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Biography
Poet and author Ofeigur Sigurdsson was born in Reykjavik on November 2, 1975. He has pub-
lished six books of poetry and two novels. Ofeigur has tried his hand at a number of things:
working as a uniformed night-watchman at a hotel, pre-packing ham and bacon at a factory
farm, exercising his brawn as a dock worker, and exercising his brains as a student at the Phi-
losophy Department of the University of Iceland, from where he received his BA degree in 2007,
with a thesis on the taboo and transgression in the works of Georges Bataille. Ofeigur is at the
forefront of a poetic movement of dynamic young creative people, who have recently had a
hand in reshaping the form of Icelandic poetry. He has translated literature and written for radio
on writers including Louis-Ferdinand Céline and Michel Houellebecq.

Synopsis

In the terrible winter of 1755-1756, Jon Steingrimsson travels through Iceland, dwelling in a cave
in the south and writing letters to his pregnant wife in the north. He is under suspicion of having
murdered her former husband and has been expelled from his position at his monastery. The
south, however, is not a desirable place to be in: the glacial volcano Katla is erupting, shrouding
everything in a cloud of ash, destroying everything in its path, and Jon is at risk of being buried
alive in the cave. Despite this, he works hard to prepare for the arrival of his wife in the spring
so that they can start a new life there away from everything. But the scandal of the suspected
murder follows Jon all the way into the cave and tortures him there both day and night. Very
soon, the general sheriff pays him a visit...

Reverend Jon Steingrimsson is one of the most remarkable people in the history of Iceland, and
later became known as the ‘pastor of fire'. This unique novel portrays him as a young man in the
dark times of the first sparks of the Enlightenment.
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Hjartans gudsgjof og ekta kona

pad er adeins fyrir guds moldriku miskunnsemi sem vid
braedur erum komnir heilir i hellinn eftir ferdina sudur yfir
hélendid og hingad inn i myrkrid. Ad vid skyldum lifa af er
mildiogkraftaverk;afjollunumhrepptumviod eitt pad sterkasta
vedur. Elsku Pérunn, ég let snoggvast pessi nidurhripudu
ord min i hendur manns sem kom hér vid i Hellum, hann
segist etla nordur til Skagafjardar fyrr eda sidar. Madurinn
er storvaxinn og kledist ullarhempu einni gridarmikilli og
raudri, hann hefur smabarn 4 6xlunum, selur baekur en er
Olees sjalfur. Petta eru hans audkenni. Hann heitir Kristofer
og lofadi ad koma pessum blodum til pin. Rétti ég honum
einn rixdal fyrir 6makid. Sem sagt, fair pu petta smeelki, pa
er pad stadfesting 4 pvi ad vid lifdum manndrapshridina a
Kili; vid breedur erum komnir i Hella.

Landid er ein lifandi skepna. Likami. Og Pdérunn, hve sart
er ad hafa purft ad skilja vid pig og okkar gudsmyndarkrili
i kroppnum, megi okkar g6di Herra vera med ykkur og g0
lj6smddir pa barnid vill hingad koma { okkar snautlegu
jardvist. Vid verdum ad lata okkur duga sendibréf um sinn
og treysta a4 pa sem ferdast milli landshluta pott vedur séu
valynd, kold og tidin hérd nordanlands. Var Skuli fégeti ekki
ad nefna einhverja bogglabera / sendla / pdsta / pa sem fara
med bréf?... Ma ske ad enginn vilji vera pdéstur hér a landi
nema einstakir furdufuglar og flokkubjossar. Gaman veeri ef
pessu yrdi kippt 1 lidinn og mér skilst ad Skuli sé eitthvad ad
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vinna i pvi med greifunum i Kaupenhofn. Par njota pdstarnir
mikillar virdingar og fa einkennisbuning skaffadan fra
konungsins skraddara, med latinshnoppum og silkibordum
/ hardar hufur / hest og ludur! Pessar perséonur fa greiddan
godan skilding fyrir ferdalogin. Og svo eru pad Taxarnir {
Hamborg, peir peysast um allt Pyskaland!

Hér 4 Sudurlandi eys Katla eldi og eimyrju yfir Myrdalinn og
fellur sandur og aska ur lofti svo aldimmt er um midja daga.
Auk pess gengur 4 med ausandi vatnsvedrum og blotasnjo
og begar allt petta blandast saman pd er sem ur mekkinum
rigni pykkvu bleki. P4 hardnar krapaskdnin 4 jordinni
i frosti og vindpurrki svo sveitin er 6ll sem slegin i kopar.
Jafnfallinn sandur er eins og gerist mest a snjoavetrum og
storir blokkuskaflar gera landid ad grengljaandi eydimork.
Pa fykur askan og smygur um allar gattir og spillir matvelum.
Dyr pola mistrid illa og 61l augu svida. Med guds réttlaeti mun
6llu pessu slota og burt fjuka og nidur rigna og vid aftur fyrir
finnast { vorblidum hégum. ba set ég fifil i hatt minn og kyssi

big!
Annad bréf

Kristofer er einhversstadar a leidinni med bréfid til pin yfrum
halendid i1 Skagafjordinn. Petta trollvaxna gédmenni var
béndi i Litluey a Myrdalssandi en er nt uppflosnadur og burt
hrakinn. Pegar hann kom hér vid skrifadi ég upp frasogn
hans, pvi hann var pa 4 leid burt dr mekkinum.

Bondi er vid sysl hatt { hlidum eyju sinnar 4 sandinum ad
laga garda og huga ad fénu og er langt kominn med visu, hin
er dyr og etlar hann ad hun verdi fleyg, pa tekur jordin ad
hoppa og hardna og mykjast 4 vixl og gengur brekkan 61l {
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bylgjum, ohirtar slegjur snuast ad sjalfsdadum og purrkast,
pykir honum betta hentugt fyrirkomulag og finnst gud vera
a0 launa sér sitt erfidi i visnagerdinni, en 1 visunni lofar hann
Dréttinn Jesus Kristmus. P4 heyrir hann skelfilegar drunur
og sprengingar eins og hleypt sé af hundrad fallbyssum
samtimis, heldur hann fyrst ad Tyrkirnir séu komnir, sidan ad
démsdagur sé upprunninn en pa er pad Kotluskommin! hun
er byrjud ad spyja undan kjoélfaldi sinum reidinnar bysnum
af ledju og aurvatni og bryst upp ur kolli hennar eldmokkur
sem stigur til himins, breidir par Gr sér med prumum og
eldingum svo himinninn verdur svartur sem ein kolagryfja
og myrkvar sélina, pa hleypur fram 4 sandinn ofsafengid
160 og fer beggja megin Hafurseyjar, klyfur eyna i tvennt
med brauki og bramli, geigvaenlegu hringli og skringli svo
gervallur Myrdalssandur verdur eitt beljandi straumfljot
med veltandi jakabjorgum, pa heyrir hann brest mikinn likt
og heljarstor bladsida sé rifin i tvennt, pa drunur og einn
horku dynk, pad er einn havadi, {16010 bryst fram og sér hann
petta allt ur brekkunni & Litluey parna sydst & sandinum,
sér hann ad hlaupid stefnir til sin og drylir 6frynilega med
fyluhroda; Katla @tlar pa alla feiga, hugsar hann og hropar:
Er nu hefndar hugur i pér stelpuskomm! og steytir hnefann
mot joklinum, nu er ad duga eda drepast; i 6llu pessu gleymir
Kristéfer visunni sinni og reynir af alefli ad rifja hana upp
svo hann geti drepist gladur med hana & vorunum, en hun
sekkur i 6minnid; Mulakvisl sépar fyrst burt 6llum kirkjum
i sveitinni, svo skepnuhtsum, pa bajarhuisum, fer fornfreega
hofudbylid Dyrskégar med bylmingsdrunum i fl6did, par
voru 50 hurdir & flarudum jarnum og handverk mikid, og
svo allt hverfid nordan vid Litluey, par koma strax i stadinn
sterdar klakabyggingar, glerar ad sja, heil speglaborg og
kastast af peim svimandi kynjamyndir og er natturan oll
brenglud ordin; visan er farin, Kristofer bidur baenir sinar og
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a0ir ur einni i adra, pd skellur fl6dbylgjan a Litluey og skelfur
eyjan vid pad hogg / hakkar vatn hastarlega og grefur sig
gradgislega upp brekkurnar / teetandi allt 1 sundur sem fyrir
verdur / bondinn bidur banirnar a tvofoldum hrada / prjar i
einu / hlaupandi 4 stadnum / stokkvandi jafnfeetis / en vatnid
haekkar hradar og hradar; pa litur hann til husanna, sér vatnid
hlaupa par um, hrifsar pad burt atihusin { sama vetfangi, 150
kindur eru i haganum og 61l I16mbin, pad sveipast burt i einni
svipan, nautin sokkva 6skrandi 1 jokulflauminn og er petta
allt atakanleg syn, hlaupid gleypir hvad sem fyrir verdur og
ropar sidan ogurlega, verdur bondi af pessu hneyksladur, pa
byltast isjakarnir { umrétinu, i peim eru afost grjot og klettar,
og standa sumstadar aldagéomul tré, fiin og grjot frosin, a
berum greinum sitja krakur og krunka gamla utfararsalma,
nu @tlar hlaupid ad heimseekja badstofuna sem Kristofer taldi
orugga, pa er par inni allt hans félk og verdur honum hugsad
hratt til barnsins, pad sefur i voggunni, pad stulkubarn atti
kona hans daginn adur / i miklum landskjalfta / stokk pad
ut likt og tappi ar flosku / lenti & fétunum / en settist svo
og for ad grata / pad er sart ad koma i heiminn / konan elur
pad a brjostamjolk eins og Bjarni landphysicus segir ad eigi
ad gera, hefur hann komid i veg fyrir mikinn barnadauda a
[slandi og er Bjarni landphysicus sannur islenskur dyrlingur!
ba hleypur Kristoéfer nidur hlidina og adir inn i husid, fledir
vatnid pa par inn og sépar til 6llum husbunadi, er pad braml
mikid, pa tekur hann barnid og rydst til utgéngu med pad
4 moti straumnum, fledir aurinn yfir pau fedgin og fyllir
fljott stofurnar, er pad seig drulla og pung, verda allir adrir
par eftir inni, par & medal hans heittelskada storfagra og
storbrotna kona, hann kallar til hennar ur gongunum: ,,Vid
hittumst 4 himnum hnossid mitt ég ann pér af alefli og er gud
ad pvi vitni og allar visurnar i kistunni! “hun gefur honum

The European Union Prize for Literature 2011 5



Jon

gratandi fingurkoss og hverfur i flauminn, pa rydst Kristofer
med offorsi upp a husid og hefur barnid i fangi sinu, hann
sér ad husido mun skjott sokkva og ut fletjast, og pa hleypur
hann upp 4 eyna hvar hun liggur heest og horfir yfir sandinn
og allan Myrdalinn og blasir Katla vid og stendur a blistri
og gengur svartur strokur ur henni til himins: ,Fagurt er
i fjallasal, fagurt er i Myrdal! “ pad er visan! hun krafsar i
yfirbordid, vill lata bjarga sér, pad eru gudlaunin, Kristofer
tekur halfa gledi sina og kyssir barnid, sandurinn er allur sem
eitt 6lgandi haf og pa sekkur visan, hann getur ekki munad
hvad kemur neest, pa atlar Litlaey ad hverfa i vatnid / stendur
Kristéfer med barnid efst a klettinum / & stérutdnni / langri
kartnogl sem svignar / hleypur i hana sprunga / hyldjupin
blasa vid / pa stekkur hann 4 einn isjaka og fljéta pau @ honum
fram & haf at / tekur pad skammt af og eru pau undir eins
komin langt frd landi / reika pau um hafid og komast hvergi
/ fyrst sigla pau med morgum 6drum isjokum en svo ein /
verdur pd myrkt sem af nétt og duftad loftid, veit Kristofer
ekkert af timanum en eitthvad lidur hann, pa verdur barnio
svangt og gargar hatt sem einn sjofugl, hefur hann ekkert ad
drekka 4 jakanum, pa leetur béndinn barnid sleikja isinn, en
barnid vill ekki sleikja isinn, { honum er sandur og dpverri,
ekki pydir ad bjoda ungabérnum hvad sem er og eru nu god
rdd dyr, pa rifur hann af sér geirvértuna og gefur barninu
a0 drekka, hyrnar pa heldur yfir pvi, lifir pad 4 blédinu
nastu daegur, en ekki sja pau neitt til lands, er enn myrkt
yfir og kalt, hafrét og ein 6rventing, sker Kristofer pa af sér
hina geirvortuna og gefur barninu enn ad drekka og heldur
pvi pannig a lifi, sjalfur sleikir hann isinn, pau rekur um
hafid marga daga og netur par til jakinn kemur ad landi i
Medallandi, pa fer Kristéfer fétgangandi med barnid 4 6xlinni
i Kirkjubeejarklaustur og feer barnid mjolk ur brjoésti einu sem
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par er pa statt, bondi feer plastra a sin brjést og undrast margir
ad sja geirvortulausan manninn, pa feer hann broddstaf einn
mikinn og fer enn fétgangandi med barnid 4 oxlinni yfir
Myrdalssandinn, eru pd votnin i rénun eftir f160id0 og margir
feiknar isjakar 4 sandinum 4 vid bjorg og himinhaa kletta,
synist honum lagdar gétur 4 milli peirra, pa finnst honum
par vera urmull af félki, ys og pys og verslanir, fara par um
hestvagnar og hjélvagnar havadasamir i allskonar litum og
gerd sem bondinn ar Litluey hefur aldrei adur séd: par er einn
eirgraenn 4 lit, annar blikandi tarkis, pridji indigo, fjérdi okru
litadur og sa fimmti bleikur eins og glassur, pa eru hestarnir
svarthvitir og allstérir, 4 torgunum er f6lkid prudbuid og
klaedist baedi kvenfolkid og karlfélkid riffludum kjolum og
brakar i peim og brestur svo hatt ad enginn naer heyra hvad
hinn segir, pa eru hattarnir barmmiklir og fjadurskreyttir
en stigvélin glitrandi slegin gimsteinum, stirnir a petta
alltsaman; folkid daist ad lifinu, spasserar innan um
gosbrunna og allskyns spranur og bunur, par eru englar og
myndastyttur af 6llum gudum veraldar, parna er iburdamikil
kirkja 4 steerd vid Litluey, ganga af henni tangar og mular og
fljiga um hana storir hépar af skrautdufum, pa er par kupull
a steerd vid trollkonubrjést og turnar eins og Reynisdrangar
en undir peim born betlandi og hundar snusandi og fara um
svaedid pjofar med goss sitt innan um heidarlega menn, finnst
Kristoferi petta likast pvi ad ganga um a Eyrarbakka, pott
hann hafi aldrei pangad komid, né um lesid, heldur adeins
heyrt um getid, en svona blekkja speglanir preyttan ferdalang.
Vid enda sandsins vedur hann Mulakvisl sem ner honum
upp undir nasir og er ain straumpung, blotna ter barnsins
sem situr @ hofdinu og heldur sér 1 pykkva harlokkana, hann
furdar sig 4 pyngd pess og atlar undan ad sligast, naer pé vid
ramman leik loks a fast land og kastar par meedinni.
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Kom Kristéfer pa til okkar i Hella med barnid a 6xlinni og padi
graut og hressingu. Pegar hann lauk fraségn sinni kom visan
fullkomin fram 4 varirnar. Eg fékk peim fedginum ullarkleedi,
keefu og mysu, bréfid til pin og heilsukoku ad skilnadi. Song

svo einn salm og horfdi a eftir peim ut & myrarnar.
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Translated from the Icelandic by Philip Roughton

God’s dearest gift & precious wife

It is only by God’s ample mercy that we brothers have reached
the cave safely following our trip south over the highlands
and hither into the darkness. That we should have survived
is a blessing and a miracle; in the mountains we were caught
in the most violent of storms. Beloved Pérunn, I will soon
place these scribbled words of mine in the hands of a man
who stopped here in Hellar; he says that he will be going to
Skagafjordur sooner or later. The man is large and wears an
enormous red woolen cassock, he carries an infant on his
shoulders, sells books but is illiterate himself. These are his
traits. His name is Kristéfer and he promised to bring these
pages to you. I gave him a rixdollar for his trouble. In other
words, if you receive these trifles, it is proof that we survived
the murderous snowstorm on Kjolur; we brothers have made
it to Hellar.

The land is a single living creature. A body. And Pérunn, how
painful it is to have had to part from you, with our blessed
little one in your own body; may our good Lord be with you
and the good midwife when the child wishes to come forth
into our dreary earthly habitation. We must content ourselves
with written messages for the time being and trust to those
who travel the country despite the perilousness and cold of
the weather and the harsh conditions in the North. Did not
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Sheriff Skuli mention some bearers / couriers / postmen /
letter carriers?... It may be that no one wishes to be a postman
here in this country but for certain eccentrics and vagrants.
It would be most pleasing if this were rectified, and I under-
stand that Skuli is working on this matter somewhat with the
counts in Copenhagen. There the postmen enjoy great respect
and wear uniforms provided by the king’s tailor, with brass
buttons and silk ribbons / stiff caps / a horse and a trumpet!
These individuals are paid a good shilling for their journeys.
And then there are the Taxis in Hamburg, who rush all over
Germany!

Here in the South Katla pours fire and embers over Myrdalur
and so much sand and ash fall from the sky that it is totally
dark at midday. In addition, the weather is wet and windy and
heavy with snow and when this is all combined it is as if thick
ink rains from the ashen cloud. Then the slushy skin hardens
on the earth in the frost and dryness of the air, making the
entire countryside appear as if cast in copper. The sands are
spread evenly as they most often are during winters of heavy
snow and the large black drifts turn the land into a glinting
green desert. The ash blows and slips in through every crack
and spoils the victuals. The livestock endures the mist poorly
and all eyes sting. With God’s justice all of this will cease
and blow away and be washed clean by rain and we will once
again find ourselves in gentle spring pastures. Then I will put
a dandelion in my hat and kiss you!
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Second Letter

Kristofer is somewhere on his way over the highlands to Ska-
gafjordur with my letter to you. This gigantic, kind man was
a farmer at Litlaey on the Myrdalur sands, but now his house-
hold has been broken up and he driven off. When he came
here I wrote down his story, because he was then on his way
out of the ashen cloud.

The farmer is working high on the slope of his island on the
sands, repairing fences and looking after the sheep and has
come a long way in composing a verse, it is precious and he
expects it to be excellent, and then the earth starts hopping
and hardening and softening by turns and the whole slope
moves in waves, the ungathered mown grass turns over of its
own accord and dries, he finds this a convenient arrangement
and feels that God is rewarding him for his efforts in versify-
ing, since in the poem he praises the Lord Jesus Christmus.
Then he hears a horrendous booming and explosions as if
from hundreds of cannons firing all at once; at first he thinks
that the Turks have come, then that Doomsday has arrived,
but it is in fact that damned Katla! From beneath the hem of
the dress of her wrath she has started spewing gobs of mud
and muddy water, and breaking forth from her crown is a
cloud of fire that ascends to the heavens and there spreads
itself out with thunder and lightning while the sky turns black
as a coal pit and darkens the sun; then a violent flood gushes
forth over the sands and rushes past both sides of Hafursey,
splits the isle in two with a tumult and turmoil, an ominous
rattle and clatter, and all the Myrdalur sands become one bel-
lowing river of tumbling ice floes; he hears a great crackle as
if a huge page is being torn in two, then a booming and an
intense rumbling, all is one giant clamor, the flood bursts

The European Union Prize for Literature 2011 11



Jon

forth and he sees this all from the slope on Litlaey, furthest
south there on the sands, he sees the debacle heading toward
him, tumbling hideously with a fearsome stench; Katla is
going to kill them all, he thinks, and shouts: “You’re out for
revenge now, you damned girl!” and he shakes his fist at the
glacier, now it is do or die; in all of this Kristofer forgets his
verse and tries with all his might to recall it so that he can die
happily with it on his lips, but it sinks into oblivion; first
Mulakvisl River sweeps away all the churches in the district,
then the barns, then the farmhouses; the renowned old estate
of Dyrskégar goes with a mighty roar into the flood, it had 50
doors of decorated iron and great handworks, and then the
entire area north of Litlaey, immediately replaced by huge
buildings of ice, transparent to the eye, an entire mirror-city
casting from it strange and dizzying shapes and confusing all
of nature; the poem is gone, Kristofer says his prayers, rushing
from one to the next, then the flood wave hits Litlaey and the
island shudders at the blow / the water rises suddenly and digs
itself ravenously up the slope / tearing apart everything it
meets / the farmer says his prayers at double speed / three at
once / jumping on both feet / but the water rises faster and
faster; then he looks to the houses, sees the water rushing
around them, it snatches away the outbuildings at the same
moment, 150 sheep are in the pasture and all the lambs, they
are all swept away at one moment, the cattle sink bellowing
into the glacial stream and it is an entirely pathetic sight, the
debacle swallows everything it meets and then belches terri-
bly, the farmer is shocked at this, and then the ice floes tumble
in the turmoil, stuck in them are rocks and boulders, and in
some places stand ancient trees, rotten and frozen hard as
stone, on bare branches sit crows croaking old funeral hymns,
now the debacle is on its way to the sitting room that Kristofer
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considered secure, inside it are all of his people and his mind
turns quickly to the child, it sleeps in its cradle, the baby girl
that his wife gave birth to the day before / in the great earth-
quake / it leapt out like a cork from a bottle / landed on its feet
/ then sat down and started to cry / it hurts to enter the world
/ the woman feeds it with breast milk as Bjarni the Physicus
General says should be done, he has prevented high numbers
of infant deaths in Iceland and Bjarni the Physicus General is
a true Icelandic saint! Then Kristofer runs down the slope
and rushes into the house, the water floods in and sweeps
away all the furnishings, there is a huge commotion, then he
takes the infant in his arms and pushes against the stream to
the exit, the mud streams over the father and his child and
swiftly fills the rooms, it is viscous, heavy mud, all others are
left there inside, including his most dearly beloved, immensely
beautiful and magnificent wife, he calls to her from the pas-
sageway: “We shall meet in Heaven, my treasure, I love you
with all my heart as God is my witness and all of the verses in
my chest!...” She blows him a tearful kiss and vanishes into
the flood, and Kristoéfer climbs furiously up onto the house,
the baby in his arms, he sees that the house will soon sink and
be flattened, then he dashes up to the highest point of the
island and looks out over the sands and all of Myrdalur and
Katla appears on the verge of bursting and a black column of
smoke ascends from it to Heaven: “Fair it is in the mountain
hall, fair it is in Myrdal!...” that’s my verse! it scratches at the
surface, wants to be rescued, it’s God’s thanks, Kristofer takes
half his joy and kisses the infant, the sands are all as one tur-
bulent sea and then the verse sinks, he cannot remember what
comes next, and then Litlaey is about to vanish in the water /
Kristofer stands with the child at the peak of the cliff / on his
big toe / a long diseased nail that bends / cracks open / the
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abyss appears / then he jumps onto an ice floe and father and
daughter float aboard it out into the sea / it happens quickly
and they are immediately far from land / they drift about the
sea with nowhere to land / first they sail with many other ice
floes and then alone / it turns dark as night and the sky dusty,
Kristéfer knows nothing of the time but it does pass by, then
the baby grows hungry and shrieks as shrilly as a seabird, it
has nothing to drink on the floe, so the farmer tries to get it
to lick the ice, but the baby does not want to lick the ice, which
contains sand and filth, one can’t simply offer infants any-
thing and now things look desperate, he then rips off his
nipple and suckles the infant, it rather cheers up at that, lives
on blood over the next days, but they catch no sight of land, it
is still dark and cold, the swell and desperation alone, Kristofer
then cuts off his other nipple and continues to let the infant
suckle from him and in that way keeps it alive, he licks the ice
himself, they drift about the sea for many days and nights
until the floe comes ashore at Medalland, and then Kristéfer
walks with the child on his shoulders to Kirkjubajarklaustur
and gives it milk from the breast of someone there, the farm-
er’s chest is bandaged and many are amazed to see the nipple-
less man, he then takes a large mountaineer’s staff and walks
with the infant on his shoulder over the Myrdalur sands, the
waters are subsiding after the flood and there are numerous
huge ice floes on the sand, the size of boulders and lofty crags,
it looks to him as if roads lay between them, then he feels as if
there is a swarm of people there, a hustle and bustle and shops,
horse-drawn carts and wagons drive around there noisily in
such colors and shapes as the farmer from Litlaey has never
seen: there is one a coppery green, another a glittering tur-
quoise, a third indigo, a fourth ochre-colored and the fifth
pink as frosting, the horses there are black and white and
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giant, on the squares the people are dressed genteelly, both
women and men wearing ruffled dresses that creak and snap
so loudly that no one can hear what the other is saying, the
hats are all wide-brimmed and feathered while the boots are
polished and set with gems, all of this gleams; the people
adore life, converse among the fountains and all sorts of jets
and gushes of water, there are angels and statues of all the
gods of the world, there is a bombastic church the size of
Litlaey, extending from it are spits of land and promontories
and flying about it are large groups of ornamental pigeons,
there is a dome the size of an ogress’ breast and towers like the
Reynisdrangar sea stacks and beneath them children begging
and dogs sniffing, thieves prowl the area in the midst of
honest men, Kristéfer feels that this most resembles being in
Eyrarbakki, although he has never been there, nor read about
it, has only heard it mentioned, but that is how the reflections
deceive a weary traveler. At the end of the sands he fords
Mulakvisl, which reaches up to his nostrils, its current heavy,
the child’s toes are wetted as it sits on the farmer’s head and
holds onto his thick locks, he is amazed at the baby’s weight
and is on the verge of giving up, yet finally reaches firm
ground after a difficult struggle and there catches his breath.

Kristéfer then came to us in Hellar with the baby on his
shoulder and received porridge and refreshments. After con-
cluding his story the verse came out perfectly on his lips. I
gave father and daughter woolen garments, paté and whey,
the letter to you and a salutary biscuit upon parting. I then
sang a hymn and watched as they crossed the moors.
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