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INTRODUCTION

HE visit to Iceland was another land-mark in my

I father’s life. In itself, apart from what it stood for in

his work, it was something of an undertaking. A sea-
soned traveller would have smiled at the adventure of six
days in a small steamerand six weeks’ ridingamongfriendly
people; but my father was not a seasoned traveller. He had a
deep loveand knowledge of country things,and was country
bred, but his every-day life was necessarily a sedentary one:
he was going to exchange this, without any training, for six
weeks’ hard riding over difficult country in a wild climate,
cutting himself oft from every possiblecommunication with
his own folk—no little thing for a man so deeply-rooted in
the home-life. So it must be said that he started in a some-
what adventurous spirit that spoke well for thesuccessof the
journey.

His courage, however, was nothing to that of Charley
Faulkner. My father’s old college-friend was not in good
health and thought the careless open-air life would benefit
him: this partly, but he went chiefly out of sheeraffection for
my father, interested in, thou%}; not sharing his absorbing
passion for the things of the North. He suffered untold
miseries on any sort of salt water, endured the long days in
the saddle the best he might, and during the journey was
several times on the verge of illness: moreover, his short-
sight almost amounted to blindness,and manyatimeit must
have been only the wisdom of those admirable little ponies
that saved him from disaster. Yet with all this,and not living
in the magic dream that possessed his friend, he managed to
keep going by sheer pluck and enjoyed it, rough times and
smooth times and all. He was store-keeper and paymaster
to the expedition. With them went Mr. W. H. Evans, of
Forde Abbey, Dorsetshire, who had been attracted to Ice-
land for the shooting and fishing. Mr. Magnusson made up
the party of four and was, of course, the organizer of the
travelling details: once landed and making for the interior,
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they would have to travel in primitive fashion with guides
and a troop of ponies, carrying tents and food and every-
thing for their needs. There was a great to-do over the buy-
ing of outfits and packing of stores; the cooking too had to
be considered. Mr. Mackail in his “Life” tells how the
Burne-Jones children remembered my father coming one
day and building ““a little hearth in their garden with loose
bricks, over which he cooked a stew in the manner of some
pirate or backwoodsman in a story-book.”” And it was notso
long ago that I came upon the rather melancholy ruins of
Jenny-and-May’s out-door “kitchen”’ in one of the home-
closes at Kelmscott, built in the same way. My father wrote
to Faulkner months before, bidding him praise riding.
“I began this morning. By Gum the Great we shall have
plenty of it there according to our program.” But I think it
must have been a very desultory and fitful sort of training.

Then and later my father never lost the youthful zest and
“picnicky "’ feeling of travelling in 2 new place, especially if
the little discomforts were merely those attendant on primi-
tive conditions—the inconveniences of missing trains, of
dirty hotels, discourteous or grasping traders, unsym-
pathetic officials, closed museum doors, all such as these he
bore with different degrees of impatience, sometimes mild
enough, sometimes bordering on frenzy.

It was a gay little party that started from Granton Pier
that Sunday morning in July for a few precious weeks in
the free air. From the very first the voyage was full of keen
pleasure for my father; his high spirits and excitement are
shown by a letter written from Reykjavik to mother after
they had seen the guides and colle&ted the ponies for a start.

Reykjavik, Iceland,
July 16th, 1871.

Well, my dear, here I am safe and quite well; [ have writ-
ten to the littles too, because I thought it would be fun for
them: all goes well and we start up the country to-morrow
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with twenty horses, such jolly little fellows the poneys are;
they almost look as if they would talk. We had a very good
and swift voyage out on the whole; the first day it was very
calm, and so was the next morning (wedidn’tsailtill Sunday
at 6 a.m.) but after we passed the Orkneys we got a very
heavy sea for some hours,and I was sick though not very ill,
C.].F.being pretty much prostrate; that wason Monday; on
Tuesday morning about seven we reached Thorshaven in
the Faroes, and went ashore for twelve hours; we went a
long walk over the hills on the most beautiful of daysand it
was so calm that evening that the Captain was able to thread
the labyrinth of the islands, and a most wonderful sight it
was: I have seen nothing out of a dream so strange as our
coming out of the last narrow sound into the Atlantic,and
leaving the huge walls of rocks astern in the shadowless mid-
night twilight; nothing I have everseen hasimpressed meso
much. We saw no land all Wednesday which wasa very cold
bleak day, though the wind wasfair; buton Thursday morn-
ing about three Magnusson called me up to see Iceland. I
think I told you we were to go to Berufirth in the east first of
all; and we were just at the entrance to it now; it is no use
trying to describe it, but it was quite up to my utmost ex-
pectations as to strangeness: it is just like nothing else in the
world; it was a wild morning too, very black out to sea,and
very bright sun under a sort of black canopy over Iceland.
We coasted all that day and had fine weather at first, as
we passed by the stupendous mass of glaciers they call Vatna
Jokul where ice-rivers seem to run fairly into the sea: We
sailed by Croefa Jokul too with fair weather; it is the highest
mountain in Iceland; after that the cloudssettled on theland
and it began to rain and blow and thesea soon ran very high,
but the wind was fair and the ship went veryfast: about nine
p.m. we were opposite Njal’s country and the clouds lifted a
corner there to show a watery copper and green sunset, very
splendid; then about twoa.m. on Friday we made the West-
man Islands, and stopped there togive and take letters; they
were some time coming offand we had a good view of that
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wild collection of rocks, in which there showed great caves,
with little beaches to them, a rare matter in the rocky coast
we had seen; it wasadoleful sightrather tosee the poorchaps
going back in their walnut shell of a boat with three letters
which was all their post.

Next morning we had a good knocking about before we
reached Reykjavik but I had got my sea-legs by then,and
didn’t mind it much: we got to Reykjavik about three in the
afternoon this day (Friday) and went ashore soon, and were
taken by Magnusson to the house of one of his kinsfolk and
are quite comfortable a-nights on the floor [of ] a very small
clean room, and are abundantly fed; the town itselt might
be in Canada and is quite common-place, but all the houses
seem clean—inside.

Wethree worked hardat repackingall yesterday—and oh,
my dear—do you remember the parcel from the Cooperative
Stores that they ought to have taken out of our case and
didn’t send in time to do it. Well, manya speculation we had
as to what it would be; whether good to eat, drink or wear;
and I for my part said: perhaps it will be Floriline and hair
brushes—excitement there was when we got to it—and—
may I never be forgiven if it did not contain these articles:—

Ist 2 doz.bottles of scents,

then 2 doz. do. of Fleriline.

then 1 large box of violet powder.
There! there! there! here is 2 laugh to end with: we howled
so over it that we nearly killed the landlady with curiosity to
know what it was all about.

Please, dear Janey, be happy and don’t forget the date of
letter to me.The boat starts back for England September 1st,
so I hope to beat homeabout the 8th (in London I mean); if
you are still at Kelmscott I will come at once to see you. Be
happy.

PRy Tam, with all love,

Your most affe&ionate,
William Morris.
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The following came at the same time to “thelittlerascals”
Jenny-and-May.
Reykjavik, Iceland.
July 16th, 1871.
Dear little daughters,
Isn’tit funny that I am writing to you from Iceland?
I got here safe and sound about four o’clock on Friday after-
noon; we had a good voyage, and I was not very sick: one
day we saw porpoises a long way off and when they saw the
ship they swam after it as fast as they could, jumping out of
the water so that you could see them all: they soon came up
with the ship and played abouther, it made one laugh so, be-
cause they looked like oiled pigs: Wefirst saw Iceland about
3 o'clock on Thursday morning; that was ata place called
Berufirth; it looked very wonderful; for
there was a huge mountain like this with
clouds all round it. We saw several whales
that morning ; afterwards we sailed along
the coast and saw great ice mountains with rivers of ice look-
ing as if they were running into the sea; thisisa funny little
town with more poneys than men in it,and we are lodging in
such a queer little cottage, but very clean. We have bought
twenty ponys for our journey, and we shall begin our jour-
ney to-motrow if all goes well; it is a very bright beautiful
day to-day and very warm.

I hope you are very good and are kind to Mama and that
youare happy at Kelmscott; it is not much like Iceland I can
tell you. I send you some wild thyme I plucked this morn-
ing 1n the fields close by here; there are many pretty flowers
about, but no trees at all, not even a bush about here, but the
mountainsare very beautiful. )

I send kissesand love, my littles,and good-bye. Iam writ-
ing to Mama too.

Iam,
Your most affe&ionate Father
William Morris.
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The tour was well-planned and was not marred by any
serious mishap, nor, except for the apprehension caused by
Charley Faulkner being unwell for a few days, hampered by
sickness. The more than ordinary sympathy between the
party and the people they were visiting made their journey
casy and pleasant in a very important respect. They experi-
enced the luxury of travelling in a land where they were
plainly and soberly welcomed—a luxury far outweighing
discomforts and occasional hardshipsthat wereall part of the
fortunes of war. That one of them was a native of the island
and used to the methods of travel made things easy—I might
even say possible—for the three Englishmen whose journey
was far more extended than was usualin those days and often
covered ground but little explored. The Icelanders soon be-
came interested in the foreigner who knew their history;
they were tickled at an Englishman coming out, nottoshoot
their moors and fish their rivers but to make pilgrimage to
the homes of Gunnar and Njal, to muse on the Hill of Laws,
to thread his way round the historic steads on the Western
firths, to penetrate the desert heaths where their outlaws had
lived. Later on he was known to them as “The Skald,” the
Skald from the country “west over the Sea” which their
ancestors in the old days had been wont tovisit for trading or
warfare, who had been telling their tales in his own tongue.
The story of the Island was a living thing to folk who still
dwelt inthe country-sides made famousby the great families
of the early centuries. Local antiquarians showed the travel-
lers at Bergthorsknoll what were surmised to be charred
fragments of the Burning: Snorri’s bath is still used as in his
time: Gudrun’s grave—a howe covered with flowers—is still
pointed out. Even the empty heaths were peopled by their
imagination: I remember my father telling how Jén, one of
the guides on their second visit, believed so strongly that
thedescendantsof the outlaws still lived hidden inthe desert
places that he started out one day, bundle on shoulder, on a
voyage of discovery. The whole land teems with the story of
the past—mostly unmarked by sign or stone but written in
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men’s minds and hearts, the story of their forefathers who
had wrested from the

Land of deep snows and scarce hidden fires

a grim livelihood of hardship and incessant struggle. To
thesefolk living their frugal life between the firth and the ice
mountain came the modern skald brimming with eagerness
and desire to get at the heart of their story. He was moved
by the Iceland of to-day as well as by the Iceland of the past,
his interest keenly aroused by a place which the current of
commercial life swept by leaving it unchanged, whose arts
and small industries grew simply and naturally out of the
needs and fancies of the people.

My father was especially interested in the handicrafts of
the Island. One result of the remoteness of the country is the
preservation of tradition in the arts; when he was there he
came across silver-work, carved horns,embroideries, etc., all
of a real and fine character; the dress of the Icelandic ladies
too was full of dignityand distin&ion, their silver ornaments
being often heirlooms of noble fifteenth century character.

The poverty, the incessant privations of the Icelanders,
moved and disturbed him; he would tell us how they went
to the fishings and describe vividly their little cockleshells of
boats not fit to battle with those terrible seas—some of the
poor fellows never coming back, and he would tell us how
the foreigners, the French principally, I think, got all the
abundant harvest of the deep-sea fishing before the Ice-
landers’ very eyes, as it were—they too poor for the neces-
sary equipment.

The merry little train of ponies made away South to the
Njal country, this portion of the journey includinga memor-
able expedition to Thorsmark; returning a little on their
tracks the party went North, stopping some days at the Gey-
sirs, across the wastes of the central watershed; thence they
went down the Northern drain into the valley of Waterdale.
From here they made their way across to the Western firths
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and so back down the South-western track, the last camping
ground being the Thingmeads.Thejournalof 1871 was writ-
ten from two note-books, battered and in places rubbed and
illegible, whose appearance is eloquent enough and tells of
long journeyings and soakings in that precious little haver-
sack-—familiar to everyone who knew my father. He took
very full notes, and it is surprising to think of the diligence
of this travel-worn Londoner, coming into campafteralong
day in the saddle, to the work of pitching the tents, cooking
(nearly always entirely left to him), clearing up, and then to
have energy enough left to write up a diary! It was found in
early days that the Poet was also to be the Cook, because his
dinners were so much better than those of the rest of the
arty.

d ’I‘);Iey were received kindly and hospitably everywhere;
occasionally they were allowed to pay modestly for their
entertainment, sometimes the farmers would only accept
payment for the beasts’ food, sometimes they would accept
nothing, while of course in many places they were received
as guestsby peopleof distinction. Buteverywhere, atthe pro-
sperous homesteads and at the poorer ones, the same idea of
hospitality prevailed. It has sometimes struck me thatthere
are certain similarities between travel in the deserts of the
East (in Arabia, for instance) and that in Iceland: there are
the same conditions that makearigoroushospitality a neces-
sity; the custom of starting on the journey late in the after-
noon with an escort of friends from the city to see the party
on their way; the frugality and hardships, the simple and
dignified art: again, the tradition of a heroic past with its re-
lentless blood-feuds, the volcanic country with its bursts of
green—all with a big difference! I haveoften thought that if
my father could have endured the great heat he would have
been much attracted to desert travel in Arabia, had he once
begun to taste its alluring charm. C. M. Doughty’s “Arabia
Deserta,” by-the-by, was one of his very favourite books
towards the end of his life.

Here is the letter my father sent home by the Danishves-
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sel lying off Stykkisholm, whose skipper asked them to
breakfast on board—to the travellers’ confusion when they
found he had notinvited their charmingand cultivated host.

August 11th[1871].
Stykkisholm on Broadfirth.
Iceland.
Dearest Janey,

This is a little sort of town by the sea-side, a trading
station, and there is come into the haven a Danish schooner
from Isafjorde (Icefirth) that will sail for Liverpool ina day
or two; he (the merchant) has kindly offered to take letters
for us and as there seems a chance of their reaching you be-
fore I do, I write.

I have little timehoweveraswego early to-morrow morn-
ing; Iam tremendous in health and in very good spirits,and
enjoy the riding very much; the poneys are delightful little
beasts, and their amble is the pleasantest possible means of
travelling: everybody has behaved charmingly; even I have
not lost my temperoften: C. J. F. (fromthe othersideof the
table) begs to state that he would havebeenbetter-tempered
had it not been that riding has not been as enjoyable to him
as to me, and that even a black sheepskin has not made his
saddle as soft as by rule of three it oughtto be. Weshan’tget
through above half our stores, I fancy; people have been so
hospitable, there has been but little roughing it,and I find
sleeping ina tent very comfortable work even when the
weather is very cold; the weather has been cold, and rather
broken till the last few days: last Tuesday week we hada very
bad day, ridinfg over the wilderness inthe teeth of a tremen-
dous storm of snow, rain and wind; it was an eight-hours’
job, but I was not a penny the worse for it next morning.
You've no idea what a good stew I can make, or how well I
can fry bacon under difficulties. I have seen many marvels
and some terrible pieces of country; I sleptinthehome-field
of Njal’s house,and Gunnar’s, and at Herdholt: I have seen
Bjarg, and Bathstead and the place where Bolli was killed,
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and am now halfanhour’sride from Holyfell where Gudrun
died. I was there yesterday and from its door you see agreat
sea of terrible inky mountains tossing about: there has been
a most wonderful sunset this evening that turned them gol-
den though; the firth we look on here is full of little islands
that breed innumerable eider ducks, and a firth we crossed
yesterday was full of swans: Give dear loveto the little ones
and tell them I am going to try to bring them my pretty grey
poney home; but if I don’t they must not be disappointed
for there may be difficulties or he may not turn out well: his
name is Falcon, and when he is in good condition he ambles
beautifully fast and deliciously soft; he is about 13 hands
high. I wish you could see us to understand how jolly it is
when we have gota good piece of road, and the whole train
of twenty horses is going a good round trot, the tin cups
tinkling and the boxes rattling (my word how the shine is
taken off them!) I must “premise” however that Iam dirtier
than you might like to see me: my breeches are a triumph of
blackness, but not my boots, by Jove! I may mentionin pass-
ing that an Icelandic bog is not good riding, and that the
loose stones on the edge of a lava-field is like my idea of a
half-ruined Paris barricade: that there are no lice in Iceland
and that itch is unknown; but Evans deposeth that there are
fleas galore,—however, they don’t bite me.

Good-bye, my dear, I have so often thought of the sweet
fresh garden at Kelmscott and you and the little ones in it,
and wished you happy. Please write to mother with my best
love, I would have written but time presses strongly.

Good-bye, with all love.

Your loving
William Morris.

I have already told of the chance discovery of Kelmscott
(Vol. IV, p. xiij) and of my father’s delight in it. He was not
too full of Iceland nor too deep in the last details of packing
to give a thought to domestic matters before leaving, and to
write some detailed directions about repairs of the newly-
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discovered treasure of a house; he gives an eye to the possi-
bilities of cray-fishing in the stream, too,and bids my mother
have Philip the handy-man geta “basket” for themand be-
gin the fishing as soon as they come on.

“I have written a ballad about that story we were talking
of on Sunday,” he goes on: “I will send it you if I can get it
copiedintime.... Howbeautiful the placelooked last Mon-
day: I grudged going away so; butlam very happy to think
of you all happy there,and thechildrenand you getting well.
Ned, Webb and Faulknerdined here yesterdayand we were
all jolly enough.Yesterday morning I saw Evans off by boat
for Edinburgh; such a packing as Charley and I had the day
before! twelve blessed packages, however all is well there:
I have made all myadieux and am off by the 9.1 § p.m. train.
We go 3rd class but the train is good and comfortable.

“Now I will say good-bye dear, for the present, with all
blessings on you. Kiss the littlesand give them my best love.
I shall write a line from Edinborough. Live welland happy.

“Your affectionate,
William Morris.”

During thesix weeks that my father wasin Iceland we were
at Kelmscott, in fa&, I think we spent the whole summer
there. The house was taken jointly with Mr. Rossetti, who
occupied the Tapestry Room and the bedroom adjoining.
He writes to W. B. Scott in mid-July: “I am writing in my
delightful sitting-room orstudio, the walls of whicharehung
with tapestrieswhichIsuppose have been heresince the house
was built.” Hewasthereallthis summerandinto theautumn.
We saw nothing of him all day unless one of us happened to
besitting to him; hecamedown toa late breakfast and I often
wondered at a person being able to eat so many eggs, forget-
ting that while we were eating our solid mid-day meal he was
shut upat work, taking no other food till the evening family
dinner,after whichweall satin thestudiowith him. Justabout
dusk he would come down from his work, and go forasolitary
walk, wet or fine. My mother would go with him sometimes,
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not often, as she was never strong, but the impression re-
mains on my mind of the solitarinessof those twilight walks.
Ican see therather broad figuretrampingaway doggedly over
the flat green meadows, in search of exercise and air enough
to keep in health for the day’s work; I can see him returning
after dark with a burden of weariness upon him—even the
young child in pauses of happy playhours felt the loneliness
of it. Indeed, we youngsters were more conscious of this ele-
ment of solitariness in our family life than our elders knew;
one incident in particular drove it home to me. My mother
and Jenny were away, and after dinner, there being some
visitors in the house (among them, I think, a light-hearted
model who lacked excitement) we young folk started agame
of hideand seek all over the house,rompingand skirmishing
in the garrets. I was the first toreturn to thestudioand found
Mr. Rossetti sitting over the fire—alone. It is difficult even
now to shake off the childish pang of self-blame that came
over me at the sight, wishing that I at least had not been so
thoughtless, and wishing I could tell him how sorry I was.
Rossetti was fond of us,and I think weamused him,wild little
animals tumbling about among the flowers and declining
lessons.* He made most of me—by the beautiful law of con-
traries, I imagine, for Jenny was far the more virtuous and
amiablechild: theslightaptitudefordrawing Iwasconsidered
to have interested him; I was also a useful model for angels.
Anyway our mother told me a few years later, he had wanted
toadopt me. Itcan be imagined how disconcerted mother was
at the way I took this. Instead of flinging myself in her arms
and exclaiming,*Dearest mother, never let us be parted! ” or
words to that effe&, I turned seraphic eyeson her and asked,
“Well, mother, why didn’t you? You've got Jenny.” I trust
I have since made up to my mother for this painful moment
of disillusionment!

Ienjoyed thelongsittingsin thestudio,and posed well and
patiently. Whenhe wasinasilent mood there wasthetapestry

1¢“The most darling littleself-amusing machinesthat everexisted,”
hesaysof us.
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to look at, and if he happened to place me opposite Samson
having his eyes gouged out, or Samson pulling down the
gates of the temple, I was absorbed indeed. In another posi-
tion one could watch the doings of the pigeons on the grey
stone slates of the roof of another gable, or I would catch
sight of my sister’s face at a,window at right angles; and
there was always plenty to dream about. But sometimes
Rossetti would chat as witha “grown up,” asking questions
and really seeming to listen to what one answered, and that
was agreeable.

One day heseriously enquired which I thought the uglier
of twoladies of ouracquaintance. Iconsidered the matter very
gravely and proceeded conscientiously to give my verdi&,
explaining the why of it. With equal gravity he said, I think
youareright,” and wediscussed the pointsof theladies. This
being innocently reported to mother, her severe comment,
“It was very, very naughty of Mr. Rossetti,” quitesurprised
me.

I am still telling my story from the child’s point of view,
and what I remember of our dear traveller and his doings
comes back to me always with the child’s eyes. Iceland had
begun to be one of the familiar fairy-land places in our ima-
gination, and it was with a thrilled curiosity and excitement
that we received the letters that came to our little Earthly
Paradise that August. I remember with what delight we
heard of the pony that would arrive with my father, the little
beast with the delightful name of Falki, all virtue and no
vice.* Of other things we heard vaguely, and then the stir of
his coming home, down to Kelmscott, with all that burden of
adventureand travel upon him—coming back outoftheland
of trollsand awful mountains. Then closer knowledge of the
strange place came to us through him. Thewonder side of it
we knew something of already, through the legends of Ice-
land and through our own Storyteller: we were now to hear
something of the actual human life, the charm of the melan-

* As will be seen, not Falki but another beast turned up—our play-
mate for many years.
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choly little steads, with their flowers and their bright green-
lipped streamsgracing the edge of the awful volcanic wastes:
we heard of thedoingsof littlemaidslikeourselves, how they
spanand knitted and sang old ballads and how prettily they
played the housewife on occasion ; we even wore their silver
girdles and their embroidered bodices—we certainly had
good material for dreaming ourselves into another life than
our own. Itisall verylongago, but Iceland, till thenaspoton
the mapthat one often forgot to drawin, it was so tiresomely
high up, and so far off it didn’t matter-—Iceland became and
has been ever since a real thing, at once overpoweringly
beautiful and overpoweringly melancholy.

One of thelinksbetween usand that far North was Mouse,
the intelligent sure-footed little animal my father rode all
through this first journey: “ The bravest and best-tempered
of little beasts: you should have seen him picking hisway in
one of those dismal bogs, where if you sneeze, the earth or
rather the roots of the grass, trembles violently.” * Dear old
Mouse! gentle and stard but not without his quiet humour
and shrewd estimate of humanfriends. Ambling down peace-
ful lanes must have been poor sport to him after the grim
reality of travel in Iceland, and when I mounted him he oc-
casionally relieved the monotony of our rides by trying to
rub me off his broad back against a certain gate-post as we
left the home-field. The mild trick created no bad blood be-
tween us, though he must have laughed at my horsemanship.
Father rode him about the country a good deal at first, and
then I rambled around with him, and we also had a little bas-
ket-carriage, between the shafts of which he looked incredi-
bly fat and funny. I often thought about him, the lonely
little beastie, getting bored and longing for his friends and
the frolic and incident and hard life at home,and admiringly
recalled all we had been told of the difficult rides which had
tested his fine qualities of brain and his endurance. It was
long a grief to us children to know that the fate of many of
his fellows when sold to the Scottish dealers was to go down

* Life, 1, p. 274.
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into the mines, where they never saw daylight again—the
squalor, the desolation of it, after the wild free life between
firth and mountain! Mouse would stand at a certain corner
of his field, whence he could watch the village road and the
great horses coming to thesmithy to be shod; he stood there
day-long with his head stretched forward, the very type of a
philosopher who has known the world. He was no mere
animal in the Kelmscott life, but a personality, and we chil-
dren often exchanged wistful glances with him, wishing the
stupid barrier between three playmates might be removed.
We grieved at his death, and the home-close wore a blank
air for a long time when he had gone.

It must have been a hot pleasant summer that year my
father was away North, and while he was riding among the
black wastes and crossing thegreatriversof that land of won-
der, we were basking by our gentle uneventful Thames.

Poor mother manfully tried to make us do lessons—me
at least—for Jenny as before mentioned was virtuous, also
studious—indeed, it is not known how she learnt to read, as
it came to her without pain or tribulation. Those glowing
August mornings we sat in the pleasant cool of the Panelled
Room trying to learn things about the Roman emperors,
and outside the wide mullioned windows the blackbirds
werechucklingand feasting among the gooseberries;golden
stacks were growing roof-high in the yard outside, and the
huge barn was alive with busy men and women. It wasall too
interesting: the Roman emperors were not to be endured
forlong, and mother became philosophical over my truancy.
I fancy Jenny stuck to them, because so many of my esca-
pades were lonely ones. Among other things I took to roof-
riding like Glam at Thorhall-stead, the house with its many
gablesand the noblefarm-buildingsbeing particularlyadap-
ted to this pastime. One day, however, the feat did not quite
come off—or rather 1 nearly did: for choosing to explore a
specially inaccessible roof, having reached the ridge, there 1
sat astride and could not move. Itis not difficult to imagine
my mother’s agony at discovering the situation: the poor
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soul bravely mastered her feelings and encouraged me to
hold on, sending old Philip the gardener post haste for the
longest ladders the village possessed. The dangers of the
river shetook more calmly, partly because Philip was usually
with us—or supposed to be, and partly because we took to
the water instinctively,and could handleaboat or punt with-
out losing our heads.

The manor, or the “Lower House,”" as it is called in the
village, belonged to a yeoman family, whose graves lie in
the little churchyard, going back to the sixteenth century.
Mr.Turner was dead, but his widow, ourlandlady, lived with
an unmarried sister and brother in her old home down the
river. Weused tomake pleasant visits there, going to see the
beastsand watching thecheese-making,and agtergigantic teas
coming back in the cool of the evening, the boat laden with
flowers and fruit—everything the free-handed souls could
prevail upon us to take away. A tall frail handsome woman
was Mrs. Turner:sheleftthe farm down theriverand crossed
over to Kelmscott as a bride, and then left the manor and
crossed back to her old home—and died there. Perhaps the
serene-looking face had lived down some impatience, mas-
tered some vagrant fancies as the long years slipped by, but
to picture that quiet journey from home to home and at last
to the churchyard that liesembowered among orchards high
above the river, is indeed to think of life as a placid dream.

The second journey to Iceland was made in 1873; Mr.
Faulkner wasmy father’s only travelling-companion, though
on board the “Diana” they met with John Henry Middle-
ton, who went with them as far as the Geysirs. This new ac-
quaintance, known already to Charley Faulkner, wasa man
of note and distinétion. He wasanarchite@ and subsequently
held the post of Slade Professor and Keeper of the Fitzwil-
liam Museum, Cambridge. For the last few years of his life
hewasdirector of the South Kensington Museum. The meet-
ing was the beginning of a close and lasting friendship. My
father had the greatest admiration for Middleton’s scholar-

XXX



ship and taste; they had many things in common, and out of
a wide and pra&ical knowledgeof Eastern arts Mr. Middle-
ton was able, in later days of weaving and dyeing experi-
ments to give his friend much valuable help.

I have often wondered why Mr. Middleton ever went to
Iceland.* He was not particularly bound up in the things of
the North, he detested cold as a cat does, yet there he was,
utterly unprovided with the ordinary traveller’s outfit; he
had no comforts, positively nothing, as though he had fallen
down from the moon; he is out of the story at the Geysirs,
so far as the journey is concerned, but he soon came into our
family circle, and later on married a great friend of ours, the
daughter of W. J. Stillman, for a long time the American
Consul and “Times” correspondent in Rome.

The travellers started from England about July 10,and
were away two months. The journey was harder and more
adventurous than that of 1871, with many forced rides over
unfrequented wastes: aftera second visit tothe Njal country
they set out across the great central desert to the north-east
of it, the furthest point reached being Dettifoss on Jokulsa,
the tremendous river that runs nearly in a straight line from
the Vatna-Jokul, the glacier region of the South-east, to the
Arctic Ocean. They stopped at Akreyri, the northern port,
and thence began to turn their faces south. They had some
very long days and a good deal of rough weather, but seem
to have come back all the better for thesix or seven weeks of
stifftravelling. My mother received thefollowing letter while
at Kelmscott.

Rcyk;av{k,
July 18th [1873.]
Dearest Janey,

Herelam safeafter having seensome partof the won-
ders that those see who are fools enough “to exercise their
businessinthegreatdeep.” Infa@& 1 havebeen very sick as was
no wonder for we have had several rough days, especially last

A friend remarks:“ Hewent *for toadmireand for tosee;” he went
to Fez for the same purpose, and to many other remote places.”
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night when we fairly had to turn tail from the last headland
and lie-to under thelea of the land till the gale lulled a little;
however, no bones are broken and I am quite well now and
sois C.]J.F.

We are off to-morrow morning to my great satisfaction,
except that it keeps me from writing a long letter to you my
dear, as I should like to have done. I'm ag'aid we shall have
a coldish season, there is much more snow on the mountains
than in’71. However all seems like to go well otherwise.

Itisall likea kind of a dream to me,and my real life seems
setaside till it is over. :

Kiss my dear little ones for me and tell them I positively
have no time to write to them, as you would easily know 1f
you saw me now amid the boxes with C.]J.F. and another
man in the room: I will send a letter to them from Akreyri
(in the North) if I find a ship going to Iceland.*

My dear how I wish I was back,and how wildand strange
everything here is. | am soanxiousforyou too, it wasagriev-
ous parting for us the other day—and thisshabbyletter! but
how can | help it, not knowing whether I am on my head or
my heels?

Withall love to you and the dear good little ones.

Iam, your loving

P.S. We start back from here on September sth, so don’t
expect me before the 12th.

I'am printing the unfinished diary of this second journey
almost as it stands. The direc daily record of impressions
seems to bring us very near the traveller and his emotions;
he saw things keenly and with broad vision, and the eager
close account of the volcano-torn country can, I think, be
read without feeling discomfort at omissions and want of
finish. It takes us—iterally with him—throughall the desert
region that so fired his imagination; we pass the dreadful

*Sic: to England, he means, Ed.
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mountains, sharinghis depressionat the sight of them, follow
him through the flowery little valleys, whose sweetness is
the sweeter for the contrast. At last when the faithful daily
account becomes abrupt and broken, we feel more than ever
the mood that comes on him—the long day, every moment
full of the changing panorama, all theexcitement of the jour-
ney accumulating, the nights of physical fatigue, with their
details of camp-life duties—two men to do the work that four
had shared before; and we feel how it is that at last, after the
endless day’s ride hunting after Dettifoss through the cold
mists, the diary becomes a mere string of notes, and breaks
off altogether a few days after they have started on the re-
turn journey.

Thereturnto Iceland touched him even moreclosely than
his first visit had; the strangeness of the land was wearing
off, his attention did notneed to beso concentrated onevery-
thing that happened, and all that first excitement gave place
toan exaltation of spirit peculiarly intense, expressed insome
degree by the sort of detachment the diary conveys. He was
entirely absorbed in the country they went through;itis curi-
ous to see how little mention is made of persons. Onegetsan
impression that for the time he had shaken off his human
sympathies, that people did not interest him—he had no
need for them—and that he had withdrawn into a frame of
mind in which he saw the wilderness in its real loneliness,
awful, unloveableand remote from human life——the elemen-
tal horrors had seized upon him and perhaps he saw sights
and heard sounds from another world than that in which he
and his fellow-travellers were moving—who knows indeed
where the poet wanders when he withdraws into his own
country?

“The journey,” he writes of it after his return, “has
deepened the impression I had of Iceland and increased my
love for it. The glorious simplicity of the terrible and tragic,
but beautiful land, with its well-remembered storiesof brave
men, killed all querulous feeling in me, and has made all the
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dear faces of wife and children and love and friends dearer
than ever to me. I feel as if a definite space of my life had

sed away now I have seen Iceland for the last time: as I
looked up at Charles’ wain to-night, all my travel there seem-
ed to come back to me, made solemn and elevated in one
moment, till my heart swelled with the wonder of it: surely
I have gained a great deal,and it was no idle whim that drew
me there, buta true instiné&t for what I needed.”

has been kind enough to look over the two Journals

and to contribute some interesting and useful notes
on the travels, for which I take this opportunity of thanking
him. .
Jon Jénsson, or Jon s6BlasmiBur (‘saddle-smith’) as he
was generally called, who figures so largely in the second
journey as the principal guide,died a few yearsago. My father
kept up friendly relations with him all through his life, and
thelettersofgreeting that came regularlyfrom Iceland always
touched and pleased him in their sincerity and simplicity.
The family have interchanged greetings with Jon thereafter
each year, until he too departed.

The transcript of the first Journal, given to Lady Burne-
Jones, was completed just before starting on the second
voyage from diaries kept during travel, as a note at the end
of the manuscript says. The second Journal is printed
directly from the diary—unfinished and far more hurried
towards the end thah was the earlier one. The year that
the first Iceland journal was written out from the original
notes, my father was very full of his “painted books,” and
in the middle of the manuscript his ordinary firm, clear
copying-hand blossoms out into a beautiful and careful
script, of which 1 give an example here (page 98).

Following my usual practice of interfering as little as

* Life, 1, p. 295.

M R. MAGNUSSON, the survivor of the first party,
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possible withindividual spelling, I have retained my father’s
occasionally somewhat anglicized forms of Icelandic names,
which are, however, easily recognisable. In all cases (except
for the points of the compass and for the names of the party)
I have marked an expansion of abbreviated names by square
brackets, curved brackets being the author’s. It willbe quite
clear, I hope, that variety in spelling is due to careful tran-
scription; everything has been left as it came from the
writer’s hand—notes and impressions that he might have
written out later for his friends’ reading, if other matters
had not filled his mind.

The charming maps which illustratethe journeys are due
to the zeal of Mr. Emery Walker and to the enthusiasm of
Mr. H. W. Cribb, who did the actual drawing. But I also
have to thank Mr. W. G. Collingwood,who very generously
placed at my disposal his collection of water-colour drawings
done for “The Saga-steads of Iceland.” They have not only
helped us over certain difficulties in the map-making, but
were invaluable to meinsupplementing my father’sdescrip-
tion of thecolour of Iceland, helping me torealize hiswonder
and pleasure over its strangeness.

XXXV






A JOURNALOFTRAVELINICELAND
1871

CHAPTERI. LONDON TO REYKJAVIK
Thursday, July 6th, 1871.

FTER a fidgety afternoon C.J.F. and I started from
Queen Square in two cabsto meet Magntsson there,*
Evans having gone on before by steam-boat from

London Bridge. Of course I felt as if I had left everything
behind, yea, as if I myself should be left behind. We found
Brown 2 waiting to see us off, but no Magntsson as yet, so
we took our tickets (third class) and C.J.F. bribed the guard
to keep other people out of thecarriage, telling him we should
be five in number, for Magnusson’s womankind were expec-
ted to come with him.

He was so late that I began to get very fidgety, for though
that morning my heart had failed me and I felt as if I should
have been glad of anyaccident that had kept me at home, yet
now it would have seemed unbearable to sleep in London
another night.

Thursday, July 6th, Newcastle.

At last just a minute before the train was due to start he
came in a cab, without hiswomankind, who could not get off
till the nextday: hefidgeted mestill more by havingaquarrel
with hiscabman, butatlast we got himinto thecarriage,where
the guard came to look at us, and pulled a face at first at our
being only three; but at last he brightened up on considera-
tion of what he obviously deemed the depth of Faulkner’s
cunning,and there we were off for Iceland: athird-class rail-
way journey by night (we started at a quarter past nine) is
neither eventful nor pleasant; we droned away as usual in
such cases, though I for my part was too excited to sleep,
though we made ourselves comfortable with two of the huge
blankets that were to be our bedding in camp. Day dawned,

1At King’s Cross Station. Ed.  # Ford Madox-Brown. Ed.
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Newcastle dull and undramatic as we left York, over about the dullest
country in England, striking neither for build of earth, nor
for beautyof detail: as we passed between the forges of Dar-
lington the sun fairly rose and got confused strangely with
some of the fires of the ugly sheds there: it was one of those
landscapesin thesky, the sunrise was,with light clouds float-
ing farinadvanceof thegleaming white undersky,and aclear
green space down low in the horizon. North of Darlington
thecountrygets hilly,and issoon full of chara@er, with sharp
valleys cleft by streams everywhere; but it is most haplessly
blotched by coal, which gets worse and worse as you get to-
wards Newcastle, so wretched and dispiriting that one wants
togetout and back again: Newcastle itself has been afine old
town and very beautifully situated, but is now simply hor-
rible: there is a huge wasteof station there, quite worthy of it.

Thursday, July 6th, Berwick.

Leaving Newcastle the country gets cleaner, but is dull
enough till we strike the sea at Warkworth with a glimpse
of averybeautiful old castle there; thence we go pretty much
by the seaside past the poetical-looking bay in which lies
Holy Island: a long horn runs far out into the sea there, and
near the end of it, all up the hill, is a little town that looks
very interesting from a distance: the country is all full of
sudden unexpe&ed knolls and dales, but is nowise moun-
tainous; it has plenty of character: so on still along the sea

- till we come to Berwick: there the Tweed runs into a little
harbour, nearly land-locked, and on the north of this lies a
piuresqueold town on the hillside with long bridgeof many
pointed arches uniting it to the south bank, the said bridge
having its arches increasing in size as they get nearer the
north bank instead of in the middle as usual: I suppose be-
causethescour ofthe wateronthatsidemadethewaterdeeper,
and therefore bigger arches were wanted for the bigger craft
that could pass under them. We are all very tired by now,
noneofushaving sleptanything tospeak of : Faulkner indeed
did get to sleep a little before Berwick, but Iwoke him up to
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see it; for which rash a& I was rewarded with an instin&ive Berwick
clout on the head.

So there we were in Scotland, I for the first time: north of
the T'weed the country soon got very rich-looking with fair
hillsand valleys plentifully wooded. I thought it very beau-
tiful: we had left the sea now; but every now and then we
would pass little valleys leading down to it that had a most
wonderfully poetical characterabout them;notabitlikeone’s
idea of Scotland, but rather like one’s imagination of what
the backgrounds to the border ballads ought to be: to com-
pensate,theweather wasexceedingly like myideaofScotland,
a cold grey half-mist half-cloud hanging over the earth.

Friday, July 7th, at the Granton hotel.*

MUST make the new day begin hereIsuppose, at Edin-
I borough, though it has been Friday and broad daylight

many hours. As you come up to Edinborough it looks
striking enough certainly, and is splendidly set down, with
the huge castle-rock rising in the middleof it and on its out-
skirts thequitewild-looking mountainsabout Arthur’s Seat;
underneath lies what is left of Holyrood: once upon a time
it must have been an impressive and poetical place, but I
should think always very doleful: the dolefulness remains,
the poetry is pretty much gone: the station is a trifle more
miserable-looking than the worst of such places in England:
lookingupfrom it you see high houses going up the sidesof
the deep gorge it lies in; theyare black, theyare comfortless-
looking and not old now: we went up for a few minutes into
the dismal street where people were taking their shutters
down,thenwandered about thestation,feltfrowsy,anddrank
ineffably bad coffee in the refreshment-room till the train
started for Granton. When we came there to a particularly
wretched little station by the pier,we went to theagent’sand
found Evans,whohad landed aboutsix in themorning, going
there too: the agent was vague about the arrival of the

*Tam supposed to be writing the journal at night after each day’s
travel for clearness sake.
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Edin-
burgh

“Diana,” and I began to be afraid I should have my first ex-
perienceofa Scotch Sabbath: however, I consoled myself with
thinking I should moon the time away somehow: and so we
went to a dismal big inn close to the pier, which has the sole
advantage of having a look-out over the firth and itsislands,
the going and coming trains, and the steam-ferry to Burnt
Island that lieson the othersideof the firth. Grantonisadull,
dull place with theslip-shod do-nothingair that hangs about
a small port, though I suppose more is going on than seems
to be: except for the steam-ferry aforesaid, which is always
coming and going, the same vessels seem as if they must al-
ways be lying in the sameplaces,and thesailors loafingabout
look as if they had been “‘struck so” with their hands in their
pockets. After breakfast we took train into Edinborough
again, and walked ourselves pretty well off our legs buying
odds and ends. I had my hair cut in terror of the dreaded
animal, Faulkner all the while egging on the hair-dresser to
cut it shorter: he and I afterwards drove about a bit in an
open chaise thing with the uncomfortable feeling that one
doesn’t know where to tell the driver to drive to, and that he
and everybody else are pointing the finger of scorn at us for
being strangersand sightseers: well,wedrove into the Grass-
market and other partsof theold town ;thereislittle left now
that'is old in look, and all is dirty and wretched-looking in
the old town, and the new town provincial and pretentious
to the last degree:soat last back wewent toGrantonand din-
ner, very well tired : nevertheless we went out afterwards and
wandered about the harbour till dark, well enough amused
in watching little matters about the ships: a timber-ship
amongst otherswheretheyhad opened twogreat holesin the
bows, and were running out the timber through them: it
looked queer seeing into the hold of the ship: withal there
stood on a raft outside a Scotchman with a hook, who tried
tocatch the timber as they came out to make them fast to the
raft:hefell into theutmost Scotch fury because he kept miss-
ing them, to Faulkner’s huge contempt: at last he did catch
oneand soback we wenthome: therewas a very considerable
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racket in the coffee-room when we got in, partly from some Granton
whoaretobeourfellow-travellers, partly from German mates

and the like dropping in for a drink: but we played at whist

amidst it till we could sit up no longer and so went to bed
dog-tired.

Saturday, July 8th.On board-ship “Diana” lyingin Granton
Harbour.

WOKE up at five this morningtoa verybright calm day,
I and ran to thewindow tosee if “Diana” hascome in dur-

ing the night, for I haveasort of feeling that weshall never
get away from Granton, and indeed, it is a place to inspire
that feeling: however, there was nothing new there, and I
went to bed again till I thought my less impatient friends
would be stirring, and then came down to breakfast, in the
middle of which Magntsson’s womankind came in from the
train: then Faulkner and I went out together and walked
about the pier watching the smoke of every steamer (a good
many they were) that was to be seen in the firth: Evans had
gone to see a friend up the country, and I secretly thought
him very rash; not really I mean, but from the imaginative
point of view. Well, after getting my letters from the agent,
we came into the coffee-room again, and still amused our-
selves by looking over the firth for our ship, till I saw the
smoke of a steamer that seemed coming our way, and pre-
sently Magnusson’sbrother-in-lawcried out that he thought
it was the “Diana:™ so we looked till we could see a vessel
making straight for the harbour which we thought was a
screw, and then Faulkner and I ran out in great excitement,
and on to the pier-head and there she was stem on and cer-
tainly a screw, and in a few minutes Magnisson joined us
and told us that the agent had justcomein with the newsthat
the “Diana” was sighted: she ran up her flag presently, but
we couldn’t see it because she was meeting thewind; but the
rig and look of her was just what the “Diana’” had been de-
scribed as being : shebrought upalittle way from the harbour
because they were signalling to her about where she was to
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Granton
Harbour

go; but presently came on again, and the captain bellowed to
the harbour-master: “Where then?” The harbour-master
bellowed back: “ What have you got to deliver?”” The Cap-
tain: “ Nothing at all.”” The harbour-master said something
I didn’t hear and presently she was into the harbour and
broadside on to us and there anchored in the middle of the
harbour; she was a long low vessel with three raking masts,
and was once a gunboat; she carries the swallow-tailed
Danish flag with a crown and post-horn (royal mail) in the
corner. Magnusson, Faulknerand I gotaboat presently,and
boarded her, and saw a fat mild-faced steward, who refused
five shillings which I had the bad manners, Idon’tknow why,
tooffer him: he showed us theberths,and we picked out four
unengaged ones: I pretended not to be dismayed at the size
of them and the sleeping-cabin—but I was: however, there
was a comfortable deck-cabin with sofas? to lie on all round;
and the look of the boat is satisfadtory to me; because yester-
dayweweretold thatshewasonly 140tons;whereupon Evans
pointed out to me a steamer-yacht lying in the harbour, and
told me she was 150 tons, and as she was about as big as an
up-Thames barge, though I pretended not to care, my flesh
crept, for I expected firstly to die of sea-sickness,secondlyto
be drowned.* Well, we made arrangements for getting our
luggageon board, for we were told weshould sail at eight that
evening,and then ] went towritemylettersina ratherexcited
frame of mind, having managed to get rid of the feeling that
had possessed me since I got to Granton, that we are about
come to our journey'’s end. About six p.m. the porters came
for our luggage,and Magnusson, Evansand I went down to
the boat with it, getting thoroughly wetted on the way by a
Scotch shower; (for both this dayand the day before the wea-
ther had been veryviolent & uncomfortableafterelevena.m.)

* It seems she stuck on a mudbank, and couldn’t get to the coaling
pier till she floated again at high water which was what delayed us.

# Thesaidsofas, however,were berths by night and had a board also
that let down above them, so that they were double berths.

3 We found out afterwards that the “ Diana” was 240 tons,
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“Diana” was amidst of coaling, and was dirty and confused, Granton
and I felt as if we should none of us be allowed toeat orgoto Harbour
bed all the voyage through: but in spite of the confusiona
red-headed good-tempered mate,whospoke English,and by
the waywasvery like P.P. Marshall,* received uswithsmiles;
but informed us that shewouldn’t sail till six the next morn-
ing,as also,which I didn’t know before, that we were not go-
ing straight to Reykjavik, but should touch at Berufirth in
the East:* these were blows to me, who was impatient toan
absurd degreeto be fairly on theexpeditionand inthesaddle;
but I bore them well, and we went back to dinner: but justas
we were asking for our bill, came a message from the captain
that he was going to start that evening; so out we all turned
and down to the ship; as we went along the pier alongqueer-
looking sailor more or less in liquor came upand began talk-
ing Faroese (which to my pride I understood) and it seems
hewanted to get a passage out there in the “Diana;” he suc-
ceeded and I saw him, tarry and beery, shaking hands witha
Faroese lady-passenger on board. Well, there we were on
board without tuck of drum, not somuchas Blue Peter hoist-
ed, to Evans’ great disgust; in such a muddle! the luggage
undiscoverable,and I quite surein my mind thatit had never
comeon board, thedecks dirtier than ever; twenty-four pas-
sengers on board that bit of avessel, and wherethe deuce were
they to sleep? and eat: moreover, after all we are not to sail
till to-morrow morning: however we three were in high
spirits and enjoyed ridiculously small things; but Magnts-
son scemed depressed,and chaft failed to rouse him. The four
of ussat down to whist in the cabin, played along rubber, the
last, alas! for many a day, and then went up on deck about
midnight for a bit; it was very cold and very bright with the

*One of the members of the firm of Morris, Marshall, Faulkner
and Co. Ed.

It wasagainasit happened,as we saw thereby some of the strang-
est and most striking scenery in Iceland.

3They slept (part of them)as in note p. 6 of course: as to the eating,
everybody was not a/ways able to sit down to table.
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On board- light of the dawn already showing in the North-east and pre-

ship
“Diana”

sently the moon rising red over the firth. I felt happy and
adventurous, as if all kinds of things were going to happen,
and very glad to be going. So to bed.

Sunday, July gth, On board-ship * Diana,” somewherein the

Pentland Firth.

‘ J : Y OKEafter fair sleep,anda dream of having letters
from home, about a quarter to six, and heard the
steam getting up, so jumped up, and washéd and

dressed underdifficulties,and goingupondeck had presently
the pleasure of seeing them warping the ship’s head round,
then the screw began to turn, and we slowly steamed out of
the harbour towards Iceland, unregarded by any living soul,
but with our colours flying for all farewell: it was a sunny
morning but with threatening of rain. Once out of the har-
bourthey began toswab thedecks and the little vessel looked
quite clean and tidy now: she is as aforesaid an old gunboat,
long and low, rising somewhat forward, and with bulkheads
across the deck just forward of the deck-cabin, that seemed
to us to forebode plenty of water on board: she has three
masts, theforeward one has twosquaresailsand a foreand aft
sail, the middleone a fore and aft sail, and the after onenosail
atall benton it:round about the rudder isa little raised plat-
form where we lay about a good deal on the voyage out, then
comes the deck-cabin with a narrow covered passage leading
forward on each side of it, and with a hurricane deck on the
top: then there is 2 small open space broken by the skylights
of the engine-room between the deck-cabin and the galle

(cooking-place):there is good spacefora walk forward of this,

but when there is the least sea on, unless the wind is right

astern itis too wet to be pleasant:over the galley, I forgot to
say, is the bridgewhere the captain or matestands tosteer the

ship: also our sleeping cabin is reached by stairs from the

deck-cabin, and there is aladies’ cabin on the other side of
ours—ours isa very small place, and almost pitch dark when
the lamps are not lighted; as small as it is we were surprised
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to find that it really was not very stuffy, for they have man- Pentland
aged to ventilate it well. - Firth

Well, when we were all fairly up, they gave us coffee and
minute tops-and-bottoms, and we ate and drank on deck in
comfort enough; the firth being quite smooth; nine o’clock
was breakfast proper, by which time we were getting out of
the firth and she was beginning to roll, for which she had a
great talent; neverthelessIsat down to breakfast witha huge
appetite (please don’t be too much disgusted): breakfastwas
beefsteak and onion, smoked salmon, Norway anchovies,
hard-boiled eggs, cold meat,cheese and radishes and butter,
all very plenteous: this was the regular breakfast,only varied
by eggs and bacon instead of beef.” Faulkner looked serious
as he sat down and presently disappeared; I think the first
man on board.

‘We were soon fairly out and running north along the
Scotch coast, a very dull and uninteresting-looking coast
too: there is not much seaand the wind isastern, theday very
sunny and bright and I enjoyed myself hugely though I was
rather squeamish at first: you get lazy and are quite content-
ed with watching the sea on board shipwhen all is going well
and the weather 1swarm: Faulkner is prostrate now but very
resigned, and lies without moving on the platform by the
wheel: the day clouded over a little towards evening and
threatened rain, but throughout the weather was fair; one
amusement was seeing the sailors heave the log, which they
doevery two hours, I think;it consistsof throwing a piece of
wood and a long line into the sea, and letting it run out and
thenwindingitupagain, whereby (notbeingscientific,Idon’t
know why) they find out how fast the ship is going: the cox-
swain saw to this; he was a queer little man with a red beard,
and a red nose like a carrot, and bright yellow hair like spun
glass: as they wound the line up they would singa little sea-
song that pleased my unmusical taste.

We went under sail all day and made about ten knots an

*They viCtualled us for 3s. 9d. per diem-—~cheap-—but then you
see everybody had always to pay, but everybody couldn’t always eat.
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Northof hour,whichwasgood;aboutninewesaw thelastof the Scotch

Orkney

coast, and I turned in at twelve with no land to be seen any-
where, and we in the Moray firth.

Monday, July 1oth. Onboard-ship*“Diana,” somewherebe-
tween the Orkneys and the Faroes.

FELT ratherilllastnight when I turnedin,and Faulkner
I gave me some chlorodyne to make me sleep; it kept me

awake and made me very nervous, so that I felt as if the
ship were going to the bottomat everylurch,i.e.at everytwo
seconds, for she rolled heavily; however, I got better of my
qualms,in all despite of the bilge-water—suchasweet smell!
I woke finally about five, went up,and walked barefoot about
thedecksasthey were swilling them still; it was a grey morn-
ing with a very calm sea now, and a cloud rather darker than
the others on our left was the southern isles of the Orkneys:
later on, about g a.m., I think, we passed the northernmost
isle quite close, but all we saw was a sandy strip of land with
alighthouse on it; on the other board was the Fair Isle now,
where Kari stayed with David before he struck thelast strokes
in the avenging of Njal *; and further northward we can see
Shetland very dimly. Fair Isle and Shetland are both high
conical hills to look at.

Weare torunbetween the Orkneysand the Shetlands,and
were told last night by the mate that we were going to catch
it to-day,as here we first met the rollof the Atlantic meeting,
itself, the races between the islands; his prophecy was speed-
ily fulfilled now, and I was soon sick, but not very ill; I lay
mostlyin thedeck cabin as quietlyas the ship’srollingwould
let me, but went out at whiles to be sick and look about me.
It grew a lovely sunny day though with plenty of wind; the
sails were hoisted and we were going at a round pace, while
the great swell came in right abeam of us: once when I went
out as far forward as I could for the wet (for she shipped seas
plentifully), there seemed to be a great glittering green and

*The Story of Burnt Njal; by Sir George Dasent, Edinburgh,
1861,11, 322,
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white wall on either side of us,and the ship staggering down Thors-
the trough between them; the sails flapped and swelled, and haven
the sea seemed quite close to the low gunwale amidships;

then I went to the little platform astern and lay about there
watching the waves coming up as if they were going to swal-

low us bodily and disappearing so easily under her:it was all

very exciting and strange to a cockney like me, and I really
enjoyed it in spite of my sickness. As the day wore the wind

fell somewhat, and poor Faulkner, who had been very bad

came up on deck and lay on the stern with me wrapped up in
blankets till about eleven when it was still quite light, when

we went to bed right out in the Atlantic.

Tuesday, July rith. On board-ship “Diana,” the Faroes
astern of us.
HAVE often noticed in one’s expeditions how hard it is
I to explain to one’s friends afterwards why such and such
a day was particularly delightful, or give them any im-
pression of one’s pleasure, and such a trouble besets me
now about the past day.

I woke up later than usual, about half-past six, and went
ondeck ina hurry, because I remembered the mate had pro-
mised that we should be at Thorshaven in the Faroes by
then, and that we should have sighted the south islands of
them long before: and now there we were sure enough
steaming up the smooth water of a narrow firth, with the
shore close on either board: I confessI shuddered at my first
sight of a really northern land in the grey of a coldish morn-
ing:* the hills were not high, especially on one side as they
sloped beachless into the clear but grey water; the grass was
grey between greyer ledges of stone that divided the hillsin
regular steps; it was not savage but mournfully empty and
barren, the grey clouds dragging over the hill-tops or lying
in the hollows being the only thing that varied the grass,
stone, and sea: yet as we went on the firth opened out on

*The Faroes seemed to me such a gentle sweet place when we
saw them again after Iceland. -
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one side and showed wild strange hills and narrow sounds
between the islands that had something, I don’t know what,
of poetic and attractive about them: and on our side was
sign of population in the patches of bright green that show-
ed the homefields of farms on the hillsides, and at last at the
bight’s end we saw the pleasant-lookinglittletown of Thors-
haven, with its green-roofed little houses clustering round
alittle bay and up a green hillside: thereby we presently cast
anchor, the only other craft in the harbour being three fish-
ing-smacks, cutters, who in answer to the hoisting of our
flag ran up English colours, and were, we afterwards found
out, from Grimsby for Iceland. The shore soon became ex-
cited at our arrival and boats put off to us, the friends of our
three passengers for the Faroes, and others, and there was a
great deal of kissing on deck presently. Then came a smart-
looking boat carrying the governor, and having eight oars
a side, manned by the queerest old carles, who by way of
salute as the boat touched our side shuffied off their Faroish
caps in a very undignified manner. These old fellows, like
most (or all) of the men, wore an odd sort of Phrygian cap,
stockings or knee-breeches looseat the knee, and a coat like
aknight’s just-au-corps, only buttoning in front, and gener-
ally open. The boats are built high stem and stern, with the
keel rib running up into an ornament at each end, and can-
not have changed in the least since the times of the sagas.
Well, the governor being gone, we had our breakfast,and
then carrying big bundles of sandwiches set out for shore
to amuse ourselves through the day, as we didn’t expe&
to sail till the next morning. Magnusson took us to the
store of a friend of his, a sort of place likea ship’s hold, and
where they sold everything a Faroese would buy, from a
tin tack to a cask of brandy; we found nothing to buy there
but Danish cherry-brandy, which was good and cheap.
Then we went into the private house of the merchant and
were kindly welcomed by his wife into a pretty wooden
house very like a ship’s cabin, and, to me, still unquiet: it
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was very clean, painted white and withrosesand ivy in great
pots growing all over the drawing-room wall (inside).
Thence we went out into the town, which pleased me
very much: certainly there was a smell of fish, and these
creatures, or parts of them, from guts togutted bodies, hung
and lay about in many places; but there was no other dirt
apparent; the houses were all of wood, high-roofed, with
little white casements, the rest of the walls® being mostly
done over with Stockholm tar: every roof was of turf, and
fine crops of flowery grass grew on some of them: the peo-
ple we met were very polite, good-tempered and contented-
looking: the women not pretty but not horrible either, and
the men often quite handsome, and always carrying them-
selves well in their neat dresses; which include, by the by,
skin shoes tied about the ankle with neat thongs: the men
were often quite swarthy, and had a curious cast of melan-
cholyon their faces, natural I should think tothe dwellers in
small remote islands. We were to go a walk under the gui-
dance of a Faroe parson to a farm on the other side of the
island (Straumey), and so presently having gone through
the town we met on a road that ran through little fields of
very sweet flowery grass nearly ready for the scythe: it af-
fected me strangely to see all the familiar flowers growing
in a place so different to anything one had ever imagined,
and withal (it had grown a very bright fresh day by now)
there was real beauty about the place of a kind I can’t de-
scribe. We weresoon off these cultivated meadows however
and in a long deep valley of the open fells, peaty and grass-
clad, with a small stream running through it and not unlike
many Cumberland valleys I have been in: up the hillside on
the left we struck, and clomb the hill whence turning round
we could see the sound we had come up this morning, the
little ““ Diana ” lying in the harbour with the boats clustered

1A good many though were white or black : the houseswere pitched
down with little order enough, and in fact the town was like a toy
Dutch town of my childhood’s days.
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round her, the little toylike looking town so small, so small,
and beyond it the mountains, jagged and peaked, of another
island, with the added interest of knowing that there was 2
deep sound between us and them: sea and sky were deep
blue now, but the white clouds yet clung to the mountains
here and there,

We turned away and went along the ridge of the moun-
tain-neck and looking all up the valley could see it turning
off toward the right, and a higher range above its bounding
hill: and again it was exciting to betold that this higher range
was in another island ; we saw it soon, as we turned a corner
of the stony stepped grey hills, and below uslay a deep calm
sound, say two miles broad, a hogbacked steep mountain-
island forming the other side of it, next to which lay a steeper
islet, 2a mere rock; and then other islands, the end of which
we could not see, entangled the sound and swallowed it up;
I was most deeply impressed with it all, yet can scarcely tell
you why; it was like nothing I had ever seen, but strangely
like my old imaginations of places for sea~wanderers to come
to: the day was quite a hot summer day now, and there was
nocloud in the sky and the atmosphere was very, very clear,
but a little pillowy cloud kept dragging and always chang-
ing, yet always there over the top of the little rocky islet,
which was by no means very high. We turned now towards
the end of the sound that looked openest, and began to go
down hill, and soon were off the stony ground and walking
over grassy slopes full of wild thyme and ragged-robin, and
a beautiful blue milk-wort: how delicious it seemed after
the unrest and grubbiness of the little vessel !

We could now, when we looked behind us, see a good
stretch of our hillside, which sloped steeply into the sea,and
showed the home-meads of two farms within sight; and on
the hillside of the opposite island we could count three
farms: all the islands, whether sloping or sheer rocks, went
right into the sea without a handsbreadth of beach any-
where;and, little thingas that seems, I supposeitisthiswhich
gives the air of romanticism to these strange islands. We
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turned another spur of the hills soon, and then the land on Kirkiubce
our side fell back, the long island aforesaid ended suddenly
and precipitously,and there was a wide bay before us bound-
ed on the other side now by the steep grey cliffs of another
island:* the hillsides we were on flattened speedily now, un-
der steep walls of basalt, and at the further end of them close
by the sea lay the many gables (black wood with green turf
roofs)of thefarm of Kirkiubee (Kirkby),a littlewhitewashed
church being the nearest to the sea, while close under the
basalt cliff was the ruin of a stone medieval church: a most
beautiful and poetical place it looked to me, but more re-
mote and melancholy than I can say, in spite of the flowers
and grass and bright sun: it looked as if you might live for
a hundred years before you would ever see ship sailing into
the bay there; as if the old life of the saga-time had gone,
and the modern life [had] never reached the place.

We hastened down, along the high mowing-grass of the
homefield, full of buttercups and marsh marigolds, and so
among the buildings: thelong-nosed cadaverous parson who
guided us took us first to the ruin, which he said had never
been finished, as the Reformation had stopped the building
of it: in spite of which story it is visibly not later than 1340
in date,which fact I withsome qualmsstoutlyasserted to the
parson’s disgust, though ’tis quite a new fault to me to find
local antiquaries post-date their antiquities: anyhow it was
or had been a rich and beautiful “decorated” chapel with-
outaisles, and forall I know had never been finished: thence
we went into the more modern church (such a flower-bed as
its roof was!?) which was nevertheless interesting from its
having a complete set of bench-ends richly carved (in deal)
of the 1 5th century, but quite northern in character, the in-
terlacing work mingling with regular 1 5th century heraldic

* Hestey (Horse Island) was the island opposite; the clouded rock
N.W. of it was Koltur {the Colt); Sandey was the long island in
the distance to the south. E.M.

2 « of buttercups, ragged-robin and clover,” says the note-book.

Ed.
s



The

Faroes

work and very well carved figures that yet retained in cos-
tume and style a strong tinge of the 13th century: the orna-
ment of the bishop’s throne, a chair with a trefoiled canopy,
though I am pretty sure of the same date as the bench-ends,
was entirely of the northern interlacing work.

From the church we went into the bonder’s house which
was very clean, and all of unpainted deal, walls, floor, and
ceiling, with queer painted old presses and chests about it:
he turned up with his two children presently, and welcomed
us in that queer northern manner I got used to after a little,
as if he were thinking of anything else than us, nay rather,
as if he were not quite sure if we were there or not: he was a
handsome well-dressed man, very black of hairand skin,and
with the melancholy very strong in his face and manner.
There we drank unlimited milk, and then turned back up
the slopes, but lay down a little way off the house, and ate
and drank, thoroughly comfortable, and enjoying the roll-
ing about in the fresh grass prodigiously.*

Then we wandered back to the ship; and as we passed by
the abovesaid rocky island the little pillowy cloud yet drag-
ged over its top.

We reached the * Diana” just in time for dinner, sat down
not knowing whether we were to sail that evening or not;
but in the middle of it, to my great joy, for I was impatient
for Iceland still, bang went the signal gun that announced
our sailing in an hour’s time. The evening was very fine
still, the sea was quite smooth,and the tide in our favour; so
the captain told us we were going to thread the islands by
the sound called the Westmanna-firth instead of going
round about them; so as it turned out we had the best sight
of the Faroes yet to see: going down the sound we had come
up in the morning, we turned round into the sound we had
looked down into from Kirkbythatnoon, passing close by the
stead itself, and so into the Westmanna-firth, that grew nar-
rower and narrower as we went on, though here and there

* Tam sorry to say though, that I spoilt it for myself somewhat by
making an imbecile sketch of the stead and its surroundings.
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between breaks of the islands we could see the open ocean. The
At last we were in the narrowest of it; it was quite smooth Faroes
clear and green, and not a furlong across: the coasts were
most wonderful on either side; pierced rocks running out
from the cliffs under which a brig might have sailed: caves
that the water ran upinto, how far we could not tell, smooth
walls of rock with streams running over them right into the
sea, or these would sink down into green slopes with farms
on them, or becleft into deep valleys over which would show
crater-like or pyramidal mountains, or they would be splin~
tered into jagged spires, one of which single and huge justat
the point of the last ness beforewe entered thisnarrowsound,
is named the Troll’s finger; and all this always without one
inch of beach to be seen; and always when the cliffs sank you
could see little white clouds lying about on the hillsides. At
last we could see on ahead a narrow opening, so narrow that
you could not imagine that we could sail out of it, and then
soon the cliffs on our right gave back and showed a great
landlocked bay almost likea lake, with green slopes all round
itanda great mountain toweringabove thematits end,where
lay the houses of a little town, Westmanna-haven; they tell
us that the water is ten fathoms deep close up to the very
shore in here, and that it is as it looks, a most magnificent
harbour. ‘

After that on we went toward the gates that led out into
the Atlantic; narrow enough they look even now we are
quite near; as the ship’s nose was almost in them, I saw close
beside us a stead with its homefield sloping down to the sea,
the people running out to look at usand the black cattle gra-
zing all about, then I turned to look ahead as the ship met
the first of theswell inthe open sea,and when I looked astern
a very few minutes after, I could see nothing at all of the
gates we had come out by, no slopes of grass, or valleys open-
ing out from the shore; nothing but a terrible wall of rent
and furrowed rocks, the little clouds still entangled hereand
there about the tops of them: here the wall would be rent
from top to bottom and its two sides would yawn as if they
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would have fallen asunder, here it was buttressed with great
masses of stone that had slipped from its top; there it ran up
into all manner of causeless-looking spikes: there was no
beach below the wall, no foam breaking at its feet. It was
midnight now and everything was grey and colourless and
shadowless, yet there was light enough 1n the clear air to see
every cranny and nook of the rocks, and in the north-east
now the grey sky began to get a little lighter with dawn. I
stood near the stern and looked backward a long time till
the coast, which had seemed a great crescent when we came
out of the sound, was now a long flatline, and so then I went
to bed, with the sky brightening quickly.

Wednesday, July 12th. On board-ship “Diana” near the
East firths of Iceland.

SLEPT long and got up at nine,and found the shipmak-
I ing good way before a north-east wind, and no land any-

where; the morning was grey and uncheerful, and it
worsened as the day wore, getting very cold, but did not
rain. The only thing we saw but desolate grey sea and sky
was a shoal of porpoisesabout 2 p.m. that came leaping after
the ship, throwing themselves right out of the water; I had
never seen this very common sea-sight before, and it plea-
sed me very much.

I hung about till late that night (1 a.m.) in hopes of see-
ing Iceland, but was told we should not sight it till morning
so I went to bed. I had better say again that we are going to
stop at Berufirth, nearly 400 miles to the east of Reykjavik:
shall not stay there half an hour the captain says: we have to
put ashore one Captain Hammer, an old Danish whaling
skipper, who goes most years to Jan Meyen for whale, but
lost his ship last year, and has oily business in these East
firths; and also a woe-begone East-firther, with whom I
have tried to sharpen my Icelandic sometimes.
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Thursday, July 13th. On board-ship “Diana” offthe coast Iceland
of Rangarvalla-sysla, Iceland. first seen
O I have seen Iceland at last: I awoke from a dream of
Sthe Grange; which by the way was like some house at
Queen’s Gate, to glare furiously at Magntsson who
was clutching my arm and saying something, which as my
senses gathered I found out to be an invitation to come up
on deck, as we were close off Papey; which is an island in-
habited by the Culdee monks betore the Norse colonization
began,and isat the south-eastcorner of Iceland. It wasabout
3 a.m.when I went up on deck for that great excitement, the
first sight of a new land. The morning was grey still, and
cloudy out to sea,but though the sun had not yet shone over
the mountains on the east into the firth at whose mouth we
were, yet patches of it lay upon the high peaks south-west of
where we were: on our left was a dark brown ragged rocky
island, P4pey, and many small skerries about it,and beyond
that we saw the mainland, a terrible shore indeed: a great
mass of dark grey mountains worked into pyramids and
shelves, looking as if they had been built and half-ruin-
ed; they were striped with snow high up, and wreaths of
cloud dragged across them here and there, and above them
were two peaks and a jagged ridge of pure white snow: we
were far enough presently to look into Berufirth, and to see
the great pyramid of Bulandstindr which standsa little way*
down the west side of the firth close by the sea. The sea
was perfedtly calm, and was clear of mist right up to the
shore, and then dense clouds hid the low shore, but rose no
higher than the mountains’ feet: and as I looked the sun
overtopped the east hills and the great pyramid grew red
halfway down, and the lower clouds began to clear away: the
east side of the firth which was clearer of them showed the
regular Icelandic hillside: a greatslip of black shaleand sand,
striped with the green of the pastures, that gradually sloped
into a wide grass-grown flat between hill and sea, on which

*Not ““a little way down,” because Bilandstindr stands out at the
very extremity of the western side of Berufirth. E.M.
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East firths we could see the home-meads of several steads: we rounded
of Iceland alow ragged headland presentlyand were in the firthand off
a narrow bight, at the end of which was the tradin%—station
of Djapivogr (Deepbay): halfa dozen wooden roofs, a flag-
staff and two schooners lying at anchor. There we waited
while the boat was lowered, pulled ashore with the passen-
gers, and came back again; during which the clouds on the
west side cleared off the low shore and we could see a line of
rocks and skerries cut from the shore, low green slopes be-
hind them,and then the mountain feet; looking up the firth,
which was all sunlighted now, the great peaks lowered till
they seemed to run into the same black, green-striped hill-
sides as on the east side; as we turned to leave the firth,
where we only stayed about half an hour, the clouds were
coming up from the sea, and all out that way was very
black but the sun yet shone over our heads; we were soon
out of the firth again, and going with a fair wind along the
coast, about ten miles from 1t at first: the sky darkened over-
head, but there was a streak of blue sky over the land, and
the sun was bright on the desolate-looking heap of strangely
shaped mountains, There is really a large tract of country
between the sea and these, but being quite flat you cannot
see it, and the mountains look as if they rose straight out of
the sea: they are all dark grey, turning into indigo in the
distance under the half cloudy sky; but here and there the
top of a conical peak will be burned red with the fire, or a
snow-covered peak will rise up: at last we see the first of the
great glaciersthat looks asif itwererunning into thesea,and
soon there is nothing but black peaks sticking up out of the
glacier-sea: this is the sides of the Vatna-Jokul, an ice-tratt
as big as Yorkshire; beyond this again we come to a great
conical mass of black rock and ice which is the Orefa Jokul,
the highest mountain in Iceland: the only way I hadany idea
of its size was from the fa& of our being so long off it with-
out itsseeming tochangeinshapeatall: on thewestern flank
of it Magniisson pointed out to me asmall river-likeglacier,
and thena grey peak in front of it: the grey peak is Swine-
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fell,under which dwelt Flosi the Burner; alittle further west The Njala
a jagged ridge marks the whereabouts of Hall of the Side:a country
most dreary region all this seems, but the pastures of course

and whatever might soften it are all hidden from this dis-

tance: a most dreary place, yet it washereaboutsthat the first

settler came, for on ahead there lies now a low shelf of rock

between Jokul and sea, and that is Ingolf’s Head, where In-

golf first sat down in the autumn of 874.1

The wind got up and the sky got overcast as we were
rounding the Orefa, and soon it begins to rain (a little
before noon) and the wind still freshening, the sea is soon
running very high, the wind however is right astern and
the ship making very good way and so we don’t feel it
much: moreover the east wind is not a cold one in Iceland,
and I have felt colder on the Channel on a July night: the
worst of it was what between the drift and the rain, and
that we are now keeping further from shore, we almost or
quite lose sight of land for a long time,* till near g p.m. when
we are off Portland, which is a pierced rock a little way
from the shore which a ship can sail under: this we cannot
see now for the mist, but the rain leaves off now and the
clouds lift, and there is a wonderful fiery and green sun-
set, so stormy-looking! over Eyjafell, the great ice-topped
mountain which is at the eastern end of the Njala country.
Itis long before we can see the colour of the glacier on it be-
cause o% the mist suffused with sunlight that is cast over
everything, but at last about ten o’clock the sun draws be-
hind the mountains, leaving them cold and grey against a
long strip of orange that does not change any more till the
dawn.

Now we see the Westman Islands a long way ahead: they
lie just opposite to Njal’s house at Bergthorsknoll: as they
get nearer we can see them like the broken-down walls of
castles in the sea: it is about one o’clock when we come up

870 was the date of Ingolf’s landing. Hesettled down at Reykja-
vik 874. E.M.
#MS. reads “ not till near 9 p.m.” Ed.
21



Westman alongside of the only inhabited one of them (four hundred

Isles

people live there); we lie-to off the trading-station where
there is a pretty good haven; the wall-like rocks run into
green slopes about here, which end in an old crater at the
south-westcorner of the island. Wefire asignal gun here, and
wait to seeif they will senda boat for their mail (five letters &
Magnusson’s Lilja), but having no answer we steam round
to a bay on the other side of the island where there isless sea,
and lie-to there, rolling prodigiously: and there after long
looking through glasses we see their signal flag run up, and
presently make out their boat coming: it was all over in a
moment when they did come; hardly a dozen words between
them, and thenback they went, poor fellows! in their walnut-
shell of a boat, seven men, five letters and Lilja.* We had a
long look at their rocks while we were waiting: they were
not unlike the rocks as we left the Faroes, but not so high,
and were full of cavesthat had each alittle grey strand before
them. Then we hoisted sail again, turned west, and were off
and I went to bed, thoroughly tired with the long dream-
like day: but before 1 left the bridge Ilooked north and saw
a crimson spot spreading over the orange in the sky,and that
was the dawn.

Friday, July 14th. At Reykjavik in the house of Maria
Einar’s-déttir.? ’

P at nine and on deck to find that we were just off

l ! Reykjaness round which we turn the corner into

Faxafirth, the bay in which Reykjavik lies: it was a

fine bright day, but rather cold. We were some time getting

up the firth as the wind was now against us; but at last we

sighted Reykjavik and were soon able to see what it was to

be like: the shores of the bay are flat and dull except that

*They say that the Westman-islanders watch a waterfall under
Eyja-fell, called Seljaland’s foss, to know if ’tis safe to put a boat out
for the mainland: they may do this if they can see the fall reach the
sea; but if it is blown away before it reaches the sea, no boat can live.

2 Mrs. Magnisson’s eldest sister.
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towards the northwest rise two great mountains, Akrafjall Reykjavik
and Esja, of the haystack shape so common here,and black
striped with green in colour; as we went on we saw another
range of hills to the east, not very high but characteristic in
shape, a jagged wall, with a pyramid rising amidst them;
they are bare, and browner than the others, and come from
the lavain fact. Thetown now lying ahead isacommonplace-
looking little town of wood principally; but there are pretty-
looking homesteads on some of the islands off it, and the
bright green of their home-meads is a great relief to us after
all the grey of the sea, and the ice-hills, At last we come to
anchorand the boats pull off to usand the flags are run up to
the flagstaffs of the stores on shore, and to the masts of the
craft in the harbour, which include a French war-brig and
gunboat, and several small Danish schooners and sloops:
the Frenchmen are here to look after theinterestsof the 400
sail of French fishing vessels that do most of the deep sea
fishing off Iceland: we saw several of them yesterday. We
are boarded by several people now; Zoega the guide who
was to buy our horses amongst others: he is a big fellow,
red-headed, blue-eyed and long-chinned, like a Scotch gar-
dener; he talks English well, and tells us he has done our
bidding. Magniisson goes ashore with him, and is to come
for us presently; meanwhile we go to dinner (it was about
half past three when we cast anchor). A little after dinner he
comes accordingly, and ashore we goand land in a street of
littlelowwooden houses, pitched,and withwhitesash frames;
the streets of black volcanicsand;; littleragged gardens about
some of the houses growing potatoes, cabbages, and huge
stems of angelica: not a very attractive place, yet not very
bad, better than a north-country town in England. Magnus-
son takes us to our lodging,* a very clean room in one of the
little wooden houses, which stands back from the road in its
potato and angelica garden, with 2 hay-field, where they are
at work now, at the back. He tells us to come to dinner ata

*Lord! how that little row of wooden houses, and their gardens
with the rank angelica is wedged into my memory!
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Reykjavik certain hour, and then leaves us to our devices, so we go a
little walk out into the country, hugely excited, most of all
by the look of the ponies, which are much more numerous
than the humans, and look delightful: here comes a string
of them, about a dozen, laden with stock-fish, tied head and
tail and led bya man whoridesthefirsthorse:two goodwives
in Icelandic side-saddles (little chairs with gay-coloured
pretty home-woven carpets thrown over them), riding with
their man over stock and stone: a long-legged parson, in
rusty black with a tall and stupendously bad hat, ridingona
jolly round-sterned chestnutat thedevil’s pace; hisreverend
ragbagged legs going whack, whack, whack, to make you
die: all these and more capped us, blessed us (veri per szlir!
be ye seely!), and went their ways. We went a little walk,
looked at the blue bay we had just been so glad to come off}*
and down into a marshy valley where the cotton-rush grew
thick, and then back to our dinner: we had gone on a good
made road so far; the country looked very barren here ex-
cept just round by the sea, but there were pretty flowers and
enough of them in the scant grass. To bed after dinner on
the floor in our blankets, and were very comfortable.

Saturday, July 1 sth. In the same place.

‘ 7 ERY nice coffee and biscuits before we are up, and
afterwards, regular breakfast, with all Icelandic mat-
ters; smoked mutton, stock-fish and the rest: I find

none of it comes amiss to me at any rate. After breakfast we

go first to see about our money; Mr. Fischer the agent says
at first he doubts if he can get us any, as the season has been
so good, more silver than usual was wanted to pay the farm-
ers:* however, he says he will do his best; and then off we go
to see Zoega, who is going tostart this morning for the Gey-
sirs with an English party: him we find with two ponies by
ourlodging, and he invites me to mountand come to hisown

*Heavens! how glad I was to see it again though, six weeks after-
wards.
2 Meaning that they would be paid in kind mostly.
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house where the rest are; withsometrepidation I do mount, Reykjavik
and all my fears and doubts vanish as the little beast* begins
to moveunder me,down the street ata charmingamble, that
would not tire anybody. I see the other horses in Zoega’s
yard, sixteen of them at present, but he will bring them up
to twenty before we start, and then we shall have about ten
more to buy in the early part of our journey. So our saddles
are shown, and have to be stuffed, the Icelandic boxes are
sent down to our house, and Evans, Faulkner and I begin
theseriouswork of packing afresh the things for the journey
~—that is to say, they two do, for I am principally ofJ useasa
mocking-stock, an abusing-block, how shall I call it? Mag-
nisson meantime is away to see his friends about the place.
And now wait and consider if it isn’t lucky that a good
joke should not lack its sacred poet—Evans and I bought
some stores the other day at the co-operative society in the
Haymarket: they were to pack them in two cases and send
them to us, as they did; but the day after came a message to
se;y they had made a mistake,and put a parcel not ours inone
of the cases, instead of some bologna sausage we had or-
dered, and which they then delivered. I asked them to un-
pack the case and take their property away; they said they
would send the next day todoit; I agreed to that, but told
them that if they didn’t come that day, to Iceland their case
would go with all that was in it, and that there we would eat
their parcel if it was good to eat, or otherwise treat it as it
deserved. Well, they never came, and here was thecase, with
the hidden and mysterious parcel in its bowels: many were
the speculations as to what it was, on the way; and most true
it is that I suggested (as the wildest possible idea) fragrant
Floriline and hair-brushes—now in went the chise], and
off came the lid: there was the side of bacon; there were the
tins of preserved meat; there was the Liebig, the soup-
squares, the cocoa, the preserved carrotsand the peas and
sage and onions—and here IT was—wrapped up first in

It was the pony I rode all the time, and brought to England with
me.
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Reykjavik shavings—then in brown paper, then in waterproof paper,
then in more ditto, then in whitey-brown—and here IT is—
four (was it) boxes of FRAGRANT FLORILINE, and
two dozen bottles of Atkinson of Bond Street his scents,
white violet, Frangipanni, Guard’s Bouquet—what do I
know? yea and moreover the scents were stowed in little
boxes that had hair-brushes printed on them.

Welooked at each otherto see if wewere drunk ordream-
ing, and then—to say we laughed—how does that describe
the row we made; we were on the edge of the hayfield at the
back of the house; the haymakers ran up and leaned on their
rakes and looked at us amazed and half-frightened; man,
woman and child ran out from their houses, to see what was
toward ; but all shame or care had left us and there we rolled
about and roared, till nature refused to help us anylonger—
then came the inevitable regrets of the time it would take
before my friends could know it,and that I should not be by
to see their faces change; for how was I to keep it out of my
letters?

Well, we calmed down at last and went on with our pack-
ing: afterwards I went with Magnusson to see some of his
friends; the most noteworthy of them was Jén Sigurdson,
the President of the Althing, a literary man whose editions
of sagas I know very well: he seemed a shy, kind, scholar-
like man, and I talked (Icelandic) all I might to him.

Also we went into some shops that overlook the harbour,
and bought some useful things, cheese, cherry-brandy,
knitted guernseys and gloves: then we went to the agent’s
(Fischer’s) who had got our money for us, and counted and
carried away 1,000dollars in canvas bags; and now it seemed
certain that we should be able to start on Monday; if those
damned Icelandic locks can be got either to lock or to un-
lock.Ineedn’t say I was in a fever to be off. Well, dinner and
bed ended the day.
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Sunday, July 16th. At the same place. Reykjavik
PENT by me in letter-writing and fidgeting and wor-
Srying about the weather, and the iron-work: for the
smith hasn’t finished the necessary eyed-irons for the
boxes, and the locks (made by the hatter of Reykjavik) are
ingeniously useless, and drive Faulkner mad: as to the wea-
ther, it was very bright and sunny in the morning, though
with a bitter north wind blowing; but inthe afternoon it got
warm and close, the wind shifted to the south-east (the wet
wind of Iceland) and it clouded over and began to rain. As
we areto campout the first night, it would be something like
madness to set out on a wet day; so I make up my despond-
ing mind to a week’s stay in Reykjavik, and express that
opinion all the afternoon and evening for the gratification
of my fellows, till bed-time relieves me (and them) at last.

CHAPTER II. FROM REYKJAVIK TO BERG-
THORSKNOLL AND LITHEND.
Monday, July 17th. In camp at Bolavellir.

E woke to a drizzly unpromising-looking morn-

ing, but our guides came early to us and we were

to start if possible: they (the guides) are Eyvindr
and Gisli: the first a queer ugly-looking fellow, long, with
black eyes and straight black hair, and as swart as a gipsy;
the second short, merry-looking, with light hair and blue
eyes, the most good-tempered of fellows as he afterwards
turned out—and also one of the laziest: we made a call of
ceremony on the Governor as soon as we could : he wasvery
civil to us and talked French: I was not glib in replying in
that tongue, as the Icelandic got mixed up with it. Then we
went back to the packing; during which Faulkner wentand
collared the smith to try to make the lock work: manya time
the smith looked up cheerfullyand said it was all right now:
many a time Faulkner tried it, found it all wrong, and so sat
downwith that look of reprobation past wordswhich I myself
have winced under before now: however at eleven or so the
guides brought up the pack-horses,and began to load them,
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On the
road

lock or no lock: they were very handy over this job and amu-
sed me vastly: wehad intended starting at noon,and the wea-
ther had quite cleared up by now; but it was obviously quite
impossible,and the time went on very fast; till at last when I
had got on my breechesand boots,and was trying invain not
to swagger in them, it was three o’clock and dinner time.
Finally the riding-horses were brought up to the door, the
pack-horsesweredriven out into the road, Magntsson strap-
ped on my mackintosh to my saddle-bow for me,and I tiedon
my tin pannikin and mounted my little beast, & weall scram-
bled off somehow, following the lead of the rather irregular
pack train, the horses not yet being used to go together;
Magnisson’s wife and sister-in-law, and their brother-in-
law, Helgi Helgason a schoolmaster here, and a young lady
friend mounted also to see us on our way,and there we were
off at last; I looking about the street over the queer light-
coloured mane of my little poney with great contentment.
From the high ground above the town we could see the bay
now, and the “ Diana’ lying there still, and her sister vessel
the “Fylla,” which is still in the service, steaming up the bay
even as we look : we are up to the pack-horses here,and they
are well together now and going a good round trot, we after
them. I find my poney charming riding and am in the best of
spirits: certainly it was a time to be remembered; the clatter
of paces and box-lids, the rattle of the hoofs over the stones,
the guides crying out and cracking their whips, and we all
with our faces turned towards the mountain-wall under
which we were to sleep to-night. Always though, through-
out the whole journey, the start, whenever we made it
(to-day it was a quarter to five in the evening) was a fresh
pleasure to me, yet certainly never quite as exciting as this.
Most strange and awful the country looked to mewe passed
through, in spite of all my anticipations: a doleful land at
first with its great rubbish lu:apsafP sand, striped scantily with
grass sometimes; varied though by a bank of sweet grass
here and there full of flowers,*and little willowygrey-leaved

¢ The most noteworthy being a large purple cranesbill.” Note

book. Ed.
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plants I can’t name: till at last we come to our first river that Bolavellir
runs through a soft grassy plain into a bight of the firth; it is
wonderfully clear and its flowery green lips seemed quite
beautiful to me in the sunny evening, though I think at any
timeIshould haveliked the place, with thegrass and sea and
river all meeting, and the great black mountzin (Esja) on
the other side of the firth. On thence to the place where the
roads branch,onegoing north to Thingvellir,and one (ours)
east toward the Landeyjar: a little beyond this we cometo a
stead named Holmr; it is the first real Icelandic stead I have
seen near:*our Icelandic friends tell us it is a poor stead, but
it pleased me in my excitement, with its grey wooden gables
facing south, its turf walls, and sloping bright green home-
field with i#s smooth turf wall: there the bonder and his folk
were haymaking, or rather standing rake in hand to stare at
us,and [the] guideswentup to them tobuy fire-wood forour
camp this evening. Meantime we got off our horses, and sat
down in a pretty grassy hollow, and the Icelanders brought
outchampagneand glasses to drink the stirrup-cup, for they
were going back here: so in halfanhour’s time wesaid good-
bye for six weeks, and they mounted and turned back west,
and we rode away east into a barren plain, where the road
had vanished into the scantiest of tracks, and which was on
the edge of the lava: soon we came on to the lava itself,
own over here with thick soft moss, grey like hoar-frost:
this ended suddenly in a deep gully, on the other side of
which all was changed as if by magic, for we were on a plain
of short flowery grassassmooth as a lawn, a steepgreen bank
bordering it all round, which on thesouthran upinto higher
green slopes, and these into a great black rocky mountain:?
we rode on over the east side of the bank, and then againa
change: a waste of loose large-grained black sand withouta
bladeof grass on it, that changed in its turn into a grass plain
again but not smooth this time; all ridged and thrown up

*A few miles further back I had seen the wooden gables of one a
goodish way off, and took them for tents as they showed among the
dark grey slopes.

2 Called Vifilsfell.
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Bolavellir into hummocks as so much of the grass land in Iceland is, 1
don’t know why: this got worse and worse till at last it grew
boggy as it got near another spur of the lava-field, and then
we were off it on to the naked lava, which was here like the
cooled eddies of a molten stream: it was dreadful riding to
me unused, but still as I stumbled along, as nervous as
might be, I saw the guides galloping about over it as they
drove the train along, with hard work, at a smart trot: for
me, I didn't understand it at all, and hung behind a good
way in company of Faulkner: but we were getting near our
camping ground now, and the peaked mountain-wall lay
before us, falling back into a flat curve just above our rest-
ing place: streamsof lava tumbled down the mountain-sides
here and there; notably on one to our north, Hengill by
name; on whose flank its tossed-up waves looked most
strangely like a great town in the twilight we were riding
through now. Well, Faulkner and I pushed on as well as we
could, and at last saw the lava end in the first green slopes of
the hill-spurs, where Magntsson stood by his horse waiting
for us; we rode gladly enough on to the grass, and, turning
a little, cantered along the slope and down into a plain that
lay in the bight under the hills, in the middle of which I saw
the train come to a stand: so riding through a moss at the
slope’s end we came into a soft grassy meadow bordered by
a little clear stream and jumped off our horses after a ride of
six hours and a half. It was a cold night though clear and
fine, and we fell hard to work to unpack the tents and pitch
them while the guides unburden the horses, who were soon
rolling about in every direction, and then set to work dili-
gently to feed: the tents being pitched, Magntsson and
Faulkner set to work to light the fire, while Evans and 1
went about looking for game, about the hill-spurs and the
borders of alittle tarn between the lava and our camp: it was
light enough to see to read; wonderfully clear but not like
daylight for there were no shadows at all: I turned back
often from the slopes to look down on the little camp and
the grey smoke that now began to rise up,and felt an excite-
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ment and pleasure not easy toexpress: till T had to get to my Bolavellir
shooting which I didn’t like at all; however I shot two
golden plovers and came back to camp with them, where I
found Faulkner rather dejected over his fire, which was
sulky: but we soon got it into a blaze, boiled our kettle and
made some tea, for we had brought some cold mutton from
Reykjavik and did not want any other cooking: so we eat
our supper, and then heated more water for grog while the
guides lay about watching us, till they having a dram from
us went off to a little hut of refuge near the tarn-side, and
we wi‘iggled into our blankets and so ended our first day of
travel,

Tuesday, July 18th. At Mr. Thorgrimsson’s house at Ey-
rarbakki.
P at about nine for we were all somewhat tired: I
l l can’t say I had slept much, not that I was uncomfort-
ableorcold, but thestrangenessand excitementkept
waking me up; there had been queer noises too through the
night: the wild song of the plovers, the horses cropping the
grass near one, the flapping of thetent-canvass, for there was
a good deal of wind, and it was a cold morning though very
bright; onelonged for it to be warm thatone might have the
due enjoyment of the beautiful grass of the little meadow.
Magniisson and Faulkner had /a:d the fire over night with
the frying-pan on it, so we soon had it alight with bacon and
my plovers in the frying-pan: I did the frying (with the help
of the fire) and I confess it was with pride that I brought the
pan into the tent and sat down to breakfast. That over we
began to decamp, and as I wasn’t wanted I wandered about
up the hill-spurs and looked about me: just at thefeet of the
hills there was a space of bog which caught the little brooks
that ran from the hills till they could gather into the streams
bounding our camp; but above this the slopes were mostly
covered with sweet grass, and sank into little hollows every
here and there where the flowers grew very thick, notably
the purple cranesbill aforesaid. Again I felt I don’t know
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skard

what pleasure at the sight of the littlecamp where the guides
had gathered the horses now: it was on the chord of the arc
of a big semicircle of flat ground, some three miles at its
deepest, I should think: agrassy plain saved out of the waste
of lava, that rolling down from the mountains on either side,
spread out grey for many a mile about, the last dribble
of it reaching to the hither side of the tarn aforesaid : coming
down from the hill I went thitherward and sat on its deep
grey moss to write up my diary till I was called to saddle;
1n our camping-ground that [was] all changed and unrecog-
nisable from the absence of the tents now; and so off we
went, at first straight across the plain, but turning to our
right presently came into valleys among sandy spurs of the
hills, grey or yellow or red, and then beginning to mount
are on the rocky path of the pass,* among the barrenest hills
I have yet seen, though here and there are stripes of scanty
green on some of the lower slopes, on one of which a sheep
wasstanding,and looking so much too big among the empti-
ness that at first we took him for a rein-deer which inhabit
these mossy parts. We rode up and down through these
wastes a long way, going higher on the whole, of course, the
path so steep that we have to get off and walk sometimes
(though I for my part felt safer on horse-back) till at last we
came to the crest of the pass,and saw the sealying deep blue
a long way ahead, the sea we sailed over the other day before
we made Reykjaness; descending hence we soon lose the
sight of the sea; and here in the very steepest of our road we
met a parson and his man; whom, the parson, Magntisson
knew and embraced.®

Still down, and the hills get lower now; I note here our
riding over a huge waste o% black sand all powdered over
with tufts of sea-pink and bladder-campion at regular inter-
vals, like a Persian carpet, and then over a bank of sand into

* Ligaskar® (Low shard) to wit.'

2 We rarely met travellers on our way throughout the journey:
farmwork (haymaking) being at its height, and the Althingsitting
at Reykjavik, the people were little on the move,
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