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PREFACE

A TRAVEL book owes so little to the writers, and so
much to the people they meet, that afull and fair acknowl -
edgment on the part of the former is impossible.

We must beg those hundreds of anonymous Icelanders,
farmers, fishermen, busmen, children, etc., who are the
real authors of this book to accept collectively our grati-
tude. In particular we should like to thank The Icelandic
Shipping Co., The Stat-Tourist Bureau, Mr. and Mrs.
Erikur Benedictzson, Mr. Olafur Briem, M r. Ragnar Jon-
asson, Professor Sigurdur Nordal and Professor Arni
Pallsson of Reykjavik University, Dr. Jonas Larusson and
Dr. Gislisson of the Studentagardur, Mr. and Mrs. Kris-
tian Andreirsson, Mr. Stefan Stefansson, Mr. Snaebjorn
Jonsson, Mr. and Mrs. Little, Mr. Atli Olafson, Mr. Hall-
dor Laxness, Mr. Tomas Gudmundsson, Dr. Sorenson,
Mr. Thorbjorn Thordarson, Dr. Kristiansson of Sanda-
krokur, Mr. Bjarkans of Akureyri, Mr. Gerry Pallsson,
our two guides Stengrimur and Ari (we never found out
their other name), Mr. Joachimsson of Isafjordur, Mr.
Gudmundur Hagalin, and Dr. Sveinsson and family, to
whom we must aso apologise for entirely destroying a
bed.

Lastly we must express our gratitude to Professor E. V.
Gordon for invaluable introductions and advice, to Mr.
Frazer Hoyland for three photographs and much else, and
to Mr. Michael Yates for his company and the use of his
diary.

W.H.A.
L.M.
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LEAVING HRAENSNEF



CHAPTER |

LETTER TO LORD BYRON

PART |

ExcUsE, my lord, the liberty | take

Inthus addressing you. | know that you
Wi ill pay the price of authorship and make

The allowances an author has to do.

A poet's fan-mail will be nothing new.
Andthenalord—GoodL ord, youmust be peppered,
Like Gary Cooper, Coughlin, or Dick Sheppard,

W ithnotesfrom perfect strangers starting, 'Sir,
| liked your lyrics, but Childe Harold's trash’,
"My daughter writes, should | encourage her?'
Sometimes containing frank demands for cash,
Sometimes sly hints at a platonic pash,
A nd sometimes, though | think thisrather crude,
The correspondent's photo in the rude.

A nd as for manuscripts—by every post . . .
| can'timproveon Pope'sshrill indignation,
But hope that it will please his spiteful ghost
To learn the use in culture's propagation
Of modern methods of communication;
N ew roads, new rails, new contacts, asweknow
From documentaries by the G.P.O.
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LETTER TO LORD BYRON

For since the British Isleswent Protestant
A church confession istoo high for most.
But still confession isahumanwant,
So Englishmen must make theirs now by post
And authors hear them over breakfast toast.
For, failingthem, there'snothing but thewal |
Of public lavatories on which to scrawl.

Soif ostensibly | writetoyou
To chat about your poetry or mine,

There're many other reasons; though it's true
That | have, at the age of twenty-nine
Just read Don Juan and | found it fine.

| read it on the boat to Reykjavik

Except when eating or aseep or sick.

Thefactis, I'minlceland all alone
—MacKenzie's prints are not unlike the scene—
Ich hab' zu Haus, ein Gra, ein Gramophone.
Les gosses anglais aiment beaucoup les machines.
To xzohov. glubit. che . . . what thismay mean
| do not know, but rather like the sound
Of foreign languages like Ezra Pound.

And homeismilesaway, and miles away
No matter who, and | am quite alone
And cannot understand what people say,
But like a dog must guessit by the tone;
At any language other than my own
['m no great shakes, and here I've found no tutor
N or sleeping lexicon to make me cuter.

The thought of writing came to me to-day

(I like to give these facts of time and space);
The bus was in the desert on its way

From Mothrudalur to some other place:



LETTER TO LORD BYRON

The tears were streaming down my burning face;
| 'd caught aheavy coldin Akureyri,
And lunch was late and life looked very dreary.

Professor Housman was | think the first
To say in print how very stimulating
Thelittleillsby which mankind iscursed,
The colds, the aches, the pains are to creating;
Indeed one hardly goes too far in stating
That many aflawless|yric may be due
Not to alover's broken heart, but 'flu.

But still aproper explanation's lacking;
Why writetoyou? | s | must begin

Right at the start when | was at my packing.
The extra pair of socks, the airtight tin
Of Chinatea, the anti-fly werein;

| asked myself what sort of books I'd read

Inlceland, if | ever felt the need.

| can't read Jeff eries on the Wiltshire Downs,
Nor browse on limericks in a smoking-room;
Whowouldtry Trollopein cathedral towns,
Or Marie Stopes inside his mother's womb?
Perhaps you feel the same beyond the tomb.
Do the celestial highbrows only care
For works on Clydeside, Fascists, or Mayfair?

In certain quarters | had heard a rumour
(For all I know the rumour's only silly)
That Icelanders have little sense of humour.
| knew the country was extremely hilly,
The climate unreliable and chilly;
So looking round for something light and easy
| pounced on you aswarm and civilise.
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LETTER TO LORD BYRON

There is one other author in my pack:

For some time | debated which to write to.
Whichwould least likely send my letter back?

But | decided that |'d giveafright to

Jane Austenif | wrotewhen 1'd no right to,
And share in her contempt the dreadful fates
Of Crawford, Musgrave, and of Mr. Yates.

Then she's a novelist. | don't know whether
Y ou will agree, but novel writing is
A higher art than poetry altogether
In my opinion, and success implies
Both finer character and faculties?
Perhaps that's why real novels are as rare
As winter thunder or a polar bear.

The average poet by comparison
I's unobservant, immature, and lazy.

Y ou must admit, when all issaid and done,
His sense of other people's very hazy,
Hismoral judgments are too often crazy,

A slick and easy generalisation

Appealstoo well to hisimagination.

| must remember, though, that you were dead

Before the four great Russians lived, who brought
Theart of novel writingto ahead;

The help of Boots had not been sought.

But now the art for which Jane Austen fought,
Under the right persuasion bravely warms
And isthe most prodigious of the forms.

She was not an unshockable blue-stocking;
If shades remain the characters they were,
No doubt she still considers you as shocking.
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LETTER TO LORD BYRON

But tell Jane Austen, that is, if you dare,
How much her novels are beloved down here.
She wrote them for posterity, she said,;
"Twas rash, but by posterity she's read.

Y ou could not shock her more than she shocks me;
Beside her Joyce seems innocent as grass.

It makes me most uncomfortable to see
An English spinster of the middle-class
Describe the amorous effects of 'brass,

Reveal so frankly and with such sobriety

The economic basis of society.

Soitisyouwhoisto getthisletter.

The experiment may not be a success.
There're many others who could do it better,
But | shall not enjoy myself the less

Shaw of the Air Force said that happiness
Comesin absorption: hewasright, | know it;
Even in scribbling to along-dead poet.

Every exciting letter has enclosures,
And so shall this—a bunch of photographs,

Some out of focus, some with wrong exposures,
Press cuttings, gossip, maps, statistics, graphs;
| don't intend to do the thing by halves.

|'m going to be very up to date indeed.

It is a collage that you're going to read.

| want aform that'slarge enough to swimin,
And talk on any subject that | choose,
From natural scenery to men and women,
Myself, the arts, the European news:
And since she's on a holiday, my Muse
I's out to please, find everything delightful
And only now and then be mildly spiteful



LETTER TO LORD BYRON

22

OttavaRimawould, | know, be proper,
The proper instrument on which to pay
My compliments, but | should come a cropper;
Rhyme-royal's difficult enough to play.
But if no classics as in Chaucer's day,
At least my modern pieces shall be cheery
Like English bishops on the Quantum Theory.

Light verse, poor girl, isunder a sad weather;
Except by Milne and persons of that kind
She's treated as demode altogether.
It's strange and very unjust to my mind
Her brief appearances should be confined,
Apart from Belloc's Cautionary Tales,
To the more bourgeois periodicals.

'The fascination of what's difficult,’
The wish to do what on€e's not done before,
Is, | hope, proper to Quicunque V ult,
The proper card to show at Heaven's door.
'‘Gerettet' not 'Gerichtet' be the Law,
Et cetera, et cetera. O curse,
That istheflattest linein English verse.

Parnassus after all is not a mountain,
Reserved for A .i . climberssuch asyou;
It'sgot apark, it'sgot apublic fountain.
Themost | ak is leave to share a pew
With Bradford or with Cottam, that will do:
To pasture my few silly sheep with Dyer
And picnic onthelower dopeswith Prior.

A publisher's an author's greatest friend,
A generous uncle, or he ought to be.
(I'msurewehopeit payshimintheend.)



LETTER TO LORD BYRON

| love my publishers and they love me,

At least they paid a very handsome fee
To send me here. I've never heard a grouse
Either from Russell Square or Random House.

But now I've got uncomfortable suspicions,
|'m going to put their patience out of joint.
Though it's in keeping with the best traditions
For Travel Books to wander from the point
(There is no other rhyme except anoint),
They well may charge me with—I've no defences-
Obtaining money under fase pretences.

| know I've not the least chance of survival
Beside the major travellers of the day.

| am no Lawrence who, on his arrival,
Sat down and typed out all he had to say;
| am not even Ernest Hemingway.

| shall not run to a two-bob edition,

So just won't enter for the competition.

And even here the steps | flounder in
Were worn by most distinguished boots of old.
Dasent and Morris and Lord Dufferin,
Hooker and men of that heroic mould
Welcome meicily into the fold;
I'm not like Peter Fleming an Etonian,
But,if I'mJudas, | 'manold Oxonian.

The Haig Thomases are at Myvatn now,
At Hvitavatn and at Vatnajokull
Cambridge research goes on, | don't know how:
The shades of Asquith and of Auden Skokull
Turn in their coffins a three-quarter circle
To s their son, upon whose help they reckoned,
Being as frivolous as Charles the Second.
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LETTER TO LORD BYRON

So this, my opening chapter, has to stop
With humbly begging everybody's pardon.
From Faber first in case the book's a flop,
Then from the critics lest they should be hard on
The author when he leads them up the garden,
Last from the general public he must beg
Permission now and then to pull their leg.

END OF PART |



CHAPTER 11

JOURNEY TO ICELAND

A LETTER TO CHRISTOPHER ISHERWOOD, ESQ.

A nd the traveller hopes: 'Let me be far from any
Physician'; And the ports have names for the seg
The citiless, the corroding, the sorrow;
And North means to all: 'Reject!”

And the great plains are for ever where the cold fishis
hunted,
And everywhere; the light birdsflicker and flaunt;
Under the scolding flag the lover
Of islands may see at last,

Faintly, hislimited hope; and he nears the glitter

Of glaciers, the sterile immature mountains intense
In the abnormal day of hisworld, and ariver's
Fan-like polyp of sand.

Then let the good citizen here find natural marvels:

The horse-shoe ravine, the issue of steam from a cleft
In the rock, and rocks, and waterfalls brushing the
Rocks, and among the rocks birds.

And the student of prose and conduct, places to visit;
The site of a church where abishop was put in a bag,
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JOURNEY TO ICELAND

The bath of a great historian, the rock where
An outlaw dreaded the dark.

Remember the doomed man thrown by his horse and
crying;
‘Beautiful is the hillside, | will not go’;
The old woman confessing: ' He that | loved the
Best, to him | was worst',

For Europe is absent. Thisis an island and therefore
Unreal. And the steadfast affections of its dead may be
bought
By those whose dreams accuse them of being
Spitefully alive, and the pale

From too much passion of kissing feel purein its deserts.
Can they? For theworld is, and the present, and the lie.
And the narrow bridge over the torrent,
And the small farm under the crag

Arethe natural setting for the jealousies of a province;

And the weak vow of fidelity is formed by the cairn;
And within the indigenousfigure on horesback
On the bridle path down by the lake

The blood moves aso by crooked and furtive inches,

Asks all your questions. 'Where is the homage? When
Shall justice be done? O who is against me?
Why am | always alone?

Present then theworld to theworld with its mendicant
shadow;
L et the suits be flash, the Minister of Commerce insane;
L et jazz be bestowed on the huts, and the beauty's
Set cosmopolitan smile.

For our time has no favourite suburb; no local features
Arethose of theyoung for whom all wish to care;
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JOURNEY TO ICELAND

The promise is only a promise, the fabulous
Country impartially far.

Tearsfall in all therivers. Again the driver

Pulls on his gloves and in ablinding snowstorm starts
Upon his deadly journey; and again the writer
Runs howling to his art.

Dear Christopher,

Thank you for your letter. No, you were wrong. |
did not write: 'the ports have names for the sed but 'the
poets have names for the sea. However, as so often before,
the mistake seems better than the original idea, so|'l | leave
it. Now, asto your questions:

1. 'l can't quite picture your arrival. What was your
impression of Reykjavik harbour? Is there any attempt to
make the vistor feel that heisarriving at a capital city?'

Not much. There is nothing by the pier but ware-
houses and piles of agricultural implements under tar-
paulin. Most of thetownisbuiltof corrugatediron. When
we arrived, it was only half-past seven and we had to wait
outside the harbour, because the Icelandic dockhands
won't get up early. The town was hidden in low-lying
mist, with the tops of the mountains showing above it.
My first impression of the town was Lutheran, drab and
remote. The quay was crowded with loungers, passively
interested, in caps. They seemed to have been there a
long time. There were no screaming hawkers or touts.
Even the children didn't speak.

2. '"What doesR. look like?

There is no good building stone. The new suburban
houses are built of concrete in sombre colours. The three
chief buildings are the Roman Catholic church, the (un-
finished) theatre and the students' hostel, which looks like
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JOURNEY TO ICELAND

waiting-rooms of an airport. There is a sports ground,
with a running-track and tennis courts, where the young
men play most of the night. In the middle of the town
thereisashallow artificial lake full of ternsand wild duck.
The town peters out into flat rusty-brown lava-fields,
scattered shacks surrounded by wire-fencing, stockfish
drying on washing-lines and a few white hens. Further
down the coast, the lava is dotted with what look like
huge laundry-baskets; these are really compact heaps of
drying fish covered with tarpaulin. The weather changes
with extra-ordinary rapidity: one moment the rain blots
out everything, the next, the sun is shining behind clouds,
filling the air with an intense luminouslightin whichyou
can see for miles, so that every detail of the cone-shaped
mountains stands out needle-sharp against an orange sky.
Thereisone peak which is always bright pink.

3. 'What do the Icelandic authors write about? '

Mainly about their own country, the emotional lives of
the farmers and fishermen and their struggle with nature.

4. 'l suppose the originals of the fiction-characters are
generally well-known?'

Yes, often. | sometimes heard complaints; for example,
that Halldor Laxness makes the farmers more unpleasant
than they really are. But, as far as | could gather, there
are no laws of libel.

5. 'Isn't the audience of the Icelandic novelist very
small?

Relatively to the size of the population, it is larger than
in most countries. Most of the novels of any standing are
translated into German and the other Scandinavian lan-
guages.

6. 'Can he make aliving?'

The best-known authors and painters receive support
from the state, without any obligations as to output.
People (in all cases, right wing) occasionally complained
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JOURNEY TO ICELAND

to me that politics influenced the awards; but | couldn't
discover any authors of merit who had been neglected.

7. 'Tell me about the young Icelander. What does he
think about? What are his ambitions?

As arace, | don't think the Icelanders are very ambi-
tious. A few of the professional classesswould like to get to
Europe; most would prefer to stay where they are and
make a certain amount of money. Compared with most
countries, there is little unemployment in Iceland. My
general impression of the Icelander is that he is realistic,
in apetit bourgeois sort of way, unromantic and unidealis-
tic. Unlikethe German, he showsno romantic longing for
the south, and | can't picture him in auniform. The atti-
tude to the sages is like that of the average Englishman to
Shakespeare; but | only found one man, a painter, who
dared to say he thought they were 'rather rough'. The
difficulty of getting any job at all in many European
countries tends to make the inhabitants irresponsible and
therefore ready for fanatical patriotism; but the Icelander
is seldom irresponsible, because irresponsibility in afarm-
er or fisherman would mean ruin.

8. 'What about the sex-life?

Uninhibited. Thereislittle stigma attached to illegiti-
macy. Bastards are brought up on an equal footing with
legitimate children of the family. Before communications
became better, there was a good deal of in-breeding. A
farmer was pointed out to me who had married his niece,
by special permission of the King of Denmark. Homo-
sexuality is said to be rare. There is agood deal of venereal
disease in the coastal towns, which has lately begun to
spread inland. | know nothing about birth-control prop-
aganda: there seems to be no particular drive to increase
the population of theisland. Emigrationto Ameria, which
was common at the beginning of the century, has now
stopped.
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9. Isthere atypical kind of Icelandic humour?

They arevery fond of satirical lampoons. Asyouwould
expect on a small island, most of the jokes are about pro-
minent personalities and difficult to understand without
inside knowledge. There is a weekly comic paper called
the Spegelin, which is more like Smplicissimus than like
Punch. | saw no evidence of the kind of brutal practical
joke practised in the sages.

10. '"What feelings did your visit give you about life on
small islands?

If you have no particular intellectual interests or ambi-
tions and are content with the company of your family
and friends, then life on Iceland must be very pleasant,
because the inhabitants are friendly, tolerant and sane.
They are genuinely proud of their country and its his-
tory, but without the least trace of hysterical nationalism.
| always found that they welcomed criticism. But | had
the feeling, aso, that for myself it was already too late.
We are all too deeply involved with Europe to be able, or
even to wish to escape. Though | am sure you would en-
joy avisitasmuch as| did, | think that, in the long run,
the Scandinavian sanity would be too much for you, as it
isfor me. Thetruthis, we are both only really happy liv-

ing among lunatics.
W.
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CHAPTER I

A LETTER TO
GRAHAM AND ANNE SHEPARD

Reykjavik
August 16th, 1936

To Graham and Anna: from the Arctic Gate

| send this letter to N. W. 8,

Hoping that Town is not the usual mess,

That Pauli is rid of worms, the new cook a success.
| have got here, you see, without being sick

On a boat of eight hundred tons to Reykjavik.
Came second-class—no air but many men;

Having seen the first-class crowd would do the same again.
Food was good, mutton and bits of fishes,

A smart line-up of Scandinavian dishes-

Beet, cheese, ham, jam, smoked salmon, gaffalbitar,
Sweet cucumber, German sausage, and Rye-Vita.
So | came here to the land the Romans missed,
Left for the Irish saint and the Viking colonist.
But what am | doing here? Qu'allais-je faire
Among these volcanic rocks and this grey air?
Why go north when Cyprus and Madeira

De jure if not de facto are much nearer?

The reason for hereness seems beyond conjecture,
There are no trees or trains or architecture,
Fruits and greens are insufficient for health

And cultureislimited by lack of wealth,
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LETTER TO GRAHAM AND ANNE SHEPARD

Thetourist sights have nothing like Stonehenge,

The literature is all about revenge.

Andyet | likeit if only because this nation

Enjoys ascarcity of population

And cannot rise to many bores or hacks

Or paupers or poor men paying Super-Tax.

Yet further, if you can stand it, | will st forth

The obscure but powerful ethics of Going North.
Morrisdidit before, droppingthefrillsand fuss,
Harps and arbours, Tristram and Theseus,

For aland of rocks and sagas. And certain unknown
Old Irish hermits, holy skin and bone,

Camped on these crags in order to forget

Their blue-black cows in the Kerry pastures wet.
Those L atin-chattering margin-illuminating monks
Fled here from home without kit-bags or trunks
Tomortify their flesh—but wemust mortify

Our blowsy intellects before we die,

Who feed our brains on backchat and self-pity

And always need a noise, the radio or the city,
Traffic and changing lights, crashing the amber,
Always on the move and so do not remember

The necessity of the silence of the islands,

The glacier floating in the distance out of existence,
The need to grip and grapple the adversary,
Knuckle on stony knuckle, to dot and carry

One and carry one and not give up the hunt

Till we have pinned the Boyg down to a point.

In England one forgets—in each performing troupe
Forgets what one has lost, there is no room to stoop
And look along the ground, one cannot see the ground
For the feet of the crowd, and the lost is never found.
| dropped something, | think, but | am not sure what
And cannot say if it mattered much or not,

So let us get on or we shall be late, for soon
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LETTER TO GRAHAM AND ANNE SHEPARD

The shops will close and the rush-hour be on.
This isthe fret that makes us cat-like stretch

And then contract thefingers, gives the itch

To open the French window into the rain,

Walk out and never be seen at home again.

But where to go? No oracle for us,

Bible or Baedeker, can tell the terminus.

The songs of jazz have told us of a moon country
And welike to dream of aheat which is never sultry,
Melons to eat, champagne to drink, and a lazy
Music hour by hour depetalling the daisy.

Then Medici manuscripts have told of places
Where common sense was wedded to the graces,
Doric temples and olive-trees and such,

But broken marble no longer goes for much.

And there are some who scorn this poesie de departs
And say 'Escape by staying where you are;

A maniswhat he thinks heis and can

Find happiness within." How nice to be born a man.
The tourist in space or time, emotion or sensation,
Meets many guides but none have the proper orientation.
We are not changing ground to escape from facts
But rather to find them. This complex world exacts
Hard work of simplifying; to getitsfocus

Y ou have to stand outside the crowd and caucus.
Thisall sounds somewhat priggish. Y ou and |
Know very well the immediate reason why

| amin Iceland. Three months ago or so

Wystan said that he was planning to go

To Iceland to write abook and would | come too;
And | said yes, having nothing better to do.

But all the same we never make any choice

On such amerely mechanical stimulus.

The match is not the cause of fire, so pause

Andlook fortheformal aswell asthe efficient cause.
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Aristotle's pedantic phraseol ogy

Serves better than common sense or hand to mouth
psychology.

‘Boye v o’ — 'found its nature’; the crude

Embryo rummages every latitude

Looking for itself, its nature, its final pattern,

Till the fairy godmother's wand touches the slattern

And turns her to a princess for a moment

Beyond definition or professorial comment.

We find our nature daily or try to find it,

Theoldflameqgutters, leavesred flamesbehindit.

Aninterval of tuning and screwing and then

The symphony restarts, the creature lives again—

Blake's arabesgues of fire; the subtle creature

Swings on Ezekiel's wheels, finding its nature.

In short we must keep moving to keep pace

Or esedropintoLimbo, the dead place.

| have come north, gaily running away

From the grinding gears, the change from day to day,

The creaks of the familiar room, the smile

Of the cruel clock, the bills upon the file,

The excess of books and cushions, the high heels

That walk the street, the news, the newsboys' yells,

The flag-days and the cripple's flapping sleeve,

The ambushes of sex, the passion to retrieve

Significance from the river of passing people,

The attempt to climb the ever-climbing steeple

And no one knows what is at the top of it,

Allisarafflefor capswhich may not fit,

But all take tickets, keep moving; still we may

Move off from movement or changeit for a day;

Hereisadifferent rhythm, the juggled balls

Hang in the air—the pause before the souffle falls.

Here we can take a breath, sit back, admire

Stills from the film of life, the frozen fire;
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Among these rocks can roll upon the tongue
Morsels of thought, not jostled by the throng
Or morseals of un-thought, which is still better,
(Thinking these days makes a suburban clatter).
Her e we can practise forgetfulness without
A sn=e of guilt, fear of the tout and lout,
And here—but Wystan has butted in again
To say we must go out in the frightful rain
To s a man about a horse and so
| shall have to stop. For we soon intend to go
Around the Langjokull, a ten days ride,
Gumboots and stockfish. Probably you'll deride
Thisdgssy onslaught on the open spaces.
| can se the joke myself; however the case is
Not to be altered, but please remember us
So high up here in this vertiginous
Crow's-nest of the earth. Perhapsyou'll let us know
If anything happens in the world below?

L.M.



CHAPTER |V

FOR TOURISTS

PASSPORTS, CUSTOMS, ETC.

N 0 passports are required for Iceland. There are duties
on most of the customary articles but the customs exami-
nation on board is courteous and not vigorous.

CURRENCY
Icelandic currency is reckoned in kronur and ore, 100
ore to the kronur. The official rate of exchange in Iceland
in summer 1936 was 22.15 kr. to the pound. Butin Hull
you could get 24.50. It is better therefore not to change
money officially. Owing to the adverse trade balance it
is extremely difficult for individual Icelanders to get
English currency, and English people who have friends
or acquaintances in Iceland will be doing them a great
service if they change their money with them.

Travellers' cheques can of course be used, but in my
experience, it is wiser to take cash and change it as you
want it, so that you are not landed at the end of your
visit with a lot of Icelandic currency which is difficult to
dispose of.

CLOTHES AND EQUIPMENT

(1) The most essential article is a pair of stout gum-
boots, but with smooth soles or they get caught in the
stirrups. Riding-boots will be ruined and will not keep
you dry. At least two pairs of socks should be worn inside

36



FOR TOURISTS

the gumboots. A pair of walking shoes and a pair of slip-
pers or gym-shoes will complete the foot-gear.

(2) For riding, either riding-breeches or plus-fours let
down to the ankle.

(3) Oilskin trousersin one piece reaching to the waist.

(4) A long oilskin coat coming down well below the
knees. A cape is useless.

(5) An oilskin sou'-wester as well as any other head-
gear.

(6) A pair of warm but flexiblegloves.

(7) Asfar as general clothing is concerned, the danger
Isof putting ontoolittlerather thantoo much. On expedi-
tions | always wore flannel trousers and pyjamas under
my riding breeches, and two shirts and agolf-jacket and a
coat under my oilskin. (SoW.H.A .| did not wear nearly
asmuchasthis.L.M.)

(8) For expeditionsinto theinterior, atent, of course,
is required. Make sure that your sleeping-bag is warm
enough. It is wise perhaps to take a compass, but the
mountains are sometimes magnetic and derange them.
Air-tight tins for perishable food should be taken, and
make sure that your stove is strong enough to stand up to
the jolting it will get on a pack horse. Mine fell to pieces.
In dry weather the lava dust can be very tiresome to the
eyes, and it is a good thing to take a pair of tinted glasses.
Finally, whether camping or not, aroll of toilet paper is
invaluable.

(9) Everyone hastheir pet medicines, but from person-
al experience | would recommend chlorodyne as the best
stuff to take in cases of internal disorder. Before | went, |
heard a lot about mosquitoes, and went prepared. This is
unnecessary. There are, | believe, mosquitoes at Myvatn,
but elsewhere one need have no anxiety. In cases of emer-
gency there are reliable doctors and dentists.
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MAPS, ETC.
The best general map of the whole island is Daniel
Bruun's, which gives all roads and footpaths and aso
camping sites. The whole island is being mapped in 8
sheets on a scale of a little over four miles to the inch. So
far four sheets have appeared: South-West, Mid-West,
North-West, and Mid-North. There are aso specia
larger-scale sheets of special areas, like Thingvellir and
Myvatn. All the inhabited part of theisland isto be done
on a scale of 1-100,000 but only some have appeared. All
these maps can be bought in Reykjavik. The best guide
book is lceland for Tourists by Stefan Stefansson.

BOATS To ICELAND
The Icelandic Steam Shipping Company run two boats,
the Gullfoss and the Bruarfoss, from Leith, and two, the
Godafoss and the Dettifoss, from Hull. As far as the sec-
ond-class accommodation goes, it is better on the Hull
boats and best on the Dettifoss. Fare from Hull to any-
where in Iceland, £4. 10s. plus 5 kr. a day for food. The
latter is nothing to write home about but eatable. The
voyage should last 4%, days, but delays in starting and on
the way are quite probable. In addition, of course, there
are cruise boats like the Danish Primula, with first-class
accommodation only, which also call at the Faroes. Prim-
ula fare: £8, plus 8s. aday for food. An alternative route,
for those who like the sea is to go to Bergen and take
a Norwegian boat from there, either the Lyra which goes
to the Faroes and Reykjavik, or the Nova which goes di-
rect to Eskifjordur and then slowly northward round
the coast to Reykjavik. During the season it is wise to
book both the outward and the return journey some time
beforehand as accommodation is limited.

The Icelandic boats go on from Reykjavik west and
north via Isafjordur to Akureyri and back to Reykjavik.

38



FOR TO URISTS

REYKJAVIK

There is not much to be said for Reykjavik. The six
hotelsare TheBorg, Thelsland, The Skjalbreid, theV ik,
the Hekla, and the Studentagardur. The Borg is called a
first-class hotel but is not the kind of thing you like if you
like that kind of thing; still it is the only place where you
can get adrink. Asfar as rooms, price, and general com-
fort go, unquestionably the best place to stay is the Stu-
dentagardur, though | think the food there could be
better. Price 10 kr. a day inclusive (except for laundry)
plus 10 % for service. Single meals (lunch or dinner) cost
from 250 kr. to 6 kr. There is a cafe in the Ausserstraeti
where you can get decent cream cakes. The Borg has a
jazz band and dancing every evening. There are two
cinemas and two quite decent bookshops. Arrangements
for expeditions, guides, horses, etc., are made through the
Stat-Tourist bureau near the harbour, but you should
certainly visit aswell, Stefan Stefansson, c/o Landsbanki,
who speaks excellent English and is a mine of informa-
tion. In the museum (open Wednesdays and Sundays)
there is aremarkable painting on wood of the Last Supper
whichisworthseeing, andthereisacollection of Icelandic
paintings in the Parliament house. The Einar Jonsson mu-
seum is not for the fastidious. The only other sights are
Olli Maggadon at the harbour, Oddur Sigurgeirsson any-
where, Kjarval the painter, and Arni Pallsson the professor
of Icelandic history.

BOARD AND LODGING

Nearly every farm will put you up, and though the stan-
dard of comfort of course varies, they will all do their best
to make you comfortable. Pricesfrom 4 to 6 kr. aday in-
clusive. Inthe N. W. itisalittle cheaper. Atafarminthe
Isafjordardjup, for example, | paid 10 kr. for three days
includingriding. Singlemeals(lunchand dinner), 2kr.In
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the summer many of the schools in the country are turned
intohotels, e. g. Laugarvatn, Reykholt, Holar, Hall orasta-
dur. These are generally comfortable with good food.
Pricesfrom 10 kr. a day at Laugarvatn, the Gleneagles of
Iceland, to 5 kr. inclusive. At Laugarvatn and Reykholt
there are hot baths. There are dso inns at Thingvellir and
Geysir, and various other places, which are marked on the
4 miles to the inch maps. In the interior there are severa
saelihus or mountain huts, which again vary greatly in
gze and standard. These and camping sites are marked
on Bruun's map. With regard to the other towns besides
Reykjavik, there are three hotelsin Akureyri, the nicest
of which isthe Gullfoss. In Isafjordur you can stay at the
Salvation Army Hostel. Elsewhere difficulty and discom-
fortisto be expected. | recommend any single tourist who
finds himself in Seydisfjordur to go to the old women's
amshouses, where | was myself extremely comfortable.

BUSES
There are excellent bus services to all parts of the Island,
except the North-West and the South-East, and the fares
are very reasonable. There are, for example, four buses
aweek to Akureyri, a distance of about 300 kilometres,
taking two days if you go by bus all the way, and
one day if you take the motor ship Laxfoss to Borgarnes
or Akranes. Single fare 30 kr. It is wise to book sedts a
day or two beforehand, and if staying on a bus route to
telephone through to a previous stop. Where there are
no official buses, there are often milk-cars which will take
you very slowly but cheaply. Thosewho are car-sick wil
have, I'm afraid, a rough time. (The drivers are excel-
lent.)

HORSES AND GUIDES
There are very few places in Iceland where it is pleasant
to walk, and for long expeditions guides are absolutely
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necessary if you don't want to lose your horses or get
drowned in ariver. Besides, the farmerswon't lend their
horses without one. The price of a pony for a day varies
from 3 kr. to 6 kr. in the fashionable places. The best
ponies come from Skargafjordur in the North. For long
journeyswith alarge party the price works out something
like this:

Ridingpony, 4kr. per day—1 kr. forriding saddle 5 kr.
Pack pony, 3kr. per day—2 kr. for pack saddle 5 kr.

Spare ponies, 3 kr. per day each 3 kr.
1st Guide per day 15 kr.
2nd Guide per day 10 kr.

For a party of seven plus two guides we needed seventeen
horses, nineriding, five pack, and three spare.

| am told that some guides object to hobbling the horses
at night. Ours hobbled them, but another party which did
not take this precaution lost a whole day and one pony.
One some expeditions fodder has to be carried.

LANGUAGE

It is not to be expected that all the farmers will speak
English, but agreat many do speak alittle, and an English-
speaking guide can always be found, if you want one.
German is aso useful. There is a phrase-book for those
who find that kind of thing any use, and for the conscien-
tious there is Zoega's English-Icelandic Dictionary (ex-
pensive and full of non-existent English words), and
Snaebjorn Jonsson's Frimer of Modern Icelandic.

FOOD

In the larger hotels in Reykjavik you will of course get

ordinary European food, but in the farms you will only

get what there is, which is on the whole rather peculiar.
Breakfast: (9 am.). If you stay in a farm this will be
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brought to you in bed. Coffee, bread and cheese, and small
cakes. Coffee, which is drunk all through the day—I must
have drunk about 1,500 cups in three months—is generally
good. There is white bread, brown bread, rock-hard but
quite edible, and unleavened rye bread like cake. The
ordinary cheese is like a strong Dutch and good. Thereis
aso a brown sweet cheese, like the Norwegian. | don't
like cakes so | never ate any, but other people say they are
good.

Lunch and Dinner: (12 noon and 7 p.m.). If you are
staying anywhere, lunch is the chief meal, but farmers are
alwayswillingto give you a chief meal at any time of the
day or night that you care. (I once had supper at 11 p.m.)

Soups: Many of these are sweet and very unfortunate. |
remember three with particular horror, one of sweet milk
and hard macaroni, one tasting of hot marzipan, and one
of scented hair oil. (But there is a good sweet soup, rasp-
berry coloured, made of bilberry. L. M.)

Fish: Dried fish is a staple food in Iceland. This should
be shredded with the fingers and eaten with butter. It
varies in toughness. The tougher kind tastes like toe-nails,
and the softer kind like the skin off the soles of one's feet.

In districts where salmon are caught, or round the coast,
you get excellent fish, the grilled salmon particularly.

Meat: Thisis practically confined to mutton in various
forms. The Danes have influenced Icelandic cooking, and
to no advantage. Meat is liable to be served up in glutinous
and half-cold lumps, covered with tasteless gravy. At the
poorer farms you will only get Hangikyrl, i.e. smoked
mutton. This is comparatively harmless when cold as it
only tastes like soot, but it would take a very hungry man
indeed to ezt it hot.

Vegetables: Apart from potatoes, these, in the earlier
part of the summer are conspicuous by their absence.
Later, however, there are radishes, turnips, carrots, and
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lettuce in sweet milk. Newish potatoes begin to appear
about the end of August. Boiled potatoes are eaten with
melted butter, but beware of the browned potatoes, as
they are coated in sugar, another Danish barbarism.

Fruit: None, except rhubarb and in the late summer
excellent bilberries.

Cold Food: Following the Scandinavian custom, in the
hotels, following the hot dish there are a number of dishes
of cold meats and fishes eaten with bread and butter. M ost
of these are good particularly the pickled herring. Smoked
salmon in my opinion is an overrated dish, but it is com-
mon for those who appreciate it.

Swneets: The standard sweet is skyr, a cross between
Devonshire cream and a cream cheese, which iseatenwith
sugar and cream. It is very filling but most people like it
very much. It is not advisable, however, to take coffee and
skyr together just before riding, asit gives you diarrhoea.

Tea: (4 p.m.). Coffee, cakes, and if you are lucky, pan-
cakes with cream. These are wafer-thick and extremely
good. Coffee and cake are aso often brought you in the
evening, about 10 p.m. Thosewho like tea or cocoashould
bring it with them and supervise the making of it them-
selves.

FOOD FOR EXPEDITIONS

Bread, butter, cheese and coffee are safe to buy in Ice-
land. Those who can eat them will find that smoked mut-
ton and dried fish travel well. There is adso an excellent
tinned and cooked mutton to be bought which isvery use-
ful. All chocolate or sweets should be bought in England.

DRINK

Apart from coffee and milk and water, there is little to
be said for the drink in Iceland, which is just recovering
from Prohibition. In Reykjavik you can get drinks at the
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Borg if you can pay for them. A whisky and soda (Irish
whisky is unobtainable) costs 2.25 kr.; and a glass of
respectable sherry 145 kr. There are aso government
shops in various places where you can buy bottles fur-
tively over the counter. They close at noon. A bottle of
brown sherry cost me 9.50 kr. and a bottle of Spanish
brandy (the only brandy they had) 6.50 kr. The beer is
weak and nasty, and the lemonade unspeakable.

[llicit brandy can sometimes be got, and is sometimes
insistently offered by friendly farmers, but it is deadly.

ODDITIES
For the curious there are two Icelandic foods which
should certainly betried. OneisHakarl, whichishalf-dry,
half-rotten shark. Thisiswhiteinsidewith aprickly horn
rind outside, astough asan old boot. Owing to the smell it
has to be eaten out of doors. It is shaved off with a knife
and eaten with brandy. It tastes more like boot-polish
than anything ése | can think of. The other is Reyngi.
Thisisthetail of thewhale, whichispickled in sour milk
forayear or so. If youintendtotryit, donotvisitawhal-
ing station first. Incidentally, talking about pickling in
sour milk, the lcelanders also do this to sheeps udders,
and theresult is surprisingly very nice.

TOBACCO
There is afairly wide range of choice both of cigarettes
and pipe tobaccos in Reykjavik, but in the country no-
thing is obtainable but Commanders, an English cigarette
which seems to be manufactured solely for export to Ice-
land.

PHOTOGRAPHY
Agfaand Kodak films can be got in Reykjavik, and some-
times in other towns, but it is not worth risking getting
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them elsewhere. You can get films developed in Reyk-
javik, but if you are particular about the results it is
better to bring them home. As a complete tyro, it is
presumptuous of me to give advice, but from my experi-
ence and that of others more competent than I, | think
that in Iceland, even if you are using a meter, there is a
tendency to over-expose.

WHERE TO GO

This of course depends on the individual. Those with
special tastes like fishing, ornithology, or geology will
know for themselves. Most touristswill presumably want
to see Thingvellir and Geysir, but they should not miss
Grylla, a small geyser in the South which spouts every
two hours. The hearty will want to go to the interior,
and a journey round the Langjokull is probably as good
asany. Timefrom 7 to 9 days. Inclusive price for alargish
party, alittle over £12 ahead. For the tough thereisV at-
najokull or Askja. For those who like riding for its own
sake, it is a little difficult to find large stretches of open
flat country. Perhaps the delta of the Markaflot and the
Thorsa in the South is the best, though they may find
difficulty in getting really good horses there. For those
who want to stay quietly in one place there are a number
of places. Personally | should recommend either Reykholt
in the West or Egilsstadur or Hallorastadur in the East.

If I had a fortnight to spend myself | should go to the
North-West, as| think it both the most beautiful and the
least visited part of Iceland. Y ou come to Isafjordur by
the Icelandic boats from Reykjavik, and move about
either by horses or motor-boat. Anyone who does think
of going there should get in touch with the British Vice-
consul at Isafjordur, Mr. Joachimsson, who is extremely
kind and efficient.
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FOR MOTORISTS
Those who regard motoring as a convenient means of
seeing places and not as an end in itself, and who like a
holiday off the beaten track, might do worse than turn
their attention towards Iceland. There has been a great
deal of road-building since the war and from the map at
the end of this book it will be seen that most of the island,
except the north-west peninsula, the tract of glacier
rivers south-east of the Vatnajokull, and the desert in
the centre, can be now reached by car, and indeed along
most of the roads there are already bus services. | travelled
about largely by bus and am convinced that it is one of
the best ways of seeing the country, though | should have
preferred being able to stop when and where | liked, and
the hire of private carsis very expensive. A road in Ice-
land, of course, is not always what one knows in England
by that name. The roads to Thingvellir and Laugarvatn,
those in Borgafirth, and indeed most of the road from
Borgarnesto Akureyri, arefairly good third-class English
roads.

The road from Husavik to Grimsstadur, on the other
hand, consists of two ruts, along which the maximum speed
Is about 8 kilometres per hour, and the Thingvellir hill
on the Thingvellir-Laugarvatn road is barely negotiable.
Still cars do go along all these roads without mishaps. | am
told that they very rarely break aback-axle as they cannot
go fast enough to do that, but that spare springs should
always be carried. The commonest cars in Iceland are
large American ones, mainly Chevrolets, but smaller-
powered cars if strongly built are quite adequate, as the
majority of the gradients, other than short dips over
streams, are less than you would expect in a mountai nous
country. A high ground clearance is, however, essential.
On the better roads the wheel tracks are sunk in loose grit,
leaving a raised middle section for horses, and care is
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needed at higher speeds to avoid skidding. All bridges and
nearly all roads are single, and passing another car means
stopping.

Thelcelandersareall sick in the buses but a driver told
me he had never known an Englishman to be. Practically
every farm will put tourists up, and, though of course the
accommodation is often limited and primitive, the farmers
make every effort to do their best for one. Cars can al-
ways be left without anxiety asto their safety or the safe-
ty of things left in them, so that it is perfectly possble to
combine motoring expeditions with trips on horses to
places where motors cannot go. | had no personal experi-
ences of garages, but | am told that there are good ones
in Reykjavik and Akureyri. Elsewhere, of course, the
driver must do his own repairs. It is unnecessary to carry
gpare petrol as the maximum distance between pumps is
58 kilometres, but running out of petrol means probably
along walk to the next station and a long ride back. The
petrol isB. P. or Shell, price 32 ore per litre (about is. 5d.
agallon).

The Icelandic Shipping Company is prepared to ship
cars from Hull or Leith. If there are five passengers, the
fifth travelsfree. If therearefour, thereisno extra charge
and so on. On arrival in Iceland, particulars about roads
and regulations can be obtained from the Stat-Tourist
bureau in Reykjavik, near the harbour. An international
driving licence is sufficient, and there is no car tax. Out-
sde the towns there is no speed limit, but an average of
30 kilometres an hour is about as much as one can gener-
ally manage. Drive on the | eft.
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CHAPTER V

LETTER TO LORD BYRON

PART I | .

'm writing this in pencil on my knee,
Using my other hand to stop me yawning,
Upon a primitive, unsheltered quay
In the small hours of a Wednesday morning.
| cannot add the summer day is dawning;
In Seythisf jordur every schoolboy knows
That daylight in the summer never goes.

To get to sleep in latitudes called upper
Is difficult at first for Englishmen.
It's like being sent to bed before your supper
For playing darts with father's fountain-pen,
Or like returning after orgies, when
Your breath's like luggage and you realise
You've been more confidential than was wise.

I've done my duty, taken many notes
Upon the almost total lack of greenery,
The roads, the illegitimates, the goats:
To use arhyme of yours, there's handsome scenery
But little agricultural machinery;
And with the help of Sunlight Soap the Geysir
Affordsto visitors le plus grand plaisir.
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The North, though, never was your cup of teg;
‘Moral' you thought it so you kept away.
And what I'm sure you're wanting now from me
I's news about the England of the day,
What sort of things La Jeunesse do and say.
IsBrighton still asproud of her pavilion,
Andisit safefor girlsto travel pillion?

I'll clear my throat and take a Rover's breath
And skip acentury of hope and Sn—

For far too much has happened since your death.
Crying went out and the cold bath camein,
With drains, bananas, bicycles, and tin,

And Europe saw from Ireland to Albania

The Gothic revival and the Railway Mania.

We're entering now the Eotechnic Phase

Thanks to the Grid and all those new alloys;
That is, at least, what Lewis Mumford says.

A world of Aertex underwear for boys,

Huge plate-glass windows, walls absorbing noise,
Where the smoke nuisance is utterly abated
And all the furniture is chromium-plated.

Well, youmight think so if you went to Surrey
And stayed for week-ends with the well to do,
Y our car too fast, too personal your worry
To look too closely at the wheeling view.
But inthe northit simply isn't true.
To those who livein Warrington or Wigan,
It'snot awhitelig, it'sawhacking big 'un.

There on the old historic battlefield,
The cold ferocity of humanwills,
Thescarsof struggle are asyet unhealed;
Slattern the tennements on sombre hills,
And gaunt in valleys the square-windowed mills
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That, since the Georgian house, in my conjecture
Remain our finest native architecture.

On economic, health, or moral grounds

It hasn't got the least excuse to show;
No more than chamber pots or otter hounds:

But let me say before it has to go,

It'sthemost lovely country that | know;
Clearer than Scafell Pike, my heart has stamped on
Theview from Birmingham to Wolverhampton.

Long, long ago, when | wasonly four,
Going towards my grandmother, the line
Passd through a coal-field. From the corridor
| watched it passwith envy, thought '"How finel
Oh how | wish that situation mine.'
Tramlines and dagheaps, pieces of machinery,
That was, and still is, my ideal scenery.

Hail to the New World! Hail to those who'll love
Its antiseptic objects, feel at home.
Loverswill gaze at an electric stove,
Another poesie de depart come
Centered round bus-stops or the aerodrome.
But give me still, to stir imagination
The chiaroscuro of the railway station.

Preserve me from the Shape of Thingsto Be;
The high-grade posters at the public meeting,
Theinfluence of Art onIndustry,
The cinemas with perfect taste in seating;
Preserve me, above all, from central heating.
It may be D. H. Lawrence hocus-pocus,
But | prefer aroom that's got afocus.

Butyouwant facts, not sighs. | 'l 1 do my best
Togiveafew; you can't expect them all.
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To start with, on the whole we're better dressed;
For chic the difference to-day is small
Of barmaid from my lady at the Hall.

It's sad to spoil this democratic vision

With millions suffering from malnutrition.

Again, our ageishighly educated,;
Thereisno lie our children cannot read,
AndasMacDonaldmight sowell have stated
We're growing up and up and up indeed.
Advertisements can teach us all we need,
Anddeathisbetter, asthemillionsknow,
Than dandruff, night-starvation, or B.O.

We've always had a penchant for field sports,
But what do you think hasgrown up in our towns?
A passion for the open air and shorts;
The sunis one of our emotive nouns.
Go down by chara' to the Sussex Downs,
Watch the manoeuvres of the week-end hikers
Massed on parade with Kodaks or with Leicas.

These movements signify our age-long rule
Of insularity haslost its powers;
The cult of sdads and the swimming pool
Comes from a climate sunnier than ours,
.And lands which never heard of licensed hours.
The south of England before very long
Will look no different from the Continong.

Y ou lived and moved among the best society
And so could introduceyour hero to it
Without the slightest tremor of anxiety;
Because he was your hero and you knew it,
He'd know instinctively what's done, and doit.
He'd find our day more difficult than yours
For Industry has mixed the social drawers.
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We've grown, you see, alot more democratic,

And Fortune'sladder isfor all to climb;
Carnegie on this point was most emphatic.

A humble grandfather is not a crime,

At least, if father made enough in time!
To-day, thank God, we've got no snobbish feeling
Against the more efficient modes of stealing.

The porter at the Carlton is my brother,
He'll wish me agood eveningif | pay,
For tips and men are equal to each other.
['m sure that Vogue would be the first to sav
Que le Beau Monde is socialist to-day;
And many abandit, not so gently born
Killsverminevery winter with the Quorn.

Adventurers, though, must take things as they find them
And look for pickings where the pickings are.

The drives of love and hunger are behind them,
They can't afford to be particular:
And those who like good cooking and a car,

A certain kind of costume or of face,

Must seek them in a certain kind of place.

Don Juan was a mixer and no doubt
Would find this century as good as any
For getting hostesses to ask him out,
And mistresses that need not cost a penny.
Indeed our ways to waste time are so many,
Thanks to technology, alist of these
Would make alonger book than Ulysses.

Yes, in the smart set he would know his way
By second naturewith no tips from me.

Tennis and Golf have come in since your day;
But those who are as good at games as he
Acquire the back-hand quite instinctively,
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Take to the steel-shaft and hole out in one,
Master the books of El'y Culbertson.

| see his face in every magazine.

'DonJuan at lunch with one of Cochran'sladies.'
‘DonJuanwith hisred setter May MacQueen.'

'Don Juan, who's just been wintering in Cadiz,

Caught at the wheel of his maroon Mercedes.'
'DonJuan at Croydon Aerodrome.’ 'Don Juan
Snapped in the paddock with the AghaKhan.'

Butifinhighbrowcircleshewouldsally
It'sjust aswell to warn him there'sno stain on

Picasso, all-in-wrestling, ortheBallet.
Sibeliusisthe man. To get apain on
ListeningtoElgarisasine quanon.

A second-hand acquaintance of Pareto's

Ranks higher than an intimate of Plato's.

Thevogue for Black Mass and the cult of devils
Hassunk. The Good, the Beautiful, the True
Still fluctuateabout thelower levels.
Joyces are firm and there there's nothing new.
Eliots have hardened just apoint or two.
Hopkins are brisk, thanks to some recent boosts.
There's been some further weakening in Prousts.

I'msaying thistotell youwho'stherage,
And not to loose a sneer from my interior.
Because there's snobbery in every age,
Because some names are loved by the superior,
It does not follow they're the least inferior:
Forall | know the Beatific Vision's
Onview atall Surrealist Exhibitions.

Now for the spirit of the people. Here
| know |'m treading on more dangerous ground:
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| know they're many changesin the air,
But know my datatoo slight to be sound.
| know, too, I'minvitingtherenowned
Retort of all who love the Status Quo:
'Y ou can't change human nature, don't you know!"

We've still, it's true, the same shape and appearance,
We haven't changed the way that kissing's done;
The average man still hates all interference,
Is just as proud still of his new-born son:
Still, like a hen, he likes his private run,
Scratches for self-esteem, and slyly pecks
A good deal in the neighbourhood of sex.

But he's another man in many ways:
Ask the cartoonist first, for he knows best.
Whereisthe John Bull of the good old days,
The swaggering bully with the clumsy jest?
His meaty neck haslong been laid to rest,
His acres of self-confidence for sde;
He passed away at Y pres and Passchendaele.

Turntothework of Disney or of Strube;
There stands our hero in his threadbare seams;
The bowler hat who straphangs in the tube,
Andkicksthetyrant only in his dreams,
Trading on pathos, dreading all extremes;
The little Mickey with the hidden grudge;
W hichisthebetter, | leaveyou to judge.

Begot on Hire-Purchase by Insurance,
Forms at his christening worshipped and adored,;
A season ticket schooled him in endurance,
A tax collector and awaterboard
Admonished him. Inboyhood hewas awed
By amatric, and complex apparatuses
Keep his heart conscious of Divine Afflatuses.
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'amlikeyou’, hesays, 'andyou, and you,
| lovemy life, | lovethe home-fires, have
To keep them burning. Heroes never do.
Heroes are sent by ogres to the grave.
I may not be courageous, but | save.
| am the one who somehow turns the corner,
| may perhaps be fortunate Jack Horner.

| am the ogre's private secretary;
I'vefelt hisstature and his powers, learned
To give his ogreship the raspberry
Only when hisgigantic back isturned.
Oneday, who knows, I'll do as| have yearned.
The short man, all hisfingerson the door,
W ithrepartee shall send himtothe floor.'

One day, which day? O any other day,

But not to-day. The ogre knows his man.
Tokill the ogre that would take away

Thefear in which his happy dreams began,

And with hislife he'll guard dreams while he can.
Those who would really kill his dream's contentment
He hateswith real implacable resentment.

He dreads the ogre, but he dreads yet more
Those who conceivably might set him free,
Those the cartoonist has no time to draw.
Without his bondage he'd be all at seg;
The ogre need but shout 'Security’,
Tomake thisman, soloveable, somild,
Asmadly cruel asafrightened child.

Byron, thoushould'st beliving at thishour!
What would you do, | wonder, if you were?
Britannia's lost prestige and cash and power,
Her middle classes show some wear and tear,
We've learned to bomb each other from the air;
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| can't imagine what the Duke of Wellington
Would say about the music of Duke Ellington.

Suggestions have been made that the Teutonic
Fuhrer-Prinzip would have appealed to you
As being the true heir to the Byronic—
In keeping with your social status too
(It hasits English converts, fit and few),
That you would, hearing honest Oswald's call,
Be gleichgeschaltet in the Albert Hall .

‘Lord Byron at the head of his storm-troopers!
Nothing, says science, isimpossible:

The Pope may quit to join the Oxford Groupers,
Nuffield may leave one farthing in hisWill,
There may be someone who trusts Baldwin still,

Someone may think that Empire wines are nice,

There may be people who hear Tauber twice.

Y ou liked to be the centre of attention,
The gay Prince Charming of the fairy story,
W ho tamed the Dragon by hisintervention.
In modern warfare though it's just as gory,
Thereisn't any individual glory;
The Prince must be anonymous, observant,
A kind of lab-boy, oracivil servant.

Y ou never were an | solationist;

Injustice you had always hatred for,

And we can hardly blame you, if you missed
Injustice just outside your lordship's door:
Nearer than Greece were cotton and the poor.

To-day you might have seen them, might indeed

Havewalked intheUnited Front with Gide,

Against the ogre, dragon, what youwill;
His many shapes and names all turn us pale,

57



LETTER TO LORD BYRON

For he's immortal, and to-day he still
Swinges the horror of his scaly tail.
Sometimes he seems to sleep, but will not fail
In every age to rear up to defend
Each dying force of history to the end.

Miltonbeheld himontheEnglishthrone.
AndBunyansittinginthe Papal chair;

The hermits fought him in their caves alone,
At the first Empire he was also there,
Dangling his Pax Romanain the air:

He comes in dreams at puberty to man,

To scare him back to childhood if he can.

Banker or Landlord, booking-clerk or Pope,
Whenever he'slost faith in choice and thought,

When a man ses the future without hope,
Whenever he endorses Hobbes' report
'‘Thelife of manisnasty, brutish, short’,

The dragon rises from his garden border

And promises to set up law and order.

He that in Athens murdered Socrates,

And Plato then seduced, prepares to make
A desolation and to call it peace

To-day for dying magnates, for the sake

Of generals who can scarcely keep awake,
And for that doughy massin great and small
That doesn't want to stir itself at all.

Forgivemeforinflictingall thisonyou,
For asking you to hold the baby for us;

It's easy to forget that where you've gone, you
May only want to chat with Set and Horus,
Bored to extinction with our earthly chorus:

Perhapsit soundsto you like atrunk-call,

Urgent, it seems, but quite inaudible.
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Y et though the choice of what isto be done
Remainswith thealive, therigid nation
Issupple still within the breathing one;
Its sentinels yet keep their deepless station,
And every man in every generation,
Tossing in his dilemma on his bed,
Criesto the shadows of the noble dead.

We'reout at sea now, and | wish we weren't;
Thesaaisrough, | don't careif it's blue;

|"dliketo have aquick one, but | daren't.
And | must interrupt thisscreed to you,
For I've some other little jobsto do;

| must write home or mother will be vexed,

So this must be continued in our next.

END OF PART Il
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CHAPTERVI

SHEAVES FROM SAGALAND

An Anthology of Icelandic Travel addressed
to John Betjetnan, Esq,

PART | —THE COUNTRY

ICELAND IS REAL

1

Iceland isnot amyth; it isasolid portion of the earth's
surface.'—Pliny Miles.
WHERE IS ICELAND?

‘I made several observations with an excellent Paris Quad-
rant, and ascertained the elevation of the pole by means of
a lunar eclipse which happened in December, 1750. By a
telescope accurately furnished with a micrometer, | took
the exact latitude of the island, and having determined it
in a nicer manner than it ever was before, found that
Iceland lies almost four degrees more to the east than it
has hitherto been computed.'—Horrebow.

WHAT DOES ICELAND LOOK LIKE?

'The map of Iceland has been sometimes drawn by school-
boys asan eider duck, quacking with wide-opened beak.'—
Collingwood.

IMPRESSIONS OF A VIKING
'"To that place of fish may | never come in my old age'—
Ketil Flatnose.
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IMPRESSIONS OF A POET
'A gallows of slush.'—A Tenth Century Scald.

IMPRESSIONS OF THE MIDDLE AGES
"To speak of Iceland islittle need;
Saveof stockfish.'—Hakluyt.

IMPRESSIONS OF AN ARCHBISHOP

'On our arrival in Iceland we directly saw a prospect
before us which, though not pleasing, was uncommon and
surprising, and our eyes, accustomed to behold the pleas-
ing coasts of England, now saw nothing but the vestiges of
the operation of a fire, Heaven knows how ancient.'—
Van Troil.

ICELAND IS GERMAN
'Fur unslslandist das Land.'—Anunknown Nazi.

CONCERNING THE SCENERY

‘Alone in Iceland you are alone indeed and the homeless,
undisturbed wilderness gives something of its awful calm
to the spirit. 1t was like listening to noble music, yet per-
plexed and difficult to follow. If the Italian landscape is
like Mozart; if in Switzerland the sublimity and sweetness
correspond in art to Beethoven; then we may take Iceland
as the type of nature of the music of the moderns—say
Schumann at his oddest and wildest.'—Miss Oswald.

CONCERNI NG THE MOUNTAI NS
'This author says that the mountains are nothing but sand
and stone.'—Horrebow.

CONCERNING THE USES OF VOLCANOES

'‘Surely were it possible for those thoughtless and insen-
sible beings whose minds seem impervious to every finer
feeling to be suddenly transported to this burning region
and placed within view of the tremendous operations of
the vomiting pool, the sight could not but arouse them
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from their lethargic stupor, and by superinducing habits
of serious reflection might be attended with the happiest
consequences, both to themselves and all within the sphere
of their influence.'—Henderson.

CONCERNING THE VEGETATION
‘Nowhere a single tree appears which might afford shelter
to friendship and innocence.'—Van Troil.

CONCERNING THE CLIMATE
‘Those who gave an account that it was so hot that they
were obliged to go almost naked, had that day, | suppose,
great quantities of fishto weigh out, and send aboard their
respective ships.'—Horrebow.

CONCERNING THE WILD LIFE
‘It is commonly reported that the noise and bellowing of
these seabulls and seacows makes the cows ashore run
mad. But none here ever saw any of these supposed ani-
nE’alds, or noticed the bad effects of their bellowing.'—
Ibid.

CONCERNING THE INSECT LIFE
'McKenzie found a coccinella near the Geysir: and Ma-
dame Ida Pfeiffer secured two wild bees which she carried
off in spirits of wine.'—Burton.

CONCERNING THE CAPITAL
'Reykjavik is, unquestionably, the worst place in which
to spend the winter in Iceland. The tone of society is the
lowest that can well be imagined. ... It not only pre-
sents a lamentable blank to the view of the religious
observer, but istotally devoid of every source of intellec-
tual gratification.'—Henderson.

THE IMMORTAL BARD PROVES THAT
NOTHING ESCAPES H I M

'Pish for thee, Iceland dog. Thou prick-eared cur of Ice-
land.—Shakespeare:  Henry 1V.
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PART |l —THE NATIVES

THE ICELANDERS ARE HUMAN

'They are not so robust and hardy that nothing can hurt
them; for they are human beings and experience the sensa-
tions common to mankind.'—Horrebow.

CONCERNING THEIR HAIR

'The hair which belongs to the class Lissotriches, sub-
division Euplokamo, seldom shows the darker shades of
brown. The colour ranges from carroty red to turnip yel-
low, from barley-sugar to the blond-cendre so expensive
in the civilised markets. We find all the gradations of
Parisian art here natural; the corn golden, the blonde
fulvide, the incandescent (carroty), the florescent or
sulphur-hued, the beurre frais, the fulvastre or lion's mane,
and the rubide or mahogany, Raphael's favourite tint.'—
Burton.

CONCERNING THEIR EYES

'A very characteristic feature of the race is the eye, dure
and cold as a pebble—the mesmerist would despair at the
first sight.'—Ibid.

CONCERNING THEIR MOUTHS

'The oral region is often coarse and unpleasant.'—Ibid.

CONCERNING THEIR TEMPERAMENT

'The lcelander's temperament is nervoso-lymphatic and
at best nervoso-sanguineous.'—Ibid.

CONCERNING THEIR APPEARANCE

'The Icelanders are of a good, honest disposition, but they
are at the same time so serious and sullen that | hardly
remember to have seen any of them laugh.'—Van Troil.
CONCERNI NG THEI R CHARACTER

'This poor but highly respectable people.'—McKenzie.
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CONCERNING THEIR SENSIBILITY
'The Icelanders in general are civil and well-disposed, but
they are said not to feel strongly.'—Barrow.

No NONSENSE ABOUT THE ICELANDERS
'Practical men in Iceland vigorously deny the existence of
the Gulf Stream.—Burton.

DISADVANTAGES OF THE NORTH POLE
"It is possible the Icelanders are not now as barbarous as
formerly though it may rationally be supposed that a
nation living so near the North Pole may not be so refined
and polished as some others, especially among the vulgar
sort, for people of fashion ought to be exempted from
thisrule (less or more) in most places.—Tremarec.

CONCERNING THEIR COURAGE
'They are far from being a dastardly race as some authors
have represented them; for it is well-known that they
made some figure in a military life, and have been raised
to the command of a fortress.'—Horrebow.

CONCERNING THEIR MORALS

' "Happy the nations of the moral North" wrote Byron
some years since. Without imagining that they are worse
than their neighbours | fancy it is very much like the ideal
morality of the so-termed middle-classes, which has been
of late so ruthlessly shattered by Sir Cresswell Cresswell.'
—Forbes.

CONCERNING THEIR FOOD
"It cannot afford any great pleasure to examine the manner
in which the Icelanders prepare their food.'—Van Troil.

CONCERNING THEIR BUTTER
'Their butter looks very well and | could have ate it for
the looks, if my nose did not tell me that it could not taste
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well. Mr. Anderson says their butter looks green, black
and of all colours.'—Horrebow.

CONCERNING HAKARL

'This had so disagreeable a taste that the small quantity we
took of it drove us from the table long before our
intention.'—Van Troil.

EAT MORE FISH
'Ichthyophagy and idleness must do much to counter-
balance the sun-clad power of chastity.'—Burton.

CONCERNING THEIR HABITS
"If | attempted to describe some of their nauseous habits,
I might fill volumes.'—Pfeiffer.

A YOUNG LADY'S OPINION
'The Icelanders have no idea of out-of-doors amenity.'
—Miss Oswald.

CONCERNING THEIR DRESS
'The dress of the women is not calculated to show the
person to advantage.'—McKenzie.

CONCERNING THEIR BATHS

'The inhabitants do not bathe in them here merely for
their health, but they are likewise the occasion for a scene
of gallantry. Poverty prevents here the lover from making
presents to his fair one, and Nature presents no flowers of
which elsewhere garlands are made: 'tis therefore custo-
mary that instead of all this the swain perfectly cleanses
one of these baths which is afterwards honoured by the
visit of his bride.'—Van Troil.

CONCERNING THEIR KISSING

‘I have sometimes fancied, when they took their faces
apart, that | could hear a slight clicking sound; but this
might beimagination.'—Howell.
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CONCERNI NG THEI R LAUNDRY
'They wash their things tolerably well, though I must
suppose, not to the liking of all persons.'—Horrebow.

CONCERNING THEIR MUSIC

'l heard avoiceinthefarm singing an Icelandic song. At a
distance it resembled the humming of bees'—Pfeiffer.

CONCERNING THEIR DANCING

'They have no idea of dancing, though sometimes the
merchants at the factories for their diversion will get a
fiddle and make them dance, in which they succeed no
better than by hopping and jumping about.'—Horrebow.

CONCERNING THEIR SCULPTURE
'Thorwaldson, the son of an Icelander, dwelling on the
classic ground of Rome, is at the present moment second
only to Canova among the statuaries of Europe.'—
McKenzie.

CONCERNING THEIR CHESSMEN
'There is not a peasant in the country but what has a set,
which they make out of fishbones. The whole difference
betwixt theirs and ours being that our fools stand for their
bishops because they say the clergyman ought to be near
the King's person. Their rooks represent little captains
whom the Icelandic scholars call their Centuriones. They
are represented with swords at their sides, with bloated
cheeks, as if they were blowing the horns they hold in
both their hands.'—Tremarec.

GOOD NEWS FOR THE GEOGRAPHY MISTRESS
'The search for this useful lichen formsthe annual holiday
of Icelandic girlhood.'—Howell.

BAD NEWS FOR THE WATCH COMMITTEE
'The Elder Edda may be searched through and through
and there will not be found a single nude myth, not an

66



SHEAVES FROM SAGALAND

impersonation of any kind that can be considered an out-
rage upon virtue or aviolation of the laws of propriety.'—
Anderson.

CONCERNING THEIR LITERARY CRITICISM
'I'n all departments of literature, there is a strong disposi-
tion among the Icelanders to critical severity. A curious
instance of this kind occurred about a hundred years ago
when an unfortunate man was publicly whipped as a
punishment for the errors he had committed in a transla-
tion of the book of Genesis.'—McKenzie.

CONCERNING THEIR LACK OF EDUCATION
'Itisnot uncommon in Iceland for people of all ranks, ages
and sexes to deep in the same apartment. Their notions
of decency are unavoidably not very refined; but we had
sufficient proof that the instances of this which we wit-
nessed proceeded from ignorance, and expressed nothing
but perfect innocence.'—Ilbid.

CONCERNING THEIR HIGH-GRADE LIVING
'Publications connected with practical morality are very
common in Iceland, and several excellent books of this
kind have lately appeared in the island, adapted chiefly to
the use of farmers or those of the middle-classes; in which
moral instruction is judiciously blended with amusing
information in various branches of knowledge. The most
valuable of these writingsisawork called Evening Hours."
-lbid.

CONCERNING THEIR RELIGION

'The influence of the Lutheran Church is practically
universal, the Nonconformists of the island numbering
probably but one or two of the Brethren, and a single
Swedenborgian.'—Howell.

PLATO IN THE NORTH
'‘Some of the clergy of the new school, instead of drawing
the matter of their sermons from the Scriptures, gather it
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from the writings of heathen philosophers, and the mor-
ality found in these authors, which at the best is but dry
and insipid, absolutely freezes when transported to Ice-
land.'—Henderson.

THE SCARLET WOMAN IN ICELAND

"An American organ leads the singing, which is slow but
none the less devotional, and thoroughly Congregational.
A gaudy red and yellow robe which the pastor wears
during a portion of the liturgy is evidently a survival of
the Romanist days. His black gown and white ruff are less
obtrusive and more in keeping with a Christian service.'
—Howell.

CONCERNING THEIR BEHAVIOUR IN CHURCH
'Most of the congregation sat with their faces turned
towards the altar, but the rule had its exceptions.'—
Pfeiffer.

CONCERNING THE LITERARY TASTE

OF THE CLERGY

'‘Assessor Grondal also composed several poetical satires
in which, according to the information of the Bishop,
there ismuch successful ridicule.'—McKenzie.

CONCERNING THE ISOLATION

OF REAL CHRISTIANS IN ICELAND

'The greater number of these individuals are, in all proba-
bility, known only to God, having little intercourse with
each other, and the situation may, not unfitly, be com-
pared to that of the generality of real Christians in Scot-
land about thirty or forty years ago.'—Henderson.

A PROBLEM FOR MISSIONARIES

'A church was built in 984 by Thorvald Bodvarter and
some persons received baptism, but others, though they
had no objection to the Christian religion, could not be
prevailed upon to suffer themselves to be baptised, as they
pretended it would be indecent to go naked into the water,
like little boys.'—Van Troil.
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A USE FOR ICELANDIC WOMEN
'As wives they would be efficient correctives to the fine
drawn framework and the over-nervous diathesis of
southernnations.'—Burton.

TIDDLEY OM POM POM
'Die geistige Aufgeschlossenheit und rasche Aufnahme-
fahigkeit der Islandischen Frau hat in der Stadt in den
letzen zehn Jahren einer Typus hervorgebracht, der die
Eleganz und das kunstliche Modespiel der Stadtischen
Festlanderinnen noch zu uberbieten trachtet. Das alles
verfleucht jedoch wie ein dunner Spuk, wenn eine Islan-
dische Frau einher schreitet in der Koniglichen Festtracht
ihres Landes und in Gewand und Haltung einer einzigen
solchen Gestalt Tausendjahriges Islandertum in seiner
menschlichen Stark enthul It.'—Prinz.

THE LONGEST WORD IN ICELANDIC
Haestarjettarmal aflutunesmanskifstof ustulkonutidyraly-
kill—a latch-key belonging to a girl working in the office
of abarrister.

PART Il | —THE TOURIST

ICELAND IS SAFE
"An eruption very seldom happens, and even when it does,
it occupies but a small tract of time. Travellers cannot
therefore be much obstructed by it.'—Horrebow.

REASSURANCE TO GIRL GUIDES

'What! says someone, can ladies travel in Iceland? Cer-
tainly, aswitness the expeditions of Miss Oswald and Miss
Adelia Gates.'—Howell.

A WARNING

'To be well received here it is necessary either to be rich
or esetotravel asanaturalist.'—Pfeiffer.
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WHY GO THERE? A REASON
'Well, Rector, you are partly right. | do like getting out
of the regions of respectability—pardon me—once in a
way. Hardfare, too, for atimeisafinealternative. Persicos
odi apparatus.'—Metcalfe.

ANOTHER REASON
'The traveller enjoys for himself the most absolute im-
munity; he may be offered a seat in the Cabinet, or accused
of forgery, or portrayed in Vanity Fair,—he will know
nothing about it till hisreturn.'—Viscount Bryce.

THE VOYAGE OUT. A CAUTIOUS SIMILE
'Whal es ahead—their spoky back finsrevolving close after
each other in regular succession like the wheel of the
Great Eastern, if it has one.'—Metcalfe.

FIRST SIGHT OF ICELAND
'So | have seen Iceland at last. | awoke from a dream of
the Grange, which, by the way, was like some house at
Queen's Gate.'—William Morris.

DITTO
'We were delighted at seeing some new faces, in spite of
their nastiness and stench; and their grotesque appearance
afforded us much amusement.'—Hooker.

CHARACTER OF A TRAVELLER

'Next | will introduce Mr. Darwin, a really celebrated
personage. He had written a learned book on Northern
Antiquitiesinrecompense of which a Scandinavian poten-
tate created him a K night of the second class of the Order
of the Walrus, the riband of which illustrious Order was
suspended across his brawny shoulders.'—Umbra.

CHARACTER OF A LIGHT BLUE
'A man taking delight in museums and houses of assembly,
given to chemistry and the variations of European poli-
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tics, fond of statistics and well instructed in stuffed
vermin.'—Anthony Trollope.

| WAS AT B.N.C.
"It is very hard for a European, and perhaps especially
hard for agraduate of one of the older English Universities

to appreciate the squalid culture of these northern peoples.'
—Annandale.

A FRENCH HUMANITARIAN

'Que les agranomes et les membres du club des Jockeys
vantent les belles races de merinos et les families pur sang
de chevaux anglais. Pour moi dusse-je faire vivre ceux qui
n‘ait jamais compati aux souffranees des animaux, j'avoue-
rai que, dans mes excursions en Islande, j'ai souvent presse
entre mes mains, avec attendrissement, la tete de mon
cheval.'—Marmier.

AN UNFAVORABLE COMPARISON

'The French author gives a life-like sketch of the differ-
ence between the sailors who man these ships. The
Frenchman, working for the owner, landing at times, list-
less, idle, with apocket aslean as his poor cadaverous face,
hopeless, miserable to a degree. The Y ankee, paddling his
own canoe, pocketing all the gains, dashing ashore in his
civilian dress, and flinging his dollars everywhere, drink-
ing, roystering, catching the ponies, and scampering off,
frightening thelcelander out of hiswits."—Howell.

MR. X.

'l discovered acuriousfact about Mr. X. which accounted
for that gentleman's occasional readiness in making a quo-
tation. Every night he wrapped himself in a large grey
plaid of which hewasvery proud; it had been, he said, his
companion in the mountains of Mexico. | now happened
to examine some scarlet letters on the plaid and, to my
amazement, discovered whole passages from Shakespeare
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and other poets embroidered in red silk. In fact Mr. X.
slept in a book and could always refresh his memory by
studyingwhenhewoke.'—Umbra.

A POET'S ATHLETIC FEAT
'Had that celebrated Pope whose Christian name was
Alexander believed that his immortal essay would have
been translated into Icelandic verse, by a native I celander,
he would not have vaulted clear over the volcanic isle.’
—Muiles.

INFLUENCE OF THE GOTHIC REVIVAL
'There was not one in our company who did not wish to
have his clothes alittle singed for the sake of seeing Hekla
in ablaze'—Van Troil.

AN INARTICULATE WORDSWORTHIAN

'l wish it were in my power, Sir, to give you such a
description of this place asit deserves, but | fear mine will
alwaysremain inferior in point of expression. So muchis
certain, at least, Nature never drew from anyone a more
cheerful homage to her Great Creator than | here paid
Him.'-1bid.

TRIALS OF A GEOLOGIST

'‘Some of the pieces | handed to A mi to carry, who took
themvery reluctantly; the bulk, however, were by degrees
thrown away, each succeeding rest seeing one or more of
the specimens abandoned which at the rest preceding |
had determined to preserve; greatly to the amusement of
H., who is not disposed to subject himself to the least
inconvenience for the cause of science.'—W. G. Locke.

TRIALS OF AN AUTHOR
'For a few minutes they remained quiet; then they began

to whisper one to another, "She writes. She writes." '—
Pfeiffer.
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A FAST VI CTORI AN

'There was no alternative; | must either turn back or
mount as a man. Keeping my brother at my side, and bid-
ding therest ride forward, | made him shorten the stirrups
and hold the saddle, and after sundry attempts succeeded
in landing myself man fashion on the animal's back. The
position felt very odd at first, and | was aso somewhat
uncomfortable at my attitude, but on Vaughan's assuring
me there was no cause for my uneasiness, and arranging
my dress so that it fell in folds on either side, | decided to
give the experiment a fair trial. Perhaps my boldness may
rather surprise my readers.'—Mrs. Alice Tweedie.
ACUMEN OF A RELIGIOUS OBSERVER

'Having gained some knowledge of the Icelandic before-
hand, | could easily collect the scope and substance of his
discourse, and, from its general tenor, do not hesitate to
pronounce it strictly Evangelical.'—Henderson.
INABILITY OF A BISHOP TO DRAW THE LINE
'Here we saw the bishop himself countenancing vice in
its worst shape, and appearing perfectly familiar with per-
sonswho, he must have known, bore the worst characters.'
—McKenzie.

PRIVATIONS OF A TRAVELLER

'Aslong as| remained in Iceland | was compelled to give
up my German system of diet.'—Pfeiffer.

AN EXCHANGE OF COURTESIES

'I plucked a flower, and speedily they brought a bunch.
| touched a stone and half a dozen were at once forth-
coming. However, | let them se that this was quite
unnecessary.'—Howell.

THE TRANSLATOR OF THE ARABIAN
NIGHTS GETS THE RASPBERRY

'"Among the gentler sex a soft look is uncommonly rare,
and the aspect ranges from a stony stare to a sharp glance
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rendered much fiercer by the habitual frown.'—Burton.

A PSYCHOLOGICAL OBSERVATION
‘A certain feeling of discomfort always attached to the
fact of sleeping in a church alone in the midst of a grave-
yard.'—Pfeiffer.

CURIOUS BEHAVIOUR OF A SCOTCH BARONET

'We instantly left our guides and the horses to manage
matters as they could; and rushing over dags, lava, and
mud, fell upon the snow like wild beasts upon their prey.
My enjoyment was excessive; and the very recollection of
it is so gratifying that | must be excused for recording a
circumstance of so little importance.'—McKenzie.

ART WITHOUT MALICE
'The clergyman had alarge family and McDiarmed good-
naturedly took a blooming little maiden of six or seven
years aride on hispony; whileLord Lodbrog drew avery
accurate sketch of his home and church. It was really very
well done and when pinned up against the wall of the
sitting-room had a smart appearance.'—Umbra.

HEAR, HEAR!
'‘Let's go home. We can't camp in this beastly place.
— Whatis he saying?

— I'm not going to camp here.

—Youmust. AllEnglishmendo.

— Blast all Englishmen.'—William Morris.

MORAL DRAWN FROM A GEYSIR

'While the jets were rushing up towards Heaven with
the velocity of an arrow my mind was forcibly borne
along with them to the contemplation of the Great and
Omnipotent JEHOVAH in comparison with whom these and
all the wonders scattered over the whole immensity of
existence dwindle into absolute insignificance; whose
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almighty commands spake the universe into being; and at
whose sovereign fiat the whole fabric might be reduced, in
an instant, to its original nothing.'—Henderson.

RUDENESS SHOWN TO THE SAME GEYSIR
‘Darwin profanely called the Geysir an old brute.'—
Umbra.

SPREAD OF NAZI DOCTRINES

AMONG THE ICELANDIC PONIES

'Famous scientists, doctors, politicians, and writers,
mounted her and rode for a wonderful week's tour.
Richer in experience, strengthened and refreshed by Na-
ture, ready for anew struggle with the arch-fiend culture,
they went home and gave lectures.'—Fleuron.

PART IV.—HOME AGAIN

LIAR: OR MILES ON PFEIFFER

'Where she does not knowingly tell direct falsehoods,
the guesses she makes about those regions that she does
not visit—while stating that she does—show her to be bad
at guesswork.'—Miles.

CISSY: OR LOCKE ON LOCKE

'What a vacillating set! | would have gone on aone had
| been of the party; and therefore it is pleasing to be able
to disclaim relationship with one so wanting in firmness of
purpose as the author of the Home of the Eddas appears to
be from this and other incidents.'—W. G. Locke.

THE 1809 REVOLUTION

(Mainly from Hooker and Mackenzie)

In the year 1808, when Great Britain was at war with
Denmark, an eminent and honourable merchant of
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don, Mr. Samuel Phelps, learned from a young Dane of
twenty-seven, Mr. Jorgen Jorgensen, that there was a
large quantity of goods, chiefly tallow, for sdein Iceland.
Jorgensen, though born of respectable parents, had been
apprenticed on aBritish collier, served in the British navy,
where, in his own words, he had imbibed the maxims, the
principles, and the prejudices of Englishmen, and on his
return to Copenhagen in 1806 had made himself unpopu-
lar by his pro-British sentiments. On the outbreak of war
he had been put in command of a Danish privateer, but
had been taken prisoner after an engagement off Flam-
borough Head with the Sappho and the Clio, landed at
Y armouth, and set free on parole.

As Iceland was wholly dependent on Denmark for
necessary imports, the war was a serious matter for her,
but the British, at the instigation of that exalted philan-
thropist Sir Joseph Banks, had given an undertaking to
allow Danish merchantmen to trade unmolested with
the island. These excellent intentions of His Majesty's
Government were somewhat frustrated, however, by the
behaviour of one of His subjects, for in 1808 a Captain
Gilpin arrived in Reykjavik and made off with some
36,000 rix dollars apportioned for the relief of the poor.
To return to Mr. Phelps: acting on Jorgensen's informa-
tion, hecommissioned aLiverpool ship, the Clarence, com-
manded by Mr. Jackson, to sail to Iceland with a cargo
which, according to himself, consisted largely of neces-
saries, barley meal, potatoes, and salt, and according to
Count Tramp, the Danish Governor of the Island, con-
sisted largely of luxuries. M r. Jackson undertook to molest
no Danish ships under a penalty of an ,£8,000 fine. The
Clarence, with Jorgensen, who omitted to mention his
departure to the authorities, and an English super-cargo,
Mr. Savigniac, set sail in December and landed in Reyk-
javik at the beginning of January 1809.
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Here they discreetly showed an American flag and
American papers, but were refused permission to trade,
whereupon they hoisted the British flag, but with no
greater success. As Icelandic trade was a legal Danish
monopoly, this refusal on the part of the Danish officials
was, perhaps, not unnatural. Mr. Savigniac, however, was
determined to bring the Government to a sense of its duty
and interest, and ordered Captain Jackson to capture a
Danish brig which had just arrived. The officials capitu-
lated, and apparently gave some sort of permission, but
the Icelanders, either because they were frightened, or
because they did not want the goods—it was a bad time
of the year for business—showed no inclination to buy or
sell. So matters continued till June, when Count Tramp
returned from Copenhagen on the Orion. A proclamation
forbidding the Icelanders to trade with the English under
point of death which had been previously composed but
kept in a chest till his arrival was now published. Shortly
afterwards, a British man-of-war, the Rover, commanded
by Captain Nott, arrived, 'with the object of which in
these parts, says Count Tramp, 'l was unacquainted,
and the peaceable proceedings of which no convention
secured." On June 16th it appears that a convention was
arrived at between Count Tramp and Captain Nott per-
mitting trade, but this agreement, though sent to the press,
was somehow never published and the existing prohibition
remained in force. The Rover departed, but on June 2 ist
Mr. Phelps arrived in person, with the Flora and the Mar-
garet and Anne, a ship of ten guns under Captain Liston.

By June 25th M r. Phelps had decided that 'longer delay
would be materially prejudicial to his interests, and he
must consequently be under the necessity of having
recourse to measures no more consonant to his inclinations
than to his feelings. He seized the Orion, and marching
with an armed crew of twelve to the Governor's house, on
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Sunday afternoon after Divine Service, arrested Count
Trampinthemiddleof aconversationwithaMr. K of oed.
According to his own account there were a number of
Icelanders loitering about with long poles shod with iron
spikes who made no attempt to resist them, in spite of the
fact that 'it is sufficiently known that in times of war the
crews of merchant ships consist of such men only as are
unfit for the service of His Majesty." He then asked Jor-
gensen to take over the government of the Island, a
prospect which seems to have been highly agreeable to
that young gentleman for, on the next morning, he issued
a proclamation dissolving all Danish authority, confiscat-
ingall Danish property, confining all Danesto their houses,
threatening all offenders against these decrees with being
shot withintwo hours, and promising all native Icelanders
‘'undisturbed tranquility and afelicity hithertounknown'.
On the evening of the same day (June 26th) he issued a
second proclamation by which Iceland was declared an
independent republic, all debts to Denmark were repudi-
ated, and the island was to be put in a state of defence.
Thislast provision proved more difficult than was antici-
pated. A house-to-house search in Reykjavik only pro-
duced twenty to thirty old fowling pieces, most of them
usdess, and a few swords and pistols, so that the Icelandic
army was necessarily restricted to 'eight men who dressed
in green uniforms, armed with swords and pistols, and
mounted on good ponies, scoured the country in various
directions, intimidating the Danes, and making themselves
highly useful to the new Governor, in securing the goods
and property that were to be confiscated'. (The value of
these variesin different accounts from 16,000 to 19,000 rix
dollars.) As a further act of authority, and to show the
clemency intended to be pursued, four prisoners confined
in the Tught-hus were released and the place itself con-
verted into barracks for the soldiers.
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The greater part of the army was soon employed in
seizing the persons of two of the civil officers, Mr. Fry-
densburg and Mr. Einersen, who were kept in confine-
ment, the former for one night, the latter for eight or ten
days. Hooker, who was an eye-witness of Einersen's
arrest, says that 'a horse was taken for him upon which he
was placed and, guarded by Jorgensen and his cavalry,
was marched, or rather galloped, into the town'. Mean-
while Mr. Samuel Phelps had not been idle, but, to protect
the town 'an office which he readily undertook for the
security of the very considerable property he now had
there', was building Fort Phelps, which he equipped with
six guns that had lain buried in the sand on the shore for
over 140 years.

On July nth Jorgensen issued yet another proclama-
tion assuming the title of his Excellency the Protector of
Iceland, Commander-in-Chief by sea and land, decreeing
his private seal J.J. as the official seal, and forbidding all
irreverence to his person. A new flag, three split stockfish
upon a dark blue ground, was hoisted for the first time on
the top of a warehouse under a salute of eleven guns from
the Margaret and Anne, and was afterwards hoisted on
Sundays. Having done this, his Excellency set out on foot
for the North with five of his army, and later returned
with one.

Al thistime Count Tramp was a prisoner on board the
Margaret and Anne, where he does not appear to have
been satisfied with his treatment. 'Bent down," he says,
‘under the weight of so much grief and affliction united,
it now became my lot to be kept confined in a narrow and
dirty cabin, and sometimes, when Captain Liston took it
into his head, even shut up in a small room, or rather closet,
where | was deprived of the light of the day. Constantly |
was obliged to put up with the society of drunken and
noisy mates, and, with them for my companions, | was

7



SHEAVES FROM SAGALAND

reduced to exist on fare which even the men complained
of as being more than commonly indifferent; in short, |
was deprived for the space of nine weeks, of every con-
venience and comfort of life to which | had been used,
and subjected to all the sufferings which the oppressor had
itin his power to inflict.'

These sufferings, however, were not destined to last.
On August 8th occurred an event 'as unforeseen as it was
unfavourable to the present state of political and com-
mercial affairs.’ The Talbot, commanded by the Honour-
able Alexander Jones, arrived in Hafnafjordur, and, after
hearing both sides and deciding that ‘owing to his former
situation in life' Mr. Jorgensen was unwelcome to the
inhabitants, arrested him for having broken his parole,
restored the Danish authority, destroyed Fort Phelps, and,
after a delay due to some Danes setting fire to the Margaret
and Anne, left Iceland at the end of August with Phelps,
Count Tramp, Jorgensen, and a congratulatory ode to
himself composed in Icelandic and Latin by a certain
Magnus Finnursson, or Finnur Magnusson, from which
thefollowingisatranslated extract:

He pretended that he served the English King: that he
depended on the protection of his armies.

He armed brothers against each other: terror seized the
remainder of the people,

Who had never before beheld the sword or blood: and
unwillingly submitted to the insolent yoke.

He, more powerful, raised fortifications. and erected his
standard black as hell.

He took a lordly title: having dared to assume possession
of the supreme power.

He pretended that our people wished for these things:
and that they all demanded these tumults.

The Revolution had lasted fifty-eight days, twelve men
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had been employed, but not ashot fired (except in salutes)
nor asabre unsheathed.

The subseguent history of Samuel Phelps, 'who was in
part to blame', is unknown, but the unfortunate Jorgensen
was sent to the hulks at Chatham for a year, and was
afterwards released on parole at Reading. In prison, how-
ever, it seems that he had become a confirmed gambler,
and after sundry adventures was finally deported to Tas-
mania, where he became an explorer and a policeman. He
died at Hobartstown in 1844. On February 7th, 1810, the
British Government issued a decree guaranteeing the im-
munity of Iceland, the Faroes, and Greenland, from Brit-
ish attack, and encouraging British trade wi th these places.
Count Tramp declared that 'the peculiar favour which
Iceland and its concerns have met with here and the
manner in which His Majesty’'s ministers have interested
themselves in its welfare, and above all the security ob-
tained for the future, has entirely obliterated all bitterness
from my heart', but good Imperialists, like Hooker, still
grumbled a little. 'England should no longer hesitate’,
he wrote, 'about the adoption of a step to which every
native Icelander looks forward as the greatest blessing
that can befall his country, and which to England herself
would, | am persuaded, be productive of various signal
advantages, the taking possession of Iceland and holding
it among her dependencies. Iceland, thus freed from the
yoke of an inefficient but presumptuous tyrant, might
then, guarded by the protection of our fleetsand fostered
by the liberal policy of our Commercial Laws, look for-
ward to a security that Denmark could never afford, and
to a prosperity that the selfishness of the Danes has always
prevented; while England would find herself repaid for
her generous conduct by the extension of her fisheries, the
surest source of her prosperity, and by the safety which
the numerous harbours of the Island afford for her mer-

81



SHEAVES FROM SAGALAND

chantmen against the storms and perils of the Arctic
Ocean.'

AN ICELANDIC SUPPER IN 1809
(Hooker)

'On the cloth was nothing but a plate, aknife and fork,
awine glass, and a bottle of claret, for each guest, except
that in the middle stood a large and handsome glass-castor
of sugar, with a magnificent silver top. The dishes are
brought in singly; our first was a large tureen of soup,
which is a favourite addition to the dinners of the richer
people, and is made of sago, claret, and raisins, boiled so
as to become amost a mucilage. We were helped to two
soup platesfull of this, which we ate without knowing if
anything was to come. No sooner, however, was the soup
removed, than two large salmon, boiled and cut in dlices,
were brought on and, with them, melted butter looking
likeoil, mixedwithvinegar and pepper; this, likewise, was
very good and when we had with some difficulty cleared
our plates, we hoped we had finished our dinners. Not so,
for there was then introduced a tureen full of eggs of the
Cree, agreat tern, boiled hard, of which a dozen were put
upon each of our plates, and for sauce, we had a large
basin of cream, mixed with sugar, in which were four
spoons, so that we all ate out of the same bowl, placed in
the middle of the table. We devoured with difficulty our
eggs and cream, but had no sooner dismissed our plates,
than half a sheep, well roasted, came on with a mess of
sorrel called by the Danes, scurvy-grass, boiled, mashed
and sweetened with sugar. However, even thiswasnot all;
for alarge dish of waff dsasthey are here called, that isto
say, a sort of pancake made of wheat flour, flat, and
roasted in a mould, which forms a number of sguares on
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the top, succeeded the mutton. This was not more than
half an inch thick and about the size of an octavo book.
Then bread, Norway biscuit and loaves made of rye were
served up: for our drink we had nothing but claret, of
which we were all compelled to empty the bottle that
stood by us, and this too out of tumblers rather than
wine-glasses. The coffee was extremely good and we
trusted it would terminate the feast; but all was not yet
over; for alarge bow! of rum punch was brought in and
handed round in glasses pretty freely, and to every glass
atoast was given. Another bow! actually came which we
werewith difficulty allowed to refuse to empty entirely;
nor could this be done but by ordering our people to get
the boat ready for our departure, when, having concluded
this extraordinary feast by three cups of tea each, we took
our leave and reached Reykjavik about ten o'clock, but
did not for some time recover from the effects of this most
involuntary intemperance.'

ERUPTION OF THE
ORAEFAJOKULL, 1727

(Jon. Thorlaksson, Minister of Sandfell, quoted
in Mackenzie)

In the year 1727, on the 7th August, which was the
tenth Sunday after Trinity, after the commencement of
divine service in the church of Sandfell, as | stood before
the altar, | was sensible of a gentle concussion under my
feet, which | did not mind atfirst; but, during the delivery
of the sermon, the rocking continued to increase, so as to
alarm the whole congregation; yet they remarked that the
like had often happened before. One of them, avery aged
man, repaired to a spring, alittle below the house, where
he prostrated himself on the ground, and was laughed at
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by the rest for his pains; but, on his return, | asked him
what it was he wished to ascertain, to which he replied,
"Beonyour guard, Sir; the earthiison fire!" Turning, at
the same moment, towards the church door, it appeared
to me, and all who were present, asif the house contracted
and drew itself together. | now left the church, necessarily
ruminating on what the old man had said; and as | came
opposite to Mount Flega, and looked up towards the sum-
mit, it appeared alternately to expand and be heaved up,
and fall again to its former state. Nor was | mistaken in
this, as the event shewed; for on the morning of the 8th,
we not only felt frequent and violent earthquakes, but
adso heard dreadful reports, in no respect inferior to
thunder. Everything that was standing in the houses was
thrown down by these shocks; and there was reason to
apprehend, that mountains as well as houses would be
overturned in the catastrophe. What most augmented the
terror of the people was, that nobody could divinein what
place the disaster would originate, or where it would end.

'After nineo'clock, threeparticularly loud reportswere
heard, which were almost instantaneously followed by
several eruptions of water that gushed out, the last of
which was the greatest, and completely carried away the
horses and other animals that it overtook in its course.
W hen these exudations were over, the ice mountain itself
ran downinto the plain, just like melted metal poured out
of acrucible; and on settling, filledit to such aheight, that
| could not discover more of the well-known mountain
Lounagrupr than about the size of abird. The water now
rushed down the east side without intermission, and
totally destroyed what little of the pasture-grounds re-
mained. It was a most pitiable sight to behold the females
crying, and my neighbours destitute both of counsel and
courage: however, as | observed that the current directed
its course towards my house, | removed my family up to
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the top of ahigh rock, on the side of the mountain, called
Dalskardstorfa, where | caused a tent to be pitched, and
all the church utensils, together with our food, clothesand
other things that were most necessary, to be conveyed
thither; drawing the conclusion, that should the eruption
break forth at some other place, this height would escape
the longest, if it were the will of God, to whom we com-
mitted ourselves, and remained there.

'Things now assumed quite a different appearance. The
Jokull itself exploded, and precipitated masses of ice,
many of which were hurled out to the sea; but the thickest
remained on the plain, at a short distance from the foot
of the mountain. The noise and reports continuing, the
atmosphere was so completely filled with fire and ashes,
that day could scarcely be distinguished from night, by
reason of the darkness which followed, and which was
barely rendered visible by the light of the fire that had
broken through five or six cracks in the mountain. Inthis
manner the parish of Oraefa was tormented for three days
together; yet it is not easy to describe the disaster as it was
in reality; for the surface of the ground was entirely
covered with pumice-sand, and it was impossible to go out
in the open air with safety, on account of the red-hot
stonesthat fell from the atmosphere. Any who did venture
out, had to cover their heads with buckets, and such other
wooden utensils as could afford them some protection.

'Onthell thitcleared up alittleinthe neighbourhood;
but the ice-mountain still continued to send forth smoke
andflames. The same day | rode, in company with three
others, to sse how matters stood with the parsonage, as it
was most exposed, but we could only proceed with the
utmost danger, as there was no other way except between
the ice-mountain and the Jokull which had been precipi-
tated into the plain, where the water was so hot that the
horses almost got unmanageable: and, just as we enter-
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tained the hope of getting through by this passage, |
happened to ook behind me, when | descried a fresh
deluge of hot water directly above me, which, had it
reached us, must inevitably have swept us beforeit. Con-
triving, of a sudden, to get on the ice, | called to my
companions to make the utmost expedition in following
me; and by this means, we reached Sandfell in safety. The
whole of the farm, together with the cottages of two
tenants, had been destroyed; only the dwelling houses
remained, and a few spots of the tuns. The people stood
cryinginthechurch. Thecowswhich, contrary to all ex-
pectation, both here and elsewhere, had escaped the
disaster, were lowing beside a few hay-stacks that had
been damaged during the eruption. At the time the exuda-
tion of the Jokull broke forth, the half of the people be-
longing to the parsonage were in four nearly-constructed
sheep-cotes, where two women and a boy took refuge on
the roof of the highest; but they had hardly reached it
when, being unable to resist the force of the thick mud
that was borne against it, it was carried away by the
deluge of hot water and, as far as the eye could reach, the
three unfortunate persons were seen clinging to the roof.
One of the women was afterwards found among the sub-
stances that had proceeded from the Jokull, but burnt
and, as it were, parboiled; her body was so soft that it
could scarcely be touched. Everything was in the most
deplorable condition. The sheep were lost; some of which
were washed up dead from the seain the third parish from
Oraefa. The hay that was saved was found insufficient for
the cows so that afifth part of them had to be killed; and
most of the horses which had not been swept into the
ocean were afterwards found completely mangled. The
eastern part of the parish of Sida was also destroyed by
the pumice and sand; and the inhabitants were on that
account obliged to kill many of their cattle.
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'The mountain continued to burn night and day from
the 8th of August, as already mentioned, till the beginning
of Summer in the month of April the following year, at
which time the stoneswere still so hot that they could not
be touched; and it did not cease to emit smokettill near the
end of the Summer. Some of them had been completely
calcined; some were black and full of holes; and others
were so loose in their contexture that one could blow
through them. On thefirstday of Summer 1728,1 wentin
company with a person of quality to examine the cracks
in the mountain, most of which were so large that we
could creep into them. | found here a quantity of saltpetre
and could have collected it, but did not choose to stay
long in the excessive heat. At one place a heavy calcined
stone lay across a large aperture; and as it rested on a small
basis, we easily dislodged it into the chasm but could not
observe the least sign of its having reached the bottom.
These are the more remarkable particulars that have
occurred to me with respect to this mountain; and thus
God hath led me through fire and water, and brought me
through much trouble and adversity to my eightieth year.
To Him bethe honour, the praise, and the glory for ever.'

(For an account of the 1783 eruption see Nagrus Ste-
fansson's account, quoted in Hooker, pp. 405-426.)
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CHAPTERVII

LETTER TO R. H. S. CROSSMAN, ESQ.

Mulakot, July 8th

A glacier brilliant in the heights of summer
Feeding putty-coloured river: a field,

A countryside collected in a field

To appreciate or try its strength;

The two flagstwitter at the entrance gates.

| walk among them taking photographs,

The children stare and follow, think of questions

To prove the stranger real. Beyond the wire

The ponies graze who never will grow up to question
The justice of their permanent discipline.

Nevertheless let the cameras eye record it:
Groups in confabulation on the grass,

The shuffling couples in their heavy boots,

The young men leaping, the accordion playing.
Justice or not, itisaworld.

Isn't it true however far we've wandered

Into our provinces of persecution

Where our regrets accuse, we keep returning

Back to the common faith from which we've all dissented,
Back to the hands, the feet, the faces?
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Children are always there and take the hands
Evenwhenthey're most terrified; thosein love
Cannot make up their minds to go or stay;
Artist and doctor return most often;

Only themad wi |l never never come back.

For doctorskeep onworryingwhile away
Incasetheir skill issuffering and deserted,
Lovershavelived solongwith giants and elves
They want belief againin their own size;
Andtheartist prays ever so gently—

'Let mefind pure all that can happen.

Only uniqueness is success! For instance,

L et me perceive the images of history,
Allthat | push away with doubt and travel,
To-day's and yesterday's, alike like bodies.'

Yes, justlikethat. See Gunnarkilled
AtHlitharendi white acrosstheriver,
AndFlosi waitingonThree Corner Ridge,
And as the dancing turns meround
TheservantsfightinguponLittleDaimon.

Butnot these only, just asclearly
Asthem, asclearly as at the moment
Thewraps of cellophane torn off

From cigarettes flit through the glass
Likeglitteringbutterflies, | must seeall.

The service yesterday among the copse of ashes,
The old men dragging hymns, the woman weeping
Leaning against her husband as he yawned;
Andtwo days back the townee from the gasworks
Riding to Thorsmork, highly-strung,
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Loud-voiced, consumed with passion to excel
His slower-witted red-faced friend.

And see there if | can the growth, the wonder,
Not symbols of an end, not cold extremities
Of atradition sick at heart.

For that's our vulgar error, isn'tit,

When we se nothing but the law and order,
The formal interdiction from the garden,

A legend of asword, and quite forget

The rusting apple core we're clutching still.

It's that that makes us really selfish:

When the whole fault's mechanical,

A maladjustment in the circling stars,

And goodness just an abstract principle
Which by hypothesis some men must have.

For whom we spend our idle livesin looking,
And are so lazy that we quickly find them,
Or rather, like a child that feels neglected,
Our proof of goodness is the power to punish,
We recognise them when they make us suffer.

Until indeed the Markafljot | see
Wasting these fields, is no glacial flood
But history, hostile, Time the destroyer

ESQ.

Everywhere washing our will, winding through Europe

An attack, adivision, shifting itsfords.

Flowing through Oxford too, past dons of good will,

Stroking their truths away like a headache
Till only the unicorn and the fabulous bogey
Arereal, and distinctly human only

The anarchist's loony refusing cry: —
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'Harden the heart as the might lessens.

Fame shall be ours of a noble defence

In anarrow place. No choices are good.
Andtheword of fate can never be altered
Though it be spoken to our own destruction.’

Dear Dick,

| have just been staying in the Njal country. | gather
the Nazis ook on that sort of life as the cradle of all the
virtues. The enclosed laws and regulations seem so dotty,

| thought they might interest you.
W.

Formula of Peace-Making

1. There was feud between N. N. and M. M. but now
they are set at one and many:
As the meter meted
And the teller told
A nd the doomsman deemed
And thegiversgave
And thereceiversreceived
Andcarrieditaway
With full fee as paid ounce
Handselled to them that cry'd to haveit.

2. Yetwo shall be made men:
At one and in agreement
At feast and food
At moot and meeting of the people
At church-soken and in the king's house.
And wheresoever men meet
Y e shall be so reconciled together as that it shall hold
for ever between you.
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3. Yetwo shall share knife and carven steak
And all things between you
Asfriends and not as foes.

4. If case of quarrel or feud arise between you other
thaniswell It shall be booted or paid for with money and
not by reddening the dart or arrow.

5. And he of ye twain that shall go against the settle-
ment or atonement made
Or break the bidden troth,
He shall bewol f hunted, and to be hunted
Aslean as men seek wolves;
Christian men seek churches;
Heathen men sacrifice in temples;
Fire burneth; earth groweth;
Son calleth mother, and mother heareth son;
Folk kindle fire;
Ship saileth; snow lieth;
The Fin skateth; thefir groweth;
The hawk flieththe long Spring day,
Withafair wind behind him and wings outspread;
Heaven turneth; earth is dwelt on;
Wind bloweth; waters fall to the seg;
Churl soweth corn.

6. He shall be out-cast
From Church and Christian men;
From houses of Gods and from men,
From every world save hell-woe or torment.

7. Now do ye two both hold one book and place the
money on the book that N. N. payeth for himself and his
heirs

Born and unborn
Begotten and unbegotten
Named and unnamed.
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8. N.N.takethtrothandtruceasM. M. givethit.
Dear troth and strong troth
An everlasting peace that shall hold for ever
While the world is and men live.

9. NowareN. N. and M. M. at peace or atonement and
accord wherever they meet
On land or water
On s=a or on horseback
To share oar and bilge scoop
Bench and bulwark if need be
Even set with each other
As father with son or son with father
In all dealings together.

Now they lay hands together, N. N. and M. M. Hold
well these troths, by the will of Christ and of all those men
that have now heard this form of peace:

May he have God's grace that holdeth these troths
or truce
And he Hiswrath that breaketh these troths or truce
And he have grace that holdeth them.
Hail, ye that are set at one
And we that are set as witnesses thereto.
Codex Regius.

Law of Wager of Battle

1. There should be a cloak of five ells in the skirt and
loops at the corners. They must put down pegs with heads
on one end that were called Tiosnos. He that was perform-
ing must go to the Tiosnos so that the sky could be seen
between his legs, holding the lobes of his ears, with this
form of words (words lost); and afterwards was per-
formed the sacrifice that is called the Tiosno-sacrifice.

2. There must be three lines about the cloak of a foot
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breadth; outside the lines there must be four posts, and
they are called hazels, and the field is hazelled when this
is done.

3. A man shall have three shields, and when they are
gone, then he shall step on to the skin though he have left
it before, and then he must defend himself with weapon
henceforth.

4. He shall strike first that is challenged.

5. If one of them be wounded so that blood come on
the cloak, they shall not fight any longer.

6. If aman step with one foot outside the hazels, he is
said to flinch; but if he step outside with both feet, heis
said to run.

7. His own man shall hold the shield for each of them
that fight.

8. He shall pay ransom that is the more wounded, three
marks of silver as ransom.

The Viking Law

1. No man should enter that was older than fifty and
none younger than eighteen winters. A |l must be between
these ages.

2. Never should kinship be taken into account of when
they wished to enter that were not in the league.

3. No man there should run before a man of like power
or like arms.

4. Every man there should avenge the other as he
would hisbrother.

5. None then should there speak a word of fear or
dread of anything, however perilous things might be.

6. All that they took in warfare should be brought to
the stang or pole, little or big, that was of any value; and
if aman had not done this, he must be driven out.
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7. None there should kindle discussion or waken
quarrel.

8. And if tidings came no man should be so rash as to
tell it to anyone, but all tidings should be told to the
Captain.

9. No man should bring awoman into the fort.

10. And none should be abroad three nights together.

11. And though one had been taken into fellowship
that had slain father or brother of a man that was there
before, or any near kinsman, and it was found out after
he was received, the Captain should judge the whole case
and whatever quarrel might arise between them.

12. No man should have a sword longer than an ell, so
close were they to go.

13. They never took prisoners, women nor children.

14. No man should bind a wound till the same hour
next day.

15. No man of them had less strength than two ordinary
men.

16. It was their custom to lie ever outside the nesses

17. It was another custom of theirs never to put awnings
on their ships and never to furl the sail for thewind.



CHAPTER VIII

LETTER TO LORD BYRON

PART 111

M y last remarks were sent you from a boat.
I 'm back on shore now in awarm bed-sitter,
A nd several friends have joined me since | wrote;
So though the weather out of doorsis bitter,
| feel agreat deal cheerier and fitter.
A party from apublic school, a poet,
Have set arapid pace, and make mego it.

We're starting soon on abig expedition
Intothedesert, which|'msureiscorking:
Many would like to be in my position.
| only hope therewon't betoo much walking.
Now let me see, where was 1? We were talking
Of Social Questionswhen | had to stop;
| think it's time now for alittle shop.

In setting up my brass-plate as acritic,

I make no claim to certain diagnosis,
I'mmoreintuitivethananalytic,

| offer thought in homoeopathic doses

But someone may get better in the process).
| don't pretend to reasoning like Pritchard's
Or thelogomachy of I. A. Richards.
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| like your muse because she's gay and witty,
Because she's neither prostitute nor frump,
The daughter of a European city,
And country houses long before the slump;
| like her voice that does not make me jump:
Andyoul find sympatisch, agood townee,
Neither apreacher, ninny, bore, nor Brownie.

A poet, swimmer, peer, and man of action,
—It beats Roy Campbell'srecord by amile—
Y ou offer every possible attraction.
By lookingintoyour poetic style,
And love-life on the chance that both were vile,
Several have earned a decent livelihood,
Whose lives were uncreative but were good.

Y ou've had your packet from the critics, though:
They grant you warmth of heart, but at your head
Their moral and aesthetic brickbats throw.
A Vulgar genius' so George Eliot said,
W hich doesn't matter as George Eliot's dead,
But T. S. Eliot, | am sad to find,
Damnsyouwith: ‘anuninterestingmind'.

A statement which | must say |'m ashamed at;
A poet must be judged by hisintention,
A nd serious thought you never said you aimed at.
| think a serious critic ought to mention
That one verse style was really your invention,
A style whose meaning does not need a spanner,
Y ou are the master of the airy manner.

By all means let ustouch our humble capsto
La poesie pure, the epic narrative;
But comedy shall get its round of claps, too.
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Accordingto hispowers, each may give;
Only on varied diet can we live.
The pious fable and the dirty story
Shareinthetotal literary glory.

There's every mode of singing robe in stock,
From Shakespeare's gorgeous fur coat, Spenser's muff,

Or Dryden's lounge suit to my cotton frock,
AndWordsworth'sHarristweed with leathern cuff.
Firbank, I think, wore just ajust-enough;

| fancy Whitmanin a reach-me-down,

But you, like Sherlock, in adressing-gown.

I'masogladtofind I'veyour authority

For finding Wordsworth amost bleak old bore,
Though|'mafraidwe'rein asad minority

For every year hisfollowers get more,

Their number must have doubled since the war.
They come in train-loads to the Lakes, and swarms
Of pupil-teachers study him in Sorm's.

'| hate apupil-teacher' Milton said,

W ho aso hated bureaucratic fools;

Milton may thank hisstars that heis dead,
Although he'slearnt by heart in public schools,
Along with Wordsworth and the list of rules;

For many adonwhilelooking down hisnose

Calls Pope and Dryden classics of our prose.

And new plantsflower from that ol d potato.
They thrivebest inapoor industrial soil,
Are hardier crossed with Rousseaus or a Plato;
Theircultivationisaneasytoil.
William, to changethe metaphor, struck oil;
Hiswell seemsinexhaustible, a gusher
That saves old England from the fate of Russia.
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The mountain-snob is aWordsworthian fruit;

He tears his clothes and doesn't shave his chin,
He wears a very pretty little boot,

He chooses the least comfortableinn;

A mountain railway is adeadly sin;
His strength, of course, is as the strength of ten men,
He calls all those who live in cities wen-men.

I'm not a spoil-sport, | would never wish
To interfere with anybody's pleasures,
By all means climb, or hunt, or even fish,
Al human hearts have ugly little treasures;
But think it time to take repressive measures
When someone says, adopting the 'l know' line,
The Good Lifeis confined above the snow-line.

Besides, I'm very fond of mountains, too;

| like to travel through themin a car;
| like a house that's got a sweeping view;

| liketo walk, but not towalk too far.

| dso like green plains where cattle are,
And trees and rivers, and shall always quarrel
Wi th those who think that rivers are immoral.

Not that my private quarrel gives quietus to
The interesting question that it raises,
Impartial thought will give a proper status to
This interest in waterfalls and daisies,
Excessive love for the non-human faces,
That lives in hearts from Golders Green to Teddington;
It'sall bound up with Einstein, Jeans, and Eddington.

It is a commonplace that's hardly worth
A poet's while to make profound or terse,
That now the sun does not go round the earth,
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That man's no centre of the universe;
And workingin an office makesit wor se.
The humblest is acquiring with facility
A Universal-Complex sensibility.

For now we've learnt we mustn't be so bumptious
Wefind the stars are one big family,

And send out invitations for a scrumptious
Simple, old-fashioned, jolly romp with tea
To any natural objects we can see.

We can't, of course, invite a Jew or Red

But birdsand nebulae will do instead.

TheHigher Mind'soutgrowing the Barbarian,
It's hardly thought hygienic now to kiss;
Theworldissurely turning vegetarian;
And asit grows too sensitive for this.
It won't belong beforewe find thereis
A Society of Everybody's Aunts
For the Prevention of Cruelty to Plants.

| dread thislike the dentist, rather more so:
To meArt's subject is the human clay,

And landscape but a background to a torso;
All Cezanne's apples | would give away
For one small Goya or a Daumier.

[ "Il never grant amorethan minor beauty

To pudge or pilewort, petty-chap or pooty.

Art, if it doesn't start there, at least ends,
Whether aesthetics like the thought or not,
In an attempt to entertain our friends;
And our first problem isto realisewhat
Peculiar friends the modern artist's got;
It's possible a little dose of history
M ay help usin unravelling thismystery.
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At the Beginning | shall not begin,

Not with the scratches in the ancient caves;
Heard only knows the latest bulletin

About the finds in the Egyptian graves,

I'l1 skip the war-dance of the Indian braves;
Since, for the purposes | have in view,
The English eighteenth century will do.

We find two arts in the Augustan age:
One quick and graceful, and by no means holy,
Relying on his lordship's patronage;
The other pious, sober, moving slowly,
Appealing mainly to the poor and lowly:
So Isaac Watts and Pope, each forced his entry
To lower middle class and landed gentry.

Two arts as different as Jews and Turks,
Each serving aspects of the Reformation,
Luther's division into faith and works:
The God of the unique imagination,
A friend of those who have to know their station;
And the Great Architect, the Engineer
Who keeps the mighty in their higher sphere.

The important point to notice, though, is this:
Each poet knew for whom he had to write,

Because their life was still the same as his.
Aslong as art remains a parasite,
On any class of personsit'salright;

The only thing it must be is attendant,

The only thing it mustn't, independent.

But artists, though, are human; and for man
To beascivvyisnotniceat all:
So everyone will do the best he can
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To get a patch of ground which he can call

His own. He doesn't really care how small,
So long as he can style himself the master:
Unluckily for art, it'sadisaster.

To be a highbrow isthe natural state:
To have a specia interest of one's own,
Rock gardens, marrows, pigeons, silver plate,
Collecting butterflies or bits of stone;
And then to have a circle where onesknown
Of hobbyists and rivals to discuss
With expert knowledge what appedls to us.

But to the artist thisis quite forbidden:
On this point he must differ from the crowd,
And, like a secret agent, must keep hidden
His passion for his shop. However proud,
Andrightly, of histrade, he's not allowed
To etch his face with his professional creases,
Or die from occupational diseases.

Until thegreat Industrial Revolution
The artist had to earn hislivelihood:
However much he hated the intrusion
Of patron's taste or public's fickle mood,
He had to please or go without hisfood,;
He had to keep his technique to himself
Or find no joint upon his larder shelf.

But Savoury and Newcomen and W att

And all those names that | was told to get up
In history preparation and forgot,

A new class of creative artist set up,

On whom the pressure of demand was let up:
He sang and painted and drew dividends,
But lost responsibilities and friends.
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Those most affected were the very best:
Those with originality of vision,

Those whose technique was better than the rest,
Jumped at the chance of a secure position
With freedom from the bad old hack tradition,

Leave to be sole judges of the artist's brandy,

Be Shelley, or ChildeHarold, or the Dandy.

So started what I'll call the Poet's Party:
(Most of the guests were painters, never mind) —
Thefirst few hours the atmosphere was hearty,
Withfireworks, fun, and gamesof every kind;
Allwereenjoyingit,noonewasblind;
Brilliant the speechesimprovised, the dances,
Andbrilliant, too, the technical advances.

How nice at firstto watch the passers-by
Out of the upper window, and to say
'"How glad | amthat though | haveto die
Likeall those cattle, I'm less base than they!"
How we all roared when Baudelaire went fey.
‘Seethiscigar’, hesaid, 'it'sBaudelaire's.
W hat happens to perception? Ah, who cares?

To-day, das, that happy crowded floor
Looksvery different: many areintears:
Some haveretired to bed and |ocked the door;
And some swing madly from the chandeliers;
Some have passed out entirely in the rears;
Some have been sick in corners; the sobering few
Aretryinghardtothink of something new.

I've made it seem the artist's silly fault,
In which case why these sentimental sobs?
In fact, of course, the whole tureen was salt.



LETTER TO LORD BYRON

The soup was full of little bits of snobs.

The common clay and the uncommon nobs
W er e far too busy making piles or starving
Tolook at pictures, poetry, or carving.

I've simplified the facts to be emphatic,
Playing Macaulay's favouritelittle trick
Of lighting that's contrasted and dramatic;
Becauseit'strue Art feesatrifle sick,
Y ou mustn't think the old girl's lost her kick.
And those, besides, who feel most like a sewer
Belong to Painting not to Literature.

Y ou know theterror that for poetslurks

Beyond theferry when to Minosbrought.
Poets must utter their Collected WorKks,

Including Juvenilia. So | thought

That you might warn him. Yes, | think you ought,
In case, when my turn comes, he shall cry "Atta boys,
Off with his bags, he's crazy as a hatter, boys!"

Theclock isstriking and it'stime for lunch;

We start at four. The weather's none too bright.
Some of the party look as pleased as Punch.

We shall betravelling, asthey call it, light;

We shall be sleeping in a tent to-night.
Y ou know what Baden-Powell's taught us, don't you,
Ora pro nobis, please, this evening, won't you?

END OF PART I 11
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WHA. TO EMA. -NO; 1

Sudentagarthurinn
July 12 th. Reykjavik

A syou e I'vereally got here. | didn't go to Finland
after all. | felt another country would only be muddling.
Finland has not the slightest connection with Iceland, and
atravel book about unconnected places becomes simply a
record of ajourney, whichisboring. | daresay it'sall right
if you're a neo-Elizabethan young man who has a hair-
breadth escape or meets a very eccentric clergyman every
five minutes, but I'm not. Asitis, I've been here a month
and haven't the slightest idea how to begin to write the
book. Gollancz told me before | left that it couldn't be
done, and he's probably right. Still the contracts are
signed and my expenses paid, so | suppose it will get done.
At present | am just amusing myself, with occasional
twinges of uneasiness, like asmall boy who knows he's got
an exam to-morrow, for which he has done no work
whatsoever.

| spent a very miserable first week here, for all the
people | had introductionsto were away. Reykjavik isthe
worst possible sort of provincial town as far as amusing
oneself is concerned, and there was nothing to do but
soak in the only hotel with a license; at ruinous expense.
There isawood-be English band there with aleader |ook-
ing like a stage gigolo, and real revolving coloured lights
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in the ballroom after ten. But as it is broad daylight all
night the effect is rather depressing. Gradually | began to
meet people, so that my head is reeling with gossip that |
know is libellous, and information that | suspect of being
unreliable.

| hear, for instance, that such and such a politician is
either the first gentleman in Iceland or is suffering from
persecution mania since he was laughed at by some chil-
dren at the ski-club, that such and such a professor pawned
his marriage lines the day before the wedding, that such
and such a girl is a 'levis avis, that the German consul
has smuggled in arms in preparation for a Putsch, that the
Icelanders cannot discipline their children, that England
is the true home of spiritualism, and that the only good
drinks are whisky and vermouth.

My own personal impressions don't go far yet. Thereis
no architecture here and the public statues are mostly
romanticised Galahad-Vikings. The King of Denmark has
paid a visit and | watched him come out of the prime
minister's house accompanied by distinguished citizens. |
know top-hats and frock coats don't make people look
their best, but on their appearance alone | wouldn't have
trusted one of them with the spoons. He went to see the
Great Geysir, which refused to oblige, and the current
rumour gives as the reason that out of national pride they
fed it with local soap instead of the Sunlight brand to
which it is accustomed.

The other excitement has been a Swedish students
week. They gave a concert, to which | went. They sang
well enough, but the songs were dull—none of the poly-
phonickindwhich | like. The concert opened oddly. One
of the students on the platform put on white gloves and a
yachting cap, and took hold of an enormousflag. Asthey
began to sing what | presume was the Swedish National
Anthem as everyone stood up, he brought the flag smartly
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to the present. I'm sure it was much too heavy for him.
The song over he took off his gloves and his hat, stood the
flag in the corner, and joined the rest of the choir. It all
looked very pompous and silly, more what one would
expect from the Nazis than from a sensible Scandinavian
democracy.

After the second song a bouquet was brought in for the
conductor; | hoped that this was just to encourage him,
and that they would bring in a new and better one after
each song till the platform was like a greenhouse, but | was
disappointed.

I've been to Thingvellir, the stock beauty spot, which
is certainly very pretty, but the hotel is full of drunks
every evening. A very beautiful one called Toppy asked
me toring her up when | got back.

Last week | went down into the country and had anice
timeriding, but | can't tell you about that now as | must
pack ready to set off to-morrow for the North. How |
wish you were here to help me, asyou know how | hateit.
This hotel is all right, but not up to your standard of
course. It's a hostel for university students in the winter.
The furniture is of that cosmopolitan modern sort you
find in the waiting-rooms of all European air-ports. Snags
—the food which is often cold and the bath which won't
work. The proprietor is a nice man who tells me that he
is a practical idealist and that his children have perfect
characters. I'll try and go onwith thisto-morrow.

HRAENSNEF. JULY  15TH
A game of rummy prevented me writing last night, but
now there is an hour or so before the busis due and | am
tired of helping with the hay, which | have been doing
since breakfast.

One of the nice things about Iceland isits small size, so
that everythingispersonal. A steamrolleriscalled aBriett
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after awell-known feminist with deformed feet. | had a
proof of this on Monday morning when | was going to
catch the bus. A man | had never seen before stopped me
in the street and said 'There are some letters for you', took
me along and unlocked the post office specially for my
benefit. How he knew | was leaving town | don't know.
Among them were the proofs of my poems, so | can
occupy odd moments by trying to putinlogical punctua-
tion, which is something | don't understand. | can only
think of them as breathing indications. | hope you will
approve of the dedication. They are due out in October,
whichisapity, asthey will be eclipsed by the posthumous
volume of Housman which is due for then.

| wonder very much what there'll beinit. There was a
nice quatrain going about the Oxford Senior Common
Rooms before | left England which he is said to have
woken up reciting to himself:

When the bells jussle in the tower
The hollow night amid

Then on my tongue the taste is sour
Of all | ever did.

I've been trying to find out something about modern
Icelandic poetry. As far as | can make out there has been
no break since the Romantic Revival, which got here via
Denmark and Germany, i.e, no 'modernist’ poetry to
puzzle the old ladies. Technically it is of a very high
standard, rhyme, assonance, and alliteration are all ex-
pected. AsaLatin example of an Icelandic verse structure
| was given the following, which you can recite to any
dirty-minded donyou meet.

Theodorus  tardavit
Tempore non surrexit
Violare voluit
Virginem non potuit.
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They seem to have preserved a passion for ingenuity
helped by their damnably inflected language, since the
days of the Scald's, whose verse would have broken St.
John Ervine right up. Even now they write palindrome
verses which can be read forwards or backwards, likethis:

Falla timans voldug verk Daga alla stendur sterk
varla falleg saga. Sudla riman snjalla

Shjalla riman studla sterk Saga falleg varla verk
Sendur alia daga. voldug timans falla.

Sentiment: Artislongand lifeisshort or lifeis short and
artislong. Or verses like thisin which the second half is
made up of the beheaded words of the first:

Shuddar margur trassin Many a lazy idler lounges
traudur And finds the day long;
Treinist dlangur daginn  The wicked one rubs his

Nudda argur rassin raudur red bottom
reinist langur aginn. And finds discipline irksome.

Another peculiar thing about Icelandic verse is the per-
sistence of a genuine poetic language. In the following, for
instance, which is the equivalent of a double entendre
limerick like 'The young people who frequent picture
palaces, the first word for girl is as 'poetic' as demoiselle.

Yngissveinar far a a fjoll
Finna sprund i leynum

Sulkur elska atlaf boll
ast fangnar i sveinum.

The proper version is:

Young men go to embrace girls in secret
Girls love to go to the ball
In love with the young men.

But what has struck me most is that any average educated
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person one meets can turn out competent verse. When |
was down in the South, | had an Icelandic student as
companion; | gave him one of the ruthless rhymes:

When baby's cries grew hard to bear

| popped him in the Frigidaire.

| never would have done so if

I'd known that he'd be frozen stiff.

My wife said 'George, I'm so unhappe,
Our darling's now completely frappe.'

In twenty minutes he came back with this, which asfar as
| canmakeoutispretty literal.

E grenjar kenja krakkinmin
Eg kasta honum i snjoskaflin
Eg petta medal fljotast finn
The frys a honum Kkjafturinn
En sidan kveinar kerligin
Ad kroknad hafi dnginn sinn.

He aso translated a serious poem of minewhich |'m sorry
to say I've lost but it sounded grand. | in return have been
trying to teach them the Clerihew, and there are now, |
hope, many little boysgoing about saying

Jonathan  Swift

Never went up in a lift.

Neither did Robinson Crusoe

Do so.

| recited to my present companion, Ragnar, whoisa mine
of information about songsand proverbs, atouchinglittle
cri du coeur made by afriend:

| think that | would rather like
To be the saddle of a bike

only tofindthat the I celandic equivalentin terms of horses
already exists.
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We are staying at a little farm under a cliff, called
Hraensnef or Lava Nose, in Nordara, which is one of the
great salmon fishing rivers, bought up of course and let
to Harley Street surgeons and popular novelists. We
started at eight o'clock yesterday morning. The buses are
comfortable but the roads are not, and we hadn't gone ten
miles before some of the passengers started to be sick. The
driver tells me that the Icelanders always are. We stumbled
along round a spectacular fjord called Hvalfjordur over a
track that would have been rough going on foot, passing
historical sites like the island from which a pirate's wife
escaped her enemies by swimming to shore with her two
children on her back, and the farm where a seventeenth-
century clergyman called Peterssen wrote some famous
passion hymns and died of leprosy, until we stopped for
coffee at a little inn full of bad oil paintings and sur-
rounded by bedraggled hens. In the last fifteen years or
so there has grown up quite a school of Icelandic painters,
and their work is to be found in all inns, schools, and
public buildings. I've seen some heads by a man called
Kjarval which | liked, one or two other landscapes by
various people, and afarmer's own portrait of his mother;
but Cezanne has done them no good. | suppose | should
also say that we saw a pair of eagles. They looked far too
heavy to fly.

We got to Hredavatn—a little lake about a mile and a
half away, where we intended to stop—about half-past
two, but the inn was full so we came on here, which is
much better situated. Behind is a great escarpment of rock
and to the left a cone-shaped mountain called Beulawhich
looks fine from this distance, but 1 am glad | haven't got
toclimbit. Totheright are some small craterswhich ook
as if they had been made the day before yesterday, as they
are as destitute of vegetation as the slag heap of an iron
foundry, and are surrounded by a tiny lava field which
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stops suddenly in the middle of the morass, like jam spilt
out of a bowl.

The sitting-rooms of Icelandic farms are all rather alike.
Like English cottages they are crammed with furniture
and knick-knacks; there are pictures on the walls, and a
bow! of picture postcards and snapshots of the family on
the table, and there is always a harmonium. Unfortunately
the music is nearly always the same, a book of psalm tunes
and a book of songs something like Gaudeamus, all rather
pom po pom pom. Here, however, I've found 'Moonlight
in the Sahara but, das, the vox humana won't work. The
family consist of the farmer and his wife, an unmarried
and rather spoilt daughter, a very independent son of
elevenin afetching red shirt, alittle boy of four, thechild
of arelation, and a boy who is helping with the harvest
and looks seventeen but is only fourteen. They are very
hospitable and friendly.

Y esterday morning we spent riding, and to my great
joy I got areally frisky horse who bucked and galloped
as hard as one could wish. | got a scare once when we were
going up the steep side of a valley and he started to slip.

In the afternoon we rode to Hredavatn and took a boat
on the lake. It turned out a wonderful evening and we sat
on an island and threw stones and waved at a girl in a
bungalow on the shore. It took us about an hour to catch
Ragnar's horse again, which tried to kick or bite whenyou
came anywhere near it, but got home at last and spent the
evening playing rummy, which | like because you can
talk while you play. Svava, the daughter, had all the luck,
and | discover that | am a very bad loser.

Ragnar is bothering me to come and pack, as the bus
should be here any minute.

SANDAKROKUR
We caught the Icelandic Train Bleu all right. Tw o coaches
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know each other. We felt like the Germans invading Bel -
gium. But the atmosphere soon thawed; | got my travelling
rug well over my knees, found that my cigarettes had
come out of their packet into my pocket, and settled down
as an accepted citizen of atemporary regime.

In the front where the bunches of canvas flowerswere,
sat the elite, including an immense woman in atiger skin
coat. At the back where the bumps were at a maximum sat
ourselves. Infront of meamanwith aconvict'sfacelook-
ingvery green, and next to me aman looking like Thomas
Hardy. Presently the singing began. T w o of the common-
est tunes in Iceland are ones we know to Integer Vitae,
and God save the King. Ragnar turned out to have anice
baritone, to know more songs, and to have more self-
confidence than the others, so he led the singing while |
fumbled for bass parts and occasionally got them. There
was one long song about a person called Melakoff who |
gather drank brandy and revived when the doctor began
to dissect him.

I've got some gramophone records of more primitive
local music, including an amazing one of afarmer and two
children who yell as if they were at a football match.
These are much more interesting; some of the music re-
minds me of the sort of intoning you get at a Jewish
service, and with a curious prolonging of the final note.

The hills are all covered in mist. Road menders peered
out of wayside tents, bridge sides suddenly shaved the bus.
Loud cries of excitement told that someone had hit his
head very hard on the roof at a bump. Thomas Hardy
offered me some snuff and the bus roared when | sneezed.
N ow we are passing through adistrict of terminal moraines
which looked too liketheillustrationsin ageography text
book to be real. Here the last public execution took place
in the early nineteenth century. Sweetswere passed round.
Sick streamed past the windows.
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At four o'clock we reached Blonduos, a one-horse sort
of place, where we were to have lunch. Everyone clat-
tered off to their respective lavatories and then down to
thedining-room, wherel waslucky to arrive early enough
to get areal chair instead of abench. The first course was
rice and raisins and ginger. | could have wept, | was so
hungry. And the rest was scarcely better, enormous hunks
of meat that might have been carved with a chopper
smeared with half-cold gravy. No one can accuse the | ce-
lander of being dainty. | watched a large man opposite
leisurely stuffing down large pieces of tepid fat like the
hero of a Sunday-school story.

On again, grinding over a watershed, up test gradients.
The view from the top is said to be one of the best in the
island, but it wasn't to-day. We came down to Vidamyri,
where stands the oldest church in Iceland. Unfortunately
we didn't stop, and | only caught aglimpse of it, squat and
turf covered, like ashaggy old sheep with abell aroundits
neck. Shortly afterwards we reached the crossroads where
we were to change horses. There was a hurricane blowing
and the temperature outside wasn't far off freezing. As |
paid the driver aten kronur note blew- away and | had to
chase it for ahundred yards. The busfrom Akureyri had
aso arrived, and Ragnar was talking to one of his old
school-masters. | got into the primitive local busand tried
to get warm. Luckily it was only forty minutes or so to
Sandakrokur, and we got their at eight. It might have been
built by Seventh Day Adventists who expected to go to
heaven in afew months, so why bother anyway. | have no
wish to se it again. The inn is dirty, and smells like a
chicken run. The proprietor has a wen on his face and
charges 6 kr. a day. In my room are two embroidered
samplers—Blessed be the Lord and Blest are the pure in
heart—and an inferior print of lIceland's first fishing ship,
dated 1876.
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After supper | went to call on thelocal doctor, to whom
| had an introduction. A very nice man with aface like a
lizard, and a very keen diet crank. He has a hospital here
and is very interested in cancer, the recent increase of
which in Iceland he attributes to imported foods and too
much sugar. He says the annual consumption of sugar per
head is 80 Ib. Came back to an early bed. The fishing ship
creaked all night.

Decided to get out of this place as soon as possible, but
it was not as easy as it sounded. A milk cart was due to
leave for Holar at 2. It left at 5.30. There were three of us
on a seat made for two, Ragnar, myself, and a gigantic
red-faced consumptive boy. We stopped every five min-
utes to dump empty cans by the road side. Both my feet
were sound adeep by the time we reached Holar: a
church, a farm, and a large white agricultural school in
the depths of a spectacular valley. The young Danish
headmaster of the school welcomed us, and we sat and
listened to the wireless while supper was prepared. Some-
one apparently has tried to assassinate King Edward VIII.
Nobody looked very interested. Supper was poor, and we
played rummy till bedtime with the consumptive and an-
other boy with abandaged finger. | scored 270 in one hand
and was very pleased with myself.

Holar was the seat of a bishopric, and | spent the next
morning inthechurch, whichisasugly as most protestant
places of worship. The only relic of the past is the carved
altar piece. | strummed on the harmonium, and balanced
books and hassocks on the altar candlesticks, and stood on
the altar in my socks and struck matches trying to photo-
graph the carving. Mysterious violent figures rise out of
the background slashing at prisoners without looking at
them. Impassive horses survey another world than theirs.
One of the thieves has his head thrown right back and on
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his forehead dances a bear holding a child. Serried figures,
the Queen of Heaven with atower, St. Peter with no back
to his head etc., rise like a Greek Chorus, right and left of
the main panel. After lunch we got a couple of rather
obstinate horses and started up the valley intending to
visit the glacier at its head. It was a brilliant sunny day
and we didn't get half way, but lay on the grass dozing
and teasing a couple of bell spiderswith astraw.

Great excitement here because Goering's brother and a
party are expected this evening. Rosenberg is coming too.
The Nazis have a theory that Iceland is the cradle of the
Germanic culture. Well, if they want a community like
that of the sagas they are welcome to it. | love the sagas,
but what a rotten society they describe, a society with
only the gangster virtues.

| saw Goering for a moment at breakfast next morning,
and we exchanged politenesses. He didn't ook in the least
like his brother, but rather academic.

The milk cart back to Sandakrokur was worse than the
first because we had to collect full cans. It took us four
hours to go forty-two kilometres, and | had run out of
cigarettes so just sulked into my waistcoat.

We didn't get away again till eight in the evening, but
got through the afternoon somehow. We looked over the
cheese works, a friendly place, not too efficient nor too
clean, thank God. Two workmen were ragging about
spinning each other round on a turntable. An old woman
came in with a basket on her arm and begged for some
cream. The doctor took me over his hospital and showed
me the apple of his eye, his new X-ray apparatus. Most of
the patients were very old women. A younger one who
had had a cancerous breast removed the week before sat
in arocking chair and said she felt better. A surgeon's fees
are not princely, 100 kr. for theremoval of abreast, 50 kr.
for an appendicotany, 18 kr. for amputating a finger.
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General practitioners get a small allowance from the state,
but as they have to pay for their own dispensing, it must
be hard to make ends meet. Chloroform is little used,
and in the country districts the midwife has to act as
anaesthetist.

The commonest complaints are T.B., cancer, and gastric
ulcer.

We went back to the doctor for dinner. He may be a
food crank but he has a very good table. He made us try
two Icelandic specialities, old shark and whale pickled in
sour milk, eccentric but not absolutely inedible. | smoked,
but a little guiltily, as on his shelves were a number of
books on the evils of tobacco. Time passed quickly enough
as | got down some of his surgical books to read.

We got to our little farm Ulfstadur at last, about 11
p.m., to find a hot meal waiting for us, and went straight
to bed.

Owing to some breakdown in the telephone system, the
bus next morning had not been warned and was too full to
take us, so we had to wait till the evening. Went riding in
the morning, and pottered about in the afternoon. There
was alovely view from the lavatory. The bus came along
about five and we didn't get to Akureyri till half-past
eleven. Some of the passengers had bottles and were tight.
Once we stopped for coffee and once we all had to get out,
to cross a bridge the piles of which had sunk, making it
unsafe. Ragnar was at school in Akureyri and was besieged
by acquaintances the moment we arrived. It would be
nice to be greeted like that at Victoria or Paddington. Al
the hotels were full and | was in rather a quandary, but a
fair-haired artist friend of Ragnar's, one of a family of
sixteen, had a butcher brother-in-law who was away, and
we went off to his house, one of the new concrete ones,
and made ourselves a meal of eggs and tea at one o'clock
inthe morning, feeling excited like sham burglars.
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MONDAY

Went down to the Hotel Gullfoss for breakfast and
lookedround Akureyri, whichisamuch nicer townthan
Reykjavik. Unfortunately there is a fish factory to the
north and to-day the wind is blowing from the north.
There is a boat in the harbour going to Greenland on
a geological expedition, loading up horses and fodder.
W ithitssinglenarrow funnel, itstall masts, anditscrow's
nest, itlookslikeanillustration out of anineteenth-century
adventure story. | went up to the school to see its collec-
tion of Icelandic paintings. They may not be very won-
derful, but at least they are of interest to the Icelanders.

The artists are trying to amuse their friends, and their
friends are not only artists. The pictures are not canned
art from a Paris store which the locals must take because
there is no other.

In the afternoon | had my hair cut and called on a
lawyer, who gave me awhisky and cigar. We talked about
capital punishment, beating, and boarding-schools. In the
evening | went with aparty of students to the only dance
hall. The Blue Boy Band were deafening and never
stopped playing for a second. Sweat poured off our faces.
'A pity about Berg's death," | roared. But the band assured
us all that the music goes round and round. A few tables
off were the Greenland expedition, some of them half-
caste Danish Eskimos. The eskimo features seem dominant.
| stood it for about an hour and then went to bed.

TUESDAY
| worked all thismorning and finished a poem on Iceland
at last, or rather it's about the voyage out and better, |
hope, thanWilliamMorris'seffort.

The only other one I've done is about why people read
detective stories. Hereitis.
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crammed to capacity. How embarrassing it is to get into
an already crowded bus when the passengers have got to

Detective Sory

For who is ever quite without his landscape,

The straggling village street, the house in trees,

Al | near the church, or dse the gloomy town house,
The one with the Corinthian pillars, or

Thetiny workmanlikeflat: in any case

A home, the centre where the three or four things
That happen to a man do happen? Yes,

W ho cannot draw the map of hislife, shade in

The little station where he meets his loves

And says good-bye continually, and mark the spot
Where the body of his happiness was first discovered?

An unknown tramp? A rich man? An enigma always
Andwith aburied past—but when the truth,

The truth about our happiness comes out

How muchit owed to blackmail and philandering.

Therest'straditional. A |l goesto plan:

The feud between the local common sense
Andthat exasperating brilliantintuition
That's always on the spot by chance before us;
All goesto plan, both lying and confession,
Down to thethrilling fina chase, thekill.

Y et on the last page just alingering doubt
That verdict, was it just? The judge's nerves,
That clue, that protestation from the gallows,
Andourownsmile . . . whyyes . . .

But timeisalwayskilled. Someone must pay for
Our loss of happiness, our happiness itself.
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After lunch | went to bathe in what must be one of the
most northerly open-air swimming baths in the world. It
is fed from a hot spring and as the day was sunny and
windless most attractive. The standard of swimming here
is high and there was one first-class diver. | cannot con-
ceive of anything ese | would rather be able to do well.
It's such amarvellous way of showing off.

Have just heard for the first time of the civil war in
Spain. Borrowed two volumes of caricatures, which are
really my favourite kind of picture, and spent a very
happy evening with Goya and Daumier and Max Beer-
bohm, only slightly marred by the consciousness of a sore
throat, which means one of my foul coldsto-morrow.

['l1 get this off in the post to-morrow morning, as |
shan't be able to get another one posted for severa days, |
expect, but I'll write something every day and get it
posted when | can.

W.
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CHAPTER X

ECLOGUE FROM ICELAND

Scene: The Arnarvatn Heath. Craven, Ryan,
and the ghost of Grettir. Voice from Europe.

R. This isthe place, Craven, the end of our way;
Hobble the horses, we have had a long day.

C. Thelakeissaid to befull of trout;
A pity the mist shuts the glacier out.
R. There used to be swans but the frost last year
Has brought their numbers down round here.
C. | like this place. My personal choice
Is always to avoid the public voice.
R. You are quiteright, Craven. For people like us
Thisis an enviable terminus.
C. To stay here a week like a placid brute
To explore the country, to fish and shoot.
R. That would belife, not having to shave,

Clocking in as a wage-slave.
C. That would belife, Ryan, that would belife,
Without kowtowing to boss or wife.

R. And beside this cold and silicate stream
To deep in sheepskin, never dream,

C. Never dream of the empty church,

R. Nor of waiting in a familiar porch

With the broken bellpull, but the name
Above the door is not the same.
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And never wake to the maid's knock

N or to the sour alarum clock,

Miss the faces fed at eight

And the daily paper on your plate,

And missthe pile of lettersfrom
Forgotten Bill and ailing Tom.

Stop amoment. | think | hear

Someone walking over there.

Hell, Craven. Who could it be?

Except the echo of you and me.

There is someone there just out of sight-
W il probably camp here to-night.

It isadamn bore anyhow.

Look. There heiscoming now.

The mist makes him look so big
And heis limping in one leg.

Good evening, strangers. So you too
Areontherun? | welcomeyou.

| am Gretir Asmundson,

Dead many years. My day is done.

But you whose day is sputtering yet—

| forget. . . . What did | sy?
We forget when we are dead
The blue and red, the grey and gay.
Y our day spitswith adamp wick,
Will fizzle out if you're not quick.

Men have been chilled to death who kissed
Wives of mist, forgetting their own
Kind who live out of the wind.

My memory goes, goes—Tell me
Arethere men now whose compass |eads
Them always down forbidden roads?
Greedy young men who take their pick
Of what they want but have no luck;
Who leap the toothed and dour crevasse
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Of death on a sardonic phrase?

Y ou with crowsfeet round your eyes,

How are things where you come from?

Things are bad. Thereisno room

To move at essg, to stretch or breed—

Andyouwith the burglar's underlip,

In your land do things stand well?

In my land nothing stands at all

But some fly high and some lie low.

Too many people. My memory will go,

Lose itself in the hordes of modern people.

Memory is words;, we remember what others

Say and record of ourselves—stones with the runes.

Too many people—sandstorm over the words.

Isyour land dso an island?

Thereisonly hope for people who live upon islands

Where the Lowest Common labels will not stick

And the unpolluted hillswill hold your echo.

| come from anisland, Ireland, a nation

Built upon violence and morose vendettas.

My diehard countrymen, like drayhorses,

Drag their ruin behind them.

Shooting straight in the cause of crooked thinking

Their greed is sugared with pretence of public
spirit.

Fromall which | am an exile.

Yes, we are exiles,

Gad, the world for comfort.

This Easter | was in Spain, before the Civil War,

Gobbling the tripper's treats, the local colour,

Storks over Avila, the coffee-coloured waters of
Ronda,

The comedy of the bootblacks in the cafes,

The legless beggars in the corridors of the trains.

Dominoes on marble tables, the architecture
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Moorish rnudejar churriguerresque,

The bullfight—the banderillas like Christmas
candles,

And the scrawled hammer and sickle:

It was all copy—impenetrable surface.

| did not ook for the sneer beneath the surface.

W hy should I trouble, an addict to oblivion,

Running away from the gods of my own hearth

W ith no intention of finding gods elsewhere?

And so we came to Iceland—

Our latest joyride.

What have you found in Iceland?

What have we found? More copy, more surface,

Vignettes as they call them, dead flowers in an
album—

The harmoniums in the farms, the fine-bread and
pancakes

The pot of ivy trained across the window,

Children in gumboots, girlsin black berets.

And dead craters and angled crags.

The crags which saw me jockey doom for twenty

Years from one cold hide-out to another;

Thelast of the sagaheroes

Who had not the wisdom of Njal or the beauty of
Gunnar,

| was the doomed tough, disaster kept me witty;

Being born the surly jack, the ne'er-do-well, the
loiterer,

Hard blows exalted me.

When the man of will and muscle achieves the
curule chair

Heturnsto abully; better is hislot as outlaw,

A wad of driedfishin his belt, a snatch of bilberries

And riding the sullen landscape far from friends

Through the jungle of lava, daes of frozen fancy,
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Fording the gletcher, ducking the hard hail,
And across the easy pastures, never stopping
To rest among the celandines and bogcotton.
Under acurse | would s eyesin the night,
Always had to move on; craving company
Intheend | lived onanisland with two others.
To fetch fire | swam the crinkled fjord,
The crags were alive with ravens whose | ow croak
Toldmy earswhat filtered in my veins—
The sense of doom. | wore it gracefully,
Thefatal clarity that would not budge
Butwithout false pridein martyrdom. For I,
Joker and dressy, held no mystic's pose,
N ot wishing to die preferred the daily goods
The horse-fight, women's thighs, a joint of meat.

C. But this dyspeptic age of ingrown cynics
Wakes in the morning with a coated tongue
And whetsitself laboriously to labour
And wears a blase face in the face of death.
Whorisk their lives neither to fill their bellies
Nor to avenge an affront nor grab a prize,
But out of bravado or to divert ennui
Driving fast cars and climbing foreign mountains.
Outside the delicatessen shop the hero
Wi ith hisribbons and his empty pinned-up sleeve
Cadges for money while with turned-up collars
His comrades blow through brass the London-

derryAir

And silken legs and swinging buttocks advertise
The sde of little cardboard flagson pins.

G. Ustoo they sold
The women and the men with many sheep.
Graft and aggression, legal prevarication
Drove out the best of us,
Secured long life to only the sly and the dumb
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To those who would not say what they really
thought
But got their ends through pretended indifference
And through the sweat and blood of thralls and
hacks,

Cheating the poor men of their share of drift
The whale on Kaldbak in the starving winter.
And so to-day at Grimsby men whose lives
Arewarped in Arctic trawlersload and unload
The shining tons of fish to keep the lords

Of the market happy with cigars and cars.
What is that music in the ar—

Organ-music coming from far?

Honeyed music—it sounds to me
LiketheWurlitzerinthe Gaiety.

| do not hear anything at all.

Imagine the purple light on the stage,

The melting moment of a stinted age,

The pause before the film again

Burstsin a shower of golden rain.

| do not hear anything at all.

We shall be back there soon, to stand in queues
For entertainment and to work at desks,

To browse round counters of dead books, to pore
On picture catalogues and Soho menus,

To preen ourselves on the reinterpretation

Of the words of obsolete interpreters,

Collate, delete, their faded liveslike texts,
Admire Flaubert, Cezanne—the tortured artists—
And leaning forward to knock out our pipes
Into thefire protest that art is good
Andgivesameaning and aslanttolife.
Thedarkisfalling. Soonthe air

Will stare with eyes, the stubborn ghost

W ho cursed mewhen | threw him. Must
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Theban go on forever? I,

A ghost myself, have no claim now to die.

Now | hear the music again—

Strauss and roses—hear it plain.

The sweet confetti of music falls

From the high Corinthian capitals.

Her head upon hisshoulder lies. . . .

Blend to the marrow asthe music dies.

Brought up to the rough-house we took offence
quickly

Weresticklersfor pride, paid for it as outlaws—

Like Cavalcanti, whose hot blood lost him
Florence

OrtheWild Geese of Ireland in Mid-Europe.

Let usthank God for valour in abstraction

For those who go their own way, will not kiss

The arse of law and order nor compound

For physical comfort at the price of pride:

Soldiers of fortune, renegade artists, rebels and
sharpers

Whose speech not cramped to Yea and Nay
explodes

In crimson oaths like peonies, who brag

Because they prefer to taunt the mask of God,

Bidhimunmask and dieinthelivinglightning.

W hat is that voice maundering, meandering?

Blues . . . blues . . . high heels and manicured
hands

Always self-conscious of the vanity bag

And puritan painted lips that abnegate desire

Andsay'wedonotcare . . . 'wedonotcae—

| don't care alwaysin the air

Give my hips a shake always on the make

Always on the mend coming around the bend

Alwaysonthe dancewith an eyeto the main
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Chance, alwaystaking the floor agan—

Therewas Tchekov,

His haemorrhages drove him out of Moscow,

The life he loved, not born to it, who thought

That when the windows blurred with smoke and
talk

So that no one could see out, then conversely

The giants of frost and satans of the peasant

Could not look in, impose the evil eye.

There was MacKenna

Spent twenty years translating Greek philosophy,

[l and tormented, unwillingto break contract,

A brilliant talker who left

The sdlon for the solo flight of Mind.

There was Onund Treefoot

Came late and lame to | celand, made hisway

Even though the land was bad and the neighbours
jealous.

There was that dancer

W ho danced the war, then falling into coma

Went with hunched shouldersthrough theivory
gate.

Therewas Connolly,

Vilified now by the gangs of Catholic Action.

There was Eqgil,

Hero and miser, whowhendyingblind

Would have thrown his money among the crowd
to hear

Thewholeworld scuffle for hishoarded gold.

And there were many

Whose common sense or sense of humour or mere

Desire for self assertion won them through

But not to happiness. Though at intervals

They paused in sunlight for amoment's fusion

With friends or nature till the cynical wind
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Blew the trees pde—
Blues, blues, sit back, relax,

Let your self-pity swell with the music and clutch
Y our tiny lavendered fetishes. Who cares
If floods depopulate China? | don't care
Alwaysin the air sitting among the stars
Among the electric signs among the imported

wines
Alwayson thespree climbing theforbiddentree
Tossing the peel of the apple over my shoulder
To se it form the initials of a new intrigue,
Runes and runes which no one could decode,
Wrong numbers on the 'phone—she never

answered.
Andfromtheromanticgrill (Spanish baroque)
Only the eyeslooked out which | see now.
Y ou see them now?

But seen before aswell.

A nd many timesto come, be sure of that.
I know them too
These eyes which hang in the northern mist, the

brute
Stare of stupidity and hate, the most
Primitive and false of oracles.

The eyes

That glide like snakes behind a thousand masks-
A Il human faces fit them, here or here:
Dictator, bullyingschoolboy, or commonlout,
Acquisitive women, financiers, invalids,
Are capable all of that compelling stare,
Stare which betrays the cosmic purposel essness
The nightmare noise of the scythe upon the hone,
Time sharpening his blade among high rocks alone.
The face that fate hangs as a figurehead
Above the truncheon or the nickelled death.
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I wonthefall. Though cursed forit, I won.

Whichiswhy we honour youwho working from

The common premisses did not end with many

In the blind alley where the trek began.

Though the open road is hard with frost and dark.

H ot towels for the men, mud packs for the women

W ill smooth the puckered minutes of your lives.

| offer you each a private window, aview

(The leper window reveals a church of lepers).

Do you believe him?

| don't know.

Do you believe him?

No.

Y ou cannot argue with the eyes or voice;

Argument will frustrate you till you die

But go your own way, give the voice thelie,

Outstare the inhuman eyes. That is the way.

Go back to where you came from and do not keep

Crossing the road to escape them, do not avoid the
ambush,

Take sly detours, but ride the pass direct.

But the points of axes shine from the scrub, the
odds

Are dead against us. There are the lures of women

Who, half aive, invite to a fuller life

And never loving would be loved by others.

Whofortify themselves in pasteboard castles

And plant their beds with the cast-out toys of
children,

Dead pines with tinsel fruits, nursery beliefs,

And South Sea Island trinkets. Watch their years

The permutations of lapels and gussets,

Of stuffs—georgette or velvet or corduroy—

Of hats and eye-veils, of shoes, lizard or suede,

Of bracelets, milk or coral, of zip bags,
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Of compacts, lipstick, eyeshade, and coiffures
Alltributary tothewished ensemble,
The carriage of body that belies the soul.
And there are the men who appear to be men of
sense,
Good company and dependable in a crisis,
Whoyet areready to plugyouasyou drink
Like dogswho bite from fear; for fear of germs
Putting on stampsby lickingthe second finger,
For fear of opinion overtippingin bars,
For fear of thought studying stupefaction.
[tistheworld which these have made where dead
Greek words sprout outintin on sallow walls-
Clinicor polytechnic—awor| d of slums
Where any day now may see the Gadarene swine
Rush down the gullets of the London tubes
When the enemy, x or y, let loose their gas.
My friends, hounded like me, | tell you still
Go back to whereyou belong. | could have fled
To the Hebrides or Orkney, been rich and famous,
Preferred to assert my rightsin my own country,
Minewhich were hersfor every country stands
By the sanctity of the individual will.
Yes, heisright.
But we have not his strength,
Could only abase ourselves before the wal |
Of shouting flesh,
Could only offer our humble
Deathsto the unknown god, unknown but wor-
shipped,
Whose voice calls in the sirens of destroyers.
Minute your gesture but it must be made—
Y our hazard, your act of defiance and hymn of
hate,
Hatred of hatred, assertion of human values,
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Whichisnow your only duty.
Isit our only duty?
Yes, my friends.
What did you say? The night falls now and |
M ust beat the dales to chase my remembered acts.
Yes, my friends, it isyour only duty.
And, it may be added, it is your only chance.
L.M.



CHAPTER XI

W.HA. TO EM.A. — NO. 2

Akureyri
WEDNESDAY

was right. My throat is much worse, like a lime kiln.
| don't know whether this stage is the most unpleasant or
the next, when | shall cry for two days. Most disfiguring
and embarrassing and 1've only got one handkerchief- |
suppose my It is really repenting its sins, which it appa-
rently has to do about every six months, but | wish it
wouldn't. | caught the nine o'clock busto Myvatn, full of
Nazis who talked incessantly about Die Schonheit des
Islands, and the Aryan qualities of the stock 'Die Kinder
sind so reizend: schone blonde Haare und blaue Augen.
Ein echt Germanischer Typus.' | expect this isn't gram-
matical, but that's what it sounded like. 1'm glad to say
that as they made this last remark we passed a pair of kids
on the road who were as black as night. In the corner was
a Danish ornithologist with a pursed little mouth, like a
bank clerk who does a little local preaching in his spare
time, who answered a Danish girl next to himin explosive
monosyllables asif hewere unused to talking and couldn't
moderate hisvoice. Tw o more hikersgotin, Austriansthis
time, and then a German ornithologist with a guide who
looked a cross between Freud and Bernard Shaw. For the
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first time | have struck a dud bus. It developed a choke in
the petrol feed and got slower and slower. We got to the
Godafoss and | had some coffee while the Germans went
to admire. One waterfall is extraordinarily like another.
We didn't get to Myvatn till three o'clock and | was
hungry and seedy and cross. The lake is surrounded by
little craters like candle snuffers and most attractive. Hay
was being made everywhere and the haymakers were
using aluminum rakes, which | have never seen before. |
had to make arrangements for an old German and his
beautiful daughter who knew no English or Icelandic,
who wanted to go to Dettifoss but didn't know if they
dare. Papa was afraid it was too much for daughter, and
daughter that it was too much for Papa, especially the
horses. As he can't have weighed a pound under 16 stone,
itisthe horseswho should worry. Afterwards| lay in the
sun watching the hay being made and taking photographs.
If I can get them developed in time, and any of them come
out, I'll send you some. It's a pity | am so impatient and
careless, as any ordinary person could learn all the tech-
nique of photography in aweek. It is the democratic art,
i.e. technical skill is practically eliminated—the more fool-
proof cameras become with focusing and exposure gadgets
the better—and artistic quality depends only on choice of
subject. Thereisno place for the professional still photog-
rapher, and his work is always awful. The only decent
photographs are scientific ones and amateur snapshots,
only youwant alot of the |latter to make an effect. A single
still is never very interesting by itself. We started back
about five, more crowded than ever, and the petrol stop-
page much worse. W e stopped to fill up and | was very
annoyed because | was on the wrong side of the busto take
the farmer's girl working the pump, which would have
made a beautiful Eisenstein sort of shot. The bus got
weaker and weaker and | thought we were going to run
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backwards down a hill. A lot of passengers got off at a
school, thank goodness, and we tottered home, back-firing
all the way, with amagnificent sunset over the mountains,
and got in about ten. | went to eat and then ran into some
drunk Norwegian sailors. An Icelandic acquaintance of
theirs passed and greeted one by slapping him on the bot-
tom, which started a furious argument conducted entirely
inEnglish, somethinglikethis.

—Why did you do that?

-W hy shouldn't I?

—Don'tyouknow it'saninsult to slap aman on his arse?

—No, itisn't.

—Yes itis.

—Noitisn't. It'san Icelandic custom.

—Oh no, itisn't.

—How do you know?

—Howdo | know. Everybody knows.

—No, they don't.

—I tell youit'saninsult to slap achap's arse.

—How can you tell me when you don't know about
[celand?

—If you don't know that, you're goddam uneducated.

—How should | know that when | know itisn't.

(Two officers stroll up and stand by. The crowd
begins to disperse.)
—Well, be more careful next time, Mister, see.
—Same to you.

THURSDAY
Left at 8 am. for the east. The first part of the way was
the same as yesterday. A couple were drawing nets out of
a lake like a scene in the New Testament. At Godafoss
one of the real professional English travellersgotin, some-
thing | shall never be, handsome, sunburnt, reserved,
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speaking fluent Icelandic. Got to Husavik for lunch. A
beautiful bay and much sun. On the pier herring gutting
was in full swing; great beefy women standing up to their
ankles in blood and slime, giving free demonstrations of
manual dexterity. My cold has rolled over into the next
stage and | am beginning to weep. After Husavik the
road branched off into the desert and there were still large
patches of snow on the stones, the remains of a particu-
larly severe winter, looking asif asmall boy had got loose
with the whitewash. | amused myself by identifying the
pictures. There was Australia, and there was Italy, and
that one surely was meant to be Arthur Balfour. We
crossed an estuary plain and stopped to look at Asbyrgi, a
vaulted horseshoe-shaped ravine about two miles long,
said to have been made by Odin's horse Sleipnir when he
slipped. Ragnar pointed out a house to me where lived a
painter who has a platonic passion for the Dettifoss and
spends his days painting it.

After Asbyrgi the condition of the road defies descrip-
tion. Two ruts full of stones. Thank God there are only
four of usin the bus. We can just manage about 5 m.p.h.,
first through a sort of scrub like the horrible country
where O.T.C. field days are always held, then through
absolute desert, sand and rocks, like the uninteresting and
usdless debris of an orgy. My cold keeps boiling over like a
geysir. Hours pass. The lights are lovely. Now we are
worming like abeetle through sandhills, sandhills of every
shape, the pincushion, the carrot, the breaking wave. We
sit swaying like sacks. Nobody speaks. About ten we get
to Grimstadur, the farm where we are stopping the night.
A bag of lime has burst in the luggage compartment and
percolated into my pack. | watched the farmer's family
crowding round him as he stood against awall in the dusk
and read the newspaper we had brought him. We had
supper and tumbled into bed.
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FRIDAY
Lovely weather still, but my cold isstill streaming so that
| can't look anybody in the face. The country is a wide
flat plain spotted with steep little hills and ridges. Herdu-
breid, looking with its glacier on the top like alarge iced
cake, stands up ahead of us, and far in the distance you
can catch a glimpse of the Vatnajokull, the big icefield
inthe south. Theroad is better now and we get along quite
quickly. We stop for a moment at the next large farm,
Morduradalur, which is renowned for its home-made ale
and a drunken clergyman. The country clergy here are
all farmersaswell, which bringsthem intouch with their
parishioners, but perhaps rather secularises them. But |
fancy that religion has never been very enthusiastic in
Iceland. The church organisation certainly must have
been the one thing which civilised the social structure of
the settlers, but | can't picture Iceland producing St.
Francis or St. Theresa.

| found anice little story in the Faroe saga.

Thora asked him what teaching his foster-father had
given himon Holy Writ. Sigmund said he had learnt his
paternoster and creed. Thora said—I| would like to hear
it! Onwhich hesang his paternoster, as shethought, pretty
well. But Sigmund's creed ran thus—

Given to us are angels good,
Without them go | ne'er a foot;
Where'er | am, whereer  fare

Five angels follow everywhere.
Paltering pralyer, if so | be,

To Christ they bear them presently:
Psalms, too, seven can | sing-

Have mercy on me, God my King.

"At this moment Thrand comes into the room and asks
what they are talking about. Thora answers and says her
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son has been rehearsing the Christian knowledge he had
taught him. But the creed seemsto bewrong! "Ah!" said
Thrand, "Christ, youknow, had twelve disciples or more,
and each of them had his own credo. Now | have my
credo, and you have the credo you have been taught;
there are many credos, and they may be right without
being exactly the same." And with that the conversation
ended.’

We crossed the watershed and came down to Skoldolfs-
stadur for anot very good lunch. Sweet soup, whichl will
not eat, and hot smoked mutton, which | can only just get
down. Then on to Egilsstadur for tea where | say good-
bye to Ragnar and get off. Egilsstadur is one of the largest
farms in Iceland and the first place where | have got
really good food. It has a private cemetery on a little hill,
surrounded by birch trees, but private cemeteries aren't
allowed any more. | went and looked at a fine bull, which
looked absurdly like a film director | know called Arthur
Elton, and then found the lavatory, which opens into a
lower barn, giving such an updraught that the paper flies
up instead of down and | had to chase it like amoth.

In the bus to-day | had a bright idea about this travel
book. | brought aByron with me to Iceland, and | sud-
denly thought I might write him a chatty letter in light
verse about anything | could think of, Europe, literature,
myself. He's the right person | think, because he was a
townee, a European, and disliked Wordsworth and that
kind of approach to nature, and | find that very sympa-
thetic. This letter in itself will have very little to do with
Iceland, but will be rather a description of an effect of
travelling in distant places which is to make one reflect
on one's past and one's culture from the outside. But it
will form a central thread on which | shall hang other
letters to different people more directly about Iceland.
Who the people will be | haven't the slightest idea yet,
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but I must choose them, so that each letter deals with its
subject in a different and significant way. The trouble
about travel books as a rule, even the most exciting ones,
isthat the actual events are all extremely like each other-
meals—sleeping accommodation—fleas—dangers, etc, and
the repetition becomes boring. The usual alternative,
which is essays on life prompted by something seen, the
kind of thing Lawrence and Aldous Huxley do, | am
neither clever enough nor sensitive enough to manage.

| hope my idea will work, for at the moment | am
rather pleased with it. | attributeit entirely to my cold. It
isacurious fact how often pain or slight illness stimulates
the imagination. The best poem | have written this year
waswrittenimmediately after having awisdom tooth out.

SATURDAY
The weather has broken at last and it is cold and pouring
wet. | consoled myself withtheharmonium. Thereismore
music here than usual, and my rendering of the Air on the
G string wasvery moving, but | came to grief on agavotte
or a trumpet suite. One of the more curious jobs in this
world must be inventing attractive names for harmonium
stops, particularly for the tremolo. In this country | have
seen it called: V ox humana—Aeolean harp—V ox seraphi-
cum—Vox celeste and Cor angelicus.

Went for a short walk in the afternoon to the bridge
over the half-lake, half-river which fills this valley. | was
thinking about a picture of the seven ages of man | saw in
some book or other. A girl playing afluteto ayoung man,
two infants wrestling in a meadow, and an old man
staggering to agrave, you know the kind of thing. After
tea the thoughts developed into a poem.

O who can ever praise enough
The world of his belief?
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Harum-scarum childhood plays
In the meadows near his home;

In his woods love knows no wrong;
Travellers ride their placid ways;
In the cool shade of the tomb
Age's trusting footfalls ring.

O who can paint the vivid tree
And grass of fantasy?

But to create it and to guard
Shall be his whole reward.

He shall watch and he shall weep,
All his father's love deny,

To his mother's womb be lost.
Eight nights with a wanton sleep.
But upon the ninth shall be
Bride and victim to a ghost,

And in the pit of terror thrown
Shall bear the wrath alone.

A rich tradesman and family from Reykjavik have
arrived. Unpleasant. Smug with money and no manners.
The children keep whispering.

SUNDAY

Still wet, but my cold is much better. Worked at the
Byron letter in the morning and after lunch, thank good-
ness, the rich people went away. | asked for a horse and
did I get one! The farmer gave me his own, which is the
prize race horse of East Iceland. He came with me and we
had a marvellous ride. | didn't start too well, as when |
mounted in a confined courtyard with alot of other horses
near, | clucked reassuringly at him, which sent him pranc-
ing round, scattering people and horses in all directions. |
was rather frightened, but got on all right after that. The
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moment we got on the road, we set off at full gallop, and
on the last stretch home | gave him his head and it was
more exciting than a really fast car. The farmer said,
'You've ridden a lot in England, | expect.' | thought of
my first experience at Laugavatn a month ago, and how
| shocked an English girl by yelling for help, | thought of
the day at Thingvellir when | fell right over the horse's
neck when getting onin full view of aparty of picnickers.
Thiswas my triumph. | was areal he-man after all. Still,
Ronald Firbank was a good horseman. And what about
those Scythians.

Spent the evening playing rummy with the farmer's
children, a girl of fourteen with an extravagant squint,
and two boys of twelve and eight, all charming. | hope
to go up to the valley to Hallormastadur to-morrow.

MONDAY
Arrived here safely this afternoon. This place is a school
in the winter to teach girls weaving and cooking. The
headmistress is the image of Queen Victoria and rather
formidable, but | think she will thaw.

Staying here is a Scotch girl, an English lecturer at one
of our provincial universities, and a great Icelandophil.
She thinks them like the Greeks. Terribly enthusiastic,
rushing at life like a terrier. | wonder if she really enjoys
herself as much as she protests. | can imagine her in a siege
saying at dinner, 'What? Fried ratis? Goody. How
awfully exciting." But she is intelligent and extremely
good-hearted.

TUESDAY
| found an excellent collection of German songs and spent
the morning playing them. Really, they choose funny
things to cheer themselves up with. How about this for
a soldier's song?
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Die bange Nacht ist nun herum
Wir reiten till, wir reiten stumm
Wir reiten ins Verderben.

| found a nice nursery song from Saxony:

Hermann, fla larman

Fla pipen, fla trummen
Der Kaiser will kummen
Mit Hammer und Stangen
Will  Hermann uphangen.

It's a great pleasure to think that all the best nursery
poetry shocks the Neo-Hygienic-child-lover. There's an
Icelandic lullaby for instance:

Sofur thu svind thitt
Svartur i augum
Farifulan  pytt
Fullan af draugum

which means, | think:

Seep, you black-eyed pig.
Fall into a deep pit full of ghosts.

| also found a magnificent Dance of Death, which |
expect you know, but | had never seen before, and which
seems very topical. | like the grammar lesson in the last
line:

Der Tod reit' oft als General
Beim Tromme und Kanonschall.
Er gibt Parol, du musst ihm nach
Ins Bivouac bis zum letzen Tag.

Als Kklapperdurer Musikant

Zieht e durch Deutschland und welsche Land
Und wenn er geigt, tanzt alles geschnjoind,

Der Mann, das Weib, der Bursch, das Kind.
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The book belongs to a German lady who married an
Icelander, solely, as far as | can see, in order to have a
child, as she left him immediately after, and now won't
go back to Germany. She had a magazine from the Race
Bureau of the N.S.D.P. which was very funny. Boy-scout
young Aryans striding along with arms swinging past
fairy-story negroes and Jews.

In the afternoon we rode over the lake to Brekka, where
the local doctor lives, and had tea. A romantic evening
sky over the lake but unfortunately no romance.

WEDNESDAY

Still fine but beginning to cloud over, and we shall have
rain before nightfall. | have just blistered both my hands
by helping the busman to pump up a tyre with a dud
pump, which is annoying, as | shan't be able to ride for
several days. The only other people staying here are a
couple of Dutch schoolmarms, intelligent, well dressed,
and attractive, a great contrast to the English variety.
They have seen the Pfeffermiihle, I'm glad to say, and
were very impressed. By the way, I'vefinished that sketch
with the goose for Therese. | haven't got a copy as it's
appearing in the next volume of New Wkiting, but I'll
send you a proof copy as soon as it comes. | hope it will
suit her.

REYKJAVIK, SUNDAY, AUGUST 9TH
It's a very long time since | added anything to this letter,
but | have been absorbed in the Byron letter. I've finished
a draft of the first canto and bits of the second and third.
My trouble is that the excitement of doing a kind of
thing I've never tried to do before keeps making me
think it's better and funnier than it is, which is the reverse
of what | usually find.
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| drove over last Sunday from Egilsstadur in the farm-
er's car to Seydisfjordur, where there was a sport-fest.
The farmer and hiswife have been very good to me. Heis
a power in the new farmers' party, which represents the
richer ones, who want to lower wages and increase the
price of meat. For the first timein my life | have become
awirelessfan. | supposeitisdueto being aloneinaforeign
country. | listen to everything from England, even the
cricket matches and the Stock Exchange quotations. |
wish | knew how things were really going in Spain. Do
writeandtell meif you know anything authentic.

There was still alot of snow on the hills round Seydis-
fjordur, really deep driftsin places and snow bridges over
the streams. The sport-fest was a primitive affair. Some
part singing by middle-aged men in blue suits with brass
buttons which was barely audible, male and female high
jumping, andaswimmingraceinashallowandvery dirty-
looking pond. | decided to stay in the town till Wednes-
day, when the Nova was due to arrive—by which I've
come round the north back to Reykjavik—and put up at
the home for decayed old ladies. The landlady had trav-
elled a little and was snobbishly pleased to sse me; but
snobbish or not, she was kindness itself, and kept making
dishes that she thought | should like—pies and French
sdlads. Among her collection of post-cards was a remark-
able diagram of the Icelandic mountains, which | stole, as
| want to reproduce it in the book. Half the inmates were
in bed dying, but those that were up were odd enough. An
old postman and his wife crippled with arthritis, a lady
who has fits of violent mania and paper tearing, but un-
fortunately not while | was there, a dipsomaniac, and an
old man with the face of a saint who has a month to live
(cancer). He has been a servant all his life to a farmer's
widow who never paid his wages, made him sleep on the
floor, and whenever he had any new clothes said 'Those
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are too good for you. What do you want with finethings
like that?' and gave them away.

The only comedian in Iceland arrived and gave a per-
formance in atent, patter songs and the Ruth Draper kind
of imitations. As far as| could judge he was rather good.
The audience howled with pleasure. While | was wander-
ing about in the early hours of the morning waiting for
the Nova, | ran into him. He was rather tight. He gave me
a copy of his book of songs and told me many times how
wonderful he was.

The boat was almost empty. There was ayoung Ameri -
can who had just taken his law finals and was having his
last fling in Europe, one of those Americans who read
everything, from poetry to anthropology and economics,
with apparently no preferences; and a Norwegian fish
merchant of twenty-four (looking nineteen) who runs
his own business, and tells me you can't trust the Icelandic
business man a yard.

| find voyages so boring that | can hardly remember a
thing. The discipline was not aggressive and we could
wander on to the bridge whenever we liked. The captain
was charming and told us all about his children and their
illnesses. He has only once got off the boat to go on shore
in Iceland and that was to have a bath. He has a stock
phrase: 'l mustn't spoil my girlish figure." There was a
selfish little English gentleman of independent means at
Akureyri who said, apropos of Spain, '"Why can't these
foreigners behave themselves. It's sickening. You can't
travel anywhere nowadays without runninginto trouble,’
and told me the French had no sense of discipline.

There were delicious pickled pigs' trotters to eat at
dinner. And that's about all 1 remember except the whal -
ing station at Talknafjordur. O noitisn't. | had a night-
mare after reading a silly book on spiritualism. | woke up
sweating and wrote it down there and then in the middle
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of the night, but now | can hardly decipher what | wrote.
| was in hospital for an appendix. There was somebody
therewith green eyesand aterrifying affection for me. He
cut off the arm of an old lady who was going to do me an
injury. | explained to the doctors about him but they were
inattentive, though presently | realized that they were
very concerned about his bad influence over me. | decide
to escape from the hospital, and do so after looking in
a cupboard for something, | don't know what. | get to a
station, squeeze between the carriages of a train, down a
corkscrew staircase and out under the legs of some boys
and girls. Now my companion has turned up with his
three brothers (it may have been two). One, a smooth-
faced, fine fingernailed blonde, is more reassuring. They
tell me that they never leave anyone they like and that
they often choose the timid. The name of the frightening
oneis Giga (in Icelandic Gigur is a crater) which | asso-
ciate with the name Marigold and have avision of pursuit
like abook illustration and | think related to the long red-
legged scissor man in Shockheaded Peter. The scene
changes to a derelict factory by moonlight. The brothers
are there, and my father. There is a great banging going
onwhich they tell meis caused by the ghost of an old aunt
who lives in a tin in the factory. Sure enough the tin,
which resembles my mess tin, comes bouncing along, and
stops at our feet, falling open. Itisfull of hard-boiled eggs.
The brothers are very selfish and seize them, and only my
father gives me half his.

| wish | could describe things well, for a whale is the
most beautiful animal | have ever seen. It combines the
fascination of something alive, enormous, and gentle, with
the functional beauties of modern machinery. A seventy-
ton one was lying on the slip-way like a large and very
dignified duchess being got ready for the ball by beetles.
To se it torn to pieces with steam winches and cranes is
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enough to make one a vegetarian for life.

In the lounge the wireless was playing 'l want to be bad'
and 'Eat an apple every day'. Downstairs the steward's
canary chirped incessantly. The sun was out; in the bay,
surrounded by buoys and gulls, were the semi-submerged
bodies of five dead whales; and down the slip-way ran a
constant stream of blood, staining the water a deep red
for a distance of fifty yards. Someone whistled a tune. A
bell suddenly clanged and everyone stuck their spades in
the carcase and went off for lunch. The body remained
alonein thesun, thefleshstill steaming alittle. It gave one
an extraordinary vision of the cold controlled ferocity of
the human species.

| got back here this afternoon about tea-time, and have
been trying to read through my enormous pile of corre-
spondence. | hope to get back to England about the middle
of September. Louis has arrived but is still out seeing the
Great Geysir. Now | have to make arrangements for this
Bryanston party who arrive at the end of the week.
Michael is coming with them and | hope hewill stay on
with Louis and me. It will be nice having some company
for a change. To-morrow | have to give an interview to
the press. 1'm enclosing some oddments which may inter-
est you; the fairy story which | came across again here
used to be my favourite when | was small and my father
used to read it to me. If it hadn't been for this story |
don't suppose | should be here now.

W.

Proverbs

A step-child will never get so well into the bosom but
the feet will hang out.
Aleisanother man.
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Better drink from a beaker than from bent palms.

Better turn back whilethe car can run.

Between friends a narrow creek; between relations a
wide fjord.

Bridalsforyoung, barrowsfor old.

Dull edge and point should only carve soft meat.

Every man likes the smell of his own farts.

Fear not raven at rest, nor ragged old man.

Folk are found even over the fells.

Gifts should be handed, not hurled.

Hethat fallswill seldom fatten.

If mending will do, why cut off.

[t's hard to bring many heads under one hat.

It ismerely atransition, said the fox, when they flayed
himalive.

Landisruled by lip, sea by hand.

Love your neighbour but let his gate stand still.

Many a person thinks me like himself.

Many meet who made no tryst.

Many secrets are hidden in afog.

Many tell of St. Olaf who never saw him.

Men fight by day, devils by night.

No one becomes a bishop without a beating.

One must cultivate the oak under which one has to live.
Only those who have it can splash the skyr about.
Pissing in his shoe keeps no man warm for long.
Shameless is the robber that first seeks a settlement.
Tend the sapling; cut down the old oak.

The best muck is the mould that falls from the master's
shoes.

The child brought up at home who has been nowhere,
knows nothing.

The haddock never wanders wide, but it has the same
spot by its side.

T he meanest guest has keenest eye.
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The oak gets what another tree loses.

The water is deep indeed for the old mare when the
young foal hasto swim.

The wolf has made friends before now of fighting
swine.

They can't all have the bishop for their uncle.

Too bland isablemish; too bluff greater.

Gdlivor

Near the end of the Roman Catholic times a certain
married couplelived at afarm named Hvoll, situated on a
firth in the east part of the country. The farmer was well
to do, and wealthy in sheep and cattle. It was commonly
reported that a female troll lived on the south side of the
firth, who was supposed to be mild and not given to
mischief.

One Christmas Eve, after dark, the farmer went out and
never returned again, and all search for him was in vain.
After the man's disappearance one of the servants took
the management of the farm, but was lost in the same
manner, after dark on the Christmas Eve following. After
thisthe widow of the farmer determined to remove all her
goods from the house and live elsewhere for the winter,
leaving only the sheep and herds under the charge of
shepherds, and returning to pass the summer there. As
soon as the winter approached she made preparations for
leaving Hvoll, until the next spring, and set the herdsmen
to take care of the sheep and cattle, and feed them during
the cold season.

For home use she always kept four cows, one of which
had just had a calf.

Two days before her intended departure, a woman
came to her in her dreams, who was dressed in an old-
fashioned dress of poor appearance. The stranger ad-
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dressed her with these words: 'Y our cow has just calved,
and | have no hope of getting nourishment for my chil-
dren, unless you will every day, when you deal out the
rations, put a share for me in a jug in the dairy. | know
that your intention is to move to another farm in two
days, as you dare not live here over Christmas, for you
know not what has become of your husband and of the
servant, on the last two Christmas Eves. But | must tell
you that a female troll lives in the opposite mountains,
herself of mild temper, but who, two years ago, had a
child of such curious appetite and disposition that she was
forced to provide fresh humanfleshfor it each Christmas.
If, however, you will do willingly for me what | have
asked you to do, | will give you good advice as to how
you may get rid of the troll from this neighbourhood.'

With these words the woman vanished. When the
widow awoke she remembered her dream, and getting up,
went to the dairy, where shefilledawooden jug with new
milk and placed it on the appointed spot. No sooner had
she done so than it disappeared. The next evening the jug
stood again in the same place, and so matters went on till
Christmas.

On Christmas Eve she dreamt again that the woman
came to her with a friendly salutation, and said, 'Surely
you are not inquisitive, for you have not yet asked to
whom you give milk every day. | will tell you. | am an elf-
woman, and livein thelittle hill near your house. Y ou have
treated me well all through the winter, but henceforth |
will ask you no more for milk, as my cow had yesterday a
calf. And now you must accept the little gift which you
will find on the shelf where you have been accustomed to
place the jug for me; and | intend, aso, to deliver you
from the danger which awaits you to-morrow night. At
midnight you will awake and feel yourself irresistibly
urged to go out, as if something attracted you; do not
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struggle against it, but get up and leave the house. Outside
the door you will find a giantess standing, who will seize
you and carry you in her arms across your grass-field,
stride over the river and make off with you in the direc-
tion of the mountains in which she lives. When she has
carried you a little way from the river, you must cry,
"What did | hear then?" and shewill immediately ask you,
"What did you hear?" Y ou must answer, "1 heard some-
one cry, ‘Mamma Gellivor, Mamma Gellivor!'" which
she will think very extraordinary, for she knows that no
mortal ever yet heard her name. She will say, "Oh, | sup-
pose it is that naughty child of mine,” and will put you
down and run to the mountains. But in the meantime,
while she is engaged with you, | will be in the mountain
and will thump and pinch her child without mercy.
Directly she has left you, turn your back upon the moun-
tain and run asfast asyou possibly can towards the nearest
farm along the river banks. When the troll comes back
and overtakesyou, shewill say, "Why did you not stand
still, you wretch?" and will take you again in her arms
and strideaway withyou. Assoon asyou have gonealittle
way you must cry again, "What did | hear then?" She
will ask as at first, "What did you hear?' Then you shall
reply again, "I thought | heard someone calling '"Mamma
Gellivor, Mamma Gellivor!" " on which she will fling you
down as before, and run towards the mountain. And now
you must make all speed to reach the nearest church
before she can catch you again, for if she succeed in doing
so she will treat you horribly in her fury at finding that |
have pinched and thumped her child to death. If, how-
ever, you fail in getting to the church in time, | will

helpyou.’

When, after this dream, the widow awoke, the day had
dawned, so she got up and went to the shelf upon which
the jug was wont to stand. Here she found alarge bundle,
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which contained a handsome dress and girdle and cap, all
beautifully embroidered.

About midnight on Christmas Day, when all the rest of
the farm people at Hvoll were asleep, the widow felt an
irresistible desire to go out, as the elf woman had warned
her, and she did so. Directly she had passed the threshold,
she felt herself seized and lifted high in the air by the arms
of the gigantic troll, who stalked off with her over the
river and towards the mountain. Everything turned out
exactly as the elf had foretold, until the giantess flung
down her burden for the second time, and the widow
made speed to reach the church. On the way, it seemed to
her as if someone took hold of her arms and helped her
along. Suddenly she heard the sound of a tremendous land-
slip on the troll's mountain, and turning round saw in the
clear moonlight the giantess striding furiously towards
her over the morasses. At this sight she would have fainted
with fear had she not felt herself lifted from the ground
and hurried through the air into the church, the door of
which closed immediately behind her. It happened that
the priests were about to celebrate early mass, and all the
people were assembled. Directly after she came into the
church the bells began to ring, and the congregation heard
the sound of some heavy fall outside. Looking from one
of the windows they saw the troll hurry away from the
noise of the bells, and, in her flight, stumble over the wall
of the churchyard, part of which fell. Then the troll said
toit, 'Never stand again,' and hurrying away took up her
abode in another mountain beyond the confines of the
parish of Hvoll.
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CHAPTER XII

HETTY TO NANCY

Gullfoss

A ugust 17th (Monday | think, but you can't be sure in
these parts.)
Dearest Nancy,

How are you and | hope you are liking the Dolomites
—it was the Dolomites, wasn't it—and what about your
new girl-friend? | thought she sounded sweet but that
may be just by contrast. With the last | mean; | warned
you about her all along and what can one expect of some-
one who reads botany? You keep to the Arts, darling,
though in Cambridge | suppose even the Arts are just a
teeny bit marked with the beast—all this psychology and
politics. Now don't you go and get political, because that
would be the last straw. The hammer and sickle are all
right where they belong but they don't suit lady dons. Oh
dear, | am writing under such difficulties—that was Maisie
gave me a kick then. Not intentional; it's the size of them
you know. Maisie Reynolds, in cae you think I mean
Maisie Goldstein. Well, | am writing in afrightful tent
made by Maisie's sister-in-law when she was convalescent.
She must have been very ill, | think. We are going round
athing called the Langjokull; if you want to pronounce it
you must move your mouth both ways at once, draw your
tongue through your uvula, and pray to St. David of
Wales. Lang meanslong and jokull means glacier; depress-
ing don't you think? Why we are doing this | can't
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imagine and if we had to do it, why, oh why like this?
Here am | with Maisie in a tent and on our left side is
another tent and on our right side is another tent. And
what do you think are in those tents? SCHOOLGIRLS!
Would you believe it? Robin will think | am returning
to my vomit. He aready holds it a great blot on my
character, my having been a school-marm. Well, Maisie
said it would be much cheaper to have these girls along.
They were all fixed up with guides, you see. So | in a
moment of weakness agreed to it. Four girls—Ruth, Anne,
Mary, and Stella—and amarm called Margery Greenhal ge.
They are really quite possible, poor dears, but | mean, |
mean, darling, does one come to Iceland for this? It's all
very well for Maisie; it's copy for her, sheswriting anew
book about a schoolmistress who hanged herself, but
when this pack of girls gets in The Great Open Spaces
goodness knows what is going to happen. Sprained ankles
is the least | should think (they've none of them ever
ridden horses; nor have | for that matter). Talking of the
G.0O. Spaces Maisie says they are a closed book. | have
been wondering if this would be considered an epigram
because | couldn't se that it was very funny and Maisie
is supposed to bewitty, but thenitisdifferentin London,
where people have always been drinking sherry before
you say anything to them. It is a pity you don't know
Maisie though or youwould see the joke of all this. Which
brings me back to thistent. M. saysitismy own fault for
not bringing a tent of my own. Hers is a minute conical
affair stuck up on a collapsible, not to say collapsing,
umbrella-handle which comes (very much so) to pieces,
three of them, and one of them we lost of course, it being
already getting dark (Heavens what grammar!) so when
you get it up in the end it is not more than five foot across
but that gives you quite awrong impression of amplitude
because, as| said, itisacone and it narrows so quickly that
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even when Maisie and | are on our hands and knees we
can only talk to each other round the back of each other's
heads—do you see what | mean—and goodness knows how
we are goingto sleepinit. M. saysit would be all right if
she were by herself as she always deeps in the foetal posi-
tion but sleeping in the foetal position means curling
herself round the axle-tree (that isthe word, isn'tit) and
| am just not going to have Maisie encroaching on my half
of ground-sheet, it's not as if she were petite after all, still
| have to try and be nice about it as Maisie has been rather
vexed with me. You see, she never made it clear that she
expected me to turn up for this expedition equipped with
one of everything—one fork, one knife, one spoon, one
cup, one plate—so naturally | came with none of every-
thing because | thought they were provided by the com-
pany. But it seems not. | must try and become more like
Miss Greenhalge, who has organised her little flock beau-
tifully, they all have cups and knives and their tents |look
just like tents, which is more than Maisie's does. | don't
mind the shape or the colour so much though Maisie's
scores a blob on both but what really galls me is that the
girls' tents have doors which lace up all snug and comfy
whereas this thing has a large triangular hole in it open to
the breeze and nothing to cover it. Maisie has brought a
very flashy pneumatic mattress with her, yellow on one
side and blue on the other, she looked like something out
of Brueghel blowing it up but it does |ook definitely com-
fortable; | have only got a second-hand sleeping-bag, Miss
Greenhalge calls it a flea-bag (Miss Greenhalge is one of
those people who when in Rome insist on talking Roman)
my bag was left behind by an explorer—doesn't that make
one feel the real thing—and it had a corkscrew in it which
seemed odd but Maisie says nothing need surprise you
from an explorer and she is going to write a book about
explorers some time called The Pole of Solitude. 1 am
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writing this by a candle. Maisie is holding it. The night
outside is damp. Doubly damp in fact, (a) because there is
a Scotch mist, (b) because in our efforts to do the right
thing from the start we have pitched camp on the edge of
aravine and in the spray of a large waterfall. This water-
fall is called Gullfoss. | am told that foss is aso the Ice-
landic for bicycle because when they introduced the
bicycle the natives could think of nothing except a water-
fall sufficiently velocitous to compare it with. Anyhow it
isavery fine waterfall as waterfalls go but, as Maisie says,
they don't go far. One of the girls, Mary, has a cine-camera
and took some photos of it in the twilight. Maisieis getting
tired of holding the candle but | must just get down the
events of the day for you. This morning we met our girls
in Reykjavik and took them buying oilskins. Miss G.
wanted also to do the sights but we dissuaded her. Thereis
only one real sight in Reykjavik and that is a museum of
sculpture by a man called Einar Jonsson. The worst sculp-
ture | have ever seen in my life, and that is saying a lot.
First of all all the pieces are in plaster and you know how
filthy plaster gets, secondly they are all, or nearly all,
enormous, thirdly they are symbolic. And the symbolism,
darling, is the sort they used to have in the Academy before
someone put their foot down or was it the effect of the
war? Y ou know—Time pulling off the boots of Eternity
with one hand while keeping the wolf from the door with
the other. The only one which didn't seem to be symbolic
was Queen Victoria on an elephant; a welcome piece of
naturalism as Maisie remarked. So we didn't take the girls
to this corrupting spectacle but they had a look round the
shops of the great city Reykjavik and most of the things
are imported from England, raspberry-coloured baths
and mauve lavabos, but there was one window of home-
made Icelandic pottery which for some odd reason (or
perhaps influenced by Einar Jonsson's Victoria) consists
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mainly of mantelpiece figures of elephants. This reminds
me that we asked someone why Beatrix Potter shouldn't
be done in Icelandic and they said, 'But the children
wouldn't know any of the animals.' Which is true—frogs,
squirrels, rabbits—you just don't find those things here.
Well, all the time we were looking at these novelties of
civilisation (comparative novelties here though | even saw
some Elizabeth Arden preparations and also heard some
children singing The Music Goes Round and Around in
Icelandic which also no doubt is culture pace Hitler who
wants to reclaim this island and will no doubt substitute
the Eddas for the Lutheran prayerbook) Maisie, who is
an indefatigable interviewer, was interviewing a Social
Democrat whom | saw at parting, a lost soul M. says-
was the first socialist here and is ending in sorry com-
promise. All | noticed was the colour scheme of his hands
—dark brown to deep orange, strong black hair on them,
and very light pink fingernails. So we shook off the dust
of that city and took our bus for Gullfoss. What giggling,
my dear! The buswas a combination bus and lorry. In the
bus-part sat ourselves—a merry little company—and in the
lorry-part sat our packs and food. The food is much but
0dd—10 kilograms of smoked mutton (Hangikyll in Ice-
landic, you'd never guess how that's pronounced), Miss
Greenhalge by the way doesn't use the word Icelandic,
she callsit the local lingo, 10 long loaves of brown bread,
brick-hard, the sort of thing you find in Egyptian tombs,
avast dried mat of Hardfiskur (dried fish), two enormous
dabs of cheese (4 kilos each | think), 10 large tins of mut-
ton. It seems a lot but we have to feed the guidesaswel | -
two guides, nice men but they have no English. Well, as
we bussed it, we turned aside to look at a small geysir
called Grylla which spouts of itself every two hours
through a small round hole in aflat stone. Of course we
didn't know when the two hours were due so we had to
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wait. There were sundry hot springs steaming away in
the valley and Malsie who likes to play at being Every
Girl Her Own Billican, insisted on making tea in one of
them. Needless to say it was unspeakable as the springs are
full of sulphur. The geysir was better value, it went off
just as we were beginning to despair of it, a sweet little
thing so slim and girlish, the girls devised agame of throw-
ing atincupontoit, the jet of steam works like a catapult
and you should have heard how Miss Greenhalge laughed.
She laughs conscientiously and seismically. She is very
large, very red, and bespectacled (lenses as thick as beer-
bottles) . The girls among themselves call her La Paloma,
you know how romantic they are in these schools. In
Reykjavik | found a letter from a little girl called Elsie
comparing me to awhole string of heroines, thefirst being
Lucrezia Borgia and the last being Elizabeth Barrett
Browning. So it looks like a week of pussy-talk in the
lava-fields. Not that Miss Greenhalge would encourage
that sort of thing. On the contrary she believes in making
her girls behave like public schoolboys—I mean as public
schoolboys behave in lan Hay or inthe Mind of God. She
wants to see their stuffing, has been reading the latest Peter
Fleming. They are all rather in trepidation about their
horses. The guides tell us that the last ladies they took this
way fell off their horses and all but refused to get on again.
Which is a bad lookout when there is no human habita-
tion for thirty miles or so and no possible means of trans-
port and no food except an occasional bilberry. We met
our horses for the first time in the gloaming, real little
ducks, 17 in al—7 for us, 2 for the guides, 3 reserves, 5
pack-horses. Maisie fancies herself quite Melton Mow-
bray now as she rode her first pony several weeks ago.
One of the girls, however, Stella, apparently rides at
school and even knows how to jump. Sheis aflashy little
girl andisthe only onewith real leather riding-boots, not
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that they will do her any good as in Iceland you keep
riding throughriversand you need agood honest Dunlop.
| am sorry to say that | come last in point of attire because
whereas everyone ese has riding-breeches | have only got
apair of hopcloth beach-trousers | bought in the South of
France. They are somewhat baggy to squeeze into one's
gumboots apart from being claret-coloured but why buy
new clothes just for a week's Baden-Powlling? Maisie by
the way is sleeping in this tent in pyjamas and was very
shocked because | got into my sleeping-bag without un-
dressing. To sse Maisie struggling out of her undiesin two
square foot of space makes you realize what built the
British Empire. She has been reproving me incidentally
for mine—not my Empire, my undies—she says that to
wear crepe-de-chine panties may be all right for Metro-
Goldwyn-Mayer but it won't do round the Langjokull.
But then Maisie, who is a shirt-and-tie girl herself, is all
for the approximation of the sexes, she says that to empha-
g% one's femalenessis arelic of barbarism like men wear-
ing beards, and that if | do nothing ese on thistripitis
essential that | shall reduce my bust measurement. Which
reminds me that the landscape to-day was rather nice
from our bus, at one point there was a perfectly lovely
vista all in stratas—first brilliant green grass, almost emer-
ald, then a bank of pink clouds| suppose of dust, then blue
serrated crags, and last but not least a glacier floating in
the distance, milky-blue—you could hardly believeit was
real. But what worries me is that they have no goats.
Plenty of fine fat sheep and very clean compared with
English ones, but ne'er a goat not even of the littlest. It is
like the Irish over cheese. | firmly believe that if the |.F.S.
would only (a) make cheese and (b) eat it, they would
(a) improve their budget and (b) modify their characters
—become more pacific like the Dutch Q.E.D. and what
was all the fuss about? M. says sheistired of holding the
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candle so will write you more to-morrow, darling, pro-
vided I've not broken my collar-bone. Sweet dreams in
the Dolomites.

AUGUST I8TH

Darling, darling, DARLING, it is very lucky your poor
friend Hetty is alive. The worst night | have had since
Aunt Evelyn walked in her sleep—you remember, the
fire-extinguisher business. | had great difficulty to start
with getting to sleep. For why? (1) Because we had
pitched the tent with our heads running downhill, (2)
because we had pitched it on bilberry bushes, which kept
prickling methrough the groundsheet, (3) because Maisie
would get more and more foetal, so that in the end her feet
were playing an absolute barrage on my tummy. All
things, however, are possible and | did get to sleep in the
end only to be woken by a clammy thing on my face like
some very unpleasant beauty treatment—you know when
they plaster you with eggs and whey and things—which
turned out to be the tent or more precisely the inner cover
of the tent because there are two. There was a frightful
noise of rain outside and the whole tent was caving in
under it, Maisie was swearing and saying she was going
down with all hands. | took the ostrich's course and hid
my head in my sleeping-bag. Not that that was unduly
dry and the foot-end of it was sopping because that was
where the door of the tent came. When | popped out my
head again, the tent had become very much smaller
(Heaven knows it was small enough to start with) and
was closing in on us like something in Edgar Allan Poe.
So | cowered round the pole in the middle and Maisie and
| got entangled like a pair of wet tennis-shoes when one
packs them in a hurry. And the rain fell 40 days and 40
nights. Or so it seemed. And the tent got smaller and
smaller. For once in my life | was glad to get up at Sx—
that's what you do on these expeditions. The rain had
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stopped but the air was full of waterfall. M. and | were
very angry to learn that all the others had had a dry night
and we made a surly breakfast in our oilskins, M. precari-
ously cooking some coffee on her rather undependable
stove. By the time breakfast was over there was actually
some sun, in fact the day looked promising. There was
much complication over the packing of the food panniers
because when a pony carries a pannier each side they have
to be exactly the same weight. It sounds easy but it isn't
—who knows the relative weights of cheese and hard-
fiskur? Whil e the others were taking a morning look at
the rainbow spray of Gullfoss Maisie and | had our first
lapse from esprit de corps and sneaked into the little tin
house which caters for trippers where we had some very
good coffee. After all there won't be anywhere to buy
anything for a week. Then we sorted our horses, Maisie
taking the best, asturdy white beast with solid pillar-like
legs (Ranelagh standards don't go here) and off we
started. Off we started indeed, bang up the side of the
valley; if you have never been on a horse before it does
seem a little hard to start on the perpendicular. / was
scared stiff. And when we got to the top they started trot-
ting—simply terrifying and very very painful—I think my
horse must do what is called a brock which even the pro-
fessionals don't like. In any case their trot istoo short for
one to do any rising in one's saddle so we had to ride like
the cavalry (sic) and | fully sympathised with Mary who
kept telling the barren plateau that her legs were on fire
in tones of bravado mingled with abject panic. We had a
respite however when the pack-horses got lost. There is
one very naughty white pack-horse who thought he
would go home to Geysir where he came from and turn-
ing to the left at a fork went flat out for home before
anyone realised what was happening. So the two guides
and Maisie and Ruth and Anne followed him while the
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rest of us loitered along the right road at a walk and
comparatively painlessly. In single file most of the time,
the road being a mere track through stony deserts rather
reminiscent of Hollywood. The day opened out and there
were highly spectacular views on the left, intense blue
amethyst mountains castellating the glacier. There ought
to be another glacier on the right but we couldn't see it.
Eventually the others came back with the pack-horses
and about 1.0 we stopped for a rest at one of the rare
patches of grass, taking off the horses saddles and packs
and | expected some food but it seems that that isn't done.
Stella showed off a little by quite superfluously adjusting
her horse's bit while the rest of us creakingly lowered our-
selves on to the welcome turf. But very very shortly we
started again and this time we did some cantering. Canter-
ing is even more perilous but not so painful as trotting.
Miss Greenhalge was riding a heavy black pony looking
rather like something in a pantomime; you felt that she
might just as well do the walking and the pony trot
between her legs. She (MissG.) isreally very large indeed.
(Maisie says that it is psychological being so tall and that
tall people are running away from life. Hence, at the other
end, Napoleon.) Well, gradually we came up to the hills
on the left which flank the glacier and having passed a
snappy little picture-postcard gorge we encamped about
5.0 on a spongy piece of grass where we hobbled our
horses according to the guides' instructions (the guides
are exceedingly nice not to say long-suffering), turned
them adrift and began putting up our tents. It was then
that Maisie and | made a scientific discovery. This tent of
Maisie's has an outside cover and an inside cover. Well it
seems that if you don't want to get wet you mustn't let
these two touch. Now last night we went out of our way
to peg them down absolutely flush. It seemed so much
neater but that was why we got so wet. The tent is still
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pretty clammy by the way. Having put up the tents we
ate a large meal. The girls are getting hungry and were
quitewilling totry the despised smoked mutton. Smoked,
not cooked mind you; you put your teeth in a hunk and
then haul away the hunk in bothfists. After that Green-
halge took some of the girls up Blafell, which is a craggy
mountain on the left, while M. and | diverted ourselves
more according to our years, stumping through a marsh
on the right of our camp in order to inspect the gorge of
the river Hvita. The gorge like all Icelandic gorges is
perpendicular and composed of that beastly breaking
stone. The Hvitawas turbulent and amost peculiar colour.
'The putty-coloured gletcher," Maisie said appreciatively.
We amused ourselves rolling down stones into it while
Maisie told me that her next novel is to deal with the
English colony in Frejus. As we picked our way back
through the marsh we kept hearing a single desolate creak-
ing sound—Iike a creaking gate as M. said—which it turns
out isaplover. Thisland would really make a very good
setting for Hell, it reminds me of Gustave Dore's illustra-
tions to the Inferno. The sphagnum moss everywhere
gives the effect of ruins and you can imagine the souls of
wicked philosophers sitting here and there on the sharp
stones, their beards covered with lichen repenting their
false premisses. We got back before the others, so had to
make the coffee or rather the coffee and cocoa as Ruth
can't drink coffee. M.'s petrol stove is not all it might be
and has to be pumped all the time. Greenhalge and the
girls came back from Blafell, they hadn't reached the top
of course and what they had was very hard going, all
loose shae and stuff—every three foot forward they
slipped two foot back. We opened another tin of mutton
and found it much better than last night's; we think it has
benefited from its jolting on horseback. After dinner
Greenhalge opened a little case and, to Maisie's horror,
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began to offer the girls quinine pills and vegetable laxa-
tives. Maisie has a bee in her bonnet about laxatives; she
thinks her inside knows best. | was thirsty after all the
mutton and went to the stream for water—it is so cold that
it seems to lacerate your gums. Greenhalge is a good sort
really, always ready to lend you a knife or a cup and she
does all the washing up. The girls don't do anything much
in that line excepting possibly Anne who is going to be
house-prefect next term. Anne is the best-looking though
she will be better looking when she has learned not to
pout. She probably has a nice little temper on occasions
and does apower of grumbling. Her intonation and vowel
sounds are just what you expect from anice British school-
girl. Ruth, | should say, is the most intelligent. She says
hardly anything but is obviously terribly noticing and
puts herself out for nobody. She has just got five creditsin
the School Certificate and ought to go far. Stella, who as
| said is the horsewoman of the party, is conceited but
perhaps a little pathetic. She talks a great deal with a lot
of wasted emphasis, wears a vulgar but no doubt expensive
bracelet, and altogether gives the effect of a cheeky terrier
pup that has not been quite properly trained. Mary is an
odd girl, neurotic, and capable of quite astonishing inepti-
tude. She puts questions to Greenhalge like an irrepressible
child—"Why are the mountains that shape, Miss Green-
halge? 'How many kilometres are there in a mile, Miss
Greenhalge? and so on and so on indefinitely. She has a
tight little mouth, at least she makes it tight through ner-
vousness, which is rather incongruouswith her figure, for
she is a strapping wench and would look all right if she
could stop putting her hands to her face and get the dole-
ful expression out of her eyes. She has a nice nature and
thanks one even superfluously when one does anything
for her. She seems to enjoy herself in spite of her fear of
the horses and gives vent to her enjoyment with a quaint
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mouse-like heartiness. She shares the large tent with
Greenhalge and Anne while Stella and Ruth have the
little tent. Talking of tents Maisie and | are much more
comfortable this evening and | have invented a scheme for
the candle which would do credit to a Girl Guide. Per-
fectly simple: you take an ordinary country shoe which
laces up, insert the candle in the laced part, and fasten it
there tightly. The shoe is Maisie's. Maisie says that this
tent inside by candlelight looks like a Stratford-on-Avon
set for Julius Caesar. Maisie is smoking like a tramp-
steamer. | tell her she is one of those people like Midas;
everything she touches turns to cigarettes. | have been
explaining to her that she will feel the effects of it in ten
years' time when she is forty. She in her turn has been
lecturing me on marriage. Sheis afraid that | will become
servile. | tell her that Robin is much too vague for anyone
to be servile to him but she maintains that that makes him
all the more dangerous and that | shall have to spend my
time running after him with his season ticket. M. says only
unintelligent women ought to get married. She would
prefer me to have a career like yours, darling, but she
forgets I am not qualified. Not that personally | could
breathe if | lived in Cambridge. All those coffee-parties
you have with people talking about Marx. And the
intrigues, darling, the intrigues! No, it's marriage for me
unless Robin thinks better of it. | shouldn't blame him,
poor dear, but | don't think hewill. It's curious one should
attract people when one isn't really very attractive. How
do you explain it? | really must go to sleep now, | feel a
heroic stiffness in my joints and it seems highly doubtful
whether | shall be able to mount a horse to-morrow.
Maisie seems to be asleep with a cigarette in her mouth.
Her pneumatic bed is sighing like something out of A. E.
Housman. | shouldn't be surprised if it's flat by to-
morrow. Good-night, darling.
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AUGUST 19TH

To-day started rottenly but was a good day afterwards.
We had to pull down our tents and breakfast in icy rain.
| had brought no gloves and felt my fingerswere going to
fall off. The girlslooked none too happy though we didn't
actually have any tears. We decided that we should all
change horses from yesterday and that each day we should
take them in rotation in order of age. This meant that |
got the one Maisie had yesterday, which is the star horse
and goes like the wind. It is pure white all over though
Stellasaysit istechnically agrey. But if you call awhite
horse grey, what do you call a grey horse? Anyhow this
horse was a goer and for the first time | felt the joys of
horsemanship, though to start with | was very much
alarmed especially when it opened its throttle on the edge
of a precipice. We had one terrific gallop (canter actu-
ally) down a long hill and across a plain of ashes, a
dust-storm whipping our faces so that we were riding
blind. | turned my face to the left to avoid the grit in my
eyes and there saw suddenly a shining sea tilted obliquely
upwards, catching the sun. Like something in the Ancient
and Modern Hymnbook. First | thought it was water
and could not understand why it stayed put. It was the
icefield. I liked it exceedingly. About mid-day we stopped
for a rest and Greenhalge doled out chocolate—four tiny
squares per head. | could hardly prevent myself asking
for more; it is most instructive to note one's mental
unadaptability, one just can't imagine there won't be a
shop further on where one can buy all the chocolate one
wants. As a matter of fact the next place we came to,
Hvitanes, wasvery civilised. Itiswherel amwriting now
—in a very swish hut of corrugated iron buttressed all
alongthesideswith growingturf and thewallslined inside
with match-boarding. Near by isalittle tin house with a
maninitwhom you pay one kronafor your night'slodging
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and he sdls you cigarettes. We arrived at this blissful spot
about 2.0 and after a cold meal were marshalled once more
on horses to go and se the glacier which runs down the
mountain oppositeinto an attractive lake called Hvitavatn.
Unfortunately | did not have the white horse again but
one of the reserves or pack-horses and a very dim beast he
was and needed a deal of slapping. We had an amazing
trek across the flat grassland to the north of the lake which
is nothing but a delta of broad, rapid, and ice-cold rivers.
We had to ford them one after another and how the horses
stand it | can't imagine. Anne and | had the worst horses
and were left a long way behind floundering ignomin-
iously and hoping the horses wouldn't fall down with us.
Following a devious route we crossed our last river (about
the ninety-ninth) and left the horses on the further bank
under a steep cliff of shale. Which same we began to climb
and clambering up that sort of thing in gumboots is, | may
tell you, no Sunday-school treat. What was more, we had
no idea why we were going up it. The guide can't talk
English, you see. Well, why we were going up it was in
order to have a close-up of the glacier but glaciers have
very bad complexions, and for myself | would much
rather sse them from a distance. Greenhalge, Ruth, and |
occupied ourselves by climbing alittle conical hill to get a
wider view of the countryside which was certainly very
beautiful. We aso saw a bit of ice fall off the edge of the
glacier. On our ride home we saw about thirty young
horses running through the grassland at their pleasure.
Where ignorance is bliss . . . Little do they know that
in a future season they will have to carry people like us
about. On arriving at our hut Maisie at once began to cook
dinner. She said it was quite time we had a hot meal so
she poked about the hut and our luck was in, for what
did she find but a primus stove and a large pan. So Maisie
put the whole contents of one of the tins of mutton in
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the pan and mixed it (against my advice) with water and
boiled it on the stove. Oddly enough the result was very
good. | bought some more cigarettes from the man in the
hut who seemed a little amused by us all. Perhaps they
don't know their Angela Brazil round here. | notice that
the Icelanders in spite of their tough existence have a
certain whimsicality not common among the other Scan-
dinavians. Perhaps the explanation is that given by an
Icelander in Reykjavik—that it's the Irish in them which
accounts for this. After dinner every girl washed her own
dish but I not having a dish merely rinsed the grease from
my hands in the broad and serene river that flows between
the hut and the mountains. | should mention that a little
further down this river is the most exquisite convenience,
a kind of wooden sentry-box which projects over the
water; | have already visited it twice; in this barren
country such comfort isreally lyrical. After washing up
we wrote our names in the Visitors' Book and all of us
except the guides played rummy by the light of an oil-
lamp (unheard-of luxury!) in which Ruth had all the
luck, sitting there saying nothing, with a pale quiet smile,
time after time laying down her cards and going out.
[rritating little girl! Not so irritating as Stella though, who
talked without ceasing. The room got in the most awful
fug as Greenhalge had allowed the girls to smoke (give a
pawn and take a queen, you know; Greenhalge is all for
making men of them) which is all right for them because
they are sleeping upstairs (fancy having an upstairs!) but
not so good for Maisie and me who are having this room to
ourselves. | have just been outside for a breath of fresh air
and saw the huge mountain opposite floating on nothing—
the nothing was of course ice. There is some talk of
another party whom we may meet on this route—N.U.S.
| think—gloomy how educational the place seems to be
becoming. | am not sure that | like the English in Iceland.
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The ones coming over on my boat were a very odd |ot.
The second class much nicer than the first. There was a
little cockney confectioner who did tricks with his false
teeth and was reading a book on how to be a sucgessful
writer. Then there were two Welsh Jews from Birken-
head who had a great many odd bits of curious knowledge
and one of them used to sing The Rose of Tralee and Die
Lorelei; fruity wasn't thewordforit. Therewasayoung
tax-collector from Preston who carried the Oxford Book
of English Verse in his pocket. And there were half a
dozen old schoolmistresses (but they travelled first) from
Manchester who had already gone the pace in Finland
and Russia and Brussels. | wonder what they all want out
of Iceland. Or just to say they have been there? My bed
to-night is on a wooden bench with a mattress under my
sleeping-bag. It being comparatively warm, | am sleeping
in my panties and vest. | will now try if | can blow out
the oil-lamp without getting up foriit.

AucusT 20TH

Darling, | am nearly dead. Up at six again to-day and
my horse was a demon. And that wicked Maisie who had
it yesterday, never let on about it. It has the brock all
right. When we started this morning the trouble began
with its saddle slithering down under its tummy. These
horses have a deplorable habit of inflating themselves
when you fasten their girths. Well by the time | had
tighteneditsgirth | had to catch up with the others, so first
| trotted and then | cantered and really | don't know
which was the more uncomfortable. Well, when we did
catch up the others, my malicious beast charged straight
in among the pack-horses and gored my leg against one of
the wooden panniers. And after that it ran away with me,
tossing me sky-high in its cantering so that | had to hang
on by the mane and my eyes were streaming with the
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windinthem. 'If | don't fall off this horse," | said, 'l shall
be very proud of myself.' That finished it. We were then
riding along anarrow track sunk in the ground to a depth
of three feet or more—the sort of place you ought to pro-
ceed at a walk but where my horse suddenly decided to
go full speed ahead so that my right foot caught in the
right bank of the track and | fell gracefully over its tail
with my foot still in the stirrup. | will say that the horse
stood still till | disintricated myself. After that we got
among rocks and therewe all just had to walk. On our left
was a river in a very narrow gorge, the sort you could
jump over if you were afool, and the sides moulded into
all sorts of elegant concaves. The mountains beyond it
licked down great tongues of iceand it would all have been
very romantic if | had not felt so sore. We stopped for our
mid-day snack in a pleasant meadow encircled by moun-
tains and sitting in the shelter of a bank by a little stream
ate smoked mutton and raisins. Maisie, who fancies hersel f
with a camera, went around taking art shots of people
through each other's legs. | must say we were well worth
photographing. The cold weather makes us all look much
funnier in our various defences against it. Maisie herself
has taken to wearing a sou'-wester with an old felt hat
fastened on over it with a safety-pin. Her sou'wester is
bright yellow, her oilskin coat is black, and her enormous
gumboots are brown. Wisps of hair straggle down over
her forehead and when she wal ks she moves like something
that is more at home in the water. Margery Greenhalge
aso looks pretty odd. She wears an amazing woollen
helmet with earflaps which combined with her goggles
and general outsizeness makes her look like a piece of
Archaic Greek sculptuary. Stella, goodness knows why,
appears to be wearing a blue and white bathing-cap. Anne
has a kind of a Cossack hat which would suit her as an
equestrienne for Bertram Mills. After our snack, we took
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our horses by the reins and led them up over a very steep
and stony ridge; itisthefirst time we have done thisfor as
far as they are concerned they would carry us over a
tightrope. At the top | let the others ride ahead and pro-
ceeded at a walk beside the guides and pack-horses. It was
on this occasion that | thought | saw Greenhalge in the
distance and it turned out to be a cairn. We caught up the
advance-guard in a frightful state of emotion. Anne had
cut her finger and two of the girls were in tears. Green-
halge, redder than ever, rushed round the pack-horses
tearing open all the panniers for iodine; anyone would
have thought the girl wasgoingto die. Maisie was explain-
ing that you usually cut your finger because you wanted
to—Ilike making Spoonerisms she said. Anne did her best
to bealovely martyr but she did not have the whol e house
withherasboththeguidesandlittle Hetty were definitely
bored. These queens of the schoolroom begin to think that
anything will go. The day was now getting misty and the
ride dreary. | held in my beast and trailed along humbly
with the jingling pack-horses, losing the sense of time. |
thought the ride would never come to an end. But it did.
Suddenly we came over a rise and there was a long and
shallow valley, desolate enough for anyone and smoking
away like the dumping ground of a great city. | thought
the whole valley was on fire but coming closer | saw that
the smoke was trails of steam, dozens of ribbons of steam
blowing from left to right. This was our destination—the
hot springs of Hveravellir. [t would now be about teatime,
the others had already left their horses by the hut and
were walking back to look at the springs. 'Y ou must se
the hut," Maisie shouted to me, 'itisjust like a henhouse.'
And it was, my dear, but only the sort of henhouse you
would find in a depressed area. The walls are of rough
stone banked outside with turf, the corrugated iron roof
isaso covered with turf; the stonewallsinside are unlined
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and the whole place isincredibly damp. There is a nasty
platform to deep on three foot up from the floor and an-
other platform higher up under the roof which you reach
by a ladder. After surveying these apartments | went to
have alook at the springs. A real witches' laundry with the
horizontal trailers of steam blowing through the mist,
some from little pop-holes in the ground and others from
quite large pools, most of them circular. Some of these
latter were lovely, might have been invented by Arthur
Rackham—stone basins of highly coloured water varying
from Reckitt's blue to green, and round the edge yell ow-
ish growths of sulphur. The crust of stone around them
seems only about four inches thick and you expect any
moment to go down like Dathan and Abiram. The water
Is practically boiling and the whole valley smells of bad
eggs. Hveravellir was where an eighteenth-century rob-
ber made his hide-out for a year; he must have got
dreadfully tired of his sulphuretted drinking-water. We
made our coffee with it and | cannot say | would fancy it
every day. But it does seem a waste that all this hot water
should be bubbling away here for nothing. When you
think of all the trouble housewives are having this very
minute with boilers and how people who still use ranges
forget to put in or pull out the dampers and how every
other lodging-house has a geyser over the bath which
won'twork properly. Whydidn't NatureputHveravellir
in Bayswater? Greenhalge, Maisie, Anne, and | (being
the elect) are sleeping on the upper platform close to the
iron roof. The roof drips water and spiders. This evening
was not a great success. When we opened the food pan-
niersit was found that the cheese was thickly coated with
coffee. Greenhalge, noble as ever, set to work to decar-
bonise it (her own phrase) but we were all discouraged
as the cheese is the one food which anyone would think
of eating in England. After supper we played rumm
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the lower platform by the light of candles in shoes (my
little patent, you remember) and a very odd scene we
made likeaVictorian engraving of ameeting of Old Cov-
enanters. One good mot on this occasion: Greenhalge
suddenly said 'O here's a knave with such a sympathetic
expression' to which Ruth replied quietly 'Then it must
be aqueen'. Maisiewas frightfully pleased. The Icelandic
cards all have different faces, you see, and there's no doubt
that our present company see little need for a world of
two sexes. They will grow out of that of course. I've seen
‘em do it before. Incidentally | haven't noticed much
galanterie on the part of the guides. Maisie says it's because
the North is ascetic but | think it's just because we're
dowdy. The Icelandic girl is never without her lipstick.
Y our poor Hetty has lost hers in her sleeping-bag. | said
to Maisie 'Haven't you got anything of the sort?" and she
said 'The only thing that ever goes on my face is good
honest Lifebuoy Soap'. She has a tablet with her which
she takes down to the gletcher. Personally 1'm giving up
ablutions; when | get home | shall go to Elizabeth Arden's.
Good-night, darling. Perhaps you're sleeping in a hut too.
Mountaineers always do, don't they? Maisie has been tell-
ing me terrible things about mountaineers and | think you
had better, be careful with your new friend. What alife
you have, don't you! But with all that choice you ought
to hit it off some day. Good-night.

AUGUST 2IST

| had to get up in the night—I think it was the sul phuretted
coffee. Or rather | should say get down because there |
was up on the platform absolutely wedged inwith corpses.
Soinstead of going down by theladder | did alittle exhibi-
tion of gym and swung myself down by my hands, nearly
falling over a guide. It was unpleasant outside, a thick
Scotch mist and the ground very cold under my stock-
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inged feet. Of course | oughtn't really to be wearing my
six-and-elevens from Marshall and Snelgrove out here but
| never thought of bringing anything woollen. One can't
think of everything after all. Maisie says she is going to
write to Robin about me. Robin wouldn't know though;
it isthe sort of thing he does himself. | felt definitely ill
when | got back to bed and kept wondering whether |
had caught a disease from my sleeping-bag or whether it
was just that nasty horse yesterday. But | will spare you
the details of my symptoms. | woke up at 6.0 with a
dream-couplet running in my head. Until | was properly
awake | thought it wasterribly good. It went like this:

'We write no ethics down the cabin walls.
There are no ethics at home at all?

| wonder would the Surrealists pay me anything for that.
To-day we did our longest trek—70 kilometres. Y ouwork
that out in miles and take off your hat to usl And what
was more, we walked half of it on our own feet. Because
to-day we were doing undiscovered country. Doesn't
that excite you, darling? We had to get across, you see,
from Hveravellir to Arnarvatn. Well, people don't do
that direct. They go up much farther north and then
down again. But we hadn't time for that because the girls
have to catch a boat. The guides themselves were quite
excited and amused themselves by building cairns—a game
to which the country is admirably adapted. In the centre
of Iceland there are only three kinds of scenery—Stones,
More Stones, and all Stones. The third type predominated
to-day. The stones are the wrong size, the wrong shape,
the wrong colour, and too many of them. They are not
big enough to impress and not small enough to negotiate.
Absolutely unpicturesque and absolutely non-utilitarian.
We stumbled over their points in gumboots, dragging the
wretched horses behind us. And at the same time we were
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climbing. Maisie was disgusted. She said it was like atter a
party which no one had tidied up. It's certainly hard to
think how a country gets in a mess like this. A geologist
would know, | suppose. The glacier was now to our south
and looking distinctly jaded. There were peaky moun-
tainson our right, dull and sulleninthemist. About i .owe
found afalien-in cave, athing like a subway and no more
beautiful, and stopped there to eat chocolate. Ruth too
seems to be suffering from the sulphur. Then we went on
again over the stones. Next time we ford ariver | shall be
very surprised if our boots do not turn out to be punc-
tured. | tried to remember my T. S. Eliot and said
something to Maisie about stony rubbish and dry bones
but Maisie said anyone would be an optimist who expected
to find anything as human as a dry bone in these parts.
Then we came to the dry bed of a river which seemed
even more desolate still and was also alitter of stones. And
then at long last we came to a miracle—a small patch of
grass with sheep on it. Not that | would be those sheep
all the same. Still they seem to thrive on it. In fact, the
sheep in Iceland all look the size of horses. Once we had
seen the sheep things went better. The sun even came out.
We came to a clear stream where the horses could drink
and not long after that we reached our destination—a very
beautiful lake lined with long gleams of silver in the low
sun. Here we found our third hut—far more primitive
than even the last one and a great deal smaller. Maisie and
| commandeered it on the ground that we are the least
well equipped in the way of tents. | think we made a
mistake. N ot that it hasn't an admirable situation. It stands
over alittleriver which fallsin a cascade to the lake; it is
called the Skamma or Short River and is rapturously cold
to drink. Away to the south-east stands the Eiriksjokull, a
dark, sguare, upstanding mass of mountain with white
flaps of ice coming down over itswalls. Butitisbuilt of
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turf and stone—the hut, | mean—and the turf is falling out
of the walls and roof and the sleeping-platform was thick
with earth and cobwebs and Maisie began by putting
her foot through it. There is aso a very peculiar smell.
We prepared for a meal outside the hut and Maisie on
opening the pack which contains her stove found that it
had fallen irrevocably to pieces. The fruit of our long
trek. Well, that was that—no coffee or cocoa and we had
to drink the Skarnma. So then we tried to think of some-
thing original to do and we played rummy in the hut.
There was so little room when the girls all got on the
platform that we had to stick the candles on the crossbeam.
Every now and again a sod of turf would fall on us from
the roof and tempers were none too good. The girls said
they were jolly glad they were sleeping in their tents.
Various people have written their names on the beams of
this hut, including one F. J. Smith, who adds sympatheti-
cally 'Very cold'. The hut boasts one teacup with a design
of pink roses and tied up with string. Maisie and | have
been discussing what can cause the smell under our bed.
Maisie was very pleased this evening because Stella broke
her bracelet. She broke it in a typical manner by snapping
it backwards and forwards. Maisie says all those orna-
ments are relics of barbarism and that both men and
women nowadays should aim at dressing uniforms. No
frills and no bright colours. That is civilisation, Maisie
says. A sweet-tooth is a bad sign too, she thinks, like the
Icelanders sugaring their potatoes. | tend to agree here.
| think | had now better put out the remaining candle as
it is leaning sideways and plastering Maisie's shoe with
wax. Her shoes are having a hard time as they are also used
for ashtrays. This black hole of a hut has rather a roue
appearance at the moment as Maisie has hung her bras-
siere from the crossbeam. It is deplorably cold and the
wooden platformis hard under my sleeping-bag. | thought
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very hard and managed to remember a Latin quotation—
probitas laudatus et alget—which means roughly that it is
afine thing to be a Girl Guide but that you can't keep
warm inkudos. How only too true, darling. ‘Never again’
Maisie and | have been saying to each other. Well, here
goesthelight.

AUGUST 2 2ND

| woke at 6.0 feeling half frozen. Maisie in spite of her
pneumatic mattress, sleeping-bag and extra blankets main-
tained that she was even colder. Rain came on at breakfast
time blown by a cold wind off the Langjokull. After
breakfast walking fifty yards up the Skamma | came upon
arock adorned with a hammer and sickle in red paint. It
was like Robinson Crusoe seeing a human foot-print. The
rain became definitely vehement so we prepared ourselves
for abad day. | put on puttees over my beach-trousers and
borrowed some gloves from Anne. Then we clambered
into our already sopping saddles and set off leaning into
thewind and trying to cover our knees with our oilskins.
What amorning! Aswemoved south and drew level with
the Eiriksjokull the wind increased, whipping straight
across the glacier and nearly blowing us off our horses.
The rain became hail. When we dismounted to give our
horses a rest we realised how wet we were about the
knees. Greenhalge remarked that when roughing it in this
way it is always a good thing to think of the discomforts
of the people climbing Everest. Maisie says she would
rather think about the people dining at the Ritz. Maisie
was looking odder than ever to-day as she had for the
first time put on her yellow oilskin leggings. She began by
wearing them inside her gumboots but after half-an-hour
or so realised that the water was collecting round her feet
S0 she put them on over her boots which no doubt served
apurpose but no one could call it very chic. She looked as
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if she had webbed feet. Well, on and on we rode through
the stingingrain; it was so nasty it wasreally rather enjoy-
able. And we all felt rather heroic, | think. | heard two of
the girls telling each other what a lot of grit La Paloma
has. La Paloma, you remember, is Miss Greenhalge. We
came to a very nice round pool lying flat in the rocks
which the wind was whipping up into ostrich feathers.
What really kept us going however was the knowledge
that to-night we should spend for the first timein a human
habitation, an outpost farm at a place called Kalmans-
tunga. Y ou have no ideawhat a difference it makes know-
ing that you won't have to bother with tents. As for huts
the less said about last night's hut the better. In the after-
noon the rain gradually subsided and stopping our horses
on the brink of ayawning cave we climbed downinto the
shelter of its mouth and there ate our four portions of
chocolate. It then transpired that the chief guide was for
some unknown reason very anxious to do us the honours
of the cave and lead us underground to another opening
goodness knows how far distant. Wishing to be polite we
agreed to thisand our first impetus had carried uswell into
the darkness before we realised that to play this game with
any success whatsoever you need a candle per head.
Greenhalge, reliable as ever, produced a candle but one
candle is inadequate for eight persons, and | thought we
were due for a serious accident for in all directions you
could hear people and rocks falling over each other. It was
not a very handsome cave, what one could see of it, and
thefloor was entirely covered with ajumble of largerocks
so that you could only make ayard of progress by climb-
ing say six foot up and four foot down again. And one
should not do these things in long oilskin coats. Our one
candle did not promise to last and the girls, Anne in par-
ticular became a trifle agitated so we explained to the
guide, rather to his chagrin, that we would now go back

181



HETTY TO NANCY

again. The one attractive thing about this cave was the ice
which grew init, sprouting upwards in shapes like empty
champagne bottles, each with anice round hole in the top
of the neck. | broke one of these bottle-necks off and
sucked it onourreturn journey. It was deliciously refresh-
ing. Poor Maisie had arough passage, she kept falling over
the flaps of her leggings and | was afraid she would break
something. We all, however, emerged to the light without
injury. The rain had now stopped and our clothes were
again comparatively dry. After an hour or so we came
to an unwonted sght—a gate. The first gate we had seen
since Gullfoss. Admittedly it was a rather tenuous gate
precariously suspended in a barely existent-fence. All the
same it was a gate and a symbol of civilisation. The going
was better now and we trotted happily for Kalmanstunga.
W e got there about 6.0, coming to it down a steep hill.
Maisie had ridden ahead, announced our arrival and or-
dered coffee. The farmhouse is alarge respectable building
of corrugated iron standing in the middle of an emerald
green tun. Tun (pronounced toon) isthe specially culti-
vated meadow attached to an Icelandic farm. Kamans-
tunga has many stone outhouses roofed with nice green
sods; this kind of roof always has a Beatrix Potter ook
about it. Having got off my horse and splashed through
the little stream separating the stables from the house |
arrived in time to hear Greenhalge make the following
remark—that it was a really astonishing thing in such a
position to find a farmhouse of corrugated iron where one
would expect a thatched cottage covered with wisteria.
Personally | didn't care what it was covered with pro-
vided | got my hot coffee. Yesterday, remember, we had
nothing but cold water. The house was already full of
people, being the only house for miles and in a strategic
position for travellers. We were waited on, in fact, by a
fellow-guest, an Icelandic lady who had spent most of her

182



HETTY TO NANCY

life in Denmark, Scotland, and London. She was a non-
stop talker but an efficient waitress, put two tables
together for us and laid them with a wonderful meal of
coffee and cakes. Marie Antoinette's economic sugges-
tion, 'l f they have no bread, give them cake', would be a
perfectly sound one in Iceland for the Icelanders are the
world's greatest cake-eaters. In many of the farms they
eat them at every meal starting with breakfast. When we
had put down all we could the talkative lady cleared away
and in the course of an enthusiastic statement of her love
for Britain told us that dinner would be ready in half-an-
hour. So for half an hour Maisie played the piano—it is
very unusual to have a piano and not a harmonium—and
then dinner arrived and our fears of a sweet soup were not
fulfilled. The Icelanders when they want to give you a
special treat put brilliantine in their soup or dse flavour it
perniciously with almond. Hot almond is not agood taste.
The only thing to do with these soups is to drown them
in stewed rhubarb which they tend to give you at the
same time. Maisie says that Icelandic cooking makes her
think of a little boy who has got loose with Mother's
medicine-chest. After dinner we were shown our rooms-
two rooms leading out of each other, very cosy and hospit-
able but with rather a shortage of beds. The four girls are
sharing two small beds in thefirst room and in the second
room are two beds which have been run together. Green-
halge naturally has one and Maisie and | are sharing the
other. Al the beds here are furnished with deckers, if you
spell it like that, and as a decker can't be tucked in it is
not ideal for covering two well-grown females such as
Maisie and myself. Maisie is elbowing me inconsiderately
so you must forgive my writing. | can quite clearly hear
the girls whispering next door. Presumably they don't
realise we can hear them. The two nearest to us are talking
about La Paloma (LaP. herself can't hear, | think, assheis
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thefar sde of usand ssemsto be already asleep). One of
the two girls says that La Paloma has a very beautiful
smile but the other saysthat it is not such a spiritual smile
as one Miss Robinson's. Now they have got on to me.
They do not think my smile is nice; one of them says it is
cynical and the other says| use make-up (thisisnot at the
moment true as | have lost my lipstick). Now they have
reverted to La Paloma and are wondering if she meant
either of them when she said to-day, 'Some girls grow up
much quicker than others' One of them says that Miss
Robinson gave her a brooch at the end of last term—one
of those too sweet little brooches with fox-terriers on
them. The other refuses to believe this; they are both
getting piqued. Now the other—I mean the one—has got
out of bed to look for the brooch in her rucksack. She has
found it and is showing it off in triumph. The other is
distinctly huffy, she will not believe that it came from
Miss Robinson but says that the one bought it herself in
Woolworth's. The one answers indignantly that you can
se brooches like that in Bond Street. Now the other
garts a hare; she says that she had a Christmas card from
Miss Robinson last Christmas. The one is rather stumped
over this but rallies and says in a snister tone, 'Last
Christmas .was last Christmas." Now there is going to be a
scrap. No, there was no scrap; they merely had a general
post and everyone changed beds. Maisie says there is
nothing new under the sun. Good-night, darling.

AUGUST 23RD

To-day began in comfort and ended in misery. We got
up for once at a rational hour and even had a little hot
water to sponge our faces with. While we were dressing
that extraordinary girl Mary had an attack of music. She
gave a quite remarkably tunelessrendering of 'O God our
help in ages past’. And when someone ironically congratu-
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lated her she said, 'Yes and I'm also very fond of Jerusalem
the Golden." Breakfast was at 9.0 and lunch at 10.0. We
said, 'lIsn't that alittle soon for lunch?' but they explained
that it was quite all right because they kept their clocks
two hours ahead of Reykjavik. Anyway lunch was a
thundering meal—mutton drowned in gravy followed by
amix-up of fruit and sago. Overnight our clothes had been
considerately dried and we now put on our numerous
extras although the morning looked fine and mild. Our
caution was justified. The guides kept us waiting while
they went over the horses shoes and we stood outside the
farm looking over to the Langjokull. They say that to
cross the Langjokull here from Hvitavatn takes 13—or is
it 16—hours. That is one thing we will not do though |
am sure Greenhalge would have great fun rescuing the
girls from crevasses. Greenhalge once went on a visit to a
mission school in India where she heroically killed a
scorpion. There was such a nice dog who talked to us
while we were waiting, asort of little sheepdog, black and
white with a thick but not very long coat, a broad fore-
head and a spitzy foreface. Nearly all Icelandic dogs are
of this type except that the colour varies. They are
amazingly friendly creatures; it is considered a bad trait in
an Icelandic dog if he barks at strangers. They tend to be
called Gosi which is the name of the knave in an Icelandic
pack of cards. | must bring you home some Icelandic
cards; the kings and queens are figures from the sages and
the aces are waterfalls. Badly drawn but a less expensive
souvenir than a sheepskin or asilver fox. Iceland isabarren
land for souvenirs. Of course one can always bring home
little bits of lava for one's friends—I saw the Manchester
school-teachers doing this at the Great Geysir—but | am
afraid | have the wrong sort of friends. Maisie and | had a
conversation this morning about the foreignness of Ice-
land. We decided that not counting the scenery, which is
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of course unthinkable, there are only two really foreign
things in the place— (1) the system of nomenclature and
(2), as already mentioned, the food. The former is just
lunatic; in order to use a telephone directory you have to
know everyone's christian names and then you are not
much farther because all their christian names are the
same. The people themselves are not nearly so foreign as
the Irish or the yokels of Somerset. Y ou can't imagine any
of them behaving like the people in the sagas, saying 'That
was an ill word' and shooting the other man dead. Disap-
pointing, still one needn't travel if one wants to se odd
behaviour. You are wonderfully situated, of course, in
Cambridge. Talking of local colour did | tell you about
the ship's electrician 1 met on the Flying Scot? He told
me that Abyssinia was largely inhabited by black Jews
with ginger hair. But to get on with my record. The
guides finished tinkering with the horses and we set off
gaily in the brisk and lively morning. They all waved us
off from the farm. It would be rather nice to spend the
winter at one of these fams—a terrific fug, constant
jabber on the radio, ivy growing in pots and the family
reading Hall Caine. It was sad to think there would be no
farm to-night. But the reality was worse than our expecta-
tions. We began by fording a turbulent river, the water
came over the tops of our boots—at least of our left boots—
the girls thought it was a scream. It's not such a scream
though to have water in your boots for hours afterwards.
The Icelandic pony is of course an amphibian. He can
even swim a river with someone in the saddle but it has
to be the right someone. There is a legend of an Icelander
who in the early days of tobacco used to swim his horse
two miles out to sea to meet the tobacco boat. After ford-
ing theriver the rain started, adrizzle but very unpleasant.
One could not decide whether to fasten up the collar of
one's oilskin or not. And then we went through a so-called
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birch forest—a scrubby little affair about four foot high
but it does seem quite companionable after the miles and
miles and miles of no vegetation but moss. A little later
we reached a very nice piece of grassland where Ruth
contrived to be thrown when her pony put its foot in a
hole. From Kalmanstunga south we had been following a
track which is used by cars—one of those thick red lines
which look so impressive on the map. Nowhere dsein the
world | suppose would this be called aroad but it is used
assuch for we met two busesonit. And as amatter of fact
whoever constructed these roads is a public benefactor
even though constructing consists merely in moving aside
the stones, that is the bigger stones. Our progress to-day
was again stony once we had |eft the short stretch of grass-
land. We got in between Langjokull on the left and a
mountain with the charming name of Ok on the right and
once we had done that all we could think of was getting
somewhere else. But we didn't. We went on and on and
the landscape remained the same. It was like walking the
wrongway on amoving staircase. We were close in under
the Langjokull but it was covered with mist. Maisie was
in a frightful temper. This valley is called Kaldidalur
which means Cold Dale—apt but inadequate. The I celand-
ers are rather proud of it as a show-piece of scenery and
no doubt on a clear day it may be quite beautiful if one
drivesthroughit quicklyinacar. But all we could ssewas
a thirty-foot radius of stones. The stones were too much
for my horse and it took to stumbling. We came across
the ancient wreck of avery primitive touring car—more
desolate than the bones of a camel in a film about the
Foreign Legion. The rain never came on very properly
but it was continuously damp and we began to think we
preferred yesterday's weather which at least made us feel
heroic. About supper-time we got down into lower coun-
try and riding on ahead of the guides stopped our horses
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on a marshy piece of pasture ground on the edge of a
dreary lake. We hoped this wasn't our destination but it
was. Itis called Brunnar. We set up our tents on squelchy
ground in the drizzle and owing to the direction of the
wind and the lie of the ground M. and | have to deep with
our heads out of the door to-night. However, we have
erected acrossit a barrier of kitbags, gumboots, and canvas
panniers. The guides think we are funny because we all
look so gloomy. The guides deserve high marks to-night
for, after we had eaten a melancholy meal in the rain and
were all moaning because, owing to the breakdown of
Maisie's stove there was no hot drink to wash it down
with, the guides came along rather shyly and asked
(mainly by dumb show) if wewould like the loan of their
stove. We didn't know they had a stove but sure enough
they brought along a minute rudimentary object like a
small canister which we welcomed with open arms and it
actually worked though I must admit it took some time.
While we were waiting patiently for our coffee Maisie
made a sudden scene and said she would not have highly
scented foods in her bed. This referred to some cheese and
smoked mutton which I had left there. When the coffee
arrived we had to drink it not only, as always, without
milk but also without sugar. The sugar is kept in an old
tobacco tin, and when we opened it to-night every single
lump had turned a deep puce colour. Quite inexplicable
and rather sinister. No one, even the guides, had the
nerveto try any of it. Maisie and | are now lying wedged
in our tent hoping for the best. The Icelandic year has
passed its prime and the guides are taking no more expedi-
tions after this one. | feel | should mention that we saw
some ptarmigan on arriving at Brunnar. Y ou won't know
any more about ptarmigan than | do but it is quite time |
gave you a nature note (there is awfully little nature
around here). Maisie and |, clammy and rheumatic, are
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listening to the schoolgirls chattering in their tents next
door and are asking each other whose fault this is. We
have told the guides that we want to start early to-
morrow. To-morrow bringsusto civilisation and thereis
no point in staying in this particular little swamp aminute
longer than we need.

AUGUST 24TH

Well, here we are in Valhalla—that really is what it is
called—the hotel at Thingvellir. Thingvelliriswherethey
used to have the Thing, which was the Icelandic name for
parliament and a very good name too, don't you think.
It is the historic showplace. Not that there is anything to
e except geology but it is amusing geology—rifts and
such. It would have been nicer if we had had better
weather but the day has been damp and misty and Ruth
quarrelled with Stella because Stellaintrigued with Anne
to prevent Mary riding beside Greenhalge. Mary was in
tears (she admires Greenhalge intensely across a great gulf
of incompatibility) and Ruth demanded back from Stella
an Eversharp pencil which she had given her and which
Stella refused to return. We were up this morning at 6.0
with no appetite whatsoever and intending to leave Brun-
nar as quickly as possible. Naturally the ponies chose
just this one morning to get lost, the guides disappeared
over the horizon in search of them and the rest of us
waited in our marsh among our bags and chattels like
people in a country railway station in the West of Ireland
where the train has stopped on the way to talk to the
cows. The tents were packed up, the food panniers
strapped down, ourselves muffled in scarves, and Maisie
running round taking photos. They will not come out of
course but Maisie does not like to waste her time. At long
last the horses returned quite unpenitent and off we
started. | had an excellent horse to-day, a large black one
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with a white star on its forehead, and we got our best
gallop yet across a long expanse of grey sand by a lake
called Sandurvatn. In our heart of hearts | think we were
all playing shiekhs. It is very nice when the sand fliesup
in your face and you plop up and down in the saddle to
aperfectly regular rhythm—chichibu, chichibu, chichibu.
It is not really galloping of course, only cantering. Our
stampede across the sands went to the head of that old
malefactor, the white pack-horse, who broke loose and
galloped after us, throwing off Maisie's bed en route.
Anne, who has a habit of mock indignation (at least it
starts mock and ends serious) was very cross indeed with
the white pack-horse and said it should be thoroughly
well thrashed; she is soon, as | said, going to be house
prefect. Maisie's bed was reestablished (we had to gather
up various very odd articles which had fallen out of it on
the sands, it is by way of also being a hold-all) and we
went up slowly over the watershed, from the top of which
we had afineview of the plain that reachesto Thingvellir,
afine plain that looks alot more livable than anything we
have seen lately. We pastured our horses at the foot of the
descent and then went all out for our Mecca, reaching it
about 2.0 in the afternoon—a good deal earlier than we
had expected. We went straight to the hotel and ordered
coffee. The hotel is about the only building here but there
is dso a minute church. While we were waiting for the
guides and pack-horses who had been left avery long way
behind, we nearly had a serious mishap thanks to the
incredible stupidity of Mary and Stella. Stella, as you
remember, is supposed to know about horses. Well those
two infant geniuses finding their horses had no hobbles
tied them to the two ends of a ladder belonging to the
hotel. Inevitable result: the horses ran amok and the ladder
suffered from schism. Maisie and | from the breakfast
room looked out over the landscape and suddenly saw
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these two horses catapult across it with the ladders (or
half a ladder each | should say) clattering behind them.
By some miracle they escaped injury and we said nothing
about the ladder at the hotel. After our coffee Maisie and
I, with the unanimous support of the girls (sloppy little
things!) began to work upon Greenhalge to induce her
not to camp out to-night; she had her eye upon a pecu-
liarly unprepossessing site between two low-grade ditches.
After all what is a tent? A tent is a make-believe housg;
when there is a real house about why go on making a
belief one? Greenhalge |lowered her standards to a com-
promise. We had suggested, out of the cunning of our
hearts, that we should all sleep in sleeping-bags in the
dance-hall. This sounded enough like a barracks to appeal
to Greenhalge's passion for hardship so she cried off the
tents and said we would all roughitin the dance-hall. But
when we asked the hotel people if we could rough it in
the dance-hall they said unfortunately no because it was
wanted for 250 Frenchmen who are coming to breakfast
to-morrow. So (the virtuous are rewarded in the end)
they have supplied us instead with little cabins on the
ground floor, six foot square, two beds in each, walls of
matchboarding, one krona a night. That is what | call
good value but poor Greenhalge felt she had been tricked.
In the afternoon we walked up the gorge. Everyone has
to walk up the gorge here. Just like when yougoto Tin-
tern Abbey you have to sse the moon through an arch.
The gorge is an odd phenomenon and would be nice for
a picnic. The spirit of the sagas descended upon me and
| walked through the river in my gumboots. This was
just above the fall and | liked to think it was dangerous;
whether it was dangerous or not | got a lot of water in
my boots and had to hurry home. Maisie, Ruth, and M ary
remained behind and in a spirit of emulation climbed
down the waterfall itself; or so they told me afterwards.
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cabin. We chose her room because she has it to herself
but all the same | am sorry for her. It isnot so nice to sleep
inaroom whichisstuccoed with food. | haven't noticed
if it applies to myself but | must say the others have
become rather untidy eaters on this expedition. Green-
halge was wonderfully good-humoured about it; perhaps
she felt it made up for not sleeping in atent. After dinner
we played a little desultory rummy and when the girls
had gone to bed Greenhalge and Maisie had a long and
very serious conversation about adolescence, education,
and psychology. It all began when Greenhalge said that
one of the 'difficult' girls at her school had been sent to a
psycho-analyst. This set Maisie off on her hobby-horse.
No one, according to M ., ought to go to an analyst except
of their own free will, i.e. if they are so unhappy that
analysis is the only hope for them. Now your 'difficult’
girls, as Maisie quite rightly maintains, are probably no
more unhappy than anyone elsg; it is only that they get
in the way of the headmistress. The headmistress wants
everything to be right and tight in her own little hive
and doesn't care a hang for the girls' lives as individuals.
So off they go to the analyst who removes their difficulties
and from then on they are as clean and harmless about the
house as a neuter cat. (Maisie'scomparison, not mine.) All
very well for the house but what about the cat, says
Maisie. Maisie saysitisabad thingin Freud that he always
suggests that neurosis is something to be got rid of. On
the contrary, saysM ., all the progress in thisworldis due
to neurosis. If Sylvia Pankhurst had been analysed in her
'teens, we shouldn't have women's suffrage. L et us have
as much neurosis as we can stand. This reminded me of
an argument | had with Robin, which | now repeated to
Maisie. M. says | must tell Robin | refuse to have children
if heisgoingto Truby Kingthem. | must only have them
on condition that they are to be exposed to germs, allowed
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to retain their neuroses and never on any account given
purges. From purges we got on to religion and we all
agreed that poor old Freud is sadly off the rails in The
Future of an Illuson. All that stuff about the pure and
scintillating mind of the child being blunted and crippled
by its early religious instruction. Not that | am any advo-
cate for religious instruction, which is one of the reasons
| like Iceland. Iceland is one of the few places where you
don't feel it in the air when it's Sunday. | dare say though
that the introduction of Christianity did indirectly pro-
mote the amelioration of social conditions (just to show
you | canwrite like adon too) for the life of the sages was
not quite what we call civilised. Talking of civilisation it
is comfortable in this bed and | very much hope to-
morrow night Greenhalge doesn't force us to camp out at
Laugarvatn. She was saying sadly to-night that the expedi-
tion had really been very easy. No really gruelling tests of
the girls' endurance. Judging by the girls' behaviour at
Kaldidalur | should say thiswas just aswell. How do you
find your endurance in the Dolomites? Good-night, dar-
ling. To-morrow isour last trek.

AUGUST 25TH

We had our last ride this morning and our first bath this
evening. The baths at Laugarvatn are heated from the hot
springs, with great good sense they do not use the actual
water of the springs (sulphur again!) but with much
ingenuity run some ordinary water through the springs
in pipes. This morning we saw the 250 Frenchmen—the
ones who were coming to breakfast. Many of them were
Germans but even so there were a ot more French than
one expects to se anywhere out of France. They were
mostly middle-aged but included a few miserable girls in
their 'teens whom Greenhalge was able to compare un-
favourably with our ones. They had all motored out the
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50 kilometres or so from Reykjavik and had the time of
their livestaking cine-photosof four or fiveunhappy little
native children togged up in pseudo-national dress and
standing in awkward dumbcrambo attitudes against a
blank wall. The invasion, needless to say, aso included a
few middle-aged Englishwomen, the sort with ankles
lapping down over their shoes and a puglike expression of
factitious enthusiasm combined with the determination to
be in at the death, whoever or whatever is dying. Maisie
had a field-day with her Zeiss. And so to Laugarvatn. |
had the little brown pony which | had the first day, and,
strange to say, | now found it extremely comfortable.
Greenhalge fell off twice to-day but the really bad fea-
ture of the day was that the guides produced another
cave (they ought to be psycho-analysed). We entered
it by a small burrow and it took us three-quarters of
an hour to reach the other end of it. It was just as clammy,
rugged, incoherent, dangerous, and dark as the one near
Kalmanstunga and once again we had only one candle.
There is nothing to be said for this type of cave. We
saw more caves later however; we went out of our way
to see them in fact, branching up a grassy slope to the
left. These ones were rounded openings in a very soft
cinder-coloured stone which | maintain to be a kind of
volcanic sandstone. Maisie says that a volcanic sandstone
isacontradiction in terms; it is a sad reflection on female
education that none of us knows any geology. One thing
we do know however is that you can't find fossils in
Iceland. A pity; a fossil or two would make the place
more homey. Well, till a few years ago these sandstone
or whatever-they-are caves were lived in by acouplewith
a cow. The rock is very easy to cut and you could see
where they had cut slots for the door-bars, aso where the
cow had spent long nights munching away the wall. The
rock outside, which is of a very odd formation—quite
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Barbara Hepworth—is covered with carved names, names
of people and ships and the registration numbers of cars.
Someone has aso carefully cut out the word siLLy and
cut asquare round it. The road from here to Laugarvatn
was mainly downhill and Maisie and Anne rode ahead in
aspirit of competition; Maisie likes to show she is not as
old asshewas. Varioussigns of civilisation began to appear
such as stray agricultural implements. My little pony
began to shy; | suppose it thought they were monsters. |
was not at all surprised when we reached Laugarvatn to
hear that Maisie had been thrown by her horse a hundred
yards from home. While galloping up the straight it sud-
denly turned at right angles to itself, leaving Maisiein the
air, from which in due time she descended but, being
Maisie, did not break anything or appear appreciably
altered except for a little mud on the face. The hotel at
Laugarvatn is a school in the winter and an hotel in the
summer. Itisavery pleasant place but we are not sleeping
init. The others have put up their own tents and Maisie
and | have hired one of the large tents which the hotel lets
out in the summer to surplus visitors. Thisis much more
what a tent ought to be. There is a camp-bed on either
side of it plus mattresses plus bolsters, and there isroom to
move about in the middle. There are of course spiders.
It is sad to think that they never have anything but grass
and hay to eat. Oh sorry—I must have left out a sentence.
| meant to say that we had said good-bye to our horses.
Not the spiders, you see. Not but what the spiders must
have rather a thin time because there are very few fliesin
this country. Perhaps they are Bernard Shaw spiders. We
stood ourselves a dinner in the hotel instead of making a
last inroad on the smoked mutton (by now rather sordid)
and our dried fishwho is so tattered he looks like a scare-
crow; he was a fine animal once. Dinner began with
asparagus soup—aren't we getting civilised—but | wasvery
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sorry we had no skyr. Skyr is very good; it is a near
relation of cream cheese and a distant relation of yaghourt.
There were about fifty old women aso having dinner—a
kind of mother's union for they were wearing their
national costume which with its gold medallions in front
and long loops of hair behind makes a lady, from my
own point of view, look rather too much like a horse. We
treated ourselves to some citron and Maisie had an attack
of General Knowledge. She told us—what we all knew
already—that the population of Iceland is 110,000 of
which 30,000 live in Reykjavik. Mary wanted to know
how they knew this. | am getting just a teeny bit tired of
communing with the budding mind of youth. The con-
versation of the young has no doubt a certain artless charm
which pleases for the length of a tea-party but when
prolonged all the way round the Langjokull it suffers from
the two minor flaws of being (a) invariably platitudinous
and (b) infinitely repetitive. They are all getting terribly
excited about their train-connections at Hull; to-morrow,
you see, they are sailing for home. | think they are banking
too much on their boat running to schedule. No doubt as
far a place goes it will be reasonably accurate and land
them in Hull and not in Fishguard but | should allow a
good 36 hours' margin for time. They are only little boats
after all. | can hear the young now; they are lying in their
tents next door, writing up their diaries. Two of them are
talking about Miss Robinson. Anneis going to stay behind
tomorrow. She and Maisie and | have an invitation to stay
in the lunatic asylum. | shall send this letter with Miss
Greenhalge on the Godafoss. Good-night, liebchen.

AUGUST 27TH

'"And so the game is ended that should not have begun.'
We are now on the Godofoss seeing off our party. You
will notice that the boat is leaving a day late; it probably
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stopped round the coast to pick up some fish-heads (Ice-
landic boats have the courage of their caprices). | am
writing this with a blunt pencil leaning against the taff-
rail (?). Yesterday morning we bussed back from Laugar-
vatn to Reykjavik and heard the sad news about the boat.
Greenhalge and the girls spent the night in the students
hostel, Maisie and Anne and | accepted our invitation to
the asylum, where Maisie fell through her bed; it was a
camp-bed and no doubt took against Maisie for being a
pacifist. The Lunatic Asylum is charmingly situated at
Kleppur and is quite fittingly the place where Marshal
Balbo landed on his flight across the Atlantic. The Reyk-
javik-Kleppur bus is designed like a cathedral; there are
a few seats scattered here and there down the side-aisles
and a vast empty space down the middle for people to
stand in. The road to Kleppur suffers from ribbon devel-
opment and nothing, my dear, can look worse than a
corrugated iron suburb if it is not kept tidy. The lunatics
here are not much in evidence though they can be heard
faintly cooing in the distance. They have a very fine bath-
room. Our host, the doctor in charge, is a charming old
man and so are all his family. He has whitish-grey hair,
gold-rimmed spectacles, fiery blue eyes, a bad leg, and a
black velvet smoking-jacket. M. thinks he looks rather
like W. B. Yeats. That perhaps is because he also is said
to be clairvoyant. Spiritualism, you know, has a great
vogue in Iceland though they only have their seances in
the winter—like the hunting season in England. There is
afamous mystic called Dr. Hel gi Pjeturrswho haswritten
a book about life on the other planets. Icelanders, he says,
are the most spiritual people in the world, but, spiritual or
not, we all go to the planets when we die and there we all
have a very good time. Dr. Sveinsson however (our
asylum doctor) did not talk to us much about spiritualism
but indulged his other passion, which is Latin. He has a
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habit of breaking into Latin in conversation which is a
little embarrassing for Maisie and me whose classics are
distinctly what you might call rusty. Asfor that poor girl
Anne, she merely goes red in the face and says, 'I'm
awfully sorry, I'm afraid I'm jolly bad at it." It is very
impressive however the way Dr. S. will suddenly turn
to you over his coffee and remark with terrific gusto,
‘Juppiter iratus buccas inflat' or '‘Multae sunt viae ingeni
humani.' His pronunciation, | may remark, islcelandic. He
showed us his English-Latin grammar, a mid-nineteenth
century book by one Roby, which he says is a poem to
him. When Dr. S. was a young man he used to act as a
guide and take visitors round the country on ponies. He
had some very good stories about an old English eccentric
he was guide to every summer—a hot-tempered gentleman
who used to hit people with hunting-whips but he was so
short-sighted he always hit the wrong ones. Mrs. S. was
very charming and hospitable and we had bilberries and
cream and coffee before going to bed. Then came Maisie's
episode with the bed. This morning we came in to Reyk-
javik and spent the whole morning drinking coffee in the
Tea-Rooms, which is their actual name, and eating cream-
cakes. We hear that last night two men in Reykjavik got
drunk, one betted the other he would swim 100 metres in
the harbour, jumped in, swam 50 and was drowned. . . .
| must finish this off as the boat has begun to groan. (I
don't blame it.) The girls are being seen off by a school-
mate who dropped on them out of the blue in Reykjavik
and apparently isstaying with friends here—a boring little
girl who poses as rather fast and has begun using lipstick,
needless to say very badly. Well, darling, goodbye—I
don't suppose you will ever read all this stuff—give my
love to Cicely. | hope to see you anon in Cambridge or
Gordon Square, all my love till then,

[L. M.] HETTY
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CHAPTER XIII

LETTER TO LORD BYRON

PART 1V

A ship again; this time the Dettifoss.
Grierson can buy it; all the sea| mean,
AllthisAtlanticthat we've now to cross
Heading for England's pleasant pastures green.
Pro tern I've done with the Icelandic scene;
| watch the hills receding in the distance,
| hear the thudding of an engine's pistons.

| hope I''m better, wiser for the trip:
I've had the benefit of northern breezes,
The open road and good companionship,
I've seen some very pretty little pieces;
And though the luck was almost all MacNiece's,
I've spent some jolly evenings playing rummy -
No one can talk at Bridge, unlessit'sDummy.

I've learnt to ride, at least to ride a pony,
Taken alot of healthy exercise,

On barren mountains and in valleys stony,
I've tasted a hot spring (ataste was wise),
A nd foods a man remembers till he dies.

A1l things considered, | consider Iceland,

Apart from Reykjavik, avery nice land.
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The part can stand as symbol for the whole:
So ruminating in these last few weeks,
| see the map of all my youth unroll,
The mental mountains and the psychic creeks,
The towns of which the master never speaks,
The various parishes and what they voted for,
The colonies, their size, and what they're noted for.

A child may ask when our strange epoch passs,
During a history lesson, 'Please, sir, what's
Anintellectual of the middle dasss?
Is he a maker of ceramic pots
Or does he choose his king by drawing lots?
What follows now may set him on the rail,
A plain, perhaps a cautionary, tale.

My passport says |'m five feet and eleven,
Wi ith hazel eyes and fair (it'stow-like) hair,
That | wasborninYorkin 1907,
W ith no distinctive markings anywhere.
Which isn't quite correct. Conspicuous there
On my right cheek appears a large brown mole,
I think | don't dislike it on the whole.

My name occursin several of the sagas,
Iscommon over Iceland still. Down under
Where Das Volk order sausages and lagers
| ought to be the prize, the living wonder,
The really pure from any Rassenschander,
Infact | am the great big white barbarian,
The Nordic type, the too too truly Aryan.

In games which mark for beauty out of twenty,
I'm doing well if my friends give me eight
(When played historically you still score plenty);
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My head looks like an egg upon a plate;

My nose is not too bad, but isn't straight;
| have no proper eyebrows, and my eyes
Are far too close together to ook nice.

Beauty, we'retold, is but apainted show,
Butstill the public really likes that best;

Beauty of soul should be enough, | know,
The golden ingot in the plain deal chest.
But mine's arattlein aflannel vest;

| can't think what my It had on It's mind,

To give meflat feet and a big behind.

Apartfrom lyricsand poetic dramma,
Which Ervine seems more angered by than sad at,
While Sparrow fails to understand their grammar,
| have some harmless hobbies; I'm not bad at
Reading the slower movements, and may add that
Out of my hours of strumming most of them
Pass playing hymn tunes out of A. and M.

Read character from taste. Who seem to me
Thegreat? | know that oneaswell asyou.

'"Why, Daunty, Gouty, Shopkeeper, the three
Supreme Old Masters." Y ou must ask me who
Havewrittenjust asl'd haveliked to do.

| stop to listen and the names | hear

Arethose of Firbank, Potter, Carroll, Lear.

Then phantasies? My anima, poor thing,
Must take the dreams my Alter Ego sends her,
And hesamarvellousdiver, not aking.
But when I'm sickening for influenza,
| play concertos with my own cadenza;
And asthefever rises find it properer
To sing the love duet from a grand opera.
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My vices? I've no wish to go to prison.
| am no Grouper, | will never share
With any prig who thinks he'd like to listen.
At answering letters| am well aware
I'm very slack; | ought to take more care
Over my clothes; my promise always fails
To smoke much less, and not to bite my nails.

| hate pompositas and all authority;
Itsair of injured Tightness also sends

M e shuddering from the cultured smug minority.
'Perpetual revolution’, left-wing friends
Tell me, 'incounter-revolution ends.

Y our fatewill beto linger on outcast

A sdlfish pink old Liberal to thelast.'

'No, | amthat | am, and those that level
At my abuses reckon up their own.

| may be straight though they, themselves, are bevel.'
So Shakespeare said, but Shakespeare must have

known.

| daren't say that except when I'm alone,

Must hear in silencetill | turn my toes up,

'It'ssuch a pity Wystan never growsup.'

So | sit down thisfine September morning
To tell my story. I've another reason.
I'velately had aconfidential warning
That Isherwood is publishing next season
A book about usall. | call that treason.
| must be quick if 1'mto get my oar in
Before hisrevelations bring the law in.

My father's forbears were all Midland yeomen
Tillroyaltiesfromcoal minesdidthemgood;
| think they must have been phlegmatic slowmen.
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My mother's ancestors had Norman blood,
From Somerset |'ve always understood;
My grandfathers on either side agree
In being clergymen and C. of E.

Father and M other each was one of seven,
Though one died young and one was not all there;

Their fathers both went suddenly to Heaven
Whilethey werestill quitesmall and left them here
Towork onearthwithlittle cash to spare;

A nurse, arising medico, at Bart's

Both felt the pangs of Cupid's naughty darts.

My home then was professional and 'high'.
No gentler father ever lived, | 'l | lay

All Lombard Street against a shepherd's pie.
Weimitate our loves: well, neighbours say
| grow more like my mother every day.

| don't like businessmen. | know aProt

W ill neverreally kneel, but only squat.

I'n pleasures of the mind they both delighted;
Thelibrary in the study was enough

To make a better boy than me short-sighted;
Our old cook Adasurely knew her stuff;
My elder brothers did not treat me rough;

We lived at Solihull, avillage then;

Those at the gasworkswere my favourite men.

My earliest recollection to stay put
Isof awhite stone doorstep and a spot

Of pus where father lanced the terrier's foot;
Next, stuffing shag into the coffee pot
Whichnearly killed my mother, but did not;

Both psycho-analyst and Christian minister,

Will think these incidents extremely sinister.
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W ith northern mythsmy little brain was laden,
W ith deeds of Thor and L oki and such scenes;
My favourite tale was Andersen's Ice Maiden;
But better far than any kings or queens
| liked to see and know about machines;
And frommy sixth until my sixteenth year
| thought myself amining engineer.

Themine | always pictured was for lead,
Though copper mines might, faute de mieux, be
sound.
To-day | likeaweight upon my bed,
| always travel by the Underground;
For concentration | have always found
A small room best, the curtains drawn, the light on;
Then | can work from ninetill tea-time, right on.

| must admit that | was most precocious
(Precocious children rarely grow up good).

My aunts and uncles thought me quite atrocious
For using words more adult than | should;
My first remark at school did all it could

To shake a matron's monumental poise;

'l like to see the various types of boys.'

The Great War had begun: but masters' scrutiny
Andfistsof big boyswere the war to us;
It was as harmlessasthe IndianMutiny,
A beating from the Head was dangerous.
But once when half the form put down Bellus.
We were accused of that most deadly sin,
Wanting the Kaiser and the Hunsto win.

Theway inwhichwe really were affected
Was having such avaried lot to teach us.
The best were fighting, as the King expected,
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The remnant either elderly grey creatures,
Or characters with most peculiar features.
Many were raggable, afew were waxy,
One had to leave abruptly in ataxi.

Surnames | must not write—O Reginald,
Y ou at least taught us that which fadeth not,
Our earliest visions of the great wideworld;
The beer and biscuits that your favourites got,
Y our talesrevealing you afirst-class shot,
Y our riding breeks, your drama called The Waves,
A few of us will carry to our graves.

'Half alunatic, half aknave'. No doubt
A holy terror to the staff at tea;
A good headmaster must have soon found out
Y our moral character was all at seg;
| question if you'd got a pass degree:
But little children blessyour kind that knocks
Away the edifying stumbling blocks.

How can | thank you? For it only shows
(Let meride just this once my hobby-horse),
There're things a good headmaster never knows.
There must be sober schoolmasters, of course,
But what a prep school really puts across
Isknowledge of theworldwe'll soonbelostin:
To-day it'smore like Dickens than Jane Austen.

| hate the moderntrick, to tell the truth,
Of straightening out the kinksin the young mind,
Our passion for the tender plant of youth,
Our hatred for all weeds of any kind.
Slogans are bad: the best that | can find
Isthis: 'Let each child have that'sin our care
As much neurosis as the child can bear.’
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In thisrespect, at least, my bad old Adamis
Pigheadedly against the general trend;

A nd has no use for all these new academies
Where readers of the better weeklies send
Thechildthey probably did notintend,

To paint alampshade, marry, or keep pigeons,

Or make astudy of theworldreligions.

Goddess of bossy underlings, Normality!

W hat murders are committed in thy name!
Totalitarianisthy stateReality,

Reeking of antiseptics and the shame

Of faces that all look and feel the same.
Thy Museisoneunknownto classic histories,
Thetoppingfigureof the hockey mistress.

Fromthy dread Empire not a soul's exempted:
M ore than the nursemaids pushing prams in parks,
By thee the intellectual s are tempted,
O, to commit the treason of the clerks,
Bewitched by theeto literary sharks.
But | must leave theeto thy office stool,
| must get on now to my public school.

M en had stopped throwing stones at one another,
Butter and Father had come back again;
Gonewere the holidayswe spent with Mother
In furnished rooms on mountain, moor, and fen;
A nd gone those summer Sunday evenings, when
Alongtheseaf rontsfled acuriousnoise,
'Eternal Father', sung by three young boys.

Nation spoke Peace, or said shedid, with nation;
The sexes tried their best to look the same;
Moralslostvalueduringtheinflation,
Thegreat Victorianskindly took the blame:
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Visions of Dada to the Post-War came,
Sitting in cafes, nostrils stuffed with bread,
Above the recent and the straight-laced dead.

I've said my say on public schools elsewhere:
Romantic friendship, prefects, bullying,

| shall not deal with, c'est une autre affaire.
Those who expect them, will get no such thing,
It isthe strictly relevant | sing.

W hy should they grumble? They've the Greek

Anthology,
And all the spicier bits of Anthropology.

We all grow up the same way, more or less;
Lifeisnot known to give away her presents,
She only swops. The unself-consciousness
That children share with animals and peasants
Sinks in the 'sturm und drang' of Adolescence.
Like other boys | lost my taste for sweets,
Discovered sunsets, passion, God, and Keats.

| shall recall asingleincident
No more. | spoke of mining engineering

As the career on which my mind was bent,
But for some time my fancies had been veering;
Mirages of the future kept appearing;

Crazes had come and gone in short, sharp gales,

For motor-bikes, photography, and whales.

But indecision broke off with a clean-cut end
One afternoon in March at half-past three

Whenwalkinginaploughedfieldwith afriend;
Kickingalittle stone, heturned to me
Andsad, 'Tell me, doyouwrite poetry?

| never had, and said so, but | knew

That very moment what | wished to do.
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Without a bridge passage this leads me straight
Into the theme marked 'Oxford' on my score
From pagestwenty-five to twenty-eight.
Aesthetic trills1'd never heard before
Rose from the strings, shrill poses from the cor;
The woodwind chattered like a pre-war Russian,
"Art' boomed the brass, and 'Life' thumped the percussion.

A raw provincial, my good taste was tardy,
And Edward Thomas | as yet preferred;
| wasstill listening to Thomas Hardy
Puttingdivinity aboutabird;
But Eliot spoke the still unspoken word;
For gasworks and dried tubers | forsook
The clock at Granchester, the English rook.

Al youth'sintolerant certainty was mine as
| faced life in a double-breasted suit;
| bought and praised but did not read Aquinas,
At the Criterion's verdict | was mute,
Though Arnold's | was ready to refute;
And through the quads dogmatic words rang clear,
'Good poetry is classic and austere.'

So much for Art. Of course Life had its passions too;
The student'sfleshlike hisimagination

Makes facts fit theories and has fashions too.
We were the tail, a sort of poor relation
To that debauched, eccentric generation

That grew up with their fathers at the War,

A nd made new glosses on the noun Amor.

Three years passed quickly whilethe Isiswent
Down to the sea for better or for worse;
Then to Berlin, not Carthage, | was sent
With money from my parentsin my purse,
And ceased to see theworld in terms of verse.
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| met achap called Layard and he fed
N ew doctrines into my receptive head.

Part came from Lane, and part from D. H. Lawrence;
Gide, though I didn'tknow it then, gave part.
They taught me to express my deep abhorrence
If | caught anyone preferring Art
ToLifeand Love and being Pure-in-Heart.
I livedwith crooksbut seldom was mol ested;
The Pure-in-Heart can never be arrested.

He's gay; no bludgeonings of chance can spoil it,
The Pure-in-Heart loves all men on apar,
And has no trouble with his private toilet;
The Pure-in-Heart is never ill; catarrh
Would betheyellow streak, the brush of tar;
Determined to be loving and forgiving,
| came back hometo try and earn my living.

Theonly thing you never turned your hand to
W as teaching English in aboarding school.
To-day it's a profession that seems grand to
Those whose alternative's an office stool;
For budding authors it's become therule.
To many an unknown genius postmen bring
Typed notices from Rabbitarse and String.

TheHead'sM .A ., abishopisapatron,
Theassistant staff ishighly qualified;
Health isthe care of an experienced matron,
The arts are taught by ladies from outside;
Thefood is wholesome and the grounds are wide;
Their aimistraining character and poise,
W ith special coaching for the backward boys.

| found the pay good and had time to spend it,
Though others may not have the good luck | did:
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For You I'd hesitatetorecommend it;
Several havetold methat they can't abide it.
Still, if one tendsto get a bit one-sided,
It'spleasant asit'seasy to secure
Theheroworship of theimmature.

More,it'sajob, and jobsto-day arerare:

All theidealsin theworld won't feed us
Although they give our crimesa certain air.

So barons of the presswho know their readers

Employ towritetheir more appalling leaders,
Instead of Satan's horned and hideous minions,
Clever young men of liberal opinions.

Which bringsme up to nineteen-thirty-five;
Six months of film wor k isanother story
| can't tell now. But, herel am, alive
Knowing the true source of that sense of glory
That still surroundsthe England of theTory,
Come only to the rather tame conclusion
That no man by himself has life's solution.

| know—thefact isreally not unnerving—

That what isdoneisdone, that no past dies,
That what we see depends on who's observing,

And what we think on our activities.

That envy warpsthevirgin asshe dries
But Tost coitum, homo tristis' means
Thelover must go carefully with the greens.

T heboat has brought me to the landing-stage,
Up the long estuary of mud and sedges,
Thelinel travel has the English gauge;
T he engine's shadow vaults the little hedges;
And summer's done. | sign the usual pledges
To be a better poet, better man;
"Il really doit thistimeif | can.
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I'm home again, and goodness knows to what,
Toread the papersand to earn my bread;

I'm hometo Europewherel may beshot;
"I'mhomeagain',asWilliam M orrissaid,
"And nobody | really carefor'sdead.’

I've got around of visitsnow to pay,

So | must finish thisanother day.

END OF PART 1V
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CHAPTERXIV

LETTER TO
KRISTIAN ANDREIRSSON, ESQ.

M y Dear Kristian Andreirsson,

In Reykjavik | made you a promise that | would send
you my impressions of your country, and now | am back
at home | must do my best to fulfil it, a small return
indeed for all your unwearied hospitality to us, and for
your wife's delicious pancakes. Though | question wheth-
er the reactions of the tourist are of much value; without
employment in the country he visits, his knowledge of its
economic and social relations is confined to the study of
official statistics and the gossip of tea-tables; ignorant of
the language his judgment of character and culture is
limited to the superficial; and the length of his visit, in
my case only three months, precludes him from any real
intimacy with his material. At the best he only observes
what the inhabitants know already; at the worst he is
guilty of glib generalisations based on inadequate and
often incorrect data. Moreover, whatever his position in
his own country, the social status of atourist in a foreign
land is always that of a rentier—as far as his hosts are con-
cerned he is a person of independent means—and he will
$e them with arentier's eye: the price of a meal or the
civility of a porter will strike him more forcibily than a
rise in the number of cancer cases or the corruption of
the judicial machine. Finally the remoteness of Iceland,
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coupled with its literary and political history, make it a
country which, if visited at all, isvisited by peoplewith
strong, and usually romantic, preconceptions. Few Eng-
lish people take an interest in Iceland, but in those few the
interest is passionate. My father, for example, is such a
one, and some of the most vivid recollections of my child-
hood are hearing him read to me Icelandic folk-tales and
sgas, and | know more about Northern mythology than
Greek. Archbishop van Kroil, who visited Iceland in
1772, makes an observation which all tourists would do
well to remember—

"Y ou must not', he says, 'in this place apply to me the
story which Helvetiustells of aclergyman and afinelady
who together observed the spots in the moon, which the
former took for church steeples and the latter for a pair
of happy lovers. | know that we frequently imagine to
have really found what we most think of, or most wish
for." He might have further added, that when we fail to
find it we often rush to the opposite extreme of disap-
pointment.

| do not intend to expatiate upon the natural beauties
of your island: to you they need no advertisement and for
the tourist there are many guide books; the Great Geysir
will draw its crowds without any help from me. Besides,
there is an English poem with the sentiments of which |
entirely sympathise.

Biography

Is better than Geography,
Geography's about maps,
Biography's about chaps.

Asl| amgoing to befrank about what | disliked, | must say
at once that | enjoyed my visit enormously; that, except
on one minor occasion, | met with unvarying kindness and
hospitality; and that as far as the people themselves are
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concerned, | can think of none among whom | should
prefer to be exiled.

PHYSIQUE AND CLOTHES

| find the physical standard of the Icelanders, both in
health and looks, high compared with most European
countries, but not as high perhaps as the Norwegians. On
the whole the men seem better looking than the women.
It is all the more pity, therefore, that the average taste in
clothes should be so poor. | know that Englishwomen are
the worst dressed in the world, but that is no excuse for
Iceland. | have seldom seen worse clothes, for both sexes,
than | saw in the shops in Reykjavik; flashier and more
discordant in colour. Thisis, | know partly a question of
money, but not entirely. The Icelandic women could be
twice as well dressed for the same expenditure.

CHARACTER

Thisisasilly thing towrite about. | can't believe that the
character of one nation is much different from that of
another, or does not have the same variations. In any case
the tourist sees nothing important. Like others before me
| admired nearly all the farmers | met enormously; | saw
none of that boorishness and yokel stupidity that one sees
in the country in England. On the other hand | felt that
many of the people in the towns were demoralised by
livinginthem. Thisisnatural. Townstake alot of getting
used to, and one must be much richer, if one is to live
decently in them, than one need be in the country. The
two obvious faults | noticed were unpunctuality, which
is trivial, and drunkenness, which is silly but not to be
wondered at when it is ailmost impossible to get a decent
drinkinthecountry. Thebeerisfilthy,wineisprohibitive
inprice, and thereisnothingleft but whisky, whichisnot
agooddrink.
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A Norwegianfishmerchant told me that he did not like
doing business with Icelanders, but personally | found
them more honest than most people | have met. | am told
that politicsarevery corrupt—natural perhapsin acountry
where everyone knows everyone else personally—but |
have no means of verifying or contradicting this.

As regards their emotional life, 1 found the Icelander,
certainly as compared with the Englishman, very direct,
normal, and free from complexes, but whether that is a
good or abad thing, | cannot decide.

MANNERS

The Icelander seems to me to have beautiful natural man-
ners, but rather imperfect artificial ones. By artificial ones,
| mean those which do not depend on an instinctive feeling
for other people, but have to be learnt for a complicated
social life. Mackenzie, writing in 1810, said: 'The unre-
strained evacuation of saliva seems to be a fashion all over
Iceland.' It ssemsto be so still.

WEALTH AND CLASS DISTINCTIONS

It is an observation frequently made by bourgeois visitors
that in Iceland there are no rich and no poor. At first
sight this seems to be true. There are no mansions like
those in Mayfair, and no hovels like those in the East End.
Wages and the general standard of living are high in com-
parison with other countries; and there is less apparent
class distinction than in any other capitalist country. But
when one remembers that Iceland has an area larger than
Ireland, a population smaller than Brighton, and some of
the richest fishing grounds in the world, one is not con-
vinced that the wages could not be higher and the differ-
ences less. | saw plenty of people whose standard of living
| should not like to have to share, and a few whose wealth
made them arrogant, ostentatious, and vulgar. In England
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there are certain traditional ways of living and spending
for rich people which at least give them a certain grace.
In Iceland there are none.

EDUCATION AND CULTURE

The home of some of thefinest prose in the world, with
a widespread knowledge of verse and its technique, and
100 % literacy, Iceland has every reason to be proud of
herself, and if | make certain criticisms, it is not because
| do not appreciate their achievements, but because from
acountry which has done so much one expects still more.
In education my general impression was that the general
standard was high; and | think the custom of students
working on farms in the summer should provide the best
possible balance of academic and manual education—
indeed under these unusual circumstances | should like to
e the academic education more classicll—Greek and
manual labour seem to me the best kind of education. But
the higher grades, the sixth form and University teaching
do not seem to me so good. | know thisis almost entirely
a question of money. The only suggestion | can make is
that there should be a special school for bright children,
picked from all over the island by a scholarship exam-
ination.

As regards general culture, it is high, but not as high
as some accounts would lead one to believe. While in the
country | heard akitchen-maid give an excellent criticism
of a medieval saga, in the towns on the other hand, par-
ticularly Reykjavik, there were obviously many people
who had lost their specifically Icelandic culture, and had
gained no other. In general, while literature seems fairly
widely appreciated, there is amost no architecture, no
drama, and little knowledge of painting or music.

I know that thisisinevitable. | know that the day of a
self-contained national culture is over, that Iceland is far
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from Europe, that the first influences of Europe are
alwaysthe worst ones, and that the development of atruly
European culture is slow and expensive. But | am con-
vinced that the cultural future of Iceland depends on the
extent to which she can absorb the best of the European
traditions, and make them her own.

The only suggestions | can make have probably been
thought of before, but | give them for what they may be
worth.

Owingto currency problems, itisdifficult for Iceland-
ers to buy books. Apart from the local town libraries,
therefore, there should be one first-class lending library
of the best European books, particularly contemporary,
serving the whol e of the island.

Obviously Iceland cannot afford to buy pictures, but
to-day reproductions are so good that they could with
great profit be placed in galleries and schools. Music is
more difficult. The Broadcasting Station does much with
gramophone records, but could | think do more. | don't
like the Scandinavian passion for male choirs, which cuts
one of f from the vast bulk of choral music.

Lastly, asmall country like Iceland should be an ideal
place for areally live drama—as in Ireland. This depends
solely on writers—of whom there are plenty—and a few
enthusiastic amateurs in a small room. To start by build-
ing an enormous state theatre which you can't afford to
finish, isstarting at thewrong end.

GENERAL
Most of the books about Iceland which | have read speak
as if it were a nation of farmers. In point of fact, the
majority live in towns, and pretty grim atown like Sigluf-
jorduristoo. To me thisis the most important fact about
Iceland. The present timeis acritical one. | see what was
once a society and a culture of independent peasant pro-
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prietors, becoming, inevitably, urbanised and in danger of
becoming—not so inevitably—proletarianised for the bene-
fit of a few, who on account of their small number and
geographical isolation, can never build up a capitalist
culture of their own.

A town and a town life which are worth having are
expensive, and in a small and not conspicuously wealthy
country like lceland | am inclined to believe that they can
only be realised by anyone, let aone the meses in a
socialist community.

Well, then, here are my impressions. | have tried to
express them as simply and directly as | could, and can
only hope that you will be less conscious of their super-
ficiality than | am.

When next you come to England | shal have my
revenge by making you do the same for me.

Wi ith kindest regards to your wife and yourself,

Yours sincerely,
W.H.A.
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CHAPTER XV

LETTER TO
WILLIAM COLDSTREAM, ESQ.

Now the three ride from Hraensnef to Reykholt where
they stayed two nights. Thence they went to Reykjavik
and took ship to Isafjordur. Joachim was the vice-consul,
aman well spoken of. He found them a motor-boat to take
them to Melgraseyri in Isafjordardjup. The name of the
farmer was Olafur. He had six foster children. Louis fell
sick and remained in his bed but Auden and Michael rode
to Ormuli where they were very hospitably entertained.
After three days they all returned to Isaf jordur and dwelt
at the Salvation Army Hostel there. They did not go out
of doors much but spent the day drinking brandy and
playing cards. People said they had not behaved very well.
Now it is the end of summer and they sail oversea to
England. In the summer Louis and Auden published a
book.

This, Bill, is a little donnish experiment in objective
narrative.

'‘But Landscape,’ cries the Literary Supplement,

"Y ou must have Landscape':
And the historian of the Human Consciousness,
"You can't put the clock back. Not since Montaigne';
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And the reviewer taking the Russians out of a hamper;
'It's simply not Tolstoi':

And the professional novelist in a flash;
'Too easy. No dialogue.'

And the common reader yawning;
'l want more lovelife.'

But Landscape's so dull
if you haven't Lawrence's wonderful wooziness.
My private reflections are only what you'd expect from an
artist and a gentleman.
The poet's eyeisnot one from which nothingis hid
Nor the straightforward diary of anice English schoolboy
really much use.
And love life—I'm sorry, dear reader—is something
| always soft pedal.

But Horrebow came here and wrote a chapter on snakes
The chapter has only one sentence.
Hooker came here and made a list of the plants
Henderson came here with Bibles
And looked at the Geysir and thought
'TheLord could stop that if he wanted'
Lord Dufferin got tight with the Governor and spoke in
dog-latin
And Morris opened his letters from England
And wondered at people's calmness.
They can get them all from a public library
This letter's for you.

A reminder of Soho Square and that winter in horrible
London

When we sat in the back passage pretending to work

Whil e the camera boys told dirty stories

And George capped them all with his one of the major in
India
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Whowenttoaball with dysentery
told itin action
Till we sneaked out for coffee and discussed our colleagues
A ndwere suspected, quiterightly, of being disloyal.
Especially you, whose tongue is the most malicious
I know.

But after we'd torn them to pieces, we turned our atten-
tion to Art
Upstairsin the Corner House, inthe hall with the phallic
pillars
And beforethe band had finished apot pourri from
Wagner
W e'd scrapped Significant Form, and voted for Subject,
Hencereally thisletter.
|'m bringing aproblem.
Call it as Henry James might have done in a preface
The Presentation of the Given Subject
Theproblem of every writer of travels;
For Life and his publisher hand him histheme on aplate:
"Y ou went to such and such placeswith so-and-so
And such and such things occurred.
Now do what you can.’
But | can't.

The substantial facts are as | have stated above

No bandits, no comic passport officials

No hairbreadth escgpes, the only test of endurance

A sixteen mile scramble in gumboots to look at dead
whales

Nomonumentsand only alittleliterary history

Gisli the Soursop was killed on the other side of the
mountains

No views? O dozens of course. But | sympathise with the
sailors
'Instead of a girl or two in a taxi
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We were compelled to look at the Black Sea, and the
Black Sea
Isn't all it's cracked up to be!
Anartistyousaid, if | remember you rightly,
An artist you said, in thewaiting room at Euston
Looking towards that dictator's dream of a staircase
An artist you said, isboth perceiver and teller, the spy and
the gossip
Something between the slavey in Daumier's caricature
The one called Nadadada
Andthewifeof aminor canon.

Verywell then, let'sstart wi th perceiving

L et me pretend that I'm the impersonal eye of the camera
Sent out by God to shoot on location
Andwe'll look at the rushes together.

Face of an Icelandic Professor
Likeachild's self expressionin plasticine
A child from the bottom form.
Then alot out of focus.
N ow apanround atypical sitting-room
Bowl of postcards on table—Harmonium with Brahm's
Sapphic Ode
Pi-picture—Ilittle girl crosses broken ravine bridge pro-
tected by angel.
Cut to saddling ponies—close up of farmer's hands at a
girth strap
Dissolve to long shot of Reykholt school
Corbusier goes all Northern.

Close up of Gynaecologist Angler offering me brandy
In the next war he said

There'd be one anaesthetist to at least four tables.
Mid-shot of fox farm
Black foxesin coops—white tips to their tails

223



LETTER TO WILLI AM COLDSTREAM, ESQ

Therest N. G. I'm afraid.

Now there is awhaling station during the lunch hour
The saw is for cutting up jaw-bones

The whole place was slippery with filth—with guts and
decaying flesh-

like an artist's paette—

We were tired as you see and in shocking tempers.

Patreksfjordur by moonlight, shot as the boat |eft.

Night effects, though I say it, pretty O.K.

Our favourite occupation—the North Pole Cafe

I've got some shots later of hands of rummy-
Louis's scandalous luck caused alot of ill feeling.

Now going up Isafjordardjup—the motorboat cost 40
kronur.

The hills are a curious shape—like vaulting-horses in a
gymnasium

The light was rotten.

What on earth is all this? O yes, a dog fight at one of the
farms

Too confused to show much.

O and thisis Louis drawing the Joker as usual.

And here's a shot for the Chief—epic, the Drifters tradition

The end of a visit, the motor-boat's out of the screen on
the left .

It was blowing a hurricane.

Harbour at Isafjordur—Ilate summer evening

'Tatty', Basil would call it | think, but | rather likeit.

Well. That'sthelot.
ASyou s no crisis, no continuity.
Only heroic cutting could save it
Perhaps MacNaughten might do it
Or Legge.
But I've cut a few stills out, in case they'd amuse you.

So much for perceiving. Now telling. That's easy.
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Louisread GeorgeEliot in bed

And Michael and | climbed the cliff behind Hraensnef

And / was so frightened, my dear

And we all rowed on the lake and giggled because the
boat leaked

And the farmer was angry when we whipped his horses

And Louishad a dream—unrepeatable but he repeated it—

And the lady at table had diabetes, poor thing

And Louis dreamt of a bedroom with four glasswalls

And | was upset because they told me | didn't look
innocent

(I liked it really of course)

And the whaling station wouldn't offer us any coffee

And Michael didn't speak for three hours after that

And the first motor-boat we hired turned back because of
the weather

'A hot spot' he said but we and the vice consul didn't
believehim

And that cost an extraten kronur.

And it was after ten when we really got there and could
discover a landing

And we walked up to the farm in the dark

Over a new mown meadow, the dogs running in and out
of the lamplight

And | wokein the night to hear Louisvomiting

Something like a ship siren

And | played 'O Issand Osiris on the harmonium next
day

And we read the short stories of Somerset Maugham
aloud to each other

And the best one was called His Excellency.

And | said to Michael 'All power corrupts and hewas
very angry about it.

And he ate thirty-two cakes in an afternoon

And the soup they gave us the lagt day tasted of hair oil
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Andwe had towrap the salt fish in an envelope not to hurt
their feelings

And we stayed at the Salvation Army—notices: no cards
allowed,

So we played in our bedroom

And we drank Spanish brandy out of our tooth mugs,
tryingtolikeit

And feeling like schoolboys, hiding our sins from the
maid.

And thefilmthat night wasin English, and the lovers
were very vehement

But the loud speaker was badly adjusted and they
squawked like hens

And Louisstood on the quay muttering Greek in his beard

Like acharacter out of the Cantos—

are xoi g E3Ehw nal EsADopon fipara ndvre

olnade v EADéuevar xai Weodor véorpov fuao.

But that wasn't the only thing he said

Back at Hraensnef after a heavy silence

He suddenly spoke. 'God made the mice," he said

'And the mice made the Scheiss

And again he said 'The dark lady of the Bonnets'

AndMichael said'Y oulikenothing

But smoking, drinkingcoffee,andwriting'

And he wrote on my postcard to Christopher 'We have
our moods.'

That's all except the orchestral background
Thenewsfrom Europeinterwovenwith our behaving
The pleasant voice of the wireless announcer, like a con-
sultant surgeon

"Y our cae is hopeless. | give you six months.'
And the statements of famous economists,
Like cook cominginand saying triumphantly

'Rover's taken the joint, ma'am.'
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That's all the externals, and they're not my pigeon
While the purely subjective feelings,

The heart-felt exultations and the short despairs
Require a musician. Bach, say, or Schubert.

But here is my poem, nevertheless, the fruit of that fort-

night

And one too of Louis's, for comparative reading.
The novelist has one way of stating experience,
The film director another

These are our versions—each man to his medium.

'O who can ever gaze his fill,
Farmer and fisherman say,
'On native shore and local hill,
Grudge aching limb or callus on the hand?
Fathers, grandfathers stood upon this land,
And here the pilgrims from our loins shall stand.'
So farmer and fisherman say
In their fortunate heyday:
But Death's soft answer drifts across
Empty catch or harvest loss
Or an unlucky May.

The earth is an oyster with nothing inside it
Not to be born is the best for ?nan
The end of toil is a bailiffs order
Throw down the mattock and dance while you
can.

'O life's too short for friends who share,
Travellers think in their hearts,
'The city's common bed, the air,
The mountain bivouac and the bathing beach,
Where incidents draw every day from each
Memorable gesture and witty speech.’
So travellersthink in their hearts,
Till malice or circumstance parts
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Themfromtheir constant humour:
And shyly Death's coercive rumour
Inthesilence starts.

A friend is the old old tale of Narcissus
Not to be born is the best for man

An active partner in something disgraceful
Change your partner, dance "while you can.

'O stretch your hands across the sea,’
T heimpassioned lover cries,
'Stretch them towardsyour harm and me.
Our grassisgreen, and sensual our brief bed,
Thestream singsat itsfoot, and at its head
Themild and vegetarian beastsare fed.’
So the impassioned lover cries,
Till hisstorm of pleasure dies:
Fromthebedpost and therocks
Death's enticing echo mocks,
And hisvoicereplies.

The greater the love, the more false to its object
Not to be born is the best for man

After the kiss comes the impulse to throttle
Break the embraces, dance while you can.

'l see the guilty world forgiven,

Dreamer and drunkard sing,
'Theladderslet down out of heaven;
The laurel springing from the martyrs' blood;
Thechildren skipping wher e the weeper s stood;
T heloversnatural, and the beastsall good,’

Sodreamer anddrunkardsing

Till day their sobriety bring:

Parrotwise with death'sreply
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From whelping fear and nesting lie,
Woodsandtheir echoesring.

The desires of the heart are as crooked as corkscrews
Not to be born is the best for man
The second best is a formal order
The dancers pattern, dance while you can.
Dance, dance, for the figure is easy
The tune is catching and will not stop
Dance till the stars come doivn with the rafters
Dance, dance, dance till you drop.
W.H.A.

Iceland

No shields now
Cross the knoll,
The hills are dull
W ithleadenshale,
Whose arms could squeeze
The breath from time
And the climbislong
From cairn to cairn.

Houses are few
But decorous
In aruined land
Of sphagnum moss;
Corrugated iron
Farmsinherit
The spirit and phrase
Of ancient sagas

Men have forgotten
Anger and ambush,

To make ends meet
Their only business:
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Thelover riding
In the lonely dale
Hearsthe plover's
Single pipe

And feels perhaps
But undefined
The drift of death
I n the sombrewind
Deflating the trim
Balloon of lust
Inagrey storm
Of dust and grit.

So we who have come
As trippers North
Have minds no match

For thisland'sgirth;
Theglacier'slicking

Tongues deride
Our pride of life,

Our flashy songs.

But the people themselves
Wholive here
Ignorethebrooding
Fear, the sphinx;
Andtheradio
W ith tags of tune
Defiestheir pillared
Basalt crags.

Whose ancestors
Thought that at last
The end would come
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To a blast of horns
Andgodswould face

Theworstin fight,
Vanish in the night

The last, the first

Night which began
WIlthout device
In ice and rocks,
No shade or shape;
Grass and blood,
The strife of life,
Were an interlude
W hich soon must pass

And all go back
Relapse to rock
Under the shawl
Of the ice-caps,
The cape which night
W il spread to cover
The world when the living
Flags are furled.
L.M.
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CHAPTER X VI

LETTER TO LORD BYRON

PART V

/ \utumn ishere. 1 he beech leaves strew the lawn;
The power stations take up heavier loads;

The massive lorries shake from dusk till dawn
The houses on the residential roads;
The shops are full of coming winter modes.
Dances have started at the Baths next door
Stray scraps of M S strew my bedroom floor.

| read that there's aboomlet onin Birmingham,
But what | hear is not so reassuring;

Rumoursof War, theB.B.C. confirming 'em,
The prospects for the future aren't alluring;
No one believes Prosperity enduring,

N ot even Wykehamists, whose golden mean

MaintainstheA | | Souls' Parish Magazine.

The crack between employees and employers
Is obvious already as the nose on
John Gielgud's face; the keels of new destroyers
Get laid down somehow though all credit'sfrozen;
The Pope's turned protestant at last and chosen,
Thinking it safer in the temporal circs,
The Italian faith against the Russian works.
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England, my England—you have been my tutrix—
The Mater, on occasions, of the free,
Or,ifyou'drather, DuraVirumNutrix,
Whatever happens | am born of Thee;
And Englishmen, all foreigners agree,
Taking them by and large, and as a nation,
Al | suffer from an Oedipus fixation.

Withall thy faults, of coursewelovetheestill;
W e'd better for we have to livewith you,
From Rhondda Valley or from Bredon Hill,
From Rotherhithe, or Regent Street, or Kew
We look you up and down and whistle 'Phew!
Mother looks odd to-day dressed up in peers,
Slums, aspidistras, shooting-sticks, and queers.'

Cheer up! There're severa singing birds that sing.
There's six feet six of Spender for a start;
Eliot hasreally stretched his eagleswing,
And Yeats has helped himself to Parnell's heart;
This book has samples of MacNeice's art;
There's Wyndham Lewis fuming out of sight,
That lonely old volcano of the Right.

I'm marking time because | cannot guess
The proper place to which to send this letter,
c/o Saint Peter or The Infernal Press?
['l1try the Press. World-cultureisits debtor;
It has a list that Faber's couldn't better.
For Heaven gets all the lookers for her pains,
But Hell, | think, gets nearly all the brains.

The congregation up there in the former
Are those whose early upbringing was right,
W ho never suffered from a childish trauma;
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As babies they were Truby King's delight;

They're happy, lovely, but not overbright.
For no one thinks unless a complex makes him,
Or till financial ruin overtakes him.

Complex or Poverty; in short The Trap.

Some set to work to understand the spring;
Others sham dead, pretend to take a nap;

It is amotor-boat," the madmen sing;

The artist's action is the queerest thing:
Hessamsto likeit, couldn't dowithout it,
Andonlywantstotell usall aboutit.

While Romeisburning or he's out of sorts
'Causons, causons, mon bon," he's apt to say,

W hat does it matter while | have these thoughts?
Or so I've heard, but Freud's not quite O.K.
No artist works atwenty-four hour day.

In bed, adeep or dead, it's hard to tell

The highbrow from I'homme moyen sensuel.

'Es neiget die weisen zu schonem sich.'
Y our lordship's brow that never wore a hat
Should thank your lordship's foot that did the trick.
Y our mother in atemper cried, 'Lame Brat!'
Posterity should thank her much for that.
Had she been sweet she surely would have taken
Juan away and saved your moral bacon.

The match of Hell and Heaven was a nice
Idea of Blake's, but won't take place, das.

Y ou can choose either, but you can't choose twice;
Y ou can't, at least in thisworld, change your class,
Neither is alpha plus though both will pass,

And don't imagine you can write like Dante,

Divelike your nephew, crochet like your auntie.



LETTER TO LORD BYRON

The Great Utopia, free of all complexes,

TheWithered State is, at the moment, such
A dream as that of being both the sexes.

I like Wolf's Goethe-lieder very much,

But doubt if Ganymede's appeal will touch-
That marvellous cry with its ascending phrases-
Capitalism in its later phases.

Are Poets saved? Welll, let's suppose they are,
And take apeep. | don't s&e any books.
Shakespeare is lounging grandly at the bar,
Milton is dozing, judging by his looks,
Shelley isplaying poker withtwo crooks,
Blake's adding pince-nez to an ad. for players,
Chaucer is buried in the latest Sayers.

Lord Alfred rags with Arthur on the floor,
Housman, all scholarship forgot at last,
Sips up the stolen waters through a straw-,

Browning's complaining that Keats bowlstoo fast,

And you have been composing as they passed

A clerihew on Wordsworth and histie,
A rather dirty limerick on Pye.

| hope this reaches you in your abode,
This letter that's already far too long,

Just like the Prelude or the Great North Road;
But here | end my conversational song.

| hope you don't think mail from strangerswrong.

Astoitslength, I tell myselfyou'll needit,
You'veall eternityinwhichtoreadit.

END OF PART V
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CHAPTER XVII

AUDEN AND MACNEICE:
THEIR EAST WILE AND TESTAMENT

W e, Wvstan Hugh Auden and Louis MacNeice,

Brought up to speak and write the English tongue

Being led in the eighteenth year of the Western
Peace

To the duck-shaped mountainous island with the
Danish King,

At Melgraseyri in Isaf jordardjup

Under the eaves of a glacier, considering

The autumns, personal and public, which already
creep
Through city-crowded Europe, and those in want

W ho soon must look up at the winter sky and
weep.

Do set down this, our will and testament:

Believing man responsible for what he does,

Sole author of his terror and his content.

The duty his to learn, to make his choice;
On each the guilt of failure, and in each the power
To shape, create and move, love and rejoice.

Poor prospects now have any who would insure
Against the blight of crops—blood in the furrows—
Andwhoknowswhich of our legacieswill endure?
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First to our ancestorswho liein barrows
Or under nameess cairns on heathery hills
Or where the seal-swim crashes the island-narrows

Or in Jacobean tomb, whose scrolls and skulls
Carry off death with an elegant inscription,
The Latin phrasing which beguiles and dulls

Thebitter regrets at the loved body's corruption

Or those who merely sharethe prayer that is
muttered

For many sunk together in war's eruption,

To all, clay-bound or chalk-bound, stiff or
scattered,

We leave the values of their periods,

The thingswhich seemed to them the things that
mattered,

Pridein family and in substantial goods,
Comfort, ambition, honour and elegance,
The jealous eye upon wives and private woods,

Thehand alert for vengeance, the br ow which
once

Contracted was unforgiving, proud of extremes

Not bearing easily the deserter or the dunce.

And tomy own in particular whose rooms

W er e whitewashed, small, soothed with the smoke
of peat,

L ooking out on the Atlantic's gleams and glooms,

Of whom some lie among brambles high remote

Above the yellow falls of Ballysodare

Whose hands were hard with handling cart and
boat
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| leave the credit for that which may endure
W ithinmyself of peasant vitality and
Of the peasant's sense of humour and | am sure

That those forefathers clamped in the boggy
ground

Should have my thanks for any Ariadne's thread

Of instinct followingwhich | too havefound

My way through the forking paths of briars and
mud,

My thanks | leave them therefore double and next

| leave my father half my pride of blood

And adso my admiration who has fixed
His pulpit out of the reach of party slogans
A nd all the sordid challenges and the mixed

Motives of those who bring their drums and
dragons

To silence moderation and free speech

Bawling from armoured cars and carnival wagons;

And to my stepmother | leave her rich
Placid delightin detailed livingwho adds
Hour to hour asif it werestitch to stitch

Calm in the circle of her household gods,
Item, to my sister Elizabeth what she lacks—
The courage to gamble on the doubtful odds

Andintheend aretreat among Irish lakes
And farmyard smells and the prism of thelrish air;
Item, to Dan my son whenever he wakes

To the consciousness of what his limits are
| leave the ingenuity to transmute
Hislimitsintoroadsand travel far;
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LastlytoMarylivinginaremote
Country | leave whatever she would remember
Of hers and mine before she took that boat,

Such memories not being necessarily lumber
And may no chance, unless she wills, delete them
And may her hours be gold and without number.

| leave my parentsfirst, seeing that without them
There's no fame or affection | could win at all
Whatever fame my poems may collect about them.

The Royal College of Physiciansin Pall Mall

And achair in Preventive Medicine, | leave my
father,

And the Bewcastle Cross| bequeath to him aswell.

The Church of Saint Aidan at Smallheath to my
mother

Where she may pray for this poor world and me,

And apaying farm to Bernard, my eldest brother.

Item, to John, my second, my library
Andmay my lifetime'sluck fall on hishead
That he may walk on Everest before he die.

Next Edward Upward and Christopher | sherwood
| here appoint my joint executors
To judge my work if it be bad or good.

My manuscripts and letters, all to be theirs
Al copyrightsand royaltiestherefrom
| leave them as their property in equal shares.

. Weleaveto Stanley Baldwin, our beloved P.M.,

Thefdsefront of Lincoln Cathedral, and a school
Of Empire poets. Asfor his Cabinet, to them
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We leave their National character and strength of
will.

To Winston Churchill Ballinrobe's dry harbour

And Randolph, un bel pezzo, in a codicil.

To Sir Maurice Hankey for his secretarial labour
TheVicar of Bray'sdiscretion; and to Lord Lloyd
We leave a flag-day and a cavalry sabre.

To Vickersthe Gran Chaco (for agents must be
paid),

The Balkan Conscience and the deepless night we
think

The inevitable dissases of their dangerous trade.

The gtones of Kaldidalur to Hambro's Bank

And the soapworks in the County of Cheshire we
gladly grant

To Ramsay MacDonald who's so lucid and frank.

To the Church of England Austen Leigh, The
Quantum Theory, Stanford in B flat and the
Chief Scout's horn

A curate's bicycle, and a portable second hand
font.

A Year's subscription to the Gospel Magazine

With which isincorporated the Protestant
Deacon,

And a Gentle Shepherd hat but not too clean

We leave the Nonconformists, as a Christmas
token,

And all the lives by Franco gently stopped

We leave to Rome, and for the doctrines she has
spoken
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The cock that crew before St. Peter wept.
And to each tribal chief or priestly quack
Weleavethetreachery of hissect or sept.

Item, to the Bishop of London a hockey-stick
AndanOldMarlburianblazer; itemtoFrank,
The Groupers Pope, we leave his personal pick

Of a hundred converts from Debrett—we think
Most of them, hewill find, have quite a song
Of things to confess from limericks to drink;

Item, we leave to that old diehard Inge

A little Christian joy; item, to Sir

Robert Baden-Powell a piece of string;
Item, to the Primate, pillar of savoir faire,
An exotic entourage; item, to Pat
McCormick a constant audience on the air.

Item, to those who spend their lives in the wet
Lost sx counties of the Emerald Isle
We leave our goloshes and a shrimping net;

Item, to L ord Craigavon that old bull
With a horse's face we leave an Orange drum
For after-dinner airs, when he feds full;

Item, to De Valerawe leave the dim
Celtic twilight of the higher economics
And a new surname among the seraphim;

Item, to all those Irish whose dynamics
Lead them in circles we leave a cloistered life,
A fellowship say in botany or ceramics.

Item, talking of fellowships, we leave
To that great institution of dreaming spires
With all itslost reputations up its seeve
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A kinder clime for academic careers

Than Thamesand Cowley afford, say Medicine
Hat

Wher e petrol fumeswill spare the uneasy ears

Of undergraduates gr owing among the wheat;

And we leave the proctors some power ful opera
glasses

And half a dozen bulldogs with Lovelock's feet;

Item, to Convocation a bust of M oses,
A lambskin copy of Excer pta de Statutis
And all the howlers of our Latin proses,

Item, to the Oxford O.T.C. our puttees
Andtothe Oxford Appointments Board some gay
Jobsin Bulawayo or Calaguttis;

Item, to Sir Farquhar Buzzard a raspberry;
Item, tothe College of All Souls the game
Of pleonasmus and tautology;

Item, to the Fellows of King's beside the Cam
A bunch of panses and white violets;
And to all deans and tutorsmoney for jam;

Item, to Wittgenstein who writes such hits
As the Tractatus L ogico-Philosophicus
We leave all readers who can spare the wits;

Item,tol. A. Richardswho like a mouse
Nibbles linguistics with the cerebral tooth
We leave a quiet evening in a boarding-house

W her e hemay study the facts of birth and death
Intheir inexplicable oddity
And put ashillingin theslot for brainsand breath.
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And Julian Huxley we leave an ant, a bee,
An axolotl and Aldous; item, to Bert-
rand Russdl we leave belief in God (D.V.).

Item, we leave a bottle of invalid port
ToLady Astor; item, the Parthenon
OntheCalton Hill to Basl de Sdlincourt.

Item, we leave the phases of the moon
ToMr. Yeatsto rock his bardic deep;
And toDr. Cyril Norwood a new spittoon;

And Tubby Clayton can have some ginger pop;

And General O'Duffy can takethe Harp That
Once

Started and somehow was never able to stop.

We leave a mens sana qui mal y pense

To the Public Schools of England, plus lan Hay

T hat the sons of gentsmay have L a PlusBonne
Chance.

To Marlborough College | leave a lavatory
W ith chromium gadgets and the Parthenon frieze;
And Holt three broken promises from me.

. Item, totheB.B.C. asa surprise

The Great Geysir; the Surrealigts shall have
J. A. Smith asan Objet Trouvein disguise

To the Royal Academy we leave the 7 and 5
And to the Geological Museum in Jermyn Street
All metaphysicians and logicians still alive.

Item, the mperial War Museum shall get
Professor Lindemann; and South K. a drove-
Inthe ScienceBlock the Jeansand Eddington s;
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AndtotheNatural History Wingwegive

The reviewers on the Observer, the whole damn
bunch,

A nd Beachcomber and the beasts that will not live.

The Dock, in all respect, we leave the Bench
And Shell Mex House we leaveto H. G. Wells
To accommodate his spawn of Uebermensch.

Item, to those expert with clubs and balls
And double bores and huntin' and fishin' tackles
Some kippered tigers for their study walls;

To the Fogerty School some tropes of the
Reverend Tickell's,

And the statue of Peter Pan we leave by haves—

TheuppertoA. A. Milne, thelower to Beverley
Nichols.

Item, to Lady Oxford we leave some curves
And afirst edition of Dodo; and to that great man
J. L. Garvinthecivilisation he deserves.

[tem, we leave our old friend Rupert Doone
Something dynamic and his own theatre
And asetting of his Unconscious on the bassoon:

Item, to Daan Hubrecht a Martello tower,

ToHughM'Diarmidagallonof Red Biddy,

And the bones of Shakespeare to Sir Archie
Flower.

[tem, inwinter when the ways are muddy
We leave our gumboots tried on Iceland rocks
To the M'Gillicuddy of M'Gillicuddy,

To keep hisfeet dry climbing in the Reeks:
Item, we leave a portable camping oven
To Norman Douglas, last of the Ancient Greeks;
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AndtoJohnFothergill aCorner House in Heaven.
[tem, we leave a tube of Pond's Cold Cream
To the debutantes of 1937.

Item, to Maurice Bowrawe |leave a dome
Of many-coloured glass, item, to Father
Knox acrossword puzzle or a palindrome.

Item, to Compton Mackenzie a sprig of heather,
T o James Douglas a knife that will not cut,
Andto Roy Campbell a sleeping-suit of leather.

Item, we leave the mentality of the pit
To James Agate and to Ivor Brown,
AndtoEdith Sitwell we leave her Obit.

Item, weleave alittlesimplefun
To all bellettrists and the staff of Punch;
Andafaith periodto Naomi Mitchison.

And to Sir Oswald (please forgive the stench

W hich taints our parchment from that purulent
name)

We leave a rather unpleasant word in French.

Item, we leave to that poor soul A. M .
LudovicitheVenusof Willendorf
(a taste we neither condone nor yet condemn.)

[tem, to the King's Proctor and his staff
We leave a skeleton key and Die Untergang
Des Abendlandes—z book to make them laugh.

Item, avestry-meeting to DouglasByng,
The marriage of universalsto Geoffrey Mure,
And Sir JamesBarrieto Sir Truby King.

And to that Society whose premier law
Is the Preservation of Ancient Monuments
We leave Sir Bindon Blood and Bernard Shaw.
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Item, to Dr. Stopeswe leave an ounce
Of cocoa-butter and some transcendental love
And may shemix them in theright amounts.

And to the most mischievous woman now alive
Weleavealorry-load of moral mud
And may her Stone Age voodoo never thrive.

AndtoEvelynUnderhill adiviner'srod;
TheAlbert Memorial to Osbert Lancaster;
And Messrs. Nervo and Knox totheEistedd. odd.

AndtoLadidasPeri weleaveagrand career

As sculptor in concrede, God knows what, or
brick;

And Bryan Guinness shall have some Burton beer.

Item, an antidotefor camer a shock
Andalow-brow curiosity in objectsto all
Painters and sculptorsin metal, wood, or rock.

To modern architects who can design so well
Kitchensand bathrooms, a gentlereminder that
Material pangsarenot theonly painsof Hell.

To all the technique that composers now have got

We add afeeling for the nature of the human voice

And thelove of atunewhich sometimes they have
not.

Toour fellow writers, tothewholeliterary race
Thelnterest itself in all its circumstances
T hat each may see hisvision face to face.

To our two distinguished colleagues in confidence,

To Stephen Spender and Cecil Day L ewis, we
assign

Our minor talentsto assg in the defence
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Of the European Tradition and to carry on

TheHuman heritage. [W.] And the Sade School
| choose

For William Coldstream to leave hismark upon.

To the Group Theatre that has performed our
plays

We leave the proceeds of the Entertainment Tax

Topay for ss, and actorson week-days.

TothePost Office Film Unit, afilmon Sex
And to Grierson, its director, something really big
To I, | offer with my thanks and my respects.

For my friend Benjamin Britten, composer, | beg

That fortune send him soon a passonate affair.

To Barbara Hepworth, sculptress, we leave L ong
Meg

And her nine daughters. A pureform, very pure,

We leave Clive Bell, and to Ben Nicolson a post

At Murphy's where he'll soon make good, we're
aure.

M ay thecriticl .M. Parsonsfeel at last
A creative impulse, and may the Dictator ship
Of the Holy Spirit suppress the dassc past

Of Herbert Read. To Peter Fleming a cap
For exploration. Wefind him very jolly
But think mock modesty does not improve a chap.

We leave the Martyr's Stake at Abergwilly

To Wyndham Lewis with a box of soldiers
(blonde)

Regretting one so bright should be so silly.
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We hope one honest conviction may at last be
found

For Alexander Korda and the Balcon Boys

And the Stavisky Scandal in picture and sound

We leave to Alfred Hitchcock with sincerest
praise

Of Sabotage. To Berthold Viertel just the script

For which he's waited all his passionate days.

We wish the cottage at Piccadilly Circus kept
For a certain novelist, to write thereon
The spiritual cries at which he's so adept.

To Lord Berners, wit, to keep his memory green
The follies of fifty counties upon one condition
That he write the history of the King and Queen.

L. And I to all my friends would leave aration
Of bread and wit against the days which slant
Upon us black with nihilistic passion.

Item | leave my old friend Anthony Blunt

A copy of Marx and £ 1000 a year

And the picture of Love Locked Out by Holman
Hunt.

Item to Archie Burton | leave my car

Which took the count at a crossroads in King's
Heath

And bringing me twice in jeopardy at the bar

All but left me aconvict or awraith;
Item | leave alarge viridian pot
Of preserved ginger to my dear Ann Faith

Shepard who shall aso have my Bokhara mat

And Graham Shepard shall have my two cider
mugs,

My thirty rose-trees and, if he likes, my hat.
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[tem | leave my copies of Our Dogs

To Mrs. Norton who lives at Selly Hill:

Andto Victor Rothschild the spermatozoa of
frogs.

[tem my golf clubsto Ernest Ludwig Stahl
Which after alittle treatment with emery paper
Should serve him well around the veldt and kraal;

And Vera Stahl his sister | leave an upper
Seat at Twickenham for the Irish match
To be followed by avery recherche supper.

AndMrs. Dodds| leave achampion bitch
And achampion dog and alitter of champion pups
Alltobebornand weaned without ahitch:

And Professor Dodds | leave the wind which
whips

The Dublin Mountains and the Knockmealdowns

And may he forgive my academic dlips.

Item to Betsy my borzoi a dish of bones

And 7/6 for her licence for next year

And may her name be scratched on the Abbey
stones:

[temtoLittleton Powysmore and more
| leave my admiration and all the choice
Flowers and birds that grace our English shore.

ltemtoWilfredBluntapretty piece
Of the best rococo and a crimson shirt
Appliqued all over with fleurs-de-lys:

[temtoJ. R. HiltonaWork of Art
A nd adream of the infinitesimal calculus
Bolstered on apples in an apple-cart.
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[temtoMr.and Mrs. McCance amouse
That will keep their catsin one perpetual smile:
[tem to Moore Crosthwaite a concrete house

Built by Gropius: item to George Morell
Perpetual luck at the dogs. item to Tom
Robinson a blue check homer that flies like hell

And makes hisfortune: item a quiet room
To Denis Binyon to practise his Hellenistic
Greek in readiness for the Day of Doom:

. Item to dear John Waterhouse a gymnastic

Exercise before breakfast every day
(A better curefor thefigurethan wearing elastic)

And agrand piano under a flowering tree
To sate his versatile and virile taste
From theHammerklavier tothelsle of Capri.

Item to Gordon Herrickx atitan'swrist
Strong to the evening from commercial stone
And may his glyptic fantasy persist:

Item, to Robert M edley some cellophane
And a pack of jokers; item, a box of talc
To Geoffrey Tandy in case he shaves again.

Itemto Humphrey Thackrah a flowered silk
Dressing-gown and a bottle of Numero Cing:
Item to Isiah Berlin a saucer of milk:

Item to LeilaSargent Florenceadrink
After hours and a salad of chicory:
tem to my cousin Oonagh a coat of mink:

Item tothe BrothersMelvillethe artist's eye
And may their beliefs not hamper them for ever:
Itemto Guy Morgan and also Guy
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Burgess and Ben Bonas and Hector Maclver
And Robert Dunnett and Nor man Cameron
| leave a keg of whiskey, the sweet deceiver:

[tem| leavetomy old friend Adrian
Green Armitage who now isa stockbroker,
A jolly life asan English gentleman:

Item to Helen Cooke | leave an acre
Of Cornish moore to run her spanielsin
On perfect termswith thelocal butcher and baker:

Item | leave a sun which will always shine

To Elspeth Duxbury and a ginger cat

Which will always be washed and groomed by
half-past nine:

Item tolvan Rowe agallon pot
Of Stephens blue-black ink: item to Walter
Allen| leave the tale of atiny tot

OntheMidland Regional and from the welter
Of hand-to-mouth journalism and graft
| hope his brains afford him sufficient shelter:

I[temto Edith Marcusel leave a deft
Hand at designing and an adequate j ob,
Andto Coral Brown camédliason her right and left.

ItemtoMrs. Hancock akoalacub:
Itemto Cicely Russell and R. D. Smith
Thejoint ownership of a Shropshire pub:

Item to Bernard and Nor a Spencer a path
To alife of colour, ample and debonair:
Item to old John BowieaTurkish bath:

Item to Diana Sanger an open fire
A wirefox terrier and a magnoliatree;
Andto Ruthven Todd the works of Burnsentire.
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[tem to Curigwen Lewis the Broadway sky
Blazing her name in lights; item to Jack
Chase my best regards and acase of rye:

Item to C. B. Canning a private joke:
Item a clerihew to Christopher Holme
And may he not be always completely broke:

Item to David Gretton alovely time
Arranging broadcasts from the Parish Hall:
[tem to May Lawrence a gin and lime:

Item to Francis Curtis, once Capel,
| leave my wonder at his Oxford Past
Which to my knowledge was without parallel:

I[tem to John Betjeman (the most
Remarkable man of his time in any position)
We leave aleander tie and Pugin's ghost

A nd abox of crackers and St. Pancras Station

And the Church of Ireland Gazette and our
confidence

That he will be master of every situation.

A Chinese goose to Harold Acton we advance
[tem to my passport to Heinz Nedermeyer
And to John Andrews, to rub with after a dance,

Asmany L.M.S. towels as he may require.
Item to E. M. Forster a bright new notion
For anovel with a death roll, O dear, even higher.

And to St. John Ervine, ornament of the nation,
His Ulster accent and les neiges d'antan
And alittle, if possible, accurate information:

And some new games with time to J. W. Dunne,
To Andy Corry a six-foot belemnite,
And to Noel Coward a place in the setting sun;
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ToDylanThomasaleek onagold plate;
Item we leave to that great mind Charles Madge
Some curious happenings to correl ate;

Item to the New Statesman a constant grudge
Andaconstant smilesaying'Wetoldyouso',
A ndto John Sparrow a quarter of apound of

fudge.

Item, the falling birthrate we leave to Roy
Harrod and Maynard Keynes for pulling together:
ToBrianHoward awatch and the painted buoy

That dances at the harbour mouth (whichisrather
The poesie de departs but sooner or |ater
Weall likebeing trippers); itemto Father

D'Arcy, that dialectical disputer,
We leave St. Thomas Aquinas and his peeens—
To Neville Coghill, fellow of Exeter, my tutor,

| leave Das Lebendigste with which to form
alliance

Andto Professor Dawkinswho knowstheModern
Greeks

| leavethestringfigurecalled theFightingLions.

. Tothe barrister, Richard Best, to wear on walks

A speckled boater; to Geoffrey Grigson of New
Verse
A strop for his sharp tongue before he talks.

A terrible double entendre in metre or in prose
ToWilliamEmpson; andweleavehisown
Post M ortem to any doctor who thinks he knows
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Thelnmost Truth. And the New Peace he has
won

To Gerald Heard—and to the teacher Maurice
Feild

A brilliant pupil asreward for all hésdone.

To Geoffrey Hoyland, whose virtues are manifold
An equal love for every kind of nature,

. And to John Davenport a permanent job to hold.

For Peggy Garland someone real in every feature,
To Tom her husband, someone to help; and a call
To go a dangerous mission for a fellow creature

To Nancy Coldstream. | hope John Layard will
Find quick ones alwaysto put him on his feet
To Olive Mangeot a good lodger and, till

Therevolution cure her corns, a st
Of comfortable shoes to Sylvain, her younger son,
My suitsto wear when it isreally wet.

My Morris-Cowley to carry chickensin
To Peter Roger, with a very finelarge goat.
And aHealer'sPrizefor Robert Moody towin.

. Weleave with our best compliments the Isle of

Wight
To Robert Graves and Laura Riding, because
An Italianidand isnogood placetowrite.

We leave to the Inland Revenue Commissioners
The Channel Idands: for these charming men
W ill find there many an undeserving purse.

| leave the wheel at L axey, Isle of Man,

To Sean Day-L ewis, and the actual idand leave

To Mrs Yates of Brooklands, to rest there when
she can.
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The County of Surrey asit sandswe give
To Sapper; and all the roadhousesin Herts
ToHilaireBédloc that hemay drink and live.

To Quinton Hogg the wardenship of the Cinque
Ports,

And the holy double well of Saint Clether to all

W ho suffer guilty fedings and irrational thoughts.

To Sebagtian Sprott we offer Mortimer's Hole

To snub-nosed Gabriel Carritt the Beetle and
Wedge

And T.F.C. may keep theletter that he stole.

. ToMayfair, Crowland Abbey's river-lacking

bridge
As symbol of itslife. To Crossman, Councillor,
We leave High Office, and a wind-swept northern
ridge.

We leave to Cowper Powys Glastonbury Tor

The White Horses to the Horse Guards, and the
Vale of Evenlode

To all those shell-shocked in the last Great War.

For Pacifists to keep the brutal world outsde

We've Offa's Dyke, and the caves at Castleton for
parents

W ho dream of air-raids and want a place to hide.

Item, we leave to Professor Sargant Florence

Dartington Hall and all that istherein.

And Dartmoor Prison to Sir Herbert Pethick
L awrence.

ToRex Warner, birdman, | leave Wicken Fen

And Hillborough Dovecote. To Sydney Newman
give

The Coronation Organ to play now and then.
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Item our ears apt for thedightest sound,

We leave those Statesmen who happen to be
debarred

From hearing how thewhedsof Staterunround;

ToMajor Yogi-Brown our navdsweawar d

And our pudendaweleaveor rather fling

Our biographersand T he Thames Conservancy-
Board;

Lastly our hearts, whether they beright or wrong,
We leave neither to scientists nor doctors
But to those to whom they properly belong.

Our grit we beg to leave all sanitary inspectors,

Our faith, our hope, our charity weleave T he
League

To help it to do something in the futureto protect
us.

Our cheerfulness to each square-headed peg
That livesin around hole, and our charm at itsbest
To those who cannot dig and are ashamed to beg.

Our powers of parrot memory we offer to assg
Examinees. Our humour, all wethink isfunny,
ToDr. Leavisand aimog every psycho-analyst.

To theBishop of Bradford our discretion, if any;
And our carnivorous appetites we give away
To Professor Gilbert Murray. Item, our many

Faultsto all parentsthat their familiesmay see
No one expects them really to be good as gold.
After duethought, weleave our lust in Chancery,

Our obstinacy totheuntamed and wild.
| leaveto my ex-pupilswhether bright or dull
Especially to every homesick problem child
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All thegood times|'ve had sincel left school.
And hopethat Erika, my wife, may have her wish
To sethejust end of Hitler and hisunjust rule.

. Toall the dictatorswho look so bold and fresh

The midnight hours, the soft wind from the
sweeping wing

Of madness, and the intolerable tightening of the
mesh

Of history. We leave their marvellous native
tongue

To Englishmen, and for our intelligent idand pray

That to her virtuous beaties by all poets sung

She add at last an honest foreign policy.
For her oppressed, injured, insulted, and weak
Thelogic and the passon proper for victory.

We leave our age the quite considerable spark
Of private love and goodness which never leaves
An age, however awful, in the utter dark.

We leave the unconceived and unborn lives

A closer approximation to real happiness

Than has been reached by us, our neighbours or
their wives.

To those who by office or from inclination use
Authority, aknowledge of their own misdeed
And all the hate that coercion must produce.

For the lost who from self-hatred cannot hide,
Such temporary refuge or engines of escgoe
From pain as Chance and Mercy can provide
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And to the good who know how wide the gulf,
how deep

Between Ideal and Real, who being good have felt

Thefinal temptation to withdraw, sit down and
weep,

We pray the power to take upon themselves the
guilt

Of human action, though still as ready to confess

The imperfection of what can and must be built,

The wish and power to act, forgive, and bless.
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N ow the winter nights begin
Lonely comfortwallsmein;

So before the memory dlip

| review our Iceland trip-

Not for me romantic nor

Idyll onamythic shore

But afancy turn, you know,
Sandwiched in a graver show.

DowninEurope Sevillefell,
Nations germinating hell,

The Olympic games were run-
Spots upon the Aryan sun.

And the don in me s forth
How the landscape of the north
Had educed the saga style
Plodding forward mile by mile.

Andthedoninyou replied
That the North begins inside,
Our ascetic guts require
BreathersfromtheLatin fire.

So although no ghost was scotched
We were happy while we watched
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Ravens from their walls of shde
Cruise around therotting whale,

Watched the sulphur basns boil,
Loops of seam uncoil and coil,
Whilethe valley fades away

To asketch of Judgment Day.

So we rode and joked and smoked
W ithno miraclesevoked,

With no levitations won

In the thin unreal sun;

In that island never found
Visionsblossom from theground,
No conversions like St. Paul,

No great happenings at all.

Holidays should belike this,

Free from over-emphasis,

Time for soul to stretch and spit
Before the world comesback onit,

Before the chimneys row on row
Sneer in smoke, We told you so'
And the fog-bound srens call
Ruintothelong sea-wall.

Rows of books around me stand,
Fence me round on either hand;
Through that forest of dead words
| would hunttheliving birds-
Great black birds that fly aone
Slowly through aland of stone,
And the gullswho weave afree
Quilt of rhythm on the sa
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Herein Hampstead | st late

Nights which no one shares and wait
For the'phonetoringor for
Unknown angels at the door;

Better werethenorthern skies
Than this desert in disguise-
Rugs and cushions and the long
Mirror which repeatsthe song.

For thelitany of doubt

From these walls comes breathing out
Till theroom becomesapit
Hummingwith thefear of it

With the fear of loneliness

And uncommunicableness;

All the wires are cut, my friends
Live beyond the severed ends.

So | write these lines for you

W ho have felt the death-wish too,
But your lust for life prevails—
Drinking coffee, telling tales.

Our prerogatives asmen

Will be cancelled who knowswhen;
Still | drink your health before
Thegun-butt rapsupon the door.

L.M.
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Total Area: c. 39,760 sguare miles
Total Population: c. 115,000

National debt: 41,938,000 kronur
National income: 14,312,000 kronur
Principal creditor: Hambro's Bank

Habitable land
5880

square
miles

[ninkabitable land
30 220 sq. miles

1. Relation of habitable to uninhabitable land
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2. Kinds of habitableland
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3. Livestock
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4- Distribution of population by occupation
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