely
accused of.

Thegenealogies of this part of the work agree closely with
those of the LLandnama-bok, and of the other most reliable
Sagas.

%&fter this comes the birth of Grettir, and anecdotes (one
at least sufficiently monstrous) of his unruly childhood ; then
our hero kills his first man by misadventure, and must leave
Iceland; wrecked on an isle off Norway, he is taken in there
by a lord of that land, and there works the deed that makes
him a famous man; the slaying of the villainous bearserks,
namely, who would else have made wreck of the honourand
goods of Grettir’s host in his absence; this great deed, we
should say, is prefaced by Grettir’s first dealings with the su-
pernatural, which characterise this Saga, and throw a strange
light on the more ordinary matters throughout. The slaying
of the bearserks is followed by a feud which Grettir has on
his hands for the slaying of a braggart who insulted him past
bearing,and so great the feud grows that Grettir at last finds
himself at enmity with Earl Svein, the ruler of Norway,and,
delivered from death by his friends, yet has to leave the land
and betake himself to Iceland again. Coming back there,and
finding himself a man of great fame, and hungry for more
still, he tries to measure himself against the greatest men in
theland, but nothing comes of these trials, for heis beingre-
served for a greater deed than the dealing with mere men;
his enemy is Glam the thrall; the revenant of a strange, un-
earthly man who was himself killed by an evil spirit; Grettir
contends with, and slays this monster, whose dying curse on
him is the turning-point of the story.

All seems fair for our hero, his last deed has made him the
foremost man in Iceland, and news now coming out of Olaf
the Saint, his relative, being King of Norway, he goes thither
to get honour at his hands; but Glam’s curse works; Grettir
gains a powerful enemy by slaying an insulting braggart just
as he was going on ship-board; and on the voyage it falls out
that in striving to save the life of his shipmates by a despe-



rate action, he gets the reputation of having destroyed the
sons of a powerful Icelander, Thorir of Garth, with their
fellows. This evil report clings to him when he landsin Nor-
way; and all people, including the King from whom he hoped
so much, look coldly on him. Now he offers to free himself
from the false charge by the ordeal of bearing hot iron; the
King assents, and all is ready; but Glam is busy, and some
strange appearance in the church where the ordeal is to be,
brings all to nothing; and the foreseeing Olaf refuses totake
Grettir into his court, because of hisill-luck. Sohegoesto his
brother, Thorstein Dromund, fora while,and then goes back
to Iceland. But there, too, his ill-luck had been at work,and
when he lands he hears three pieces of bad news at once; his
father is dead; his eldest brother, Atli, is slain and unatoned;
and he himself hasbeen madean outlaw, by Thorir of Garth,
for a deed he has never done.

Heavenges his brother, and seeks hereand there harbour
from his friends, but his foes are too strong for him, or some
unlucky turn of fate always pushes him off the help of men,
and he has to take to the wilderness with a price upon his
head;and now the other part of the curse falls on him heavier,
for ever after the struggle with the ghost he sees horrible
things in the dark, and cannot bear to be alone, and runs all
kinds of risks toavoid it; and so the years of hisoutlawry pass
on. From time to time, driven by need, and rage at his un-
merited ill-fortune, he takes to plundering those who cannot
hold their own; at other times he lives alone, and supports
himself by fishing, and is twice nearly brought to his end by
hired assassins the while. Sometimes he dwells with the
friendly spirits of the land, and chiefly with Hallmund, his
friend, who saves his life in one of the desperate fights he is
forced into. Butlittle by little all fall off from him; his friends
durst harbour him no more, or are slain. Hallmund comesto
a tragic end; Grettir is driven from his lairs one after the
other,and makes up his mind to try, as a last resource, to set
himself down on the island of Drangey, which rises upsheer
from the midst of Skagafirth like a castle; he goes to his



father’s house, and bids farewell to his mother, and sets off
for Drangey in the company of his youngest brother, Illugi,
who will not leave him in this pinch, and a losel called
«Noise,” agood joker (we are told), but a slothful, untrust-
worthy poltroon. The threeget out to Drangey,and possess
themselves of the live-stock on it,and for a while all goes
well; theland-owners who held the island in shares, despair-
ing of ridding themselves of the outlaw, give their shares or
sell them to one Thorbiorn Angle,aman of good house, but
violent, unpopular, and unscrupulous. This man, after try-
ing the obvious ways of persuasion, cajolery, and assassina-
tion, for getting the island into his hands, at last, with the
help of a certain hag, his foster-mother, has recourse to
sorcery. By means of her spells (as the story goes) Grettir
wounds himself in the leg in the third year of his sojournat
Drangey, and though the wound speedily closes, in a week
or two gangrene supervenes, and Grettir, at last, lies nearly
helpless, watched continually by his brother Illugi. Thelosel,
“Noise,”” now that the brothers can no more stir abroad,
will not take the trouble to pull up the ladders that lead
from the top of the island down to the beach; and, amidst
all this, helped by a magic storm the sorceress has raised,
Thorbiorn Angle, with a band of men, surprises the island,
unroofs the hut of the brothers, and gains ingress there, and
after a short struggle (for Grettir is already a dying man)
slays the great outlaw and captures Illugi in spite of a gal-
lant defence; he, too, disdaining to make any terms with the
murderers of his brother, is slain, and Angle goes away ex-
ulting, after he had mutilated the body of Grettir, with the
head on which so great a price had been put, and the sword
which the dead man had borne.

But now that the mighty man was dead, and people were
relieved of their fear of him, the minds of men turned against
him who had overcome him in a way, according to their
notions, so base and unworthy, and Angle has no easy time
of it; he fails to get the head-money, and is himself brought
to trial for sorcery and pradising heathen rites, and the



“nithings-deed” of slaying a man already dying, and is ban-
ished from the land.

Now comes the part so necessary to the Icelandic tale of
a hero, the revenging of his death; Angle goes to Norway,
and is thought highly of for his deed by people who did not
know the whole tale; but Thorstein Dromund, an elder
half-brother of Grettir, is a lord in that land, and Angle,
knowing of this, feels uneasy in Norway, and at last goes
away to Micklegarth (Constantinople), to take service with
the Varangians: Thorstein hears of this and follows him,
and both are together at last in Micklegarth, but neither
knows the other: at last Angle betrays himself by showing
Grettir’s sword ata “ weapon-show " of the Varangians, and
Thorstein slays him then and there with the same weapon.
Thorstein alone in a strange land, with none to speak for
him, is obliged to submit to the laws of the country, and
is thrown into a dungeon to perish of hunger and wretched-
ness there. From this fate he is delivered by a great lady of
the city, called Spes, who afterwards falls in love with him;
and the two meet often in spite of the watchful jealousy of
the lady’s husband, who is at last so completely conquered
by a plot of hers (the sagaman here hastakenanincident with
little or no change from the Romance of Tristram and Iseult),
that he is obliged to submit to a divorce and the loss of his
wife’s dower, and thereafter the lovers go away together
to Norway, and live there happily till old age reminds them
of their misdeeds, and they then set off together for Rome
and pass the rest of their lives in penitence and apart from
oneanother. And so the story ends, summing up the worth of
Grettir the Strong by reminding people of hishugestrength,
his long endurance in outlawry, his gift for dealing with
ghosts and evil spirits, the famous vengeance taken for him
in Micklegarth; and, lastly, the fortunate life and good end
of Thorstein Dromund, his brother and avenger.

Such is the outline of this tale of a man far above his
fellows in all matters valued among his times and peo-
ple, but also far above them all in ill-luck, for that is the



conception that the story-teller has formed of the great
outlaw. To us moderns the real interest in these records of
a past state of life lies principally in seeing events true in the
main treated vividly and dramatically by people who com-
pletely understood the manners, life,and,aboveall, theturn
of mind of the actors in them. Amidst many drawbacks, per-
haps, to the modern reader, this interest is seldom or ever
wanting in the historical sagas, and least of all in our present
story; the sagaman never relaxes his grasp of Grettir’s
character,and he is the same man from beginning to end;
thrust this way and that by circumstances, but little altered
by them; unlucky inallthings, yet made strong to bearall ill-
luck; scornful of the world, yet capable of enjoyment, and
determined to make the most of it; not deceived by men’s
specious ways, but disdaining to cry out because he must
needs bear with them; scorning men, yet helping them when
called on,and desirous of fame: prudent in theory, and wise
in foreseeing the inevitable sequence of events, but reckless
beyond the recklessness even of that time and people, and
finally capable of inspiring in others strong affe&tion and de-
votion to him in spite of his rugged self-sufficing temper—
all these traits which we find in our sagaman’s Grettir seem
always the most suited to the story of the deeds that sur-
round him,and to our mind most skilfully and dramatically
are they suggested to the reader.

As s fitting, the other characters are very much subordi-
nate to the principal figure, but in their way they are no less
life-like; the braggart—that inevitable foil to the hero ina
saga—was never better represented than in the Gisli of our
tale; the thrall Noise, with his carelessness, and thriftless,
untrustworthy mirth, is the very pattern of a slave; Snorri
the Godi, little though there is of him, fully sustains the
prudent and crafty character which follows him in all the
Sagas; Thorbiorn Oxmain is a good specimen of the over-
bearing and sour chief, as is Atli, on the other hand, of the
kindly and high-minded, if prudent, rich man; and no one,
in short, plays his part like a puppet, butacts as one expects



him to act,always allowing the peculiar atmosphere of these
tales; and to crown all, as the story comes to its end, the
high-souled and poetically conceived Illugi throwsa tender-
ness on the dreadful story of the end of the hero, contrasted
as it is with that of the gloomy, superstitious Angle.

Something of a blot, from some points of view, the story
of Spesand Thorstein Dromund (of which moreanon) must
be considered; yet whoever added it to the tale did so with
some skill considering its incongruous and superfluous na-
ture, for he takes care that Grettir shall not be forgotten
amidst all the plots and success of the lovers; and, whether it
be accidental or not, there is to our minds something touch-
ing inthe contrast between the rude lifeand tragicend of the
hero, and the long, drawn out, worldly good hap and quiet
hopes for another life which fall to the lot of his happier
brother.

As to the authorship of our story, it has no doubt gone
through the stages which mark the growth of the Sagas in
general, that is, it was for long handed about from mouth to
mouth untilittook a definite shape in men’sminds; andafter
it had held that position for a certain time, and had received
all the necessary polish for an enjoyable saga, was committed
to writing as it flowed ready made from the tongue of the
people. Its style, in common with that of all the sagas,shows
evidences enough of this: for the rest, the only name con-
nected with itis that of Sturla Thordson the Lawman,a man
of good position and family, and a prolific author, who was
born in 1214 and died 1284; there is, however, no proof
that he wrote the present work, though we think passages in
it that mention his name show clearly enough that he had
something to do with the story of Grettir: on the whole, we
are inclined to think that a story of Grettir was either writ-
ten by him or under his auspices, but that the present tale is
the work of a later hand, nor do we think so complete a saga-
teller, as his other undoubted works show him to havebeen,
would ever have finished his story with the epilogue of Spes
and Thorstein Dromund, steeped as that latter part is with



the spirit of the medizval romances, even to the distinct ap-
propriation of a marked and well-known episode of the
Tristram; though it must be admitted that he had probably
plenty of opportunity for being versed in that romance, as
Tristram was first translated into the tongue of Norway in
the year 1226, by Brother Robert, at the instance of King
Hakonson, whose great favourite Sturla Thordson was, and
whose history was written by him.

For our translation of this work we have no more to say
than to apologise for its shortcomings, and to hope, that in
spite of them, 1t will give some portion of the pleasure to our
readers which we felt in accomplishing it ourselves.

EIRIKR MAGNUSSON.
WILLIAM MORRIS.

London, April 1869.



CHRONOLOGY OF THE STORY

872. The battle of Hafrs-firth.

874. Begins the settlement of Iceland.
¢.897. Thrand andUfeigh Grettir settle Gnup-Wards-rape.
¢. 9oo. Onund Treefoot comes to Iceland.
c.920. Death of Onund Treefoot.

929. The Althing established.

997 (?). Grettir born.

1000. Christianity san&ioned by law.

1004. Skapti Thorodson made lawman.

1o11. Grettir slays Skeggi; goes abroad, banished for three

ears.

1012, Sf;ying of Thorir Paunch and his fellows in Haram-
sey. Earl Eric goes to Denmark.

1013. Slaying of Biorn at the Island of Gartar. Slaying of
Thorgils Makson. Illugi Asmundson born. Death
of Thorkel Krafla.

1014. Slaying of Gunnar in Tunsberg. Grettir goes back to
Iceland; fights with the men of Meal on Ramfirth-
neck. Heath-slayings. Thorgeir Havarson outlaw-
ed. Fight with Glam the ghost.

1015. Fight of Nesjar in Norway. Slaying of Thorbiorn
Tardy. Grettir fares abroad. Burning of the sons of
Thorir of Garth. Death of Asmund the Greyhaired.

1016. Grettir meets King Olaf; fails to bear iron; goes east
to Tunsberg to Thorstein Dromund. Slaying of
Atli of Biarg. Grettir outlawed at the Thing for the
burning of the sonsof Thorir; hisreturntolceland.
Slaying of Thorbiorn Oxmain and his son Arnor.

1017. Grettir at Reek-knolls. Law-suit for the slaying of
Thorbiorn Oxmain. Grettir taken by the Icefirth
churls.

1018. Grettir at Liarskogar with Thorstein Kuggson; his
travelsto the East to Skaptithe Lawmanand Thor-
hall of Tongue, and thence to the Keel-mountain,
where he met Hallmund (Air) for the first time.



1019-21. Grettir on Ernewater-heath.
102 1. Grettir goes to the Marshes.
1022-24. Grettir in Fairwoodfell.
1024. Grettir visits Hallmund again.
102 §. Grettir discovers Thorirsdale.
102 §-26. Grettir travels round by the East;haunts Madder-
dale-heath and Reek-heath,
1026. Thorstein Kuggson slain.
1027. Grettir at Sandheaps in Bard-dale.
1028. Grettir haunts the west by Broadfirth-dales, meets
Thorod Snorrison.
1028-31. Grettir in Drangey.
1029. Grettir visits Heronness-thing.
1030. Grettir fetches fire from Reeks. Skapti the Law-
man dies.
1031. Death of Snorri Godi and Grettir Asmundson.
1033. Thorbiorn Angle slain.
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THIS FIRST PART TELLS OF THE FOREFATH-
ERSOFGRETTIRINNORWAY, ANDHOWTHEY
FLEDAWAY BEFOREHARALD FAIRHAIR,AND
SETTLED IN ICELAND; AND OF THEIR DEEDS
INICELAND BEFORE GRETTIR WAS BORN.

CHAPTERI1

HERE was a man named Onund, who was the son
I of Ufeigh Clubfoot, the son of Ivar the Smiter ; Onund
was brother of Gudbiorg, the mother of Gudbrand
Ball, the father of Asta, the mother of King Olaf the Saint.
Onund wasan Uplander by the kin of his mother; but the kin
of his father dwelt chiefly about Rogaland and Hordaland.
He was a great viking, and went harrying west over the Sea.*
Balk of Sotanes, the son of Bleeng, was with him herein, and
Orm the Wealthy withal, and Hallvard was the name of the
third of them. They had five ships, all well manned, and
therewith they harried in the South-isles;? and when they
came to Barra, they found there a king, called Kiarval, and
he, too, had five ships. They gave him battle,and a hard fray
there was. The men of Onund were of the eagerest, and on
either side many fell; but the end of it was that the king fled
with only one ship. So there the men of Onund took both
ships and much wealth, and abode there through the winter.
For three summers they harried throughout Ireland and

Scotland, and thereafter went to Norway.

CHAPTERII
N those days were there great troubles in Norway. Harald
Ithe Unshorn,? son of Halfdan the Black, was pushing
forth for the kingdom. Before that he was King of the
Uplands; then he went north through theland,and had many

14« West over the Sea,” means in the Sagas the British Isles, and
the islands about them—the Hebrides, Orkneys, &c.

2South-isles are the Hebrides, and the other islands down to Man.

3¢ Harald the Unshorn:” he was so called at first because he made
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TheFore- battles there, and ever won the day. Thereafter he harried

fathers of south in the land, and wheresoever he came, laid all under

of Grettir him;but when he came to Hordaland, swarms of folk came
thronging against him; and their captains were Kiotvi the
Wealthy, and Thorir Longchin and those of South Roga-
land, and King Sulki. Geirmund Helskin was then in the
west over the Sea; nor was he in that battle, though he had a
kingdom in Hordaland.

Now that autumn Onund and his fellows came from the
west over the Seajand when Thorir Longchinand King Kiot-
vi heard thereof, they sent men to meet them, and prayed
them for help, and promised them honours. Then they en-
tered intofellowship with Thorir and his men; for they were
exceeding fainto try their strength, and said that there would
they be whereas the fight was hottest.

Now was the meeting with Harald the Kingin Rogaland,
in that firth which is called Hafrsfirth; and both sides had
many men. This was the greatest battle that has ever been
fought in Norway, and hereof most Sagas tell; for of those
is ever most told, of whom the Sagas are made; and thereto
came folk from all the land, and many from other lands,
and swarms of vikings.

Now Onund laid his ship alongside one board of the ship
of Thorir Longchin, about the midst of the fleet, but King
Harald laid his on the other board, because Thorir was the
greatest bearserk,and the stoutest of men; so the fight was of
the fiercest on either side. Then the king cried on his bear-
serks for an onslaught, and they were called the Wolf-coats,
for onthem would nosteel bite,and when they set on nought
might withstand them. Thorir defended him very stoutly,
and fell in all hardihood on board his ship; then was it
cleared from stem to stern,and cut from the grapplings,and
let drift asternbetwixt the other ships. Thereafter the king’s

a vow not to cut his hair till he was sole king of Norway. When he
had attained to this, and Earl Rognvald had taken him to the bath
and trimmed his hair, he was called %Fair-hair,” from its length and
beauty.



men laid their ship alongside Onund’s, and he was in the TheFore-
forepartthereof and fought manly; then the king’s folk said, fathers of
“Lo, a forward man in the forecastle there, let him have Grettir
somewhat to mind him how that he was in this battle.”” Now
Onund put one foot out over the bulwark and dealt a blow
at a man, and even therewith a spear was aimed at him, and
as he put the blow from him he bent backward withal, and
one of the king’sforecastle men smoteat him,and the stroke
took his leg below the knee and sheared it off, and forthwith
made him unmeet for fight. Then fell the more part of the
folk on board his ship; but Onund was brought to the ship
of him who is called Thrand; he was the son of Biorn, and
brother of Eyvind the Eastman; he was in the fight against
King Harald and lay on the other board of Onund’s ship.
But now, after these things, the more part of the fleet scat-
tered in flight; Thrand and his men, with the other vikings,
got them away each ashemight,and sailed west over the Sea;
Onund went with him, and Balk and Hallvard Sweeping;
Onund was healed, but went with a wooden leg all his life
after; therefore as long as he lived was he called Onund
Treefoot.
CHAPTERIII
T that time were many great men west over the Sea,
Asuch as had fled from their lands in Norway before
King Harald, because he had made all those outlaws,
who had met him in battle, and taken to him their posses-
sions. So, when Onund was healed of his wounds, he and
Thrand went to meet Geirmund Helskin, because he was
the most famed of vikings west there over the Sea, and
they asked him whether he had any mind to seek after that
kingdom which he had in Hordaland, and offered him their
fellowship herein; for they deemed they had a sore loss of
;{}}eir lands there, since Onund was both mightyand of great
in.
Geirmund said that so great had grown the strength of
King Harald, that he deemed there was little hope that they
would win honour intheir war with him whenmen had been



TheFore- worsted, even when all the folk of the land had been drawn
fathers of together;and yet withal that he was loth to become a king’s

Grettir

thrall and pray for that which was his own; that he would
find somewhat better to do than that; and now, too, he was
no longer young. So Onundand hisfellows went back to the
South-isles, and there met many of their friends.

There was a man, Ufeigh by name, who was bynamed
Grettir; he was the son of Einar, the son of Olvir Bairn-
Carle; he was brother to Oleif the Broad, the father of Thor-
mod Shaft; Steinulf was the name of Olvir Bairn-Carle’s
son, he was the father of Una whom Thorbiorn Salmon-
Carle had to wife. Another son of Olvir Bairn-Carle was
Steinmod, the father of Konal, who was the father of Aldis
of Barra. The son of Konal was Steinmod, the father of Hal-
dora, the wife of Eilif, the son of Ketil the One-handed.
Ufeigh Grettir had to wife Asny, the daughter of Vestar
Heangson; and Asmund the Beardless and Asbiorn were
the sons of Ufeigh Grettir, but his daughters were these,
Aldis, and Asa, and Asvor. Ufeigh had fled away west over
the Sea before Harald the King, and so had Thormod Shaft
his kinsman,and had with them their kith and kin; and they
harried in Scotland, and far and wide west beyond the Sea.

Now Thrand and Onund Treefoot made west for Ireland
to find Eyvind the Eastman, Thrand’s brother, who was
Land-ward along the coasts of Ireland ; the mother of Eyvind
was Hlif, the daughter of Rolf| son of Ingiald, the son of King
Frodi;but Thrand’smother was Helga, the daughter of On-
dott the Crow; Biorn was the name of the father of Eyvind
and Thrand, he was the son of Rolf from Amj he had had to
flee from Gothland, for that he had burned in his house Sig-
fast, the son-in-law of King Solver; and thereafter had he
gone to Norway, and was the next winter with Grim the Her-
sir, the son of Kolbiorn the Abasher. Now Grim had a mind
to murder Biorn for his money, so he fled thence to Ondott
the Crow, who dwelt in Hvinisfirth in Agdir; he received
Biorn well, and Biorn was with him in the winter, but was
in warfare in summer-tide, until HIif his wife died; and after
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that Ondott gave Biorn Helga his daughter, and then Biorn The Fore-

left off warring. fathers of
Now thereon Eyvind took to him the war-ships of his Grettir

father, and was become a great chief west over the Sea; he

wedded Rafarta, the daughter of Kiarval, King of Ireland;

their sons were Helgi the Lean and Sneebiorn.
Sowhen Thrand and Onund cameto the South-isles, there

they met Ufeigh Grettirand Thormod Shaft,and greatfriend-

ship grew up betwixt them, for each thought he had gained

from hell the last who had been left behind in Norway while

the troubles there were at the highest. But Onund was exceed-

ing moody, and when Thrand marked it, he asked what he

was brooding over in his mind. Onund answered, and sang

this stave:

“What joy since that day can I get
When shield-fire’s thunder last I met;
Ah, too soon clutch the claws of ill;

For that axe-edge shall grieve me still.
In eyes of fighting man and thane,

My strength and manhood are but vain,
This is the thing that makes me grow

A joyless man; is it enow?”

Thrand answered that whereso he was, he would still be
deemed a brave man, “ And now it is meet for thee to settle
down and get married, and I would put forth my word and
help, if I but knew whereto thou lookest.”

Onund said he did in manly wise, but that his good hope
for matches of any gain was gone by now.

Thrand answered, “ Ufeigh has a daughter who is called
Asa, thitherward will we turnif it seem good to thee.” Onund
showed that he was willing enough hereto;soafterwards they
talked the matter over with Ufeigh; he answered well, and
said that he knew how that Onund was a man of great kin and
rich of chattels; “buthislands,” said he, “I put atlow worth,
nor do I deem him to be a hale man, and withal my daughter
is buta child.”
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Thrand said, that Onund wasabrisker man yet than many
who were hale of both legs,and so by Thrand’s help was this
bargain struck; Ufeigh was to give his daughter but chattels
for dowry, because those lands that were in Norway neither
would lay down any money for.

A little after Thrand wooed the daughter of Thormod
Shaft, and both were to sit in troth for three winters.

Sothereafter they wentaharrying in the summer, but were
in Barra in the winter-tide.

CHAPTERIV

F I YHERE weretwo vikings,called Vigbiodand Vestmar;

they were South-islanders, and lay out both winter and

summer; they had thirteen ships, and harried mostly
in Ireland, and did many an ill deed there till Eyvind the
Eastman took the land-wardship; thereafter they got them
gone to the South-isles, and harried there and all about the
firths of Scotland: against these went Thrand and Onund,
and heard that they had sailed to that island which is called
Bute. Now Onund and his folk came there with five ships;
and when the vikings see their ships and know how many
they are, they deem they have enough strength gathered
there,and take their weapons and lay their ships in the midst
betwixt two cliffs, where was a great and deep sound; onlyon
one side could they be set on, and that with but five ships at
once. Now Onund was the wisest of men, and bade lay five
ships up into the sound, so that he and his might have back
way when they would, for there was plenty of sea-room
astern. On one board of them too was a certain island, and
under the lee thereof he let one ship lie,and his men brought
many great stones forthon to the sheer cliffsabove, yet might
not be seen withal from the ships.

Now the vikings laid their ships boldly enough for the at-
tack,and thought that the others quailed ;and Vigbiod asked
who they were that were in such jeopardy. Thrand said that
he was the brother of Eyvind the Eastman, “and here be-
side me is Onund Treefoot my fellow.”
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Then laughed the vikings, and shouted:

“Treefoot, Treefoot, foot of tree,
Trolls take thee and thy company.

“Yea,a sight it is seldomseen of us, thatsuch menshould go
into battle as have no might over themselves.”

Onund said that they could know nought thereof ere it
were tried; and withal they laid their ships alongside one of
the other, and there began a great fight, and either side did
boldly. But when they came to handy blows, Onund gave
back toward the cliff, and when the vikings saw this, they
deemed he was minded to flee, and made towards his ship,
and came as nigh to the cliff as they might. But in that very
point of time those came forth on to the edge of the cliff who
were appointed so to do, and sent at the vikings so great a
flight of stones that they might not withstand it.

Then fell many of the viking-folk,and others were hurt so
that they might not bear weapon; and withal they were fain
to draw back, and might not, because their ships were even
then come into the narrowest of the sound, and they were
huddled together both by the ships and the stream;but On-
und and his men set on fiercely, whereas Vigbiod was, but
Thrand set on Vestmar,and won little thereby;so, when the
folk were thinned on Vigbiod’s ship, Onund’s men and On-
und himself got ready to board herj that Vigbiod saw, and
cheered on his men withoutstint;then heturned to meet On-
und, and the more part fled before him: but Onund bade his
men mark how it went between them; for he was of huge
strength. Now they set a log of wood under Onund’s knee,
so that he stood firmly enow; the viking fought his way for-
ward along the ship till he reached Onund, and he smote at
him with his sword, and the stroke took the shield, and
sheared off all it met; and then the sword drove into the
log that Onund had under his knee, and stuck fast therein;
and Vigbiod stooped in drawing it out, and even therewith
Onund smote at his shoulder in such wise, that he cut the
arm from off him, and then was the viking unmeet for battle.
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But when Vestmar knew that his fellow was fallen, he
leaped into the furthermost ship and fled with all those who
might reach her. Thereafter they ransacked the fallen men;
and by then was Vigbiod nigh to his death: Onund went
up to him, and sang:

“Yea, seest thou thy wide wounds bleed?
What of shrinking didst thou heed
In the one-foot sling of gold?
What scratch here dost thou behold?
And in €’en such wise as this
Many an axe-breaker there is
Strong of tongue and weak of hand:
Tried thou wert, and mightst not stand.”

So there they took much spoil and sailed back to Barrain
the autumn.

CHAPTER V

HE summer after this they made ready to fare west
I to Ireland. But at thattime Balk and Hallvard betook
themselves from west over the Sea, and went out to
Iceland, for from thence came tales of land good to choose.
Balk settled land in Ramfirth and dwelt at either Balkstead;
Hallvard settled Sweepingsfirth, and Hallwick out to the

Stair,and dwelt there.

Now Thrand and Onund met Eyvind the Eastman, and
he received his brother well; but when he knew that Onund
was come with him, then he waxed wroth, and would fain
set on him. Thrand bade him do it not, and said that it was
not for him to wage war against Northmen, and least of all
such menasfared peaceably. Eyvind said that he fared other-
wise before, and had broken the peace of Kiarval the King,
and that heshould now pay forall. Many words the brothers
had over this, till Thrand said at last that one fate should be-
fall both him and Onund; and then Eyvind let himself be
appeased.

So they dwelt there long that summer, and went on war-
farewith Eyvind who found Onund tobethebravest of men.
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Intheautumn they fared tothe South-isles,and Eyvind gave TheFore-

to Thrand to take all the heritage of their father, if Biorn fathers of

should die before Thrand. Grettir
Now were the twain in the South-isles until they wedded

their wives,and some winters after withal.

CHAPTER V1

NDnowitcameto pass that Biorn, the father of Thrand,
Adied ;and when Grim the Hersirhearsthereofhe went
to meet Ondott Crow, and claimed the goods left by
Biorn; but Ondott said that Thrand had the heritage after
his father; Grim said that Thrand was west over Seas, and
that Biorn was a Gothlander of kin, and that the king took
the heritage of all outland men. Ondott said that he should
keep the goods for the hands of Thrand, his daughter’s son;
and therewith Grim gat him gone, and had nought for his

claiming the goods.

Now Thrand had news of his father’s death,and straight-
way got ready to go from the South-isles, and Onund Tree-
foot with him; but Ufeigh Grettir and Thormod Shaft went
out to Iceland with their kith and kin, and came out to the
Eres in the south country, and dwelt the first winter with
Thorbiorn Salmon-Carle.

Thereafter they settled Gnup-Wards’-rape, Ufeigh, the
outward part, between Thwart-river and Kalf-river, and he
dweltat Ufeigh’s-stead by Stone-holt; but Thormod settled
the eastward part,and abode at Shaft-holt.

The daughters of Thormod were these: Thorvor, mother
of Thorod the Godi* of Hialli, and Thora, mother of Thor-
stein the Godi, the father of Biarni the Sage.

Nowit is to besaid of Thrand and Onund that they sailed
from thelands west over the Sea toward Norway, and had fair

1¢“(Godi” is the name for the rulers of the thirty-nine districts
into which the republic of Iceland was anciently divided. While the
ancient religion lasted, their office combined in itself the highest
civil and sacerdotal functions.



TheFore- wind, and such speed, that no rumour of their voyage was
fathers of abroad till they came to Ondott Crow.

Grettir

He gave Thrand good welcome, and told him how Grim
the Hersir had claimed the heritage left by Biorn. *Meeter
it seems to me, kinsman,”” said he, “that thou take the heri-
tage of thy fatherand not king’s-thralls; good luck has befall-
en thee, in that none knows of thy coming, but it misdoubts
me that Grim will come upon one or other of us if he may;
therefore ] would that thou shouldst take the inheritance to
thee,and get thee gone to other lands.”

Thrand said that so he would do, he took to him the chat-
tels and got away from Norway at his speediest; but before
he sailed into the sea, he asked Onund Treefoot whether he
would not make for Iceland with him; Onund said hewould
first go see his kin and friends in the south country.

Thrand said, “ Then must we part now, but I would that
thou shouldst aid my kin, for on them will vengeance fall if
I getoff clear; but toIcelandshall I go,and I would that thou
withal shouldst make that journey.”

Onund gave his word to all,and they parted in good love.
So Thrand went to Iceland, and Ufeigh and Thormod Shaft
received him well. Thrand dwelt at Thrand’s-holt, which 1s
west of Steer’s-river.

CHAPTER V1I

NUNDwentsouth toRogaland,and metthere many

of his kin and friends; he dwelt there in secret ata

man’s called Kolbein. Now he heard that the King
had taken his lands to him and set a man thereover who was
called Harek, who was a farmer of the King’s; so on a mght
Onund went to him, and took himin his house; there Harek
was led out and cut down, and Onund took all the chattels
they found and burnt the homestead ; and thereafter heabode
in many places that winter.

But that autumn Grim the Hersir slew Ondott Crow, be-
cause he might not get the heritage-money for the king;and
that same night of hisslaying, Signy, his wife, broughtaboard
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ship all her chattels, and fared with her sons, Asmund and The Fore-
Asgrim, to Sighvat her father; buta little after sent her sons fathers of
to Soknadale to Hedin her foster-father; but that seemed Grettir
good to them but for a little while, and they would fain go

back again to their mother; so they departed and came at

Yule-tide to Ingiald the Trusty at Hvin; he took them in

because of the urgency of Gyda his wife,and they werethere

the winter through. But in spring came Onund north to Ag-

dir, because he had heard of theslaying of Ondott Crow; but

W}len hefound Signy he asked her what help she would have

of him.

She said that she would fain have vengeance on Grim the
Hersir for the slaying of Ondott. Then were the sons of On-
dott sent for,and when they met Onund Treefoot, they made
up one fellowship together, and had spies abroad on the do-
ings of Grim. Now in the summer was a great ale-drinking
held at Grim’s, because he had bidden to him Earl Audun;
and when Onund and the sons of Ondott knew thereof they
wentto Grim’s homestead and laid fire to the house, for they
were come there unawares, and burnt Grim the Hersir
therein, and nigh thirty men, and many good things they
took there withal. Then went Onund to the woods, but the
sons of Ondott took a boat of Ingiald’s, their foster-father’s,
and rowedaway therein,and lay hid a little way off the home-
stead. Earl Audun came to the feast, even as had beensettled
afore,and there “missed friend from stead.” Then hegather-
ed men to him,and dwelt there some nights, but nought was
heard of Onund and his fellows; and the Earl slept in aloft
with two men.

Onund had full tidings from the homestead, and sent after
those brothers; and, when they met, Onund asked them
whether they would watch the farm or fall on the Earl; but
they chose to set on the Earl. Sothey droveabeamat theloft-
doors and broke them in; then Asmund caught hold of the
two who were with the Earl,and cast them down so hard that
they were well-nigh slain; but Asgrim ran at the Earl,and
bade him render up weregild for hisfather, since he had been
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TheFore- in the plot and the onslaught with Grim the Hersir, when
fathers of Ondott Crow was slain. The Earl said he had nomoney with

Grettir

him there, and prayed for delay of that payment. Then As-
grim set his spear-point to the Earl’s breast and bade him
pay there and then; so the Earl took a chain from his neck,
and three gold rings, and a cloak of rich web,and gave them
up. Asgrim took the goods and gave the Earl a name, and
called him Audun Goaty.

But when the bonders and neighbouring folk were ware
that war was come among them, they went abroad and would
bring help to the Earl,and a hard fight there was, for Onund
had many men, and there fell many good bonders and court-
men of the Earl. Now came the brothers, and told how they
had fared with the Earl, and Onund said that it was ill that
he was not slain, “ that would have been somewhat of a re-
vengeon the King for ourlossat his hands of feeand friends.”
They said that this was a greater shame to the Earl; and
therewith they went away up to Sorreldale to Eric Alefain,a
king’s lord, and he took them in for all the winter.

Now at Yule they drank turn and turn about with a man
called Hallstein, who was bynamed Horse; Ericgave the first
feast, well and truly,and then Hallstein gave his, but thereat
was there bickering between them,and Hallstein smote Eric
with a deer-horn; Eric gat no revenge therefor, but went
home straightway. This sore misliked the sons of Ondott,
and a little after Asgrim fared to Hallstein’s homestead, and
went in alone, and gave him a great wound, but those who
were therein sprang up and set on Asgrim. Asgrim defended
himself well and got out of their hands in the dark; but they
deemed they had slain him.

Onundand Asmund heard thereofand supposed him dead,
but deemed they might do nought. Eric counselled them to
make for Iceland, and said that would be of no avail to abide
there in the land (i.e.in Norway), as soon as the King should
bring matters about to his liking. So this they did,and made
them ready for Iceland and had each one ship. Hallstein lay
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wounded, and died before Onund and his folk sailed. Kol- The Fore-
bein withal,who isaforementioned,wentabroad with Onund. fathers of

Grettir
CHAPTER VIII
OW Onund and Asmund sailed into the sea when
N they were ready, and held company together; then
sang Onund this stave:

“Meet was I in days agone
For storm, wherein the Sweeping One,
Midst rain of swords, and the darts’ breath,
Blew o’er all a gale of death.
Now a maimed, one-footed man
On rollers’ steed through waters wan
Out to Iceland must I go;
Ah, the skald is sinking low.”

They had a hard voyage of it and much of bafling gales
from the south, and drove north into the main; but they
made Iceland,and were by then come to the north off Long-
ness when they found where they were: so little space there
was betwixt them that they spake together; and Asmund said
that they had best sail to Islefirth, and thereto they both
agreed; then they beat up toward the land, and a south-east
wind sprang up; but when Onund and his folk laid the ship
closeto the wind, the yard was sprung; then they took insail,
and therewith weredriven off to sea; but Asmund gotunder
the lee of Brake-isle,and therelay till a fair wind brought him
into Islefirth; Helgi the Lean gave himall Kreekling’s-lithe,
and he dwelt at South Glass-river; Asgrim his brother came
out some winters later and abode at North Glass-river; he
was the father of Ellida-Grim, the father of Asgrim Ellida-
Grimson.
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CHAPTERIX

OW itis to be told of Onund Treefoot that hedrave
N out to sea for certain days, but at last the wind got

round to the north, and they sailed for land: then
those knew who had been there before that they had come
west off the Skagi; then they sailed into Strand-Bay, and
near to the South-Strands, and there rowed toward them
six men in a ten-oared boat, who hailed the big ship, and
asked who wastheircaptain;Onund named himselfandasked
whence they came; they said they were house-carles of Thor-
vald, from Drangar; Onund asked if all land through the
Strands had been settled ; they said there was little unsettled
in the inner Strands, and none north thereof. Then Onund
asked his shipmates, whether they would make for the west
country, or take such as they had been told of; they chose to
view the land first. So they sailed in up the bay, and brought
toina creek off Arness, then put forth a boatand rowed to
land. There dwelt a rich man, Eric Snare, who had taken
land betwixt Ingolfs-firth and Ufeera in Fishless; but when
Eric knew that Onund was come there, he bade him take of
his hands whatso he would, but said that there was little that
had not been settled before. Onund said he would first see
what there was, so they wentlandward south past some firths,
till they came to Ufcera; then said Eric,* Here is what there
is to look toj; all from here is unsettled,and right in to the
settlements of Biorn.” Now a great mountain went down
the eastern side of the firth, and snow had fallen thereon;
Onund looked on that mountain, and sang:

“Brand-whetter’s life awry doth go.
Fair lands and wide full well I know;
Past house, and field, and fold of man
The swift steed of the rollers ran:
My lands and kin I left behind,

That I this latter day might find,
Coldback for sunny meads to have;
Hard fate a bitter bargain drave.”
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Ericanswered, Many have lost so much in Norway, that The Fore-
it may not be bettered: and I think withal that most lands in fathers of
the main-settlementsarealready settled,and therefore Iurge Grettir
thee not to go from hence; but I shall hold to what I spake,
that thou mayst have whatso of my lands seems meet to
thee.” Onund said, that he would take that offer, and so he
settled land out from Ufcera over the three creeks, Byrgis
Creek, Kolbein’s Creek, and Coldback Creek, up to Cold-
back Cleft. Thereafter Eric gave himall Fishless,and Reek-
firth, and all Reekness, out on that side of the Firth; but as
to drifts there was nought set forth, for they were then so
plentiful that every man had of them what he would. Now
Onund set up a household at Coldback, and had many men
about him; but when his goods began to grow great he
had another stead in Reekfirth. Kolbein dwelt at Kolbein’s
Creek. So Onund abode in peace for certain winters.

CHAPTERX

OW Onund was so brisk a man, that few, even of
N whole men,could cope with him; and his name withal

was well known throughout the land, because of his
forefathers. After these things, befell that strife betwixt
Ufeigh Grettir and Thorbiorn Earl’s-champion, which had
such ending, that Ufeigh fell before Thorbiorn in Grettir’s
Gill, near Heel. There were many drawn together to the
sons of Ufeigh concerning the blood-suit,and Onund Tree-
foot was sent for, and rode south in the spring,and guested
at Hvamm, with Aud the Deeply-wealthy, and she gavehim
exceeding good welcome, because he had been withher west
over the Sea. In those days, Olaf Feilan, her son’sson,wasa
man full grown, and Aud was by then worn with great eld;
she bade Onund know that she would have Olaf, her kins-
man, married, and was fain that he should woo Aldis of
Barra, who was cousin to Asa, whom Onund had to wife.
Onund deemed the matter hopeful,and Olafrode south with
him. So when Onund met his friends and kin-in-law they
bade him abide with them: then was the suit talked over,
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TheFore- and was laid to Kialarnes Thing, for as then the Althing
fathers of was not yet set up. So the case was settled by umpiredom,

Grettir

and heavy weregild came for the slayings, and Thorbiorn
Earl's-champion was outlawed. His son was Solmund, the
father of Kari the Singed; father and sondwelt abroad along
time afterwards.

Thrand bade Onund and Olaf to his house, and so did
Thormod Shaft, and they backed Olaf’s wooing, which was
settled with ease, because men knew how mighty a woman
Aud was. So the bargain was made, and, so much being done,
Onund rode home,and Aud thanked him well for his help to
Olaf. That autumn Olaf Feilan wedded Aldis of Barra;and
then died Aud the Deeply-wealthy, as is told in the story of
the Laxdale men.

CHAPTERXI

NUND and Asa had two sons; the elder was called
O Thorgeir, the younger Ufeigh Grettir; but Asa soon

died. Thereafter Onund got to wife a woman called
Thordis, the daughter of Thorgrim, from Gnupin Midfirth,
and akin to Midfirth-Skeggi. Of her Onund had a son called
Thorgrim; he was early a big man, and a strong, wise, and
good withal in matters of husbandry. Onund dwelt on at
Coldback till he was old, then hedied in hisbed, and is buried
in Treefoot’s barrow; he was the briskest and lithest of one-
footed men who have ever lived in Iceland.

Now Thorgrim took the lead among the sons of Onund,
though others of them were older than he; but when he was
twenty-five yearsold he grew grey-haired,and therefore was
he bynamed Greypate; Thordis, his mother, was afterwards
wedded north in Willowdale, to Audun Skokul, and their
son was Asgeir, of Asgeir’s-river. Thorgrim Greypate and
his brothers had great possessions in common, nor did they
divide the goods between them. Now Eric, who farmed at
Arness, as is aforesaid, had to wife Alof,daughter of Ingolf,
of Ingolfs-firth; and Flosi was the name of theirson,a hope-
ful man, and of many friends. In those days three brothers
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came out hither, Ingolf, Ufeigh, and Eyvind, and settled TheFore-
those three firths that are known by their names, and there fathers of
dwelt afterwards. Olaf was the name of Eyvind’s son, he first Grettir
dwelt at Eyvind’s-firth,and after at Drangar, and was a man

to hold his own well.

Now there was no strife betwixt these men while their
elders were alive; but when Eric died, it seemed to Flosi,
that those of Coldback had no lawful title to the lands which
Eric had given to Onund; and from this befell much ll-blood
betwixt them; but Thorgrim and his kin still held their
lands as before, but they might not risk having sports to-
gether. Now Thorgeir was head-man of the household of
those brothers in Reekfirth, and would ever be rowing out
a-fishing, because in those days were the firthsfull of fish; so
those in the Creek made up their plot; a man there was, a
house-carle of Flosi in Arness, called Thorfin, him Flosi sent
for Thorgeir’s head,and he went and hid himself in the boat-
stand; that morning Thorgeir got ready to row out to sea,
and two men with him, one called Hamund, the other Brand.
Thorgeir went first, and had on his back a leather bottle and
drink therein. It wasvery dark,and as he walked down from
the boat-stand Thorfin ranat him,and smote him with an axe
betwixt the shoulders, and the axe sank in,and the bottle
squeaked, but he let go the axe, for he deemed that there
would be little need of binding up, and would save himself
as swiftly as might be; and it is to be told of him that he ran
off to Arness, and came there before broad day, and told
of Thorgeir’s slaying, and said that he should have need
of Flosi’s shelter, and that the only thing to be done was to
offer atonement, ““for that of all things,” said he, “is like to
better our strait, great as it has now grown.”

Flosi said that he would first hear tidings; “and I am
minded to think that thou art afraid after thy big deed.”

Now it is to be said of Thorgeir, that he turned from the
blow as the axe smote the bottle, nor had he any wound;
they made no search for the man because of the dark, so
they rowed over the firths to Coldback, and told tidings of
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TheFore- what had happed; thereat folk made much mocking, and
fathers of called Thorgeir, Bottleback, and that was his by-name ever

Grettir

after.
And this was sung withal:

“The brave men of days of old,
Whereof many a tale is told,
Bathed the whiting of the shield,
1n wounds’ house on battle-field;
But the honour-missing fool,

Both sides of his slaying tool,
Since faint heart his hand madevain,
With but curdled milk must stain.”

CHAPTER XII

N those days befell such hard times in Iceland, that
I nought like them has been known there; well-nigh all

gettings from the sea, and all drifts, came toan end; and
thiswent on for many seasons. Oneautumn certain chapmen
in a big ship were drifted thither, and were wrecked there in
the Creek, and Flosi took to him four or five of them; Stein
was the name of their captain; they were housed here and
there about the Creek,and were minded tobuild themanew
ship from the wreck; but they were unhandy herein,and the
ship was over small stem and stern, but over big amid-ships.

That spring befell a great storm from the north, which
lasted near a week,and after the storm men looked after their
drifts. Now there was a man called Thorstein, who dwelt at
Reekness; he found a whale driven up on the firthward side
of the ness, at a place called Rib-Skerries, and the whale was
a big whale.

Thorstein sent forthwith a messenger to Wick to Flost,
and so to the nighest farm-steads. Now Einar was the name
of the farmerat Combe,and he was a tenant of those of Cold-
back,and had the ward of their drifts on that side of the firths;
and now withal he was ware of the stranding of the whale:
and he took boat and rowed past the firths to Byrgis Creek,
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whence hesent a man to Coldback;and when Thorgrim and The Fore-
his brothers heard that, they got ready at their swiftest, and fathers of
were twelve in a ten-oared boat, and Kolbein’s sons fared Grettir
with them, Ivar and Leif,and were six altogether; and all

farmers who could bring it about went to the whale.

Now it is to be told of Flosi that he sent to his kin in In-
golfs-firth and Ufeigh’s-firth, and for Olaf Eyvindson, who
then dwelt at Drangar; and Flosi came first to the whale,
with themen of Wick, then they fell to cutting up the whale,
and what was cut was forthwith sent ashore; near twenty
men were thereat at first, but soon folk came thronging
thither.

Therewith came those of Coldback in four boats, and
Thorgrim laid claim to the whale and forbade the men of
Wick to shear, allot, or carry off aught thereof: Flosi bade
him show if Eric had given Onund Treefoot the drift in
clear terms, or else he said he should defend himself with
arms. Thorgrim thought he and his too few, and would not
risk an onset; but therewithal came a boat rowing up the firth
and the rowers therein pulled smartly. Soon they came up,
and there was Swan, from Knoll in Biornfirth,and hishouse-
carles;and straightway, when he came, he bade Thorgrim not
to lethimselfberobbed ;and great friends they had been here-
tofore,and now Swan offered his aid. The brothers said they
would takeit,and therewith seton fiercely; Thorgeir Bottle-
back first mounted the whale against Flosi’s house-carles;
there the afore named Thorfin was cutting the whale, he was
in frontnigh the head,and stood in afoot-hold he had cut for
himself; then Thorgeir said, “Herewith I bring thee back
thy axe,” and smote him on theneck,and struck off his head.

Flosi was up on the foreshore when he saw that, and he
egged on hismen to meet them hardily ;now they fought long
together, but those of Coldback had the best of it: few men
there had weapons except the axes wherewith they were cut-
ting up the whale, and some choppers. So the men of Wick
gave back to the foreshores; the Eastmen had weapons, and
many a wound they gave; Stein, the captain, smote a foot off
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