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PREFACE

Continuing	the	theme	of	stories	from	northern	lands,	this	volume	concentrates	on
the	Sagas	of	from	Viking	isles,	such	as	Iceland	and	The	Faroe	Isles.	These	forms
are	also	known	as	family	sagas,	and	were	often	told	by	the	“skald”	bards.	For	the
most	part	these	sagas	take	the	form	of	prose	narratives	and	are	mostly	based	on
historical	events	that	took	place	in	the	9th,	10th,	and	early	11th	centuries.	Many
of	these	sagas	are	focused	on	history,	especially	genealogical	and	family	history,
and	 reflect	 the	struggle	and	conflict	 that	arose	within	 the	societies	of	 the	early
generations	of	Island	settlers.
The	stories	in	this	volume	are	taken	from	various	collections	including	Andrew
Lang’s	Coloured	Fairy	Books,	 Jennie	Hall’s	Viking	Tales	and	Nora	Kershaw’s
Stories	and	Ballads	of	the	Far	Past.	They	include	original	sourced	from	previous
collectors	such	as	Jón	Árnason	and	collections	such	as	Islandische	Märchen	and
Neuisländischen	Volksmärchen.
Clive,
Bath,	2018
	



THE	THÁTTR	OF	NORNAGEST

Adapted	from	the	Icelandic	saga	by	Nora	Kershaw	in	Stories	and	Ballads	of	the
Far	Past,	1921

	

	

I
THE	 STORY	GOES	 THAT	ON	ONE	 occasion	 when	 King	 Olaf	 Tryggvason
was	living	at	Trondhjem,	it	chanced	that	a	man	came	to	him	late	in	the	day	and
addressed	him	respectfully.	The	King	welcomed	him	and	asked	him	who	he	was,
and	he	said	that	his	name	was	Guest.
The	King	answered:	"You	shall	be	guest	here,	whatever	you	are	called."
Guest	said,	"I	have	told	you	my	name	truly,	Sire,	and	I	will	gladly	receive	your
hospitality	if	I	may."
The	King	told	him	he	could	have	it	readily.	But	since	the	day	was	far	spent,	the
King	would	not	enter	into	conversation	with	his	guest;	for	he	was	going	soon	to
vespers,	and	after	that	to	dinner,	and	then	to	bed	and	to	sleep.
Now	on	that	same	night	King	Olaf	Tryggvason	was	lying	awake	in	his	bed	and
saying	his	prayers,	while	all	the	other	men	in	the	hall	were	asleep.	Then	the	King
noticed	that	an	elf	or	spirit	of	some	kind	had	come	into	the	hall,	though	all	the
doors	were	locked.	He	made	his	way	past	the	beds	of	the	men	who	were	asleep
there,	one	after	another,	and	at	last	reached	the	bed	of	a	man	at	the	far	end.
Then	the	elf	stopped	and	said,	"An	empty	house,	and	a	mighty	strong	bolt	on	the
door!	People	say	that	the	King	is	the	wisest	of	men.	If	he	were	as	clever	in	things
of	this	kind	as	they	say	he	would	not	sleep	so	soundly."
After	that	he	vanished	through	the	door,	locked	as	it	was.
Early	next	morning	the	King	sent	his	servant	to	find	out	who	had	occupied	that
bed	overnight,	and	it	proved	to	have	been	the	stranger.
The	King	ordered	him	to	be	summoned	before	him	and	asked	him	whose	son	he
was.
He	answered:	"My	father's	name	was	Thorth.	He	was	a	Dane	and	was	called	'The
Contentious,'	and	lived	at	a	place	called	Groening	in	Denmark."



"You	are	a	well	set-up	man,"	said	the	King.
Guest	was	bold	of	speech,	and	bigger	in	build	than	most	men.	He	looked	strong
but	was	somewhat	advanced	in	years.	He	asked	the	King	if	he	might	stay	for	a
while	in	his	retinue.	The	King	asked	if	he	were	baptised.	Guest	said	that	he	had
been	prime-signed	but	not	baptised.
The	King	said	that	he	was	free	to	remain	in	his	retinue,	but	added,	"You	will	not
remain	long	unbaptised	with	me."
The	 reason	 for	 the	 elf's	 remark	 about	 the	 bolt	 was	 that	 Guest	 had	 crossed
himself,	that	evening	like	other	men,	but	was	in	reality	still	a	heathen.
The	King	said,	"Can	you	do	anything	in	the	way	of	sport	or	music?"
He	replied	that	he	could	play	the	harp	and	tell	stories	which	people	enjoyed.
Then	 said	 the	King:	 "King	Svein	 has	 no	 right	 to	 let	 unbaptised	men	 leave	 his
kingdom	and	wander	about	from	one	country	to	another."
Guest	 replied:	 "You	must	not	blame	 the	King	of	 the	Danes	 for	 this,	 for	 it	 is	 a
long	 time	 since	 I	 left	Denmark.	 In	 fact	 it	was	 a	 long	 time	before	 the	Emperor
Otto	burnt	 the	Dane-work	and	forced	King	Harold	Gormsson	and	Earl	Haakon
the	Heathen	to	become	Christians."
The	King	questioned	Guest	about	many	subjects	and	he	always	gave	him	good
and	intelligent	answers.	Men	say	that	it	was	in	the	third	year	of	King	Olaf's	reign
that	Guest	came	to	him.
In	 this	 year	 also	 there	 came	 to	 him	 two	 men	 called	 Grim	 who	 were	 sent	 by
Guthmund	 from	 Glasisvellir.	 They	 brought	 to	 the	 King	 as	 a	 present	 from
Guthmund	two	horns	which	were	also	called	'Grim.'	They	had	also	some	further
business	with	the	King	which	we	will	return	later.
As	for	Guest,	he	remained	with	the	King,	and	had	a	place	at	the	far	end	of	the
visitors'	 seats.	 He	 was	 a	 man	 of	 breeding	 and	 had	 good	 manners,	 and	 was
popular	and	much	respected	by	everyone.

II
A	 little	 before	Yule,	Ulf	 the	Red	 and	 his	 following	 came	 home.	He	 had	 been
engaged	on	the	King's	business	all	summer,	for	he	had	been	appointed	to	guard
the	 coasts	 of	 'The	Bay'	 against	Danish	 raids.	He	 never	 failed	 to	 be	with	King
Olaf	at	mid-winter.
Ulf	had	many	fine	 treasures	 to	bring	 to	 the	King,	which	he	had	got	during	 the
summer,	and	one	gold	ring	in	particular	which	was	called	Hnituth.	It	was	welded
together	 in	seven	places	and	each	piece	had	a	different	colour.	 It	was	made	of
much	 finer	 gold	 than	 rings	 usually	 are.	 The	 ring	 had	 been	 given	 to	 Ulf	 by	 a
landowner	called	Lothmund,	and	before	that	it	had	belonged	to	King	Half,	from



whom	 the	Halfsrekkar	 take	 their	 name.	 The	 ring	 had	 come	 to	 them	 as	 forced
tribute	from	King	Halfdan	Ylfing.	Lothmund	had	asked	Ulf	in	return	for	it	that
he	would	guard	his	home	with	the	support	of	King	Olaf,	and	Ulf	had	promised	to
do	so.
Now	 King	 Olaf	 was	 keeping	 Yule	 in	 magnificent	 style	 at	 his	 court	 in
Trondhjem;	and	it	was	on	the	eighth	day	of	Yule	that	Ulf	gave	him	the	gold	ring
Hnituth.	The	King	thanked	him	for	the	gift	as	well	as	for	all	the	faithful	service
which	he	had	constantly	rendered	him.
The	ring	was	passed	round	the	building	in	which	the	drinking	was	going	on.	-	As
yet	no	halls	had	been	built	in	Norway.	Now	each	man	showed	it	to	his	neighbour
and	they	thought	that	they	had	never	seen	such	fine	gold	as	that	of	which	the	ring
was	made.	At	 last	 it	 came	 to	 the	guest-table,	and	so	 to	 the	guest	who	had	 just
arrived.	He	looked	at	the	ring	and	handed	it	back	on	the	palm	of	his	hand	-	the
hand	 in	 which	 he	 had	 been	 holding	 his	 drinking	 horn.	 He	 was	 not	 much
impressed	with	the	treasure,	and	made	no	remarks	about	it,	but	went	on	jesting
with	 his	 companions.	 A	 serving-man	was	 pouring	 out	 drink	 at	 the	 end	 of	 the
guest-table.
"Do	you	not	like	the	ring?"	he	asked.
They	 said,	 "We	 all	 like	 it	 very	 much	 except	 the	 new-comer.	 He	 can't	 see
anything	in	it;	but	we	think	he	can't	appreciate	it	simply	because	he	doesn't	care
for	things	of	this	kind."
The	 serving-man	went	 up	 the	 hall	 to	 the	King	 and	 told	 him	 exactly	what	 the
guests	had	said,	adding	that,	the	new-comer	had	taken	little	note	of	the	treasure,
valuable	as	it	was,	when	it	was	shown	to	him.
Then	the	King	remarked:	"The	new-comer	probably	knows	more	than	you	think:
he	must	come	to	me	in	the	morning	and	tell	me	a	story."
Now	he	and	the	other	guests	at	the	farthest	table	were	talking	among	themselves.
They	asked	the	new-comer	where	he	had	seen	a	better	ring	or	even	one	as	good
as	this.
"Since	you	evidently	think	it	strange,"	said	he,	"that	I	make	so	little	of	it,	I	may
say	 that	 I	 have	 certainly	 seen	 gold	 which	 is	 in	 no	 way	 inferior,	 but	 actually
better."
The	King's	men	 now	 laughed	 heartily	 and	 said	 that	 that	 promised	 good	 sport,
adding:
"Will	you	agree	 to	wager	with	us	 that	you	have	seen	gold	as	good	as	 this,	and
prove	 it?	We	will	stake	four	marks	 in	current	coin	against	your	knife	and	belt;
and	the	King	shall	decide	who	is	in	the	right."
Then	 said	Guest:	 "I	will	 neither	 be	made	 a	 laughing-stock	 for	 you	 nor	 fail	 to



keep	the	wager	which	you	offer.	And	I	will	certainly	lay	a	wager	with	you	on	the
spot,	and	stake	exactly	what	you	have	suggested,	and	the	King	shall	judge	who	is
in	the	right."
Then	they	stopped	talking,	and	Guest	took	his	harp	and	played	it	well	till	far	into
the	evening,	so	that	it	was	a	joy	to	all	who	heard	him.
What	he	rendered	best	was	The	Harping	of	Gunnar;	and	last	of	all	he	played	the
ancient	Wiles	of	Guthrun,	neither	of	which	they	had	heard	before.	And	after	that
they	went	to	sleep	for	the	night.

III
In	 the	morning	 the	King	 rose	 early	 and	heard	Mass;	 and	 after	 that	 he	went	 to
breakfast	with	his	retinue.	And	when	he	had	taken	his	place	in	the	high	seat,	the
guests	came	up	to	him,	and	Guest	with	 them;	and	they	told	him	all	about	 their
agreement	and	the	wager	which	they	had	made.
"I	am	not	much	 taken	with	your	wager,"	 replied	 the	King,	"although	 it	 is	your
own	money	that	you	are	staking.	I	suspect	that	the	drink	must	have	gone	to	your
heads;	and	I	think	you	would	do	well	to	give	it	up,	especially	if	Guest	agrees."
"My	wish	is,"	replied	Guest,	"that	the	whole	agreement	should	stand."
"It	 looks	 to	me,	Guest,"	 said	 the	King,	 "as	 if	 it	 was	my	men	 rather	 than	 you
whose	tongues	have	got	them	into	trouble;	but	we	will	soon	put	it	to	the	test."
After	 that	 they	 left	 him	and	went	 to	drink;	 and	when	 the	drinking	 tables	were
removed,	the	King	summoned	Guest	and	spoke	to	him	as	follows,	"Now	is	the
time	 for	 you	 to	 produce	 the	 gold	 if	 you	 have	 any,	 so	 that	 I	 can	 decide	 your
wager."
"As	you	will,	Sire!"	replied	Guest.
Then	he	felt	in	a	pouch	which	he	had	with	him,	and	took	out	of	it	a	fob	which	he
untied,	and	then	handed	something	to	the	King.
The	 King	 saw	 that	 it	 was	 a	 piece	 of	 a	 saddle-buckle	 and	 that	 it	 was	 of
exceedingly	fine	gold.	Then	he	bade	them	bring	the	ring	Hnituth;	and	when	they
did	so,	the	King	compared	the	ring	and	the	piece	of	gold	and	said,
"I	have	no	doubt	whatever	that	the	gold	which	Guest	has	shown	us	is	the	finer,
and	anyone	who	looks	at	it	must	think	so	too."
Everybody	agreed	with	the	King.	Then	he	decided	the	wager	in	Guest's	favour,
and	 the	 other	 guests	 came	 to	 the	 conclusion	 that	 they	 had	 made	 fools	 of
themselves	over	the	business.
Then	Guest	said,	"Take	your	money	and	keep	it	yourselves,	for	I	don't	need	it;
but	don't	make	any	more	wagers	with	strangers,	for	you	never	know	when	you
may	hit	upon	someone	who	has	both	seen	and	heard	more	than	you	have.	I	thank



you,	Sire,	for	your	decision!"
Then	the	King	said,	"Now	I	want	you	to	tell	me	where	you	got	that	gold	from,
which	you	carry	about	with	you."
Guest	replied:	"I	am	loth	to	tell	you,	because	no-one	will	believe	what	I	have	to
say	about	it."
"Let	us	hear	 it	all	 the	same,"	said	 the	King,	"for	you	promised	before	 that	you
would	tell	us	your	story."
"If	I	tell	you	the	history	of	this	piece	of	gold,"	replied	Guest,	"I	expect	you	will
want	to	hear	the	rest	of	my	story	along	with	it."
"I	expect	that	that	is	just	what	will	happen,"	said	the	King.

IV
"Then	I	will	tell	you	how	once	I	went	south	into	the	land	of	the	Franks.	I	wanted
to	see	for	myself	what	sort	of	a	prince	Sigurth	the	son	of	Sigmund	was,	and	to
discover	 if	 the	 reports	which	 had	 reached	me	 of	 his	 great	 beauty	 and	 courage
were	 true.	Nothing	happened	worth	mentioning	until	 I	 came	 to	 the	 land	of	 the
Franks	and	met	King	Hjalprek.	He	had	a	great	court	around	him.	Sigurth,	the	son
of	Sigmund,	the	son	of	Völsung,	and	of	Hjördis,	the	daughter	of	Eylimi,
was	there	at	that	time.	Sigmund	had	fallen	in	battle	against	the	sons	of	Hunding,
and	Hjördis	had	married	Alf	 the	 son	of	King	Hjalprek.	There	Sigurth	grew	up
together	with	all	 the	other	 sons	of	King	Sigmund.	Among	 these	were	Sinfjötli
and	 Helgi,	 who	 surpassed	 all	 men	 in	 strength	 and	 stature.	 Helgi	 slew	 King
Hunding,	 thereby	 earning	 the	 name	 Hundingsbani.	 The	 third	 son	 was	 called
Hamund.	Sigurth,	however,	outstripped	all	his	brothers,	and	 it	 is	a	well-known
fact	that	he	was	the	noblest	of	all	warrior	princes,	and	the	very	model	of	a	king
in	heathen	times.
At	that	time,	Regin,	the	son	of	Hreithmar,	had	also	come	to	King	Hjalprek.	He
was	a	dwarf	 in	 stature,	but	 there	was	no-one	more	cunning	 than	he.	He	was	a
wise	man,	 but	malign	 and	 skilled	 in	magic.	Regin	 taught	Sigurth	many	 things
and	 was	 devoted	 to	 him.	 He	 told	 him	 about	 his	 birth	 and	 his	 wondrous
adventures.
And	when	I	had	been	there	a	little	while,	I	entered	Sigurth's	service
like	many	others.	He	was	very	popular	with	everybody,	because	he	was	friendly
and	unassuming,	and	generous	to	all.

V
It	 chanced	 one	 day	 that	 we	 came	 to	 Regin's	 house	 and	 Sigurth	 was	 made
welcome	there.	Then	Regin	spoke	these	verses:
	



The	son	of	Sigmund,	come	to	our	hall,
A	valiant	warrior.	It	must	needs	befall
That	I,	less	doughty	and	oppressed	with	age,
Shall	fall	a	victim	to	his	wolfish	rage.
	

But	I	will	cherish	Yngvi's	valorous	heir,
Since	Fate	has	sent	him	here	to	our	care,
Train	him	to	be,	in	valour	and	in	worth,
The	mightiest	and	most	famous	prince	on	earth.
	

At	this	time,	Sigurth	was	constantly	in	Regin's	company.	Regin	told	him	much
about	Fafnir	-	how	he	dwelt	upon	Gnitaheith	in	the	form	of	a	serpent,	and	also	of
his	wondrous	size.	Regin	made	for	Sigurth	a	sword	called	Gram.	It	was	so	sharp
that	when	he	thrust	it	into	the	River	Rhine	it	cut	in	two	a	flock	of	wool	which	he
had	dropped	into	the	river	and	which	was	drifting	down	stream,	cutting	it	just	as
clean	 as	 it	 did	 the	water	 itself.	 Later	 on,	 Sigurth	 clove	Regin's	 stithy	with	 the
sword.	 After	 that	 Regin	 urged	 Sigurth	 to	 slay	 his	 brother	 Fafnir	 and	 Sigurth
recited	this	verse:
	

The	sons	of	Hunding	would	laugh	loud	and	high,
Who	shed	the	life-blood	of	King	Eylimi,
If	that	his	grandson	bold	should	more	desire
Rings	of	red	gold	than	vengeance	for	his	sire.
	

After	that	Sigurth	made	ready	an	expedition	to	attack	the	sons	of	Hunding;	and
King	 Hjalprek	 gave	 him	 many	 men	 and	 some	 warships.	 Hamund,	 Sigurth’s
brother,	was	with	him	on	this	venture,	and	so	was	Regin	the	dwarf.	I	was	present
too,	and	they	called	me	Nornagest.	King	Hjalprek	had	got	to	know	me	when	he
was	in	Denmark	with	Sigmund	the	son	of	Völsung.	At	that	time,	Sigmund	was
married	to	Borghild,	but	they	parted	because	Borghild	killed	Sinfjötli	the	son	of
Sigmund	 by	 poison.	 Then	 Sigmund	went	 south	 to	 the	 land	 of	 the	 Franks	 and
married	Hjördis,	the	daughter	of	King	Eylimi.	The	sons	of	Hunding	slew	him,	so
Sigurth	had	both	his	father	and	grandfather	to	avenge.
Helgi,	 the	 son	 of	 Sigmund,	who	was	 called	Hundingsbani,	was	 the	 brother	 of
Sigurth	who	was	afterwards	called	Fafnisbani.	Helgi,	Sigurth's	brother,	had	slain



King	Hunding	and	three	of	his	sons,	Eyjulf,	Hervarth,	and	Hjörvarth,	but	Lyngvi
and	 his	 two	 remaining	 brothers,	 Alf	 and	 Heming,	 escaped.	 They	 were
exceedingly	famous	for	exploits	and	accomplishments	of	every	kind;	but	Lyngvi
surpassed	all	his	brothers.	They	were	very	 skilled	 in	magic.	They	had	 reduced
many	 petty	 kings	 to	 subjection,	 and	 slain	 many	 champions,	 and	 burnt	 many
cities.	They	had	worked	the	greatest	havoc	with	 their	 raids	 in	Spain	and	 in	 the
land	 of	 the	 Franks.	 But	 at	 that	 time	 the	 Imperial	 Power	 had	 not	 yet	 been
transferred	to	the	regions	north	of	the	Alps.	The	sons	of	Hunding	had	seized	the
realm	which	had	belonged	to	Sigurth	in	the	land	of	the	Franks,	and	they	had	very
large	forces	there.

VI
Now	I	must	tell	you	how	Sigurth	prepared	for	battle	against	the	sons	of	Hunding.
He	had	got	together	a	large	and	well-armed	host,	and	Regin	was	a	mighty	man	in
the	councils	of	the	force.	He	had	a	sword	which	was	called	Rithil	and	which	he
had	 forged	 himself.	 Sigurth	 asked	 Regin	 to	 lend	 him	 the	 sword.	 He	 did	 so,
begging	him	to	slay	Fafnir	when	he	should	return	from	this	adventure,	and	this
Sigurth	promised	to	do.
After	 that	we	sailed	away	south	along	 the	coast,	and	 then	we	met	with	a	great
storm	raised	by	witchcraft,	and	many	believed	that	it	had	been	stirred	up	by	the
sons	of	Hunding.	After	 this	we	hugged	 the	 shore	 somewhat	more	 closely,	 and
then	we	saw	a	man	on	a	rocky	promontory	which	jutted	out	from	the	cliffs.	He
wore	a	green	cloak	and	dark	breeches,	and	had	high	laced	boots	on	his	feet,	and
carried	a	spear	in	his	hand.	This	man	addressed	us	in	the	following	stanza:
	

What	folk	are	ye	who	ride	the	sea-king's	steed,
Mounting	the	lofty	billows,	and	proceed
Athwart	the	tossing	main?	Drenched	is	your	sail,
Nor	can	your	ships	against	the	wind	prevail.
	

Regin	replied:
Here	come	we	with	Sigurth	o'er	the	foam,
Whom	ocean	breezes	blow	to	our	last	home.	-
Full	soon	the	breakers,	higher	than	the	prow
Will	sink	our	'ocean-steeds';	but	who	are	thou?
	

The	man	in	the	cloak	replied:



Hnikar	the	name	men	did	for	me	employ,
Young	Völsung,	when	I	gave	the	raven	joy
Of	carnage.	Call	me	either	of	the	two	-
Fjölnir	or	Feng,	but	let	me	fare	with	you.
	

Then	we	 steered	 towards	 the	 land	 and	 the	wind	 fell	 immediately;	 and	 Sigurth
bade	the	man	come	on	board.	He	did	so,	and	a	fair	breeze	sprang	up.	The	man
sat	down	at	Sigurth's	feet	and	was	very	friendly,	asking	if	Sigurth	would	like	to
hear	some	advice	from	him.	Sigurth	said	that	he	would,	and	added	that	he	had	an
idea	that	Hnikar	could	give	people	very	helpful	advice	if	he	were	willing	to	turn
it	to	their	advantage.	Then	Sigurth	said	to	the	man	in	the	cloak:
	

O	Hnikar,	since	you	know	the	destiny
Of	gods	and	men,	declare	this	unto	me.	-
Which	are	the	omens	that	should	most	delight
When	swords	are	swinging	and	a	man	must	fight?
	

Hnikar	replied:
Many	propitious	signs,	if	men	could	know,
Appear	when	swords	are	swinging	to	and	fro.
I	hold	a	warrior	has	a	trusty	guide
When	a	dark	raven	hovers	at	his	side.
	

I	hold	it	too	for	a	propitious	sign
If	men	to	make	a	journey	should	design,
And,	coming	out	of	doors,	see	close	at	hand
Two	gallant	warriors	in	the	pathway	stand.
	

And	if	you	hear	beneath	the	rowan	tree
A	howling	wolf,	the	sound	spells	luck	to	you,
And	luck	shall	helmed	warriors	bring	to	you,
If	you	such	warriors	are	the	first	to	see.



	

Facing	the	sinking	and	late	shining	light
Of	the	Moon's	sister,	warriors	should	not	fight.
Victory	is	theirs	who,	eager	for	the	fray,
Can	clearly	see	to	order	their	array.
	

I	hold	it	no	occasion	for	delight
When	a	man	stumbles	as	he	goes	to	fight;
For	guileful	spirits	dog	him	on	his	way
With	mischief-bearing	looks	throughout	the	fray
	

A	man	of	wisdom,	as	each	day	goes	past,
Washes,	and	combs	his	hair,	and	breaks	his	fast.
He	knows	not	where	by	evening	he	may	be.	-
Stumbling	is	bad	luck,	boding	ill	to	you.
	

And	after	that	we	sailed	southwards	along	the	coast	of	Holstein	and	to	the	east	of
Friesland,	 and	 there	 we	 landed.	 The	 sons	 of	 Hunding	 heard	 at	 once	 of	 our
expedition	and	gathered	an	army;	and	they	soon	had	a	larger	force	than	we	had,
and	when	we	encountered	 them	 there	was	a	great	battle.	Lyngvi	was	 the	most
valiant	of	 the	brothers	 in	every	onset,	 though	 they	all	 fought	bravely.	Sigurth's
attack	was	so	fierce	 that	everyone	shrank	before	him,	when	they	saw	that	 they
were	threatened	by	the	sword	Gram.	There	was	no	need	to	reproach	Sigurth	with
lack	of	courage.	And	when	he	and	Lyngvi	met,	they	exchanged	many	blows	and
fought	with	 the	 greatest	 valour.	Then	 there	was	 a	 lull	 in	 the	 battle,	 for	 people
turned	to	watch	the	single	combat.	For	a	long	time	neither	of	them	was	able	to
inflict	a	wound	on	the	other,	so	skilled	in	arms	were	they.
Then	Lyngvi's	brothers	made	a	 fierce	attack	and	slew	many	of	our	men,	while
others	took	to	flight.	Then	Hamund,	Sigurth's	brother,	rushed	to	meet	them,	and	I
joined	him,	and	then	there	was	another	encounter.
The	 end	 of	 the	 affair	 between	Sigurth	 and	Lyngvi	was	 that	 Sigurth	made	 him
prisoner	 and	had	him	 fettered.	And	when	Sigurth	 joined	us,	matters	very	 soon
changed.	Then	 the	 sons	 of	Hunding	 fell	 and	 all	 their	 host;	 but	 then	 night	was
coming	on.	And	when	day	dawned,	Hnikar	had	vanished,	and	he	was	never	seen
again.	We	came	to	the	conclusion	that	it	must	in	reality	have	been	Othin.



A	 discussion	 then	 took	 place	 as	 to	 what	 death	 Lyngvi	 should	 suffer;	 Regin
counselled	that	the	'blood	eagle'	should	be	carved	on	his	back.	Then	I	handed	to
Regin	his	sword	and	with	it	he	carved	Lyngvi's	back	till	he	had	severed	the	ribs
from	 the	 spine;	 and	 then	 he	 drew	 out	 the	 lungs.	 Thus	 died	Lyngvi	with	 great
courage.
Then	Regin	said:
	

Full	seldom	has	a	bolder	warrior
Reddened	the	earth	than	Sigmund's	murderer.
Hugin	he	feasted.	Now	with	biting	sword
The	'bloody	eagle'	on	his	back	is	scored.
	

Great	 spoil	 was	 taken	 there.	 Sigurth's	 sailors	 got	 the	 whole	 of	 it	 because	 he
would	not	 take	any	himself.	The	clothes	and	weapons	 taken	were	worth	much
gold.
Afterwards	Sigurth	slew	Fafnir,	and	Regin	also,	because	Regin	had	intended	to
deal	 treacherously	with	him.	Sigurth	 took	Fafnir's	 gold	 and	 rode	 away	with	 it,
and	from	that	time	on	he	was	called	Fafnisbani.
After	 that	 he	 rode	 up	 to	 Hindarheith	 where	 he	 found	 Brynhild.	 What	 passed
between	them	is	told	in	the	story	of	Sigurth	Fafnisbani.

VII
Later	on	Sigurth	married	Guthrun	the	daughter	of	King	Gjuki	and	then	stayed	for
a	while	with	his	brothers-in-law,	the	sons	of	Gjuki.	I	returned	to	the	North	with
Sigurth	and	was	with	him	 in	Denmark,	and	 I	was	also	with	him	when	Sigurth
Hring	 sent	his	brothers-in-law,	 the	 sons	of	Gandalf,	 to	Gunnar	 and	Högni,	 the
sons	of	Gjuki,	and	demanded	that	they	should	pay	him	tribute,	threatening	them
with	 invasion	 in	 case	 they	 refused.	 But	 they	 decided	 to	 defend	 their	 country.
Thereupon	Gandalf's	sons	challenged	the	sons	of	Gjuki	to	a	pitched	battle	on	the
frontier,	and	then	returned	home;	but	the	sons	of	Gjuki	asked	Sigurth	Fafnisbani
to	go	to	battle	with	them,	and	he	agreed	to	do	so.	I	was	still	with	Sigurth	at	that
time.	Then	we	sailed	again	northwards	along
the	coast	of	Holstein	and	landed	at	a	place	called	Jarnamotha.	Not	far	from	the
landing	place	hazel-wood	poles	had	been	set	up	to	mark	where	the	fight	was	to
take	place.
Then	we	saw	many	ships	sailing	from	the	north	under	the	command	of	the	sons
of	Gandalf.	Then	the	two	hosts	charged	one	another	fiercely.
Sigurth	Hring	was	not	 there,	 because	he	had	 to	defend	his	own	 land,	Sweden,



against	the	inroads	of	the	Kurir	and	Kvænir.	Sigurth	was	a	very	old	man	at	that
time.	Then	the	forces	came	into	collision,	and	there	was	a	great	battle	and	much
slaughter.	The	sons	of	Gandalf	 fought	bravely,	 for	 they	were	exceptionally	big
and	strong.
In	 that	host	 there	appeared	a	big	strong	man	who	made	such	slaughter	of	men
and	horses	that	no-one	could	withstand	him,	for	he	was	more	like	a	giant	than	a
man.	 Gunnar	 bade	 Sigurth	 go	 and	 attack	 the	 scoundrel,	 adding	 that	 as	 things
were,	there	would	be	no	success.	So	Sigurth	made	ready	to	encounter	the	mighty
man,	and	some	others	went	with	him,	but	most	of	them	were	far	from	eager.
We	quickly	 came	upon	 the	mighty	man,	 and	Sigurth	 asked	 him	his	 name	 and
whence	he	came.	He	said	that	he	was	Starkath,	the	son	of	Storverk,	and	that	he
came	from	the	North,	from	Fenhring	in	Norway.	Sigurth	said	that	he	had	heard
reports	of	him	and	generally	little	to	his	credit,	adding	that	no	mercy	ought	to	be
shown	towards	such	people.
Starkath	said,	"Who	is	this	man	who	casts	insults	in	my	teeth?"
Sigurth	told	him	who	he	was.
Starkath	said,	"Are	you	called	Fafnisbani?"
Sigurth	said	he	was.
Then	 Starkath	 sought	 to	 escape,	 but	 Sigurth	 pursued	 him	 and	 swung	 aloft	 the
sword	Gram	and	struck	him	on	the	jaw	with	the	hilt	so	hard	that	two	molars	fell
out	of	his	mouth;	it	was	a	stunning	blow.
Then	Sigurth	bade	the	cur	take	himself	off,	and	Starkath	went	away,	and	I	picked
up	one	of	 the	 teeth	and	carried	 it	off	with	me.	 It	 is	now	used	on	a	bell-rope	at
Lund	in	Denmark	and	weighs	seven	ounces;	and	people	go	and	look	at	it	there	as
a	curiosity.
As	 soon	as	Starkath	had	 run	away,	 the	 sons	of	Gandalf	 took	 to	 flight,	 and	we
captured	 great	 booty;	 and	 after	 that	 Sigurth	 went	 home	 to	 his	 realm	 and
remained	there	for	a	while.

VIII
A	short	time	after,	we	heard	that	Starkath	had	committed	a	foul	murder,	slaying
King	Ali	in	his	bath.
It	 chanced	one	day	 that	 as	Sigurth	Fafnisbani	was	 riding	 to	 some	gathering	or
other,	he	rode	into	a	muddy	pool,	and	his	horse	Grani	leapt	up	so	wildly	that	his
saddle-girth	 burst	 asunder	 and	 the	 buckle	 fell	 to	 the	 ground.	And	when	 I	 saw
where	it	lay	shining	in	the	mud,	I	picked	it	up	and	handed	it	to	Sigurth;	but	he
said	that	I	might	keep	it.	It	was	that	very	piece	of	gold	that	you	were	looking	at	a
short	time	ago.	Then	Sigurth	got	down	from	his	horse,	and	I	rubbed	it	down	and
washed	the	mud	off	it;	and	I	pulled	a	lock	of	hair	out	of	its	tail	as	a	proof	of	its



great	size."
Then	Guest	showed	the	lock	and	it	was	seven	ells	long.
King	Olaf	said,	"I	think	your	stories	are	very	entertaining."
Everybody	praised	his	stories	and	his	talent.
Then	the	King	wanted	him	to	tell	them	much	more	about	the	adventures	he	had
met	with	on	his	travels.	So	Guest	told	them	many	amusing	stories	till	late	in	the
evening.	It	was	then	time	to	go	to	bed;	but	next	morning	the	King	sent	for	Guest,
and	wanted	to	talk	to	him	still	further.
The	King	said,	"I	can't	quite	make	out	your	age	and	how	you	can	be	old	enough
to	have	been	present	when	these	events	took	place.	You	will	have	to	tell	another
story	so	as	to	make	us	better	acquainted	with	things	of	this	kind."
Guest	 replied:	 "I	 suspected	before	 that	 you	would	want	 to	hear	 another	 of	my
stories,	if	I	told	you	what	had	happened	about	the	gold."
"You	must	certainly	tell	me	some	more,"	replied	the	King.

IX
"I	must	 tell	 you	 then,"	Guest	 began,	 "that	 I	went	 north	 to	Denmark	 and	 there
settled	down	on	my	estate,	for	my	father	had	died	a	short	time	before;	and	a	little
later	I	heard	of	the	death	of	Sigurth	and	the	sons	of	Gjuki,	and	I	felt	that	that	was
news	indeed."
"What	was	the	cause	of	Sigurth's	death?"	asked	the	King.
Guest	 replied:	 "It	 is	 generally	 believed	 that	 Guthorm	 the	 son	 of	 Gjuki	 ran	 a
sword	through	him	while	he	was	asleep	in	bed	with	Guthrun.	On	the	other	hand,
Germans	say	 that	Sigurth	was	slain	out	 in	 the	forest.	 In	 the	_Guthrúnar-rætha_
again	it	is	stated	that	Sigurth	and	the	sons	of	Gjuki	had	ridden	to	a	gathering	and
that	 they	 slew	him	 then.	But	 one	 thing	 is	 agreed	by	 all	 -	 that	 they	 set	 on	him
when	 he	 was	 down	 and	 off	 his	 guard,	 and	 that	 they	 were	 guilty	 of	 gross
treachery	towards	him."
Then	one	of	the	retinue	asked,	"How	did	Brynhild	behave	then?"
Guest	answered:	"Brynhild	then	slew	seven	of	her	slaves	and	five	handmaidens,
and	ran	herself	 through	with	a	sword,	commanding	that	she	should	be	taken	to
the	pyre	along	with	these	people	and	burned	beside	Sigurth.	This	was	done,	one
pile	being	made	for	Sigurth	and	another	for	Brynhild,	and	he	was	burned	first,
and	then	Brynhild.	She	was	taken	in	a	chariot	with	a	canopy	of	velvet	and	silk
which	was	all	ablaze	with	gold,	and	thus	was	she	burnt."
Then	 Guest	 was	 asked	 if	 Brynhild	 had	 chanted	 a	 lay	 after	 she	 was	 dead.	 He
replied	that	she	had,	and	they	asked	him	to	recite	it	if	he	could.
Then	Guest	said,	"As	Brynhild	was	being	driven	to	the	pyre	on	the	way	to	Hell,



she	 was	 brought	 near	 some	 cliffs	 where	 an	 ogress	 dwelt.	 The	 ogress	 was
standing	 outside	 the	 doors	 of	 her	 cave	 and	 wore	 a	 skin	 kirtle	 and	 was	 of	 a
blackish	 hue.	 She	 carried	 a	 long	 faggot	 in	 her	 hand	 and	 cried,	 'This	 will	 I
contribute	to	your	burning,	Brynhild.	It	would	have	been	better	if	you	had	been
burned	 while	 you	 were	 still	 alive,	 before	 you	 were	 guilty	 of	 getting	 such	 a
splendid	 man	 as	 Sigurth	 Fafnisbani	 slain.	 I	 was	 always	 friendly	 to	 him	 and
therefore	I	shall	attack	you	in	a	reproachful	song	which	will	make	you	hated	by
everybody	who	hears	what	you	have	done.'
After	that	Brynhild	and	the	ogress	chanted	to	one	another.
The	ogress	sang	as	follows:
	

You	shall	not	be	suffered	to	pass	through	my	courts
With	their	pillars	of	stone	in	my	mansion	drear,	-
Better	far	were	you	busied	at	home	with	your	needle!
Not	yours	is	the	husband	you	followest	here.
	

Inconstant	soul,	why	come	you	here?
From	the	land	of	the	Romans	why	visit	me?
Full	many	a	wolf	have	you	made	be	partaker
Of	the	life-blood	of	men	who	were	butchered	by	you!
	

Then	cried	Brynhild:
	

Upbraid	me	no	more	from	your	rock	bound	dwelling
For	battles	I	fought	in	the	days	of	old.	-
You	will	not	be	deemed	to	be	nobler	of	nature
Than	I,	wheresoever	our	story	is	told!
	

The	Ogress:
	

In	an	evil	hour,	Oh	Buthli's	daughter,
In	an	evil	hour	were	you	brought	to	birth.	-
The	Sons	of	Gjuki	you	gavest	to	slaughter,



Their	noble	dwellings	you	raised	to	earth.
	

Brynhild:
	

A	true	account,	if	you	care	to	hearken,
O	you	lying	soul,	will	I	tell	to	you;	-
How	empty	of	love	and	o'ershadowed	by	falsehood
The	life	that	the	Gjukings	had	destined	for	me!
	

Atli's	daughter	was	I,	yet	the	monarch	bold-hearted
Assigned	me	a	home	neath	the	shade	of	the	oak.
But	twelve	summers	old,	if	you	care	to	hearken,
Was	this	maid	when	her	vows	to	the	hero	she	spoke.
	

Hjalmgunnar	the	Old,	of	the	Gothic	nation,
Great	chief,	on	the	pathway	to	Hell	did	I	speed;
And	victory	granted	to	Auth's	young	brother;
Then	Othin's	dread	fury	was	roused	at	my	deed.
	

Then	a	phalanx	of	bucklers	did	Othin	set	round	me
On	Skatalund's	heights,	shields	crimson	and	white,	-
Bade	only	that	prince	break	the	slumber	that	bound	me
Who	knew	naught	of	terror,	nor	shrank	from	the	fight.
	

And	flames	high	towering	and	fiercely	raging
Round	my	Southern	hall	did	he	set	in	a	ring:
None	other	was	destined	to	pass	through	in	safety
Save	the	hero	who	treasure	of	Fafnir	should	bring.
	

The	generous	hero	with	treasure	a-gleaming,
The	Danish	Viking	on	Grani	rode,



Foremost	champion	in	deeds	of	valour	-
Where	my	foster-father	had	his	abode.
	

As	brother	with	sister	we	slept	together;
Eight	nights'	space	he	lay	at	my	side.
There	were	we	happy	and	slumbered	idly,
Nor	loving	caresses	did	ever	betide.
	

Yet	Guthrun	the	daughter	of	Gjuki	reviled	me,
That	I	in	the	arms	of	her	lover	had	slept.
O	then	was	I	'ware	of	the	thing	I	desired	not
The	truth	of	my	marriage	from	me	had	they	kept.
	

All	too	long	against	storms	of	adversity	struggling
Both	women	and	men	seek	their	fortunes	to	right;
But	I	with	my	Sigurth	shall	end	my	life's	battle
At	last.	Now	depart	from	me,	daughter	of	Night!
	

Then	the	ogress	gave	a	horrible	shriek	and	leapt	into	the	cliff."
Then	the	King's	followers	cried:	"That's	fine!	Go	on	and	tell	us	some	more!"
But	 the	King	 said,	 "You	need	not	 tell	 us	 any	more	 about	 things	of	 that	 kind."
Then	he	continued:	"Were	you	ever	with	the	sons	of	Lothbrok?"
Guest	replied:	"I	was	only	with	them	for	a	short	time;	I	joined	them	when	they
were	making	an	expedition	 to	 the	south	 in	 the	neighbourhood	of	 the	Alps,	and
when	they	destroyed	Vifilsborg.	Panic	spread	everywhere	at	their	approach,	for
they	were	victorious	wherever	they	went.	They	were	intending	at	the	time	to	go
to	Rome.	It	chanced	one	day	that	a	certain	man	came	up	to	King	Björn	Ironside
and	saluted	him.
The	King	received	him	in	a	friendly	way	and	asked	him	whence	he	came.
He	said	that	he	had	come	from	the	south,	from	Rome.
The	King	asked	him:	'How	long	is	the	journey	there?'
He	replied:	'You	can	see	here,	Oh	King,	the	shoes	which	I	am	wearing.'



Then	he	 took	 iron-bound	 shoes	 from	his	 feet,	 and	 the	 tops	 of	 them	were	 very
thick,	but	underneath	they	were	all	torn.
'You	can	see	now	how	severely	my	shoes	have	suffered,'	said	he,	'and	tell	by	that
what	a	long	way	it	is	from	here	to	Rome.'
'It	must	be	a	very	long	way,'	said	the	King;	'I	shall	turn	back	and	give	up	the	idea
of	attacking	the	territories	of	Rome.'
And	the	result	was	that	they	went	no	further	on	their	way;	and	everyone	thought
it	extraordinary	that	they	should	change	their	minds	so	suddenly	at	the	word	of
one	man,	when	they	had	all	 their	plans	 laid.	So	after	 this	 the	sons	of	Lothbrok
went	back	to	their	homes	in	the	north,	and	made	no	further	raids	in	the	south."
The	King	said,	"It	is	clear	that	the	saints	in	Rome	would	not	allow	them	to	make
their	way	there.	The	man	you	spoke	of	must	have	been	a	Spirit	sent	from	God	to
make	 them	 change	 their	 minds	 so	 quickly,	 so	 as	 not	 to	 bring	 destruction	 on
Rome,	the	most	holy	place	of	Jesus	Christ."

X
Then	the	King	asked	Guest:	"Amongst	the	kings	whom	you	have	visited,	whose
was	the	court	that	you	liked	best?"
Guest	replied:	"I	enjoyed	most	being	with	Sigurth	and	the	sons	of	Gjuki;	but	the
sons	of	Lothbrok	were	those	who	allowed	most	freedom	to	their	followers	to	live
as	they	liked.	Then	again	the	richest	place	was	that	of	Eric	at	Upsala;	but	King
Harold	the	Fairhaired	was	more	exacting	than	any	of	the	kings	I	have	mentioned
in	the	duties	that	he	imposed	on	his	followers.	I	was	with	King	Hlöthver	too	in
the	land	of	the	Saxons,	and	there	I	was	prime-signed;	for	it	was	not	possible	to
remain	 with	 him	 otherwise,	 because	 the	 Christian	 religion	 was	 carefully
observed	there.	That	was	the	place	I	liked	best	on	the	whole."
The	King	said,	"You	can	give	us	a	great	deal	of	information	whatever	question
we	ask	you."
The	 King	 then	 asked	 Guest	 many	 further	 questions,	 and	 Guest	 told	 him
everything	 clearly,	 and	 finally	 he	 said,	 "Now	 I	must	 tell	 you	why	 I	 am	 called
Nornagest."
The	King	said	he	would	like	to	hear.

XI
Guest	began:	"I	was	brought	up	at	my	father's	home	at	a	place	called	Groening.
My	father	was	a	wealthy	man	and	kept	house	 in	great	 style.	At	 that	 time	wise
women	used	 to	 go	 about	 the	 country.	They	were	 called	 'spae-wives,'	 and	 they
foretold	 people's	 futures.	 For	 this	 reason	 people	 used	 to	 invite	 them	 to	 their
houses	and	gave	them	hospitality	and	bestowed	gifts	on	them	at	parting.



My	father	did	the	same,	and	they	came	to	him	with	a	great	following	to	foretell
my	 fate.	 I	 was	 lying	 in	my	 cradle	 when	 the	 time	 came	 for	 them	 to	 prophesy
about	me,	 and	 two	 candles	were	 burning	 above	me.	 Then	 they	 foretold	 that	 I
should	be	a	favourite	of	Fortune,	and	a	greater	man	than	any	of	my	kindred	or
forbears	-	greater	even	than	the	sons	of	the	chief	men	in	the	land;	and	they	said
that	all	would	come	to	pass	just	as	it	has	done.	But	the	youngest	Norn	thought
that	she	was	not	receiving	enough	attention	compared	with	the	other	two,	since
they	were	held	 in	high	account	yet	did	not	consult	her	about	 these	prophecies.
There	was	also	a	great	crowd	of	roughs	present,	who	pushed	her	off	her	seat,	so
that	she	fell	to	the	ground.	She	was	much	vexed
at	this	and	called	out	loudly	and	angrily,	telling	them	to	stop
prophesying	such	good	things	about	me,	'For	I	ordain	that	the	boy	shall	live	no
longer	than	that	candle	burns	which	is	alight	beside	him.'
Then	 the	 eldest	 spae-wife	 took	 the	 candle	 and	 extinguished	 it	 and	 bade	 my
mother	take	charge	of	it	and	not	light	it	until	the	last	day	of	my	life.	After	that
the	spae-wives	went	away,	and	my	father	gave	them	good	gifts	at	parting.	When
I	was	full-grown,	my	mother	gave	me	the	candle	to	take	charge	of:	I	have	it	with
me	now."
The	King	said,	"Why	have	you	come	here	to	me	now?"
Guest	 replied:	 "The	 idea	 that	 came	 into	 my	 mind	 was	 this:	 I	 expected	 that	 I
should	get	good	luck	from	you,	because	I	have	heard	you	highly	praised	by	good
and	wise	men."
The	King	said,	"Will	you	receive	holy	baptism	now?"
Guest	replied:	"Yes,	I	will,	since	you	advise	it."
So	it	came	to	pass;	and	the	King	took	him	into	his	favour	and	made	him	one	of
his	retinue.	Guest	became	a	very	good	Christian	and	loyally	followed	the	King's
rules	of	life.	He	was	also	popular	with	everybody.

XII
It	happened	one	day	that	 the	King	asked	Guest:	"How	much	longer	would	you
live	if	you	could	choose?"
Guest	replied:	"Only	a	short	time,	please	God!"
The	King	said,	"What	will	happen	if	you	take	your	candle	now?"
Thereupon	Guest	took	his	candle	out	of	the	frame	of	his	harp.	The	King	ordered
it	 to	 be	 lighted,	 and	 this	was	 done.	 And	when	 the	 candle	was	 lighted	 it	 soon
began	to	burn	away.
Then	the	King	said	to	Guest:	"How	old	are	you?"
And	Guest	replied:	"I	am	now	three	hundred	years	old."



"You	are	an	old	man,"	observed	the	King.
Then	Guest	laid	himself	down	and	asked	them	to	anoint	him	with	oil.	The	King
ordered	it	to	be	done,	and	when	it	was	finished	there	was	very	little	of	the	candle
left	unburnt.	Then	it	became	clear	that	Guest	was	drawing	near	to	his	end,	and
his	 spirit	 passed	 just	 as	 the	 torch	 flickered	 out;	 and	 they	 all	 marvelled	 at	 his
passing.	The	King	 also	 set	 great	 store	 by	his	 stories	 and	held	 that	 the	 account
which	he	had	given	of	his	life	was	perfectly	true.
	



THE	BABY

Adapted	from	”skald”	sagas	as	told	by	Jennie	Hall	in	Viking	Tales,	1902

	

	

KING	HALFDAN	LIVED	IN	NORWAY	LONG	ago.	One	morning	his	queen
said	to	him:	"I	had	a	strange	dream	last	night.	I	thought	that	I	stood	in	the	grass
before	my	bower.	I	pulled	a	thorn	from	my	dress.	As	I	held	it	in	my	fingers,	it
grew	into	a	tall	tree.	The	trunk	was	thick	and	red	as	blood,	but	the	lower	limbs
were	fair	and	green,	and	the	highest	ones	were	white.	I	thought	that	the	branches
of	this	great	tree	spread	so	far	that	they	covered	all	Norway	and	even	more."
"A	strange	dream,"	said	King	Halfdan.	"Dreams	are	the	messengers	of	the	gods.
I	wonder	what	they	would	tell	us,"	and	he	stroked	his	beard	in	thought.
Sometime	 after	 that	 a	 serving-woman	 came	 into	 the	 feast	 hall	 where	 King
Halfdan	was.	She	carried	a	little	white	bundle	in	her	arms.
"My	lord,"	she	said,	"a	little	son	is	just	born	to	you."
"Ha!"	cried	the	king,	and	he	jumped	up	from	the	high	seat	and	hastened	forward
until	he	stood	before	the	woman.
"Show	him	to	me!"	he	shouted,	and	there	was	joy	in	his	voice.
The	 serving-woman	 put	 down	 her	 bundle	 on	 the	 ground	 and	 turned	 back	 the
cloth.	There	was	a	little	naked	baby.	The	king	looked	at	it	carefully.
"It	is	a	goodly	youngster,"	he	said,	and	smiled.	"Bring	Ivar	and	Thorstein."
They	were	captains	of	the	king’s	soldiers.	Soon	they	came.
"Stand	as	witnesses,"	Halfdan	said.
Then	 he	 lifted	 the	 baby	 in	 his	 arms,	 while	 the	 old	 serving-woman	 brought	 a
silver	bowl	of	water.	The	king	dipped	his	hand	 into	 it	 and	 sprinkled	 the	baby,
saying:	"I	own	this	baby	for	my	son.	He	shall	be	called	Harald.	My	naming	gift
to	him	is	ten	pounds	of	gold."
Then	the	woman	carried	the	baby	back	to	the	queen’s	room.
"I	own	this	baby	for	my	son.	He	shall	be	called	Harald"
"My	 lord	 owns	 him	 for	 his	 son,"	 she	 said.	 "And	 no	wonder!	He	 is	 perfect	 in



every	limb."
The	queen	 looked	at	 him	and	 smiled	 and	 remembered	her	dream	and	 thought,
"That	great	tree!	Can	it	be	this	little	baby	of	mine?"



SMUND	AND	SIGNY

Adapted	from	an	original	in	Islandische	Märchen	by	Andrew	Lang	in	The	Brown
Fairy	Book,	1904

	

	

LONG,	LONG	AGO,	 IN	THE	DAYS	when	 fairies,	witches,	 giants	 and	 ogres
still	visited	the	earth,	there	lived	a	king	who	reigned	over	a	great	and	beautiful
country.	He	was	married	 to	 a	wife	whom	 he	 dearly	 loved,	 and	 had	 two	most
promising	 children	 -	 a	 son	 called	 Asmund,	 and	 a	 daughter	 who	 was	 named
Signy.
The	king	and	queen	were	very	anxious	 to	bring	 their	children	up	well,	and	 the
young	 prince	 and	 princess	were	 taught	 everything	 likely	 to	make	 them	 clever
and	accomplished.	They	lived	at	home	in	their	father’s	palace,	and	he	spared	no
pains	to	make	their	lives	happy.
Prince	Asmund	dearly	loved	all	outdoor	sports	and	an	open-air	life,	and	from	his
earliest	 childhood	 he	 had	 longed	 to	 live	 entirely	 in	 the	 forest	 close	 by.	 After
many	arguments	and	entreaties	he	succeeded	in	persuading	the	king	to	give	him
two	great	oak	trees	for	his	very	own.
"Now,"	said	he	to	his	sister,	"I	will	have	the	trees	hollowed	out,	and	then	I	will
make	rooms	 in	 them	and	furnish	 them	so	 that	 I	 shall	be	able	 to	 live	out	 in	 the
forest."
"Oh,	Asmund!"	exclaimed	Signy,	"what	a	delightful	idea!	Do	let	me	come	too,
and	live	in	one	of	your	trees.	I	will	bring	all	my	pretty	things	and	ornaments,	and
the	trees	are	so	near	home	we	shall	be	quite	safe	in	them."
Asmund,	who	was	extremely	fond	of	his	sister,	readily	consented,	and	they	had	a
very	 happy	 time	 together,	 carrying	 over	 all	 their	 pet	 treasures,	 and	 Signy’s
jewels	and	other	ornaments,	and	arranging	them	in	the	pretty	little	rooms	inside
the	trees.
Unfortunately	sadder	days	were	to	come.	A	war	with	another	country	broke	out,
and	 the	king	had	 to	 lead	his	army	against	 their	enemy.	During	his	absence	 the
queen	fell	ill,	and	after	lingering	for	some	time	she	died,	to	the	great	grief	of	her
children.	They	made	up	 their	minds	 to	 live	altogether	 for	a	 time	 in	 their	 trees,



and	for	this	purpose	they	had	provisions	enough	stored	up	inside	to	last	them	a
year.
Now,	 I	must	 tell	 you,	 in	 another	 country	 a	 long	way	off,	 there	 reigned	 a	 king
who	 had	 an	 only	 son	 named	Ring.	 Prince	 Ring	 had	 heard	 so	much	 about	 the
beauty	 and	 goodness	 of	 Princess	 Signy	 that	 he	 determined	 to	 marry	 her	 if
possible.	So	he	begged	his	father	to	let	him	have	a	ship	for	the	voyage,	set	sail
with	a	favourable	wind,	and	after	a	time	landed	in	the	country	where	Signy	lived.
The	prince	lost	no	time	in	setting	out	for	the	royal	palace,	and	on	his	way	there
he	met	 such	 a	wonderfully	 lovely	woman	 that	 he	 felt	 he	 had	 never	 seen	 such
beauty	in	all	his	life.	He	stopped	her	and	at	once	asked	who	she	was.
"I	am	Signy,	the	king’s	daughter,"	was	the	reply.
Then	 the	prince	 inquired	why	she	was	wandering	about	all	by	herself,	and	she
told	him	that	since	her	mother’s	death	she	was	so	sad	that	whilst	her	father	was
away	she	preferred	being	alone.
Ring	was	 quite	 deceived	 by	 her,	 and	 never	 guessed	 that	 she	was	 not	 Princess
Signy	at	all,	but	a	strong,	gigantic,	wicked	witch	bent	on	deceiving	him	under	a
beautiful	 shape.	He	 confided	 to	 her	 that	 he	 had	 travelled	 all	 the	way	 from	his
own	country	for	her	sake,	having	fallen	in	love	with	the	accounts	he	had	heard	of
her	beauty,	and	he	then	and	there	asked	her	to	be	his	wife.
The	witch	listened	to	all	he	said	and,	much	pleased,	ended	by	accepting	his	offer;
but	 she	begged	him	 to	 return	 to	his	 ship	 for	 a	 little	while	 as	 she	wished	 to	go
some	way	further	into	the	forest,	promising	to	join	him	later	on.
Prince	 Ring	 did	 as	 she	 wished	 and	 went	 back	 to	 his	 ship	 to	 wait,	 whilst	 she
walked	on	into	the	forest	till	she	reached	the	two	oak	trees.
Here	she	resumed	her	own	gigantic	shape,	tore	up	the	trees	by	their	roots,	threw
one	of	them	over	her	back	and	clasped	the	other	to	her	breast,	carried	them	down
to	the	shore	and	waded	out	with	them	to	the	ship.
She	took	care	not	to	be	noticed	as	she	reached	the	ship,	and	directly	she	got	on
board	 she	 once	 more	 changed	 to	 her	 former	 lovely	 appearance	 and	 told	 the
prince	that	her	luggage	was	now	all	on	board,	and	that	they	need	wait	for	nothing
more.
The	prince	gave	orders	to	set	sail	at	once,	and	after	a	fine	voyage	landed	in	his
own	country,	where	his	parents	and	his	only	sister	received	him	with	the	greatest
joy	and	affection.
The	 false	 Signy	 was	 also	 very	 kindly	 welcomed.	 A	 beautiful	 house	 was	 got
ready	 for	 her,	 and	Prince	Ring	 had	 the	 two	 oaks	 planted	 in	 the	 garden	 just	 in
front	 of	 her	 windows	 so	 that	 she	 might	 have	 the	 pleasure	 of	 seeing	 them
constantly.	He	often	went	 to	 visit	 the	witch,	whom	he	believed	 to	 be	Princess



Signy,	 and	 one	 day	 he	 asked:	 "Don’t	 you	 think	 we	 might	 be	 married	 before
long?"
"Yes,"	 said	 she,	 quite	 pleased,	 "I	 am	 quite	 ready	 to	marry	 you	whenever	 you
like."
"Then,"	 replied	 Ring,	 "let	 us	 decide	 on	 this	 day	 fortnight.	 And	 see,	 I	 have
brought	you	some	stuff	to	make	your	wedding-dress	of."	So	saying	he	gave	her	a
large	piece	of	the	most	beautiful	brocade,	all	woven	over	with	gold	threads,	and
embroidered	with	pearls	and	other	jewels.
The	prince	had	hardly	 left	 her	 before	 the	witch	 resumed	her	proper	 shape	 and
tore	about	 the	room,	raging	and	storming	and	flinging	 the	beautiful	silk	on	 the
floor.
"What	was	SHE	to	do	with	such	things?"	she	roared.	"SHE	did	not	know	how	to
sew	or	make	clothes,	and	she	was	sure	to	die	of	starvation	into	the	bargain	if	her
brother	Ironhead	did	not	come	soon	and	bring	her	some	raw	meat	and	bones,	for
she	really	could	eat	nothing	else."
As	she	was	raving	and	roaring	in	this	frantic	manner	part	of	the	floor	suddenly
opened	and	a	huge	giant	 rose	up	carrying	a	great	chest	 in	his	arms.	The	witch
was	enchanted	at	this	sight,	and	eagerly	helped	her	brother	to	set	down	and	open
the	 chest,	 which	 was	 full	 of	 the	 ghastly	 food	 she	 had	 been	 longing	 for.	 The
horrid	 pair	 set	 to	 and	 greedily	 devoured	 it	 all,	 and	 when	 the	 chest	 was	 quite
empty	the	giant	put	it	on	his	shoulder	and	disappeared	as	he	had	come,	without
leaving	any	trace	of	his	visit.
But	his	sister	did	not	keep	quiet	for	long,	and	tore	and	pulled	at	the	rich	brocade
as	if	she	wanted	to	destroy	it,	stamping	about	and	shouting	angrily.
Now,	all	this	time	Prince	Asmund	and	his	sister	sat	in	their	trees	just	outside	the
window	and	saw	all	that	was	going	on.
"Dear	 Signy,"	 said	Asmund,	 "do	 try	 to	 get	 hold	 of	 that	 piece	 of	 brocade	 and
make	the	clothes	yourself,	for	really	we	shall	have	no	rest	day	or	night	with	such
a	noise."
"I	will	 try,"	said	Signy;	"it	won’t	be	an	easy	matter,	but	 it’s	worthwhile	 taking
some	trouble	to	have	a	little	peace."
So	she	watched	for	an	opportunity	and	managed	to	carry	off	the	brocade	the	first
time	 the	witch	 left	 her	 room.	Then	 she	 set	 to	work,	 cutting	out	 and	 sewing	as
best	she	could,	and	by	the	end	of	six	days	she	had	turned	it	into	an	elegant	robe
with	a	long	train	and	a	mantle.	When	it	was	finished	she	climbed	to	the	top	of
her	 tree	 and	 contrived	 to	 throw	 the	 clothes	 on	 to	 a	 table	 through	 the	 open
window.
How	delighted	the	witch	was	when	she	found	the	clothes	all	finished!	The	next



time	Prince	Ring	came	to	see	her	she	gave	them	to	him,	and	he	paid	her	many
compliments	on	her	 skilful	work,	after	which	he	 took	 leave	of	her	 in	 the	most
friendly	manner.	But	he	had	scarcely	left	the	house	when	the	witch	began	to	rage
as	furiously	as	ever,	and	never	stopped	till	her	brother	Ironhead	appeared.
When	Asmund	saw	all	these	wild	doings	from	his	tree	he	felt	he	could	no	longer
keep	silence.	He	went	 to	Prince	Ring	and	said,	"Do	come	with	me	and	see	 the
strange	things	that	are	happening	in	the	new	princess’s	room."
The	 prince	 was	 not	 a	 little	 surprised,	 but	 he	 consented	 to	 hide	 himself	 with
Asmund	behind	 the	 panelling	of	 the	 room,	 from	where	 they	 could	 see	 all	 that
went	on	through	a	little	slit.	The	witch	was	raving	and	roaring	as	usual,	and	said
to	her	brother:
"Once	I	am	married	to	the	king’s	son	I	shall	be	better	off	than	now.	I	shall	take
care	to	have	all	that	pack	of	courtiers	put	to	death,	and	then	I	shall	send	for	all
my	 relations	 to	 come	 and	 live	 here	 instead.	 I	 fancy	 the	 giants	 will	 enjoy
themselves	very	much	with	me	and	my	husband."
When	Prince	Ring	heard	this	he	fell	into	such	a	rage	that	he	ordered	the	house	to
be	set	on	fire,	and	it	was	burnt	to	the	ground,	with	the	witch	and	her	brother	in	it.
Asmund	then	told	the	prince	about	the	two	oak	trees	and	took	him	to	see	them.
The	prince	was	quite	astonished	at	them	and	at	all	their	contents,	but	still	more
so	at	the	extreme	beauty	of	Signy.	He	fell	in	love	with	her	at	once,	and	entreated
her	to	marry	him,	which,	after	a	time,	she	consented	to	do.	Asmund,	on	his	side,
asked	for	the	hand	of	Prince	Ring’s	sister,	which	was	gladly	granted	him,	and	the
double	wedding	was	celebrated	with	great	rejoicings.
After	this	Prince	Asmund	and	his	bride	returned	to	his	country	to	live	with	the
king	his	 father.	The	 two	couples	often	met,	 and	 lived	happily	 for	many,	many
years.	And	that	is	the	end	of	the	story.
	



THE	TOOTH	THRALL

Adapted	from	”skald”	sagas	as	told	by	Jennie	Hall	in	Viking	Tales,	1902

	

	

WHEN	HARALD	WAS	SEVEN	MONTHS	OLD	he	cut	his	first	tooth.	Then	his
father	 said,	 "All	 the	young	of	my	herds,	 lambs	and	calves	and	colts,	 that	have
been	born	since	this	baby	was	born	I	this	day	give	to	him.	I	also	give	to	him	this
thrall,	Olaf.	These	are	my	tooth-gifts	to	my	son."
The	boy	grew	fast,	for	as	soon	as	he	could	walk	about	he	was	out	of	doors	most
of	the	time.	He	ran	in	the	woods	and	climbed	the	hills	and	waded	in	the	creek.
He	was	much	with	his	tooth	thrall,	for	the	king	had	said	to	Olaf:	"Be	ever	at	his
call."
Now	this	Olaf	was	full	of	stories,	and	Harald	liked	to	hear	them.
"Come	out	to	Aegir’s	Rock,	Olaf,	and	tell	me	stories,"	he	said	almost	every	day.
So	 they	 started	off	 across	 the	hills.	The	man	wore	 a	 long,	 loose	 coat	 of	white
wool,	 belted	 at	 the	 waist	 with	 a	 strap.	 He	 had	 on	 coarse	 shoes	 and	 leather
leggings.	Around	his	neck	was	an	iron	collar	welded	together	so	that	it	could	not
come	 off.	 On	 it	 were	 strange	 marks,	 called	 runes,	 that	 said,	 "Olaf,	 thrall	 of
Halfdan."
But	Harald’s	clothes	were	gay.	A	cape	of	grey	velvet	hung	from	his	shoulders.	It
was	fastened	over	his	breast	with	great	gold	buckles.	When	it	waved	in	the	wind,
a	scarlet	lining	flashed	out,	and	the	bottom	of	a	little	scarlet	jacket	showed.	His
feet	and	legs	were	covered	with	grey	woollen	tights.	Gold	lacings	wound	around
his	legs	from	his	shoes	to	his	knees.	A	band	of	gold	held	down	his	long,	yellow
hair.
It	 was	 a	wild	 country	 that	 these	 two	were	walking	 over.	 They	were	 climbing
steep,	 rough	 hills.	 Some	 of	 them	 seemed	made	 all	 of	 rock,	 with	 a	 little	 earth
lying	 in	 spots.	 Great	 rocks	 hung	 out	 from	 them,	 with	 trees	 growing	 in	 their
cracks.	Some	big	pieces	had	broken	off	and	rolled	down	the	hill.
"Thor	broke	them,"	Olaf	said.	"He	rides	through	the	sky	and	hurls	his	hammer	at
clouds	and	at	mountains.	That	makes	 the	 thunder	and	 the	 lightning	and	cracks
the	hills.	His	hammer	never	misses	its	aim,	and	it	always	comes	back	to	his	hand



and	is	eager	to	go	again."
When	 they	reached	 the	 top	of	 the	hill	 they	 looked	back.	Far	below	was	a	soft,
green	valley.	In	front	of	 it	 the	sea	came	up	into	 the	 land	and	made	a	fiord.	On
each	side	of	the	fiord	high	walls	of	rock	stood	up	and	made	the	water	black	with
shadow.	All	around	the	valley	were	high	hills	with	dark	pines	on	them.	Far	off
were	 the	 mountains.	 In	 the	 valley	 were	 Halfdan’s	 houses	 around	 their	 square
yard.
"How	little	our	houses	look	down	there!"	Harald	said.	"But	I	can	almost	-	yes,	I
can	see	 the	 red	dragon	on	 the	 roof	of	 the	 feast	hall.	Do	you	 remember	when	 I
climbed	up	and	sat	on	his	head,	Olaf?"
He	laughed	and	kicked	his	heels	and	ran	on.
At	last	they	came	to	Aegir’s	Rock	and	walked	up	on	its	flat	top.	Harald	went	to
the	edge	and	looked	over.	A	ragged	wall	of	rock	reached	down,	and	two	hundred
feet	below	was	the	black	water	of	the	fiord.	Olaf	watched	him	for	a	while,	then
he	said,	"No	whitening	of	your	cheek,	Harald?	Good!	A	boy	that	can	face	the	fall
of	Aegir’s	Rock	will	not	be	afraid	to	face	the	war	flash	when	he	is	a	man."
"Ho,	I	am	not	afraid	of	the	war	flash	now,"	cried	Harald.
He	threw	back	his	cape	and	drew	a	little	dagger	from	his	belt.
"See!"	he	cried;	"does	this	not	flash	like	a	sword?	And	I	am	not	afraid.	But	after
all,	this	is	a	baby	thing!	When	I	am	eight	years	old	I	will	have	a	sword,	a	sharp
tooth	of	war."
He	swung	his	dagger	as	though	it	were	a	long	sword.	Then	he	ran	and	sat	on	a
rock	by	Olaf.
"Why	is	this	Aegir’s	Rock?"	he	asked.
"You	know	that	Asgard	is	up	in	the	sky,"	Olaf	said.	"It	is	a	wonderful	city	where
the	 golden	 houses	 of	 the	 gods	 are	 in	 the	 golden	 grove.	 A	 high	 wall	 runs	 all
around	it.	 In	 the	house	of	Odin,	 the	All-father,	 there	 is	a	great	 feast	hall	 larger
than	the	whole	earth.	Its	name	is	Valhalla.	It	has	five	hundred	doors.	The	rafters
are	spears.	The	roof	is	thatched	with	shields.	Armor	lies	on	the	benches.	In	the
high	seat	sits	Odin,	a	golden	helmet	on	his	head,	a	spear	in	his	hand.	Two	wolves
lie	at	his	feet.	At	his	right	hand	and	his	left	sit	all	 the	gods	and	goddesses,	and
around	the	hall	sit	thousands	and	thousands	of	men,	all	the	brave	ones	that	have
ever	died.
"Now	it	 is	good	 to	be	 in	Valhalla;	 for	 there	 is	mead	 there	better	 than	men	can
brew,	and	it	never	runs	out.	And	there	are	skalds	that	sing	wonderful	songs	that
men	never	heard.	And	before	the	doors	of	Valhalla	is	a	great	meadow	where	the
warriors	fight	every	day	and	get	glorious	and	sweet	wounds	and	give	many.	And
all	night	they	feast,	and	their	wounds	heal.	But	none	may	go	to	Valhalla	except



warriors	 that	 have	 died	 bravely	 in	 battle.	Men	who	die	 from	 sickness	 go	with
women	and	children	and	cowards	to	Niflheim.	There	Hela,	who	is	queen,	always
sneers	at	 them,	and	a	terrible	cold	takes	hold	of	 their	bones,	and	they	sit	down
and	freeze.
"Years	ago	Aegir	was	a	great	warrior.	Aegir	the	Big-handed,	they	called	him.	In
many	a	battle	his	 sword	had	sung,	and	he	had	sent	many	warriors	 to	Valhalla.
Many	 swords	 had	 bit	 into	 his	 flesh	 and	 left	marks	 there,	 but	 never	 a	 one	 had
struck	him	to	death.	So	his	hair	grew	white	and	his	arms	thin.	There	was	peace	in
that	country	then,	and	Aegir	sorrowed,	saying,	‘I	am	old.	Battles	are	still.	Must	I
die	in	bed	like	a	woman?	Shall	I	not	see	Valhalla?’
"Now	thus	did	Odin	say	long	ago,	‘If	a	man	is	old	and	is	come	near	death	and
cannot	die	in	fight,	let	him	find	death	in	some	brave	way	and	he	shall	feast	with
me	in	Valhalla.’
"So	one	day	Aegir	came	to	this	rock.	‘A	deed	to	win	Valhalla!’	he	cried.	Then	he
drew	his	sword	and	flashed	it	over	his	head	and	held	his	shield	high	above	him,
and	leaped	out	into	the	air	and	died	in	the	water	of	the	fiord."
"Ho!"	cried	Harald,	 jumping	 to	his	 feet.	 "I	 think	 that	Odin	stood	up	before	his
high	 seat	 and	welcomed	 that	man	gladly	when	he	walked	 through	 the	 door	 of
Valhalla."
"So	 the	 songs	 say,"	 replied	 Olaf,	 "for	 skalds	 still	 sing	 of	 that	 deed	 all	 over
Norway."
	



GEIRLAUG	THE	KING"S	DAUGHTER
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ONE	DAY	A	POWERFUL	KING	AND	his	 beautiful	wife	were	 sitting	 in	 the
gardens	of	their	capital	city,	talking	earnestly	about	the	future	life	of	their	little
son,	who	was	sleeping	by	their	side	in	his	beautiful	golden	cradle.	They	had	been
married	for	many	years	without	children,	so	when	this	baby	came	they	thought
themselves	 the	happiest	 couple	 in	 the	whole	world.	He	was	a	 fine	 sturdy	 little
boy,	who	loved	to	kick	and	to	strike	out	with	his	fists;	but	even	if	he	had	been
weak	and	small	 they	would	still	have	thought	him	the	most	wonderful	creature
upon	earth,	and	so	absorbed	were	they	in	making	plans	for	him,	that	they	never
noticed	a	huge	dark	shadow	creeping	up,	till	a	horrible	head	with	gleaming	teeth
stretched	over	them,	and	in	an	instant	their	beloved	baby	was	snatched	away.
For	 a	 while	 the	 king	 and	 queen	 remained	 where	 they	 were,	 speechless	 with
horror.	Then	the	king	rose	slowly,	and	holding	out	his	hand	to	his	wife,	led	her
weeping	into	the	palace,	and	for	many	days	their	subjects	saw	no	more	of	them.
Meanwhile	 the	dragon	soared	high	 into	 the	air,	holding	 the	cradle	between	his
teeth,	and	the	baby	still	slept	on.	He	flew	so	fast	that	he	soon	crossed	the	borders
of	 another	 kingdom,	 and	 again	 he	 beheld	 the	 king	 and	 queen	 of	 the	 country
seated	in	the	garden	with	a	little	girl	 lying	in	a	wonderful	cradle	of	white	satin
and	lace.	Swooping	down	from	behind	as	he	had	done	before,	he	was	just	about
to	seize	the	cradle,	when	the	king	jumped	up	and	dealt	him	such	a	blow	with	his
golden	staff	that	the	dragon	not	only	started	back,	but	in	his	pain	let	fall	the	boy,
as	he	spread	his	wings	and	soared	into	the	air	away	from	all	danger.
"That	was	a	narrow	escape,"	said	the	king,	turning	to	his	wife,	who	sat	pale	with
fright,	 and	 clasping	 her	 baby	 tightly	 in	 her	 arms.	 "Frightful,"	 murmured	 the
queen;	"but	look,	what	is	that	glittering	object	that	is	lying	out	there?"	The	king
walked	 in	 the	 direction	 of	 her	 finger,	 and	 to	 his	 astonishment	 beheld	 another
cradle	and	another	baby.
"Ah!	the	monster	must	have	stolen	this	as	he	sought	to	steal	Geirlaug,"	cried	he.
And	stooping	lower,	he	read	some	words	that	were	written	on	the	fine	linen	that



was	 wound	 round	 the	 boy.	 "This	 is	 Grethari,	 son	 of	 Grethari	 the	 king!"
Unfortunately	it	happened	that	the	two	neighbouring	monarchs	had	had	a	serious
quarrel,	and	for	some	years	had	ceased	holding	communication	with	each	other.
So,	instead	of	sending	a	messenger	at	once	to	Grethari	to	tell	him	of	the	safety	of
his	son,	the	king	contented	himself	with	adopting	the	baby,	which	was	brought
up	with	Geirlaug	the	princess.
For	a	while	 things	went	well	with	 the	children,	who	were	as	happy	as	 the	day
was	long,	but	at	last	there	came	a	time	when	the	queen	could	no	more	run	races
or	play	at	hide-and-seek	with	them	in	the	garden	as	she	was	so	fond	of	doing,	but
lay	and	watched	them	from	a	pile	of	soft	cushions.	By-and-by	she	gave	up	doing
even	that,	and	people	in	the	palace	spoke	with	low	voices,	and	even	Geirlaug	and
Grethari	 trod	 gently	 and	 moved	 quietly	 when	 they	 drew	 near	 her	 room.	 At
length,	one	morning,	 they	were	sent	for	by	the	king	himself,	who,	his	eyes	red
with	weeping,	told	them	that	the	queen	was	dead.
Great	 was	 the	 sorrow	 of	 the	 two	 children,	 for	 they	 had	 loved	 the	 queen	 very
dearly,	and	life	seemed	dull	without	her.	But	the	lady-in-waiting	who	took	care
of	them	in	the	tower	which	had	been	built	for	them	while	they	were	still	babies,
was	kind	and	good,	and	when	 the	king	was	busy	or	away	 in	other	parts	of	his
kingdom	she	made	them	quite	happy,	and	saw	that	they	were	taught	everything
that	a	prince	and	princess	ought	to	know.	Thus	two	or	three	years	passed,	when,
one	 day,	 as	 the	 children	 were	 anxiously	 awaiting	 their	 father’s	 return	 from	 a
distant	city,	there	rode	post	haste	into	the	courtyard	of	the	palace	a	herald	whom
the	king	had	sent	before	him,	to	say	that	he	was	bringing	back	a	new	wife.
Now,	in	itself,	there	was	nothing	very	strange	or	dreadful	in	the	fact	that	the	king
should	marry	again,	but,	as	the	old	lady-in-waiting	soon	guessed,	 the	queen,	in
spite	of	her	beauty,	was	a	witch,	and	as	it	was	easy	to	see	that	she	was	jealous	of
everyone	who	might	gain	power	over	her	husband,	it	boded	ill	for	Geirlaug	and
Grethari.	The	faithful	woman	could	not	sleep	for	thinking	about	her	charges,	and
her	 soul	 sank	 when,	 a	 few	 months	 after	 the	 marriage,	 war	 broke	 out	 with	 a
country	across	the	seas,	and	the	king	rode	away	at	the	head	of	his	troops.	Then
there	 happened	 what	 she	 had	 so	 long	 expected.	 One	 night,	 when,	 unlike	 her
usual	habit,	she	was	sleeping	soundly	-	afterwards	she	felt	sure	that	a	drug	had
been	put	into	her	food	-	the	witch	came	to	the	tower.	Exactly	what	she	did	there
no	one	 knew,	 but,	when	 the	 sun	 rose,	 the	 beds	 of	Grethari	 and	Geirlaug	were
empty.	At	dawn	the	queen	summoned	some	of	her	guards,	and	told	them	that	she
had	been	warned	in	a	dream	that	some	evil	fate	would	befall	her	through	a	wild
beast,	and	bade	them	go	out	and	kill	every	animal	within	two	miles	of	the	palace.
But	the	only	beasts	they	found	were	two	black	foals	of	wondrous	beauty,	fitted
for	the	king’s	riding;	it	seemed	a	pity	to	kill	them,	for	what	harm	could	two	little
foals	do	anyone?	So	they	let	them	run	away,	frisking	over	the	plain,	and	returned
to	the	palace.



"Did	 you	 see	 nothing,	 really	 nothing?"	 asked	 the	 queen,	 when	 they	 again
appeared	before	her.
"Nothing,	your	majesty,"	they	replied.	But	the	queen	did	not	believe	them,	and
when	they	were	gone,	she	gave	orders	 to	her	steward	that	at	supper	 the	guards
should	be	well	plied	with	strong	drink	so	that	their	tongues	should	be	loosened,
and,	further,	that	he	was	to	give	heed	to	their	babble,	and	report	to	her,	whatever
they	might	let	fall.
"Your	majesty’s	commands	have	been	obeyed,"	 said	 the	 steward	when,	 late	 in
the	 evening,	 he	 begged	 admittance	 to	 the	 royal	 apartments;	 "but,	 after	 all,	 the
men	have	told	you	the	truth.	I	 listened	to	their	 talk	from	beginning	to	end,	and
nothing	did	they	see	save	two	black	foals."	He	might	have	added	more,	but	the
look	 in	 the	queen’s	blazing	 eyes	 terrified	him,	 and,	bowing	hastily,	 he	backed
quickly	out	of	her	presence.
	

In	a	week’s	time	the	king	came	home,	and	right	glad	were	all	the	courtiers	to	see
him.
"Now,	 perhaps,	 she	 will	 find	 someone	 else	 to	 scream	 at,"	 whispered	 they
amongst	 themselves.	 "She"	 was	 the	 queen,	 who	 had	 vented	 her	 rage	 on	 her
attendants	during	 these	days,	 though	what	had	happened	 to	make	her	 so	angry
nobody	knew.	But	whatever	might	be	the	meaning	of	it,	things	would	be	sure	to
improve	with	 the	king	 to	 rule	 in	 the	palace	 instead	of	his	wife.	Unfortunately,
their	joy	only	lasted	a	short	while;	for	the	very	first	night	after	the	king’s	arrival
the	queen	related	the	evil	dream	she	had	dreamt	in	his	absence,	and	begged	him
to	go	out	the	next	morning	and	kill	every	living	creature	he	saw	within	two	miles
of	the	city.	The	king,	who	always	believed	everything	the	queen	said,	promised
to	do	as	 she	wished.	But	before	he	had	 ridden	 through	 the	 lovely	gardens	 that
surrounded	 the	 palace,	 he	was	 attracted	 by	 the	 singing	 of	 two	 little	 blue	 birds
perched	on	a	scarlet-berried	holly,	which	made	him	think	of	everything	beautiful
that	he	had	ever	heard	of	or	 imagined.	Hour	after	hour	passed	by,	and	still	 the
birds	sang,	and	still	the	king	listened,	though	of	course	he	never	guessed	that	it
was	Geirlaug	and	Grethari	whose	notes	filled	him	with	enchantment.	At	length
darkness	fell;	the	birds"	voices	were	hushed,	and	the	king	awoke	with	a	start	to
find	that	for	that	day	his	promise	to	the	queen	could	not	be	kept.
"Well!	 did	 you	 see	 anything?"	 she	 asked	 eagerly,	 when	 the	 king	 entered	 her
apartments.
"Ah,	my	dear,	I	am	almost	ashamed	to	confess	to	you.	But	the	fact	is	that	before
I	rode	as	far	as	the	western	gate	the	singing	of	two	strange	little	blue	birds	made
me	forget	all	else	in	the	world.	And	you	will	hardly	believe	it	-	but	not	until	 it
grew	 dark	 did	 I	 remember	 where	 I	 was	 and	 what	 I	 should	 have	 been	 doing.
However,	to-morrow	nothing	shall	hinder	me	from	fulfilling	your	desires."



"There	will	 be	no	 to-morrow,"	muttered	 the	queen,	 as	 she	 turned	 away	with	 a
curious	glitter	in	her	eyes.	But	the	king	did	not	hear	her.
That	night	the	king	gave	a	great	supper	in	the	palace	in	honour	of	the	victory	he
had	gained	 over	 the	 enemy.	The	 three	men	whom	 the	 queen	had	 sent	 forth	 to
slay	 the	wild	 beasts	 held	 positions	 of	 trust	 in	 the	 household,	 for	 to	 them	was
committed	 the	 custody	 of	 the	 queen’s	 person.	And	 on	 the	 occasion	 of	 a	 feast
their	places	were	always	next	 that	of	 the	king,	 so	 it	was	easy	 for	 the	queen	 to
scatter	 a	 slow	 but	 fatal	 poison	 in	 their	 cups	 without	 anyone	 being	 the	 wiser.
Before	dawn	the	palace	was	roused	by	the	news	that	the	king	was	dead,	and	that
the	 three	officers	of	 the	guards	were	dying	also.	Of	course	nobody’s	cries	and
laments	were	as	loud	as	those	of	the	queen.	But	when	once	the	splendid	funeral
was	over,	she	gave	out	that	she	was	going	to	shut	herself	up	in	a	distant	castle	till
the	year	of	her	mourning	was	over,	and	after	appointing	a	regent	of	the	kingdom,
she	set	out	attended	only	by	a	maid	who	knew	all	her	secrets.	Once	she	had	left
the	 palace	 she	 quickly	 began	 to	work	 her	 spells,	 to	 discover	 under	what	 form
Geirlaug	and	Grethari	lay	hidden.	Happily,	the	princess	had	studied	magic	under
a	 former	governess,	 so	was	 able	 to	 fathom	her	 step-mother’s	wicked	plot,	 and
hastily	changed	herself	into	a	whale,	and	her	foster-brother	into	its	fin.	Then	the
queen	took	the	shape	of	a	shark	and	gave	chase.
For	several	hours	a	fierce	battle	raged	between	the	whale	and	the	shark,	and	the
sea	around	was	 red	with	blood;	 first	 one	of	 the	 combatants	got	 the	better,	 and
then	the	other,	but	at	length	it	became	plain	to	the	crowd	of	little	fishes	gathered
round	to	watch,	that	the	victory	would	be	to	the	whale.	And	so	it	was.	But	when,
after	a	mighty	struggle,	the	shark	floated	dead	and	harmless	on	the	surface	of	the
water,	the	whale	was	so	exhausted	that	she	had	only	strength	enough	to	drag	her
wounded	body	 into	a	quiet	 little	bay,	and	for	 three	days	she	 remained	 there	as
still	and	motionless	as	if	she	had	been	dead	herself.	At	the	end	of	the	three	days
her	wounds	were	healed,	and	she	began	to	think	what	it	was	best	to	do.
"Let	us	go	back	to	your	father’s	kingdom,"	she	said	to	Grethari,	when	they	had
both	resumed	their	proper	shapes,	and	were	sitting	on	a	high	cliff	above	the	sea.
"How	clever	you	are!	I	never	should	have	thought	of	that!"	answered	Grethari,
who,	 in	 truth,	 was	 not	 clever	 at	 all.	 But	 Geirlaug	 took	 a	 small	 box	 of	 white
powder	from	her	dress,	and	sprinkled	some	over	him	and	some	over	herself,	and,
quicker	than	lightning,	they	found	themselves	in	the	palace	grounds	from	which
Grethari	had	been	carried	off	by	the	dragon	so	many	years	before.
"Now	take	up	the	band	with	the	golden	letters	and	bind	it	about	your	forehead,"
said	Geirlaug,	 "and	go	boldly	up	 to	 the	 castle.	And,	 remember,	 however	 great
may	 be	 your	 thirst,	 you	must	 drink	 nothing	 till	 you	 have	 first	 spoken	 to	 your
father.	If	you	do,	ill	will	befall	us	both."
"Why	should	 I	be	 thirsty?"	 replied	Grethari,	 staring	at	her	 in	 astonishment.	 "It



will	not	take	me	five	minutes	to	reach	the	castle	gate."	Geirlaug	held	her	peace,
but	her	eyes	had	in	them	a	sad	look.	"Good-bye,"	she	said	at	last,	and	she	turned
and	kissed	him.
Grethari	had	spoken	truly	when	he	declared	that	he	could	easily	get	to	the	castle
in	five	minutes.	At	least,	no	one	would	have	dreamed	that	it	could	possibly	take
any	 longer.	Yet,	 to	 his	 surprise,	 the	 door	which	 stood	 so	widely	 open	 that	 he
could	see	the	colour	of	the	hangings	within	never	appeared	to	grow	any	nearer,
while	each	moment	the	sun	burned	more	hotly,	and	his	tongue	was	parched	with
thirst.
"I	 don’t	 understand!	 What	 can	 be	 the	 matter	 with	 me	 -	 and	 why	 haven’t	 I
reached	 the	 castle	 long	 ago?"	 he	murmured	 to	 himself,	 as	 his	 knees	 began	 to
knock	under	him	with	fatigue,	and	his	head	to	swim.	For	a	few	more	paces	he
staggered	on	blindly,	when,	suddenly,	the	sound	of	rushing	water	smote	upon	his
ears;	and	in	a	little	wood	that	bordered	the	path	he	beheld	a	stream	falling	over	a
rock.	 At	 this	 sight	 his	 promise	 to	 Geirlaug	 was	 forgotten.	 Fighting	 his	 way
through	 the	 brambles	 that	 tore	 his	 clothes,	 he	 cast	 himself	 down	 beside	 the
fountain,	 and	 seizing	 the	 golden	 cup	 that	 hung	 from	 a	 tree,	 he	 drank	 a	 deep
draught.
When	he	rose	up	the	remembrance	of	Geirlaug	and	of	his	past	life	had	vanished,
and,	instead,	something	stirred	dimly	within	him	at	the	vision	of	the	white-haired
man	and	woman	who	stood	in	the	open	door	with	outstretched	hands.
"Grethari!	Grethari!	So	you	have	come	home	at	last,"	cried	they.
For	three	hours	Geirlaug	waited	in	the	spot	where	Grethari	had	left	her,	and	then
she	began	to	understand	what	had	happened.	Her	heart	was	heavy,	but	she	soon
made	up	her	mind	what	to	do,	and	pushing	her	way	out	of	the	wood,	she	skirted
the	high	wall	 that	enclosed	the	royal	park	and	gardens,	 till	she	reached	a	small
house	where	the	forester	lived	with	his	two	daughters.
"Do	you	want	a	girl	to	sweep,	and	to	milk	the	cows?"	asked	she,	when	one	of	the
sisters	answered	her	knock.
"Yes,	we	do,	very	badly;	and	as	you	look	strong	and	clean,	we	will	take	you	for
a	servant	if	you	like	to	come,"	replied	the	young	woman.
"But,	first,	what	is	your	name?"
"Lauphertha,"	said	Geirlaug	quickly,	for	she	did	not	wish	anyone	to	know	who
she	was;	and	following	her	new	mistress	into	the	house,	she	begged	to	be	taught
her	work	without	delay.	And	so	clever	was	she,	that,	by-and-by,	it	began	to	be
noised	abroad	that	the	strange	girl	who	had	come	to	live	in	the	forester’s	house
had	 not	 her	 equal	 in	 the	whole	 kingdom	 for	 skill	 as	well	 as	 beauty.	 Thus	 the
years	slipped	away,	during	which	Geirlaug	grew	to	be	a	woman.	Now	and	then
she	caught	glimpses	of	Grethari	as	he	rode	out	to	hunt	in	the	forest,	but	when	she



saw	him	coming	she	hid	herself	behind	the	great	trees,	for	her	heart	was	still	sore
at	his	forgetfulness.	One	day,	however,	when	she	was	gathering	herbs,	he	came
upon	her	suddenly,	before	she	had	time	to	escape,	though	as	she	had	stained	her
face	and	hands	brown,	and	covered	her	beautiful	hair	with	a	scarlet	cap,	he	did
not	guess	her	to	be	his	foster-sister.
"What	is	your	name,	pretty	maiden?"	asked	he.
"Lauphertha,"	answered	the	girl	with	a	low	curtesy.
"Ah!	 it	 is	 you,	 then,	 of	 whom	 I	 have	 heard	 so	 much,"	 said	 he;	 "you	 are	 too
beautiful	 to	 spend	your	 life	 serving	 the	 forester’s	daughters.	Come	with	me	 to
the	palace,	and	my	mother	the	queen	will	make	you	one	of	her	ladies	in	waiting."
"Truly,	 that	would	be	a	great	 fortune,"	 replied	 the	maiden.	 "And,	 if	you	 really
mean	it,	I	will	go	with	you.	But	how	shall	I	know	that	you	are	not	jesting?"
"Give	me	 something	 to	 do	 for	 you,	 and	 I	will	 do	 it,	whatever	 it	 is,"	 cried	 the
young	man	eagerly.	And	she	cast	down	her	eyes,	and	answered:
"Go	to	the	stable,	and	bind	the	calf	that	is	there	so	that	it	shall	not	break	loose	in
the	night	and	wander	away,	 for	 the	 forester	and	his	daughters	have	 treated	me
well,	and	I	would	not	leave	them	with	aught	of	my	work	still	undone."
So	Grethari	set	out	for	the	stable	where	the	calf	stood,	and	wound	the	rope	about
its	horns.	But	when	he	had	made	it	 fast	 to	 the	wall,	he	found	that	a	coil	of	 the
rope	had	 twisted	 itself	 round	his	wrist,	and,	pull	as	he	might,	he	could	not	get
free.	All	night	he	wriggled	and	struggled	till	he	was	half	dead	with	fatigue.	But
when	the	sun	rose	the	rope	suddenly	fell	away	from	him,	and,	very	angry	with
the	maiden	he	dragged	himself	back	to	the	palace.	"She	is	a	witch,"	he	muttered
crossly	 to	 himself,	 "and	 I	 will	 have	 no	 more	 to	 do	 with	 her."	 And	 he	 flung
himself	on	his	bed	and	slept	all	day.
Not	 long	 after	 this	 adventure	 the	king	 and	queen	 sent	 their	 beloved	 son	on	 an
embassy	 to	 a	 neighbouring	 country	 to	 seek	 a	 bride	 from	 amongst	 the	 seven
princesses.	 The	most	 beautiful	 of	 all	 was,	 of	 course,	 the	 one	 chosen,	 and	 the
young	pair	took	ship	without	delay	for	the	kingdom	of	the	prince’s	parents.	The
wind	was	 fair	 and	 the	 vessel	 so	 swift	 that,	 in	 less	 time	 than	 could	 have	 been
expected,	 the	 harbour	 nearest	 the	 castle	was	 reached.	A	 splendid	 carriage	 had
been	 left	 in	 readiness	 close	 to	 the	 beach,	 but	 no	 horses	were	 to	 be	 found,	 for
everyone	had	been	carried	off	to	take	part	in	a	great	review	which	the	king	was
to	hold	that	day	in	honour	of	his	son’s	marriage.
"I	can’t	stay	here	all	day,"	said	the	princess,	crossly,	when	Grethari	 told	her	of
the	plight	 they	were	 in.	"I	am	perfectly	worn	out	as	 it	 is,	and	you	will	have	 to
find	something	 to	draw	the	carriage,	 if	 it	 is	only	a	donkey.	 If	you	don’t,	 I	will
sail	back	straight	to	my	father."
Poor	Grethari	was	much	troubled	by	the	words	of	the	princess.	Not	that	he	felt	so



very	much	 in	 love	with	her,	 for	during	 the	voyage	she	had	shown	him	several
times	how	vain	and	bad	tempered	she	was;	but	as	a	prince	and	a	bridegroom,	he
could	not,	of	course,	bear	to	think	that	any	slight	had	been	put	upon	her.	So	he
hastily	bade	his	attendants	to	go	in	search	of	some	animal,	and	bring	it	at	once	to
the	place	at	which	they	were	waiting.
During	 the	 long	pause	 the	 princess	 sat	 in	 the	 beautiful	 golden	 coach,	 her	 blue
velvet	mantle	 powdered	with	 silver	 bees	 drawn	 closely	 round	 her,	 so	 that	 not
even	the	tip	of	her	nose	could	be	seen.	At	length	a	girl	appeared	driving	a	young
ox	in	front	of	her,	followed	by	one	of	the	prince’s	messengers,	who	was	talking
eagerly.
"Will	you	lend	me	your	ox,	fair	maiden?"	asked	Grethari,	jumping	up	and	going
to	meet	them.	"You	shall	fix	your	own	price,	and	it	shall	be	paid	ungrudgingly,
for	never	before	was	king’s	son	in	such	a	plight."
"My	price	is	seats	for	me	and	my	two	friends	behind	you	and	your	bride	at	the
wedding	feast,"	answered	she.	And	to	this	Grethari	joyfully	consented.
Six	horses	would	not	have	drawn	the	coach	at	the	speed	of	this	one	ox.	Trees	and
fields	flew	by	so	fast	that	the	bride	became	quite	giddy,	and	expected,	besides,
that	 they	 would	 be	 upset	 every	 moment.	 But,	 in	 spite	 of	 her	 fears,	 nothing
happened,	 and	 they	 drew	 up	 in	 safety	 at	 the	 door	 of	 the	 palace,	 to	 the	 great
surprise	of	the	king	and	queen.	The	marriage	preparations	were	hurried	on,	and
by	the	end	of	the	week	everything	was	ready.	It	was,	perhaps,	fortunate	that	the
princess	was	too	busy	with	her	clothes	and	her	jewels	during	this	period	to	pay
much	heed	to	Grethari,	so	that	by	the	time	the	wedding	day	came	round	he	had
almost	forgotten	how	cross	and	rude	she	had	been	on	the	journey.
The	oldest	men	and	women	in	the	town	agreed	that	nothing	so	splendid	had	ever
been	seen	as	the	bridal	procession	to	the	great	hall,	where	the	banquet	was	to	be
held,	before	the	ceremony	was	celebrated	in	the	palace.	The	princess	was	in	high
good	humour,	 feeling	 that	all	eyes	were	upon	her,	and	bowed	and	smiled	right
and	left.	Taking	the	prince’s	hand,	she	sailed	proudly	down	the	room,	where	the
guests	were	already	assembled,	to	her	place	at	the	head	of	the	table	by	the	side	of
the	bridegroom.	As	 she	did	 so,	 three	 strange	 ladies	 in	 shining	dresses	of	 blue,
green,	and	red,	glided	in	and	seated	themselves	on	a	vacant	bench	immediately
behind	the	young	couple.	The	red	lady	was	Geirlaug,	who	had	brought	with	her
the	forester’s	daughters,	and	in	one	hand	she	held	a	wand	of	birch	bark,	and	in
the	other	a	closed	basket.
Silently	they	sat	as	the	feast	proceeded;	hardly	anyone	noticed	their	presence,	or,
if	they	did,	supposed	them	to	be	attendants	of	their	future	queen.	Suddenly,	when
the	merriment	was	at	its	height,	Geirlaug	opened	the	basket,	and	out	flew	a	cock
and	hen.	To	the	astonishment	of	everyone,	the	birds	circled	about	in	front	of	the
royal	pair,	the	cock	plucking	the	feathers	out	of	the	tail	of	the	hen,	who	tried	in



vain	to	escape	from	him.
"Will	you	treat	me	as	badly	as	Grethari	treated	Geirlaug?"	cried	the	hen	at	last.
And	Grethari	heard,	and	started	up	wildly.	In	an	instant	all	the	past	rushed	back
to	him;	the	princess	by	his	side	was	forgotten,	and	he	only	saw	the	face	of	 the
child	with	whom	he	had	played	long	years	ago.
"Where	 is	 Geirlaug?"	 he	 exclaimed,	 looking	 round	 the	 hall;	 and	 his	 eyes	 fell
upon	the	strange	lady.	With	a	smile	she	held	out	a	ring	which	he	had	given	her
on	her	twelfth	birthday,	when	they	were	still	children,	without	a	thought	of	the
future.	 "You	 and	 none	 other	 shall	 be	my	wife,"	 he	 said,	 taking	 her	 hand,	 and
leading	her	into	the	middle	of	the	company.
It	is	not	easy	to	describe	the	scene	that	followed.	Of	course,	nobody	understood
what	had	occurred,	and	the	king	and	queen	imagined	that	their	son	had	suddenly
gone	mad.	As	for	the	princess	her	rage	and	fury	were	beyond	belief.	The	guests
left	the	hall	as	quickly	as	they	could,	so	that	the	royal	family	might	arrange	their
own	affairs,	and	in	the	end	it	was	settled	that	half	the	kingdom	must	be	given	to
the	 despised	 princess,	 instead	 of	 a	 husband.	 She	 sailed	 back	 at	 once	 to	 her
country,	where	she	was	soon	betrothed	to	a	young	noble,	whom,	in	reality,	she
liked	much	better	than	Grethari.	That	evening	Grethari	was	married	to	Geirlaug,
and	they	lived	happily	till	they	died,	and	made	all	their	people	happy	also.
	



OLAF’S	FARM

Adapted	from	”skald”	sagas	as	told	by	Jennie	Hall	in	Viking	Tales,	1902

	

	

AT	ANOTHER	TIME	HARALD	ASKED,	"WHAT	is	your	country,	Olaf?	Have
you	always	been	a	thrall?"
The	 thrall’s	 eyes	 flashed.	 "When	you	are	a	man,"	he	 said,	 "and	go	a-viking	 to
Denmark,	ask	men	whether	they	ever	heard	of	Olaf	the	Crafty.	There,	far	off,	is
my	country,	 across	 the	water.	My	 father	was	Gudbrand	 the	Big.	Two	hundred
warriors	feasted	in	his	hall	and	followed	him	to	battle.	Ten	sons	sat	at	meat	with
him,	and	 I	was	 the	youngest.	One	day	he	 said,	 ‘You	are	all	grown	 to	be	men.
There	is	not	elbow-room	here	for	so	many	chiefs.	The	eldest	of	you	shall	have
my	farm	when	I	die.	The	rest	of	you,	off	a-viking!’
"He	had	 three	 ships.	These	 he	 gave	 to	 three	 of	my	brothers.	But	 I	 stayed	 that
spring	and	built	me	a	boat.	 I	made	her	 for	only	 twenty	oars	because	 I	 thought
few	men	would	follow	me;	for	I	was	young,	fifteen	years	old.	I	made	her	in	the
likeness	of	a	dragon.	At	the	prow	I	carved	the	head	with	open	mouth	and	forked
tongue	thrust	out.	I	painted	the	eyes	red	for	anger.
“There,	stand	so!”	I	said,	“and	glare	and	hiss	at	my	foes.”
"In	 the	 stern	 I	 curved	 the	 tail	 up	 almost	 as	 high	 as	 the	 head.	 There	 I	 put	 the
pilot’s	seat	and	a	strong	tiller	for	the	rudder.	On	the	breast	and	sides	I	carved	the
dragon’s	 scales.	Then	 I	painted	 it	 all	 black	and	on	 the	 tip	of	 every	 scale	 I	 put
gold.	I	called	her	Waverunner.	There	she	sat	on	the	rollers,	as	fair	a	ship	as	I	ever
saw.
"The	night	that	it	was	finished	I	went	to	my	father’s	feast.	After	the	meats	were
eaten	and	the	mead-horns	came	round,	I	stood	up	from	my	bench	and	raised	my
drinking-horn	high	and	spoke	with	a	great	voice:	‘This	is	my	vow:	I	will	sail	to
Norway	and	I	will	harry	the	coast	and	fill	my	boat	with	riches.	Then	I	will	get
me	a	farm	and	will	winter	in	that	land.	Now	who	will	follow	me?’”
“He	 is	but	a	boy,”	 the	men	said.	“He	has	opened	his	mouth	wider	 than	he	can
do.”
"But	 others	 jumped	 to	 their	 feet	 with	 their	 mead-horns	 in	 their	 hands.	 Thirty



men,	one	after	another,	raised	their	horns	and	said,	‘I	will	follow	this	lad,	and	I
will	not	turn	back	so	long	as	he	and	I	live!’
"On	the	next	morning	we	got	into	my	dragon	and	started.	I	sat	high	in	the	pilot’s
seat.	As	our	boat	 flashed	down	 the	 rollers	 into	 the	water	 I	made	 this	 song	and
sang	it:”
	

"The	dragon	runs.
Where	will	she	steer?
Where	swords	will	sing,
Where	spears	will	bite,
Where	I	shall	laugh.”
	

“So	we	 harried	 the	 coast	 of	Norway.	We	 ate	 at	many	men’s	 tables	 uninvited.
Many	men	we	found	overburdened	with	gold.	Then	I	said,	‘My	dragon’s	belly	is
never	full,’	and	on	board	went	the	gold.
"Oh,	 it	 is	better	 to	 live	on	the	sea	and	let	other	men	raise	your	crops	and	cook
your	meals.	A	house	smells	of	smoke,	a	ship	smells	of	frolic.	From	a	house	you
see	a	sooty	roof,	from	a	ship	you	see	Valhalla.
"Up	and	down	the	water	we	went	 to	get	much	wealth	and	much	frolic.	After	a
while	my	men	said,	‘What	of	the	farm,	Olaf?’
“’Not	yet’,”	I	answered.	‘Viking	is	better	for	summer.	When	the	ice	comes,	and
our	dragon	cannot	play,	then	we	will	get	our	farm	and	sit	down.’
"At	 last	 the	winter	came,	and	I	said	 to	my	men,	‘Now	for	 the	farm.	I	have	my
eye	on	one	up	the	coast	a	way	in	King	Halfdan’s	country.’
"So	we	set	off	for	it.	We	landed	late	at	night	and	pulled	our	boat	up	on	shore	and
walked	quietly	to	the	house.	It	was	rather	a	wealthy	farm,	for	there	were	stables
and	a	storehouse	and	a	smithy	at	the	sides	of	the	house.	There	was	but	one	door
to	 the	house.	We	went	 to	 it,	 and	 I	 struck	 it	with	my	 spear.	 I	 struck	my	 shield
against	the	door	so	that	it	made	a	great	clanging"
“’Hello!	Ho!	Hello!’	I	shouted,	and	my	men	made	a	great	din.
"At	last	someone	from	inside	said,	‘Who	calls?’
“’I	call,’	I	answered.	‘Open!	or	you	will	think	it	Thor	who	calls,’	and	I	struck	my
shield	against	the	door	so	that	it	made	a	great	clanging.
"The	door	opened	only	a	little,	but	I	pushed	it	wide	and	leaped	into	the	room.	It
was	so	dark	that	I	could	see	nothing	but	a	few	sparks	on	the	hearth.	I	stood	with



my	back	to	the	wall;	for	I	wanted	no	sword	reaching	out	of	the	dark	for	me.
‘Now	start	up	the	fire,’	I	said.
“’Come,	come!’	I	called,	when	no	one	obeyed.	‘A	fire!	This	is	cold	welcome	for
your	guests.’
"My	men	laughed.
“’Yes,	a	stingy	host!	He	acts	as	though	he	had	not	expected	us.’
"But	now	the	farmer	was	blowing	on	the	coals	and	putting	on	fresh	wood.	Soon
it	blazed	up,	and	we	could	see	about	us.	We	were	 in	a	 little	feast	hall,	with	 its
fire	down	the	middle	of	it.	There	were	benches	for	twenty	men	along	each	side.
The	farmer	crouched	by	the	fire,	afraid	to	move.	On	a	bench	in	a	far	corner	were
a	dozen	people	huddled	together.
“’Ho,	thralls!’	I	called	to	them.	‘Bring	in	the	table.	We	are	hungry.’
"Off	 they	ran	 through	a	door	at	 the	back	of	 the	hall.	My	men	came	 in	and	 lay
down	by	the	fire	and	warmed	themselves,	but	I	set	two	of	them	as	guards	at	the
door.
“’Well,	friend	farmer,’	laughed	one,	‘why	such	a	long	face?	Do	you	not	think	we
shall	be	merry	company?’
“’We	 came	 only	 to	 cheer	 you,’	 said	 another.	 ‘What	 man	 wants	 to	 spend	 the
winter	with	no	guests?’
“’Ah!’	another	then	cried	out,	sitting	up.	‘Here	comes	something	that	will	be	a
welcome	guest	to	my	stomach.’
"The	thralls	were	bringing	in	a	great	pot	of	meat.	They	set	up	a	crane	over	the
fire	and	hung	the	pot	upon	it,	and	we	sat	and	watched	it	boil	while	we	joked.	At
last	the	supper	began.	The	farmer	sat	gloomily	on	the	bench	and	would	not	eat,
and	 you	 cannot	 wonder;	 for	 he	 saw	 us	 putting	 potfuls	 of	 his	 good	 beef	 and
basket-loads	of	bread	into	our	big	mouths.	When	the	tables	were	taken	out	and
the	 mead-horns	 came	 round,	 I	 stood	 up	 and	 raised	 my	 horn	 and	 said	 to	 the
farmer:	‘You	would	not	eat	with	us.	You	cannot	say	no	to	half	of	my	ale.	I	drink
this	to	your	health.’
"Then	I	drank	half	of	the	hornful	and	sent	the	rest	across	the	fire	to	the	farmer.
He	took	it	and	smiled,	saying:	‘Since	it	is	to	my	health,	I	will	drink	it.	I	thought
that	all	this	night’s	work	would	be	my	death.’
“’Oh,	do	not	fear	that!’	I	laughed,	‘for	a	dead	man	sets	no	tables.’
"So	we	drank	and	all	grew	merrier.	At	last	I	stood	up	and	said,	‘I	like	this	little
taste	of	your	hospitality,	friend	farmer.	I	have	decided	to	accept	more	of	it.’
"My	men	roared	with	laughter.



“’Come,’	they	cried,	‘thank	him	for	that,	farmer.	Did	you	ever	have	such	a	lordly
guest	before?’
"I	went	on,	‘Now	there	is	no	fun	in	having	guests	unless	they	keep	you	company
and	make	you	merry.	So	I	will	give	out	this	law:	that	my	men	shall	never	leave
you	 alone.	 Hakon	 there	 shall	 be	 your	 constant	 companion,	 friend	 farmer.	 He
shall	not	leave	you	day	or	night,	whether	you	are	working	or	playing	or	sleeping.
Leif	and	Grim	shall	be	the	same	kind	of	friends	to	your	two	sons.’
"I	named	nine	others	and	said,	‘And	these	shall	follow	your	thralls	in	the	same
way.	Now,	am	I	not	careful	to	make	your	time	go	merrily?’
"So	I	set	guards	over	every	one	in	that	house.	Not	once	all	that	winter	did	they
stir	out	of	sight	of	some	of	us.	So	no	tales	got	out	to	the	neighbours.	Besides,	it
was	a	lonely	place,	and	by	good	luck	no	one	came	that	way.	Oh!	that	was	fat	and
easy	living.
"Well,	after	we	had	been	there	for	a	long	time,	Hakon	came	in	to	the	feast	one
night	and	said,	‘I	heard	a	cuckoo	today!’
“’It	is	the	call	to	go	a-viking,’	I	said.
"All	my	men	put	their	hands	to	their	mouths	and	shouted.	Their	eyes	danced.	Big
Thorleif	stood	up	and	stretched	himself.
“’I	am	stiff	with	long	sitting,’	he	said.	‘I	itch	for	a	fight.’
"I	turned	to	the	farmer.	‘This	is	our	last	feast	with	you,’	I	said.
“’Well,’	 he	 laughed,	 ‘this	 has	 been	 the	 busiest	 winter	 I	 ever	 spent,	 and	 the
merriest.	May	good	luck	go	with	you!’
“’By	the	beard	of	Odin!’	I	cried;	‘you	have	taken	our	joke	like	a	man.’
"My	men	pounded	the	table	with	their	fists.
“’By	 the	hammer	of	Thor!’	 shouted	Grim.	 ‘Here	 is	 no	 stingy	 coward.	He	 is	 a
man	fit	to	carry	my	drinking-horn,	the	horn	of	a	sea-rover	and	a	sword-swinger.
Here,	 friend,	 take	 it,’	 and	 he	 thrust	 it	 into	 the	 farmer’s	 hand.	 ‘May	 you	 drink
heart’s-ease	 from	 it	 for	 many	 years.	 And	with	 it	 I	 leave	 you	 a	 name,	 Sif	 the
Friendly.	I	shall	hope	to	drink	with	you	sometime	in	Valhalla.’
"Then	all	my	men	poured	around	 that	 farmer	and	clapped	him	on	 the	shoulder
and	piled	things	upon	him,	saying:	‘Here	is	a	ring	for	Sif	the	Friendly.	And	here
is	a	bracelet.	A	sword	would	not	be	ashamed	to	hang	at	your	side.’
"I	took	five	great	bracelets	of	gold	from	our	treasure	chest	and	gave	them	to	him.
"The	old	man’s	 eyes	opened	wide	 at	 all	 these	 things,	 and	at	 the	 same	 time	he
laughed.	’May	Odin	send	me	such	guests	every	winter!	he	said.
"Early	next	morning	we	shook	hands	with	our	host	and	boarded	the	Waverunner



and	sailed	off.
“’Where	shall	we	go?’	my	men	asked.
“’Let	the	gods	decide,’	I	said,	and	tossed	up	my	spear.
"When	it	fell	on	the	deck	it	pointed	up-shore,	so	I	steered	in	that	direction.	That
is	 the	best	way	 to	decide,	 for	 the	 spear	will	 always	point	 somewhere,	 and	one
thing	is	as	good	as	another.	That	time	it	pointed	us	into	your	father’s	ships.	They
closed	in	battle	with	us	and	killed	my	men	and	sunk	my	ship	and	dragged	me	off
a	 prisoner.	 They	were	 three	 against	 one,	 or	 they	might	 have	 tasted	 something
more	bitter	at	our	hands.	They	took	me	before	King	Halfdan.
“’Here,’	 they	said,	 ‘is	a	 rascal	who	has	been	harrying	our	coasts.	We	sunk	his
ship	and	men,	but	him	we	brought	to	you.’
“‘A	robber	Viking?’	said	the	king,	and	scowled	at	me.
"I	threw	back	my	head	and	laughed.
“‘Yes.	And	with	all	your	fingers	it	took	you	a	year	to	catch	me.’
"The	king	frowned	more	angrily.	‘Saucy,	too?’	he	said.	‘Well,	thieves	must	die.
Take	him	out,	Thorkel,	and	let	him	taste	your	sword.’
"Your	mother,	the	queen,	was	standing	by.	Now	she	put	her	hand	on	his	arm	and
smiled	and	said,	‘He	is	only	a	lad.	Let	him	live.	And	would	he	not	be	a	good	gift
for	our	baby?’
"Your	 father	 thought	 a	moment,	 then	 looked	at	 your	mother	 and	 smiled.	 ‘Soft
heart!’	he	said	gently	to	her;	then	to	Thorkel,	‘Well,	let	him	go,	Thorkel!’
"Then	he	turned	to	me	again,	frowning.	‘But,	young	sharp-tongue,	now	that	we
have	caught	you	we	will	put	you	into	a	trap	that	you	cannot	get	out	of.	Weld	an
iron	collar	on	his	neck.’
"So	I	lived	and	now	am	your	tooth	thrall.	Well,	it	is	the	luck	of	war.	But	by	the
chair	of	Odin,	I	kept	my	vow!"
"Yes!"	cried	Harald,	jumping	to	his	feet.	"And	had	a	joke	into	the	bargain.	Ah!
sometime	I	will	make	a	brave	vow	like	that."
	



HERMOD	AND	HADVOR

Adapted	from	an	original	in	Islandische	Märchen	by	Andrew	Lang	in	The	Yellow
Fairy	Book,	1894

	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	WERE	a	King	and	a	Queen	who	had	an	only
daughter,	 called	Hadvor,	who	was	 fair	 and	 beautiful,	 and	 being	 an	 only	 child,
was	 heir	 to	 the	 kingdom.	 The	 King	 and	 Queen	 had	 also	 a	 foster	 son,	 named
Hermod,	who	was	just	about	the	same	age	as	Hadvor,	and	was	good-looking,	as
well	as	clever	at	most	 things.	Hermod	and	Hadvor	often	played	 together	while
they	 were	 children,	 and	 liked	 each	 other	 so	 much	 that	 while	 they	 were	 still
young	they	secretly	plighted	their	troth	to	each	other.
As	time	went	on	the	Queen	fell	sick,	and	suspecting	that	it	was	her	last	illness,
sent	 for	 the	King	 to	come	 to	her.	When	he	came	she	 told	him	 that	 she	had	no
long	time	to	live,	and	therefore	wished	to	ask	one	thing	of	him,	which	was,	that
if	 he	 married	 another	 wife	 he	 should	 promise	 to	 take	 no	 other	 one	 than	 the
Queen	 of	 Hetland	 the	 Good.	 The	 King	 gave	 the	 promise,	 and	 thereafter	 the
Queen	died.
Time	went	past,	and	the	King,	growing	tired	of	living	alone,	fitted	out	his	ship
and	sailed	out	to	sea.	As	he	sailed	there	came	upon	him	so	thick	a	mist	that	he
altogether	 lost	his	bearings,	but	after	 long	 trouble	he	found	land.	There	he	 laid
his	ship	to,	and	went	on	shore	all	alone.	After	walking	for	some	time	he	came	to
a	forest,	into	which	he	went	a	little	way	and	stopped.	Then	he	heard	sweet	music
from	a	harp,	and	went	in	the	direction	of	the	sound	until	he	came	to	a	clearing,
and	 there	 he	 saw	 three	women,	 one	 of	whom	 sat	 on	 a	 golden	 chair,	 and	was
beautifully	 and	 grandly	 dressed;	 she	 held	 a	 harp	 in	 her	 hands,	 and	 was	 very
sorrowful.	The	second	was	also	finely	dressed,	but	younger	 in	appearance,	and
also	 sat	 on	 a	 chair,	 but	 it	 was	 not	 so	 grand	 as	 the	 first	 ones.	 The	 third	 stood
beside	them,	and	was	very	pretty	to	look	at;	she	had	a	green	cloak	over	her	other
clothes,	and	it	was	easy	to	see	that	she	was	maid	to	the	other	two.
After	the	King	had	looked	at	them	for	a	little	he	went	forward	and	saluted	them.
The	one	that	sat	on	the	golden	chair	asked	him	who	he	was	and	where	he	was
going;	and	he	told	her	all	the	story	-	how	he	was	a	king,	and	had	lost	his	queen,



and	was	now	on	his	way	to	Hetland	the	Good,	to	ask	the	Queen	of	that	country
in	 marriage.	 She	 answered	 that	 fortune	 had	 contrived	 this	 wonderfully,	 for
pirates	 had	 plundered	Hetland	 and	 killed	 the	King,	 and	 she	 had	 fled	 from	 the
land	in	terror,	and	had	come	here	after	great	trouble,	and	she	was	the	very	person
he	 was	 looking	 for,	 and	 the	 others	 were	 her	 daughter	 and	 maid.	 The	 King
immediately	asked	her	hand;	she	gladly	received	his	proposal	and	accepted	him
at	once.	Thereafter	they	all	set	out,	and	made	their	way	to	the	ship;	and	after	that
nothing	is	told	of	their	voyage	until	the	King	reached	his	own	country.	There	he
made	a	great	feast,	and	celebrated	his	marriage	with	this	woman;	and	after	that
things	are	quiet	for	a	time.
Hermod	and	Hadvor	took	but	little	notice	of	the	Queen	and	her	daughter,	but,	on
the	other	hand,	Hadvor	and	the	Queen’s	maid,	whose	name	was	Olof,	were	very
friendly,	and	Olof	came	often	to	visit	Hadvor	in	her	castle.	Before	long	the	King
went	out	to	war,	and	no	sooner	was	he	away	than	the	Queen	came	to	talk	with
Hermod,	and	said	that	she	wanted	him	to	marry	her	daughter.	Hermod	told	her
straight	 and	 plain	 that	 he	 would	 not	 do	 so,	 at	 which	 the	 Queen	 grew	 terribly
angry,	and	said	 that	 in	 that	case	neither	should	he	have	Hadvor,	 for	she	would
now	lay	this	spell	on	him,	that	he	should	go	to	a	desert	island	and	there	be	a	lion
by	day	and	a	man	by	night.	He	should	also	think	always	of	Hadvor,	which	would
cause	him	all	the	more	sorrow,	and	from	this	spell	he	should	never	be	freed	until
Hadvor	burned	the	lion’s	skin,	and	that	would	not	happen	very	soon.
As	soon	as	the	Queen	had	finished	her	speech	Hermod	replied	that	he	also	laid	a
spell	on	her,	and	that	was,	that	as	soon	as	he	was	freed	from	her	enchantments
she	should	become	a	rat	and	her	daughter	a	mouse,	and	fight	with	each	other	in
the	hall	until	he	killed	them	with	his	sword.
After	this	Hermod	disappeared,	and	no	one	knew	what	had	become	of	him;	the
Queen	caused	search	to	be	made	for	him,	but	he	could	nowhere	be	found.	One
time,	when	Olof	was	in	the	castle	beside	Hadvor,	she	asked	the	Princess	if	she
knew	where	Hermod	had	gone	to.	At	this	Hadvor	became	very	sad,	and	said	that
she	did	not.
"I	 shall	 tell	 you	 then,"	 said	 Olof,	 "for	 I	 know	 all	 about	 it.	 Hermod	 has
disappeared	through	the	wicked	devices	of	the	Queen,	for	she	is	a	witch,	and	so
is	her	daughter,	though	they	have	put	on	these	beautiful	forms.	Because	Hermod
would	not	fall	in	with	the	Queen’s	plans,	and	marry	her	daughter,	she	has	laid	a
spell	on	him,	 to	go	on	an	island	and	be	a	 lion	by	day	and	a	man	by	night,	and
never	be	freed	from	this	until	you	burn	the	lion’s	skin.	Besides,"	said	Olof,	"she
has	 looked	out	 a	match	 for	you;	 she	has	a	brother	 in	 the	Underworld,	 a	 three-
headed	 Giant,	 whom	 she	 means	 to	 turn	 into	 a	 beautiful	 prince	 and	 get	 him
married	to	you.	This	is	no	new	thing	for	the	Queen;	she	took	me	away	from	my
parents"	house	and	compelled	me	to	serve	her;	but	she	has	never	done	me	any
harm,	for	the	green	cloak	I	wear	protects	me	against	all	mischief.



Hadvor	 now	 became	 still	 sadder	 than	 before	 at	 the	 thought	 of	 the	 marriage
destined	for	her,	and	entreated	Olof	to	think	of	some	plan	to	save	her.
"I	think,"	said	Olof,	"that	your	wooer	will	come	up	through	the	floor	of	the	castle
to	you,	and	so	you	must	be	prepared	when	you	hear	the	noise	of	his	coming	and
the	 floor	begins	 to	open,	and	have	at	hand	blazing	pitch,	and	pour	plenty	of	 it
into	the	opening.	That	will	prove	too	much	for	him."
About	this	time	the	King	came	home	from	his	expedition,	and	thought	it	a	great
blow	 that	 no	one	knew	what	 had	become	of	Hermod;	but	 the	Queen	 consoled
him	 as	 best	 she	 could,	 and	 after	 a	 time	 the	 King	 thought	 less	 about	 his
disappearance.
Hadvor	remained	in	her	castle,	and	had	made	preparations	to	receive	her	wooer
when	he	came.	One	night,	not	long	after,	a	loud	noise	and	rumbling	was	heard
under	the	castle.	Hadvor	at	once	guessed	what	it	was,	and	told	her	maids	to	be
ready	 to	 help	 her.	The	 noise	 and	 thundering	 grew	 louder	 and	 louder,	 until	 the
floor	began	to	open,	whereupon	Hadvor	made	them	take	the	caldron	of	pitch	and
pour	plenty	of	it	into	the	opening.	With	that	the	noises	grew	fainter	and	fainter,
till	at	last	they	ceased	altogether.
Next	morning	the	Queen	rose	early,	and	went	out	 to	the	Palace	gate,	and	there
she	 found	 her	 brother	 the	 Giant	 lying	 dead.	 She	 went	 up	 to	 him	 and	 said,	 "I
pronounce	this	spell,	 that	you	become	a	beautiful	prince,	and	that	Hadvor	shall
be	unable	to	say	anything	against	the	charges	that	I	shall	bring	against	her."
The	 body	 of	 the	 dead	 Giant	 now	 became	 that	 of	 a	 beautiful	 prince,	 and	 the
Queen	went	in	again.
"I	don’t	think,"	said	she	to	the	King,	"that	your	daughter	is	as	good	as	she	is	said
to	be.	My	brother	came	and	asked	her	hand,	and	she	has	had	him	put	to	death.	I
have	just	found	his	dead	body	lying	at	the	Palace	gate."
The	King	went	 along	with	 the	Queen	 to	 see	 the	 body,	 and	 thought	 it	 all	 very
strange;	 so	 beautiful	 a	 youth,	 he	 said,	 would	 have	 been	 a	 worthy	 match	 for
Hadvor,	and	he	would	readily	have	agreed	to	 their	marriage.	The	Queen	asked
leave	to	decide	what	Halvor’s	punishment	should	be,	which	the	King	was	very
willing	to	allow,	so	as	to	escape	from	punishing	his	own	daughter.	The	Queen’s
decision	was	that	the	King	should	make	a	big	grave-mound	for	her	brother,	and
put	Hadvor	into	it	beside	him.
Olof	 knew	 all	 the	 plans	 of	 the	Queen,	 and	went	 to	 tell	 the	 Princess	what	 had
been	done,	whereupon	Hadvor	earnestly	entreated	her	to	tell	her	what	to	do.
"First	and	 foremost,"	said	Olof,	"you	must	get	a	wide	cloak	 to	wear	over	your
other	 clothes,	when	 you	 are	 put	 into	 the	mound.	 The	Giant’s	 ghost	will	walk
after	you	are	both	 left	 together	 in	 there,	and	he	will	have	 two	dogs	along	with
him.	He	will	ask	you	to	cut	pieces	out	of	his	legs	to	give	to	the	dogs,	but	that	you



must	not	promise	to	do	unless	he	tells	you	where	Hermod	has	gone	to,	and	tells
you	how	to	find	him.	He	will	then	let	you	stand	on	his	shoulders,	so	as	to	get	out
of	the	mound;	but	he	means	to	cheat	you	all	the	same,	and	will	catch	you	by	the
cloak	to	pull	you	back	again;	but	you	must	take	care	to	have	the	cloak	loose	on
your	shoulders,	so	that	he	will	only	get	hold	of	that."
The	mound	was	all	ready	now,	and	the	Giant	laid	in	it,	and	into	it	Hadvor	also
had	to	go	without	being	allowed	to	make	any	defence.	After	they	were	both	left
there	 everything	 happened	 just	 as	 Olof	 had	 said.	 The	 prince	 became	 a	 Giant
again,	and	asked	Hadvor	 to	cut	 the	pieces	out	of	his	 legs	for	 the	dogs;	but	she
refused	until	he	told	her	that	Hermod	was	in	a	desert	island,	which	she	could	not
reach	unless	 she	 took	 the	 skin	off	 the	 soles	 of	 his	 feet	 and	made	 shoes	out	 of
that;	with	 these	shoes	she	could	 travel	both	on	 land	and	sea.	This	Hadvor	now
did,	and	the	Giant	then	let	her	get	up	on	his	shoulders	to	get	out	of	the	mound.
As	she	sprang	out	he	caught	hold	of	her	cloak;	but	she	had	taken	care	to	let	it	lie
loose	on	her	shoulders,	and	so	escaped.
She	 now	 made	 her	 way	 down	 to	 the	 sea,	 to	 where	 she	 knew	 there	 was	 the
shortest	distance	over	to	the	island	in	which	Hermod	was.	This	strait	she	easily
crossed,	 for	 the	 shoes	 kept	 her	 up.	 On	 reaching	 the	 island	 she	 found	 a	 sandy
beach	all	along	by	the	sea,	and	high	cliffs	above.	Nor	could	she	see	any	way	to
get	up	these,	and	so,	being	both	sad	at	heart	and	tired	with	the	long	journey,	she
lay	down	and	fell	asleep.	As	she	slept	she	dreamed	that	a	tall	woman	came	to	her
and	said,	"I	know	that	you	are	Princess	Hadvor,	and	are	searching	for	Hermod.
He	is	on	this	island;	but	it	will	be	hard	for	you	to	get	to	him	if	you	have	no	one
to	 help	 you,	 for	 you	 cannot	 climb	 the	 cliffs	 by	 your	 own	 strength.	 I	 have
therefore	 let	 down	 a	 rope,	 by	which	 you	will	 be	 able	 to	 climb	 up;	 and	 as	 the
island	 is	 so	 large	 that	you	might	not	 find	Hermod’s	dwelling-place	so	easily,	 I
lay	down	this	clew	beside	you.	You	need	only	hold	the	end	of	the	thread,	and	the
clew	will	run	on	before	and	show	you	the	way.	I	also	lay	this	belt	beside	you,	to
put	on	when	you	awaken;	it	will	keep	you	from	growing	faint	with	hunger."
The	woman	now	disappeared,	and	Hadvor	woke,	and	saw	that	all	her	dream	had
been	true.	The	rope	hung	down	from	the	cliff,	and	the	clew	and	belt	lay	beside
her.	The	belt	she	put	on,	the	rope	enabled	her	to	climb	up	the	cliff,	and	the	clew
led	her	on	till	she	came	to	the	mouth	of	a	cave,	which	was	not	very	big.	She	went
into	the	cave,	and	saw	there	a	low	couch,	under	which	she	crept	and	lay	down.
When	evening	came	she	heard	the	noise	of	footsteps	outside,	and	became	aware
that	 the	 lion	 had	 come	 to	 the	mouth	 of	 the	 cave,	 and	 shook	 itself	 there,	 after
which	 she	 heard	 a	 man	 coming	 towards	 the	 couch.	 She	 was	 sure	 this	 was
Hermod,	 because	 she	 heard	 him	 speaking	 to	 himself	 about	 his	 own	 condition,
and	calling	 to	mind	Hadvor	and	other	 things	 in	 the	old	days.	Hadvor	made	no
sign,	but	waited	till	he	had	fallen	asleep,	and	then	crept	out	and	burned	the	lion’s
skin,	which	he	had	left	outside.	Then	she	went	back	into	the	cave	and	wakened



Hermod,	and	they	had	a	most	joyful	meeting.
In	the	morning	they	talked	over	their	plans,	and	were	most	at	a	loss	to	know	how
to	get	out	of	the	island.	Hadvor	told	Hermod	her	dream,	and	said	she	suspected
there	was	someone	in	the	island	who	would	be	able	to	help	them.	Hermod	said
he	knew	of	a	Witch	there,	who	was	very	ready	to	help	anyone,	and	that	the	only
plan	was	to	go	to	her.	So	they	went	to	the	Witch’s	cave,	and	found	her	there	with
her	fifteen	young	sons,	and	asked	her	to	help	them	to	get	to	the	mainland.
"There	are	other	things	easier	than	that,"	said	she,	"for	the	Giant	that	was	buried
will	be	waiting	for	you,	and	will	attack	you	on	the	way,	as	he	has	turned	himself
into	a	big	whale.	I	shall	lend	you	a	boat,	however,	and	if	you	meet	the	whale	and
think	your	lives	are	in	danger,	then	you	can	name	me	by	name."
They	thanked	her	greatly	for	her	help	and	advice,	and	set	out	from	the	island,	but
on	the	way	they	saw	a	huge	fish	coming	towards	them,	with	great	splashing	and
dashing	of	waves.	They	were	sure	of	what	it	was,	and	thought	they	had	as	good
reason	as	ever	they	would	have	to	call	on	the	Witch,	and	so	they	did.	The	next
minute	 they	 saw	 coming	 after	 them	 another	 huge	 whale,	 followed	 by	 fifteen
smaller	ones.	All	of	 these	 swam	past	 the	boat	 and	went	on	 to	meet	 the	whale.
There	was	a	fierce	battle	then,	and	the	sea	became	so	stormy	that	it	was	not	very
easy	to	keep	the	boat	from	being	filled	by	the	waves.	After	this	fight	had	gone	on
for	some	time,	they	saw	that	the	sea	was	dyed	with	blood;	the	big	whale	and	the
fifteen	smaller	ones	disappeared,	and	they	got	to	land	safe	and	sound.
Now	the	story	goes	back	to	the	King’s	hall,	where	strange	things	had	happened
in	the	meantime.	The	Queen	and	her	daughter	had	disappeared,	but	a	rat	and	a
mouse	 were	 always	 fighting	 with	 each	 other	 there.	 Ever	 so	many	 people	 had
tried	to	drive	them	away,	but	no	one	could	manage	it.	Thus	some	time	went	on,
while	 the	King	was	almost	beside	himself	with	sorrow	and	care	for	 the	 loss	of
his	Queen,	and	because	these	monsters	destroyed	all	mirth	in	the	hall.
One	 evening,	 however,	 while	 they	 all	 sat	 dull	 and	 down-hearted,	 in	 came
Hermod	with	a	sword	by	his	side,	and	saluted	the	King,	who	received	him	with
the	greatest	joy,	as	if	he	had	come	back	from	the	dead.	Before	Hermod	sat	down,
however,	he	went	to	where	the	rat	and	the	mouse	were	fighting,	and	cut	them	in
two	with	his	sword.	All	were	astonished	then	by	seeing	two	witches	lying	dead
on	the	floor	of	the	hall.
Hermod	now	told	 the	whole	story	 to	 the	King,	who	was	very	glad	 to	be	rid	of
such	 vile	 creatures.	 Next	 he	 asked	 for	 the	 hand	 of	 Hadvor,	 which	 the	 King
readily	gave	him,	and	being	now	an	old	man,	gave	the	kingdom	to	him	as	well;
and	so	Hermod	became	King.
Olof	married	a	good-looking	nobleman,	and	that	is	the	end	of	the	story.
	



OLAF’S	FIGHT	WITH	HAVARD

Adapted	from	”skald”	sagas	as	told	by	Jennie	Hall	in	Viking	Tales,	1902

	

	

AT	ANOTHER	TIME	HARALD	SAID,	"TELL	me	of	a	 fight,	Olaf.	 I	want	 to
hear	about	the	music	of	swords."
Olaf's	eyes	blazed.
"I	will	tell	you	of	our	fight	with	King	Havard,"	he	said.
"One	dark	night	we	had	landed	at	a	farm.	We	left	our	'Waverunner	in	the	water
with	three	men	to	guard	her.	The	rest	of	us	went	into	the	house.	The	farmer	met
us	 at	 the	 door,	 but	 he	 died	 by	 Thorkel's	 sword.	 The	 others	we	 shut	 into	 their
beds.	The	door	at	each	end	of	the	hall	we	had	barred	on	the	inside	so	that	nobody
could	 surprise	us.	We	were	busy	going	 through	 the	cupboards	and	 shouting	at
our	good	luck.	But	suddenly	we	heard	a	shout	outside:	'Thor	and	Havard!'
"Then	there	was	a	great	beating	at	the	doors.
“'He	has	 two	hundred	 fighters	with	him,'	 said	Grim;	 'for	we	 saw	his	 ships	 last
night.	Thirty	against	two	hundred!	We	shall	all	drink	in	Valhalla	to-night.'
"'Well,'	I	cried,	'Odin	shall	have	no	unwilling	guest	in	me.'
"'Nor	in	me,'	cried	Hakon.
"'Nor	in	me,'	shouted	Thorkel.
"And	that	shout	went	all	around,	and	we	drew	out	our	swords	and	caught	up	our
shields.
"'Hot	 work	 is	 ahead	 of	 us,'	 said	Hakon.	 'Besides,	 we	must	 leave	 none	 of	 this
mead	for	Havard.	Lend	a	hand,	some	one.'
"Then	he	and	another	pulled	out	a	great	tub	that	sat	on	the	floor	of	the	cupboard.
"'I	drink	to	Valhalla	to-night,'	cried	Thorkel	the	Thirsty,	and	he	plunged	his	horn
deep	into	the	tub.
"When	 he	 brought	 it	 up,	 his	 sleeve	 was	 dripping	 and	 the	 sweet	 mead	 was
running	over	from	the	horn.



"'Sloven!'	cried	Hakon,	and	he	struck	Thorkel	with	his	fist	and	knocked	him	over
into	the	cupboard.
"He	 fell	 against	 the	wooden	wall	 at	 the	 back,	 and	 a	 carved	panel	 swung	open
behind	him.	He	dropped	down	head	first.	In	a	minute	he	put	his	head	out	of	the
hole	again.	We	all	stood	staring.
"'I	think	it	is	a	secret	passage,'	he	said.
"'We	will	try	it,'	I	answered	in	a	whisper.	'Throw	dirt	on	the	fire.	It	must	be	dark.'
"So	we	 dug	 up	 dirt	 from	 the	 earth	 floor	 and	 smothered	 the	 fire.	All	 this	 time
there	was	a	terrible	shouting	and	hammering	at	the	doors,	but	they	were	of	heavy
logs	and	stood.
"'I	with	four	more	will	guard	this	door,'	I	said,	pointing	to	the	east	end.
"Immediately	four	men	stepped	to	my	side.
"'And	I	will	guard	the	other,'	Hakon	said,	and	four	went	with	him.
"'The	rest	of	you,	down	the	hole!'	I	said.	'Close	the	door	after	you.	If	luck	is	with
us	we	will	meet	 at	 the	 ships.	Now	Thor	and	our	good	swords	help	us!	Quick!
The	doors	are	giving	way.'
“So	we	ten	men	stood	at	the	doors	and	held	back	the	king's	soldiers.	It	was	dark
in	 the	room,	and	the	people	out	of	doors	could	not	 tell	how	many	were	 inside.
Few	were	eager	to	be	the	first	in.
"'Thirty	swords	are	waiting	in	there	to	eat	up	the	first	man,'	we	heard	someone
say.
"We	chuckled	at	that.
"But	the	king	stood	in	the	very	doorway	and	fought.	Our	five	swords	held	him
back	for	a	long	time,	but	at	last	he	pushed	in,	and	his	men	poured	after	him.	We
ran	 back	 and	 hid	 behind	 some	 tubs	 in	 a	 dark	 corner.	 The	 king's	 men	 went
groping	 about	 and	 calling,	 but	 they	 did	 not	 find	 us.	 The	 room	 was	 full	 of
shouting	and	running	and	sword-clashing;	for	in	the	dark	and	the	noise	the	men
could	not	tell	their	own	soldiers.	More	than	one	fell	by	his	friend's	sword.	When
it	was	less	crowded	about	the	doorway,	I	whispered:
"'Follow	me	in	double	line.	We	will	make	for	the	ships.	Keep	close	together.'
"So	 that	 double	 line	 of	 men,	 with	 swords	 swinging	 from	 both	 sides,	 ran	 out
through	the	dark.	Swords	struck	out	at	us,	and	we	struck	back.	Men	ran	after	us
shouting,	 but	 our	 legs	were	 as	 good	 as	 theirs.	But	 I	 and	Hakon	 and	one	other
were	all	 that	reached	the	ship.	There	we	saw	our	Waverunner	with	sail	up	and
bow	pointing	 to	open	 sea.	We	 swam	out	 to	her	 and	 climbed	aboard.	Then	 the
men	swung	 the	 sail	 to	 the	wind,	and	we	moved	off.	Even	as	we	went,	 a	 spear
whizzed	through	the	air,	and	Hakon	fell	dead;	for	the	king	and	all	his	men	were



running	to	the	shore.
"'After	them!'	they	were	shouting.
"Then	we	heard	the	king	call	to	the	men	in	his	boats	lying	out	in	the	water:
"'Row	to	shore	and	take	us	in.'
"Thorkel	was	 standing	 by	my	 side.	At	 that	 he	 laughed	 and	 said,	 'They	 do	 not
answer.	He	left	but	a	handful	to	guard	his	ships.	They	tasted	our	swords.	And	we
went	aboard	and	broke	the	oars	and	threw	the	sails	into	the	water.	It	will	be	slow
going	for	Havard	to-night.'
"Then	he	turned	to	the	shore	and	sang	out	loudly,	'King	Havard's	ships	are	dead:
Olaf's	dragon	flies.	King	Havard	stamps	the	shore:	Olaf	skims	the	waves.	King
Havard	shakes	his	fist.	Olaf	turns	and	laughs.'
"That	was	the	end	of	our	meeting	with	King	Havard."
	



HOW	GEIRALD	THE	COWARD	WAS	PUNISHED

Adapted	from	an	original	in	Neuisländischen	Volksmärchen	by	Andrew	Lang	in
The	Brown	Fairy	Book,	1904

	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	a	 poor	 knight	who	 had	 a	 great	many
children,	and	found	it	very	hard	to	get	enough	for	them	to	eat.	One	day	he	sent
his	eldest	son,	Rosald,	a	brave	and	honest	youth,	to	the	neighbouring	town	to	do
some	business,	and	here	Rosald	met	a	young	man	named	Geirald,	with	whom	he
made	friends.
Now	Geirald	was	the	son	of	a	rich	man,	who	was	proud	of	the	boy,	and	had	all
his	life	allowed	him	to	do	whatever	he	fancied,	and,	luckily	for	the	father,	he	was
prudent	and	sensible,	and	did	not	waste	money,	as	many	other	rich	young	men
might	have	done.	For	some	time	he	had	set	his	heart	on	 travelling	 into	foreign
countries,	and	after	he	had	been	talking	for	a	little	while	to	Rosald,	he	asked	if
his	new	friend	would	be	his	companion	on	his	journey.
"There	 is	 nothing	 I	 should	 like	 better,"	 answered	 Rosald,	 shaking	 his	 head
sorrowfully;	 "but	 my	 father	 is	 very	 poor,	 and	 he	 could	 never	 give	 me	 the
money."
"Oh,	if	that	is	your	only	difficulty,	it	is	all	right,"	cried	Geirald.	"My	father	has
more	money	than	he	knows	what	to	do	with,	and	he	will	give	me	as	much	as	I
want	for	both	of	us;	only,	there	is	one	thing	you	must	promise	me,	Rosald,	that,
supposing	we	have	any	adventures,	you	will	let	the	honour	and	glory	of	them	fall
to	me."
"Yes,	 of	 course,	 that	 is	 only	 fair,"	 answered	 Rosald,	 who	 never	 cared	 about
putting	himself	forward.	"But	I	cannot	go	without	telling	my	parents.	I	am	sure
they	will	think	me	lucky	to	get	such	a	chance."
As	soon	as	the	business	was	finished,	Rosald	hastened	home.	His	parents	were
delighted	 to	hear	of	his	good	 fortune,	 and	his	 father	gave	him	his	own	 sword,
which	was	growing	rusty	for	want	of	use,	while	his	mother	saw	that	his	leather
jerkin	was	in	order.
"Be	sure	you	keep	the	promise	you	made	to	Geirald,"	said	she,	as	she	bade	him



good-bye,	"and,	come	what	may,	see	that	you	never	betray	him."
Full	of	joy	Rosald	rode	off,	and	the	next	day	he	and	Geirald	started	off	to	seek
adventures.	To	 their	 disappointment	 their	 own	 land	was	 so	well	 governed	 that
nothing	out	of	the	common	was	very	likely	to	happen,	but	directly	they	crossed
the	border	into	another	kingdom	all	seemed	lawlessness	and	confusion.
They	 had	 not	 gone	 very	 far,	 when,	 riding	 across	 a	 mountain,	 they	 caught	 a
glimpse	 of	 several	 armed	 men	 hiding	 amongst	 some	 trees	 in	 their	 path,	 and
remembered	suddenly	some	talk	they	had	heard	of	a	band	of	twelve	robbers	who
lay	 in	wait	 for	 rich	 travellers.	 The	 robbers	were	more	 like	 savage	 beasts	 than
men,	and	lived	somewhere	at	the	top	of	the	mountain	in	caves	and	holes	in	the
ground.	They	were	all	called	"Hankur,"	and	were	distinguished	one	from	another
by	the	name	of	a	colour	-	blue,	grey,	red,	and	so	on,	except	their	chief,	who	was
known	as	Hankur	 the	Tall.	All	 this	and	more	rushed	 into	 the	minds	of	 the	 two
young	men	as	they	saw	the	flash	of	their	swords	in	the	moonlight.
"It	 is	 impossible	 to	 fight	 them	 -	 they	 are	 twelve	 to	 two,"	 whispered	 Geirald,
stopping	his	horse	in	the	path.	"We	had	much	better	ride	back	and	take	the	lower
road.	It	would	be	stupid	to	throw	away	our	lives	like	this."
"Oh,	 we	 can’t	 turn	 back,"	 answered	 Rosald,	 "we	 should	 be	 ashamed	 to	 look
anyone	 in	 the	face	again!	And,	besides,	 it	 is	a	grand	opportunity	 to	show	what
we	are	made	of.	Let	us	tie	up	our	horses	here,	and	climb	up	the	rocks	so	that	we
can	roll	stones	down	on	them."
"Well,	 we	 might	 try	 that,	 and	 then	 we	 shall	 always	 have	 our	 horses,"	 said
Geirald.	So	they	went	up	the	rocks	silently	and	carefully.
The	 robbers	were	 lying	all	 ready,	expecting	every	moment	 to	see	 their	victims
coming	round	the	corner	a	few	yards	away,	when	a	shower	of	huge	stones	fell	on
their	 heads,	 killing	 half	 the	 band.	 The	 others	 sprang	 up	 the	 rock,	 but	 as	 they
reached	 the	 top	 the	 sword	 of	Rosald	 swung	 round,	 and	 one	man	 after	 another
rolled	down	into	the	valley.	At	last	the	chief	managed	to	spring	up,	and,	grasping
Rosald	by	the	waist,	flung	away	his	sword,	and	the	two	fought	desperately,	their
bodies	swaying	always	nearer	the	edge.	It	seemed	as	if	Rosald,	being	the	smaller
of	 the	 two,	 MUST	 fall	 over,	 when,	 with	 his	 left	 hand,	 he	 drew	 the	 robber’s
sword	out	of	its	sheath	and	plunged	it	into	his	heart.	Then	he	took	from	the	dead
man	a	beautiful	ring	set	with	a	large	stone,	and	put	it	on	his	own	finger.
The	 fame	of	 this	wonderful	deed	 soon	 spread	 through	 the	country,	 and	people
would	often	stop	Gerald’s	horse,	and	ask	 leave	 to	see	 the	 robber’s	 ring,	which
was	said	to	have	been	stolen	from	the	father	of	 the	reigning	king.	And	Geirald
showed	 them	 the	 ring	with	pride,	and	 listened	 to	 their	words	of	praise,	and	no
one	would	ever	have	guessed	anyone	else	had	destroyed	the	robbers.
In	a	few	days	they	left	the	kingdom	and	rode	on	to	another,	where	they	thought



they	 would	 stop	 through	 the	 remainder	 of	 the	 winter,	 for	 Geirald	 liked	 to	 be
comfortable,	 and	 did	 not	 care	 about	 travelling	 through	 ice	 and	 snow.	 But	 the
king	would	 only	 grant	 them	 leave	 to	 stop	 on	 condition	 that,	 before	 the	winter
was	ended,	 they	should	give	him	some	fresh	proof	of	 the	courage	of	which	he
had	heard	 so	much.	Rosald’s	heart	was	glad	at	 the	king’s	message,	 and	as	 for
Geirald,	he	felt	that	as	long	as	Rosald	was	there	all	would	go	well.	So	they	both
bowed	 low	 and	 replied	 that	 it	was	 the	 king’s	 place	 to	 command	 and	 theirs	 to
obey.
"Well,	then,"	said	his	Majesty,	"this	is	what	I	want	you	to	do:	In	the	north-east
part	 of	my	 kingdom	 there	 dwells	 a	 giant,	 who	 has	 an	 iron	 staff	 twenty	 yards
long,	and	he	is	so	quick	in	using	it,	that	even	fifty	knights	have	no	chance	against
him.	 The	 bravest	 and	 strongest	 young	men	 of	my	 court	 have	 fallen	 under	 the
blows	of	that	staff;	but,	as	you	overcame	the	twelve	robbers	so	easily,	I	feel	that
I	have	reason	to	hope	that	you	may	be	able	to	conquer	 the	giant.	In	three	days
from	this	you	will	set	out."
"We	will	be	ready,	your	Majesty,"	answered	Rosald;	but	Geirald	remained	silent.
"How	can	we	possibly	fight	against	a	giant	 that	has	killed	fifty	knights?"	cried
Geirald,	when	they	were	outside	the	castle.	"The	king	only	wants	to	get	rid	of	us!
He	won’t	think	about	us	for	the	next	three	days	-	that	is	one	comfort	-	so	we	shall
have	plenty	of	time	to	cross	the	borders	of	the	kingdom	and	be	out	of	reach."
"We	mayn’t	be	able	to	kill	the	giant,	but	we	certainly	can’t	run	away	till	we	have
tried,"	 answered	 Rosald.	 "Besides,	 think	 how	 glorious	 it	 will	 be	 if	 we	 DO
manage	to	kill	him!	I	know	what	sort	of	weapon	I	shall	use.	Come	with	me	now,
and	I	will	see	about	it."	And,	taking	his	friend	by	the	arm,	he	led	him	into	a	shop
where	he	bought	a	huge	lump	of	solid	iron,	so	big	that	they	could	hardly	lift	 it
between	them.	However,	 they	just	managed	to	carry	it	 to	a	blacksmith’s	where
Rosald	directed	that	it	should	be	beaten	into	a	thick	club,	with	a	sharp	spike	at
one	end.	When	this	was	done	to	his	liking	he	took	it	home	under	his	arm.
Very	early	on	the	third	morning	the	two	young	men	started	on	their	journey,	and
on	 the	 fourth	 day	 they	 reached	 the	 giant’s	 cave	 before	 he	 was	 out	 of	 bed.
Hearing	the	sound	of	footsteps,	the	giant	got	up	and	went	to	the	entrance	to	see
who	was	coming,	and	Rosald,	expecting	something	of	the	sort,	struck	him	such	a
blow	on	the	forehead	that	he	fell	to	the	ground.	Then,	before	he	could	rise	to	his
feet	again,	Rosald	drew	out	his	sword	and	cut	off	his	head.
"It	 was	 not	 so	 difficult	 after	 all,	 you	 see,"	 he	 said,	 turning	 to	 Geirald.	 And
placing	the	giant’s	head	in	a	leathern	wallet	which	was	slung	over	his	back,	they
began	their	journey	to	the	castle.
As	they	drew	near	the	gates,	Rosald	took	the	head	from	the	wallet	and	handed	it
to	Geirald,	whom	he	followed	into	the	king’s	presence.



"The	giant	will	 trouble	you	no	more,"	 said	Geirald,	holding	out	 the	head.	And
the	 king	 fell	 on	 his	 neck	 and	 kissed	 him,	 and	 cried	 joyfully	 that	 he	 was	 the
"bravest	 knight	 in	 all	 the	world,	 and	 that	 a	 feast	 should	 be	made	 for	 him	 and
Rosald,	and	that	the	great	deed	should	be	proclaimed	throughout	the	kingdom."
And	Gerald’s	heart	swelled	with	pride,	and	he	almost	forgot	that	it	was	Rosald
and	not	he,	who	had	slain	the	giant.
By-and-by	 a	whisper	went	 round	 that	 a	 beautiful	 lady	who	 lived	 in	 the	 castle
would	be	present	at	 the	 feast,	with	 twenty-four	 lovely	maidens,	her	attendants.
The	 lady	was	 the	queen	of	her	own	country,	but	 as	her	 father	and	mother	had
died	when	she	was	a	little	girl,	she	had	been	left	in	the	care	of	this	king	who	was
her	uncle.
She	was	now	old	enough	to	govern	her	own	kingdom,	but	her	subjects	did	not
like	being	ruled	by	a	woman,	and	said	that	she	must	find	a	husband	to	help	her	in
managing	 her	 affairs.	 Prince	 after	 prince	 had	 offered	 himself,	 but	 the	 young
queen	would	have	nothing	 to	say	 to	any	of	 them,	and	at	 last	 told	her	ministers
that	if	she	was	to	have	a	husband	at	all	she	must	choose	him	for	herself,	as	she
would	 certainly	 not	marry	 any	 of	 those	whom	 they	 had	 selected	 for	 her.	 The
ministers	replied	that	in	that	case	she	had	better	manage	her	kingdom	alone,	and
the	queen,	who	knew	nothing	about	business,	got	 things	 into	such	a	confusion
that	at	last	she	threw	them	up	altogether,	and	went	off	to	her	uncle.
Now	when	she	heard	how	the	two	young	men	had	slain	the	giant,	her	heart	was
filled	with	admiration	of	their	courage,	and	she	declared	that	if	a	feast	was	held
she	would	certainly	be	present	at	it.
And	so	she	was;	and	when	the	feast	was	over	she	asked	the	king,	her	guardian,	if
he	would	allow	the	two	heroes	who	had	killed	the	robbers	and	slain	the	giant	to
fight	 a	 tourney	 the	 next	 day	with	 one	 of	 her	 pages.	 The	 king	 gladly	 gave	 his
consent,	 and	ordered	 the	 lists	 to	be	made	 ready,	never	doubting	 that	 two	great
champions	would	be	eager	for	such	a	chance	of	adding	to	their	fame.	Little	did
he	guess	that	Geirald	had	done	all	he	could	to	persuade	Rosald	to	steal	secretly
out	of	the	castle	during	the	night,	"for,"	said	he,	"I	don’t	believe	they	are	pages	at
all,	 but	well-proved	 knights,	 and	 how	 can	we,	 so	 young	 and	 untried,	 stand	 up
against	them?"
"The	 honour	will	 be	 all	 the	 higher	 if	we	 gain	 the	 day,"	 answered	Rosald;	 but
Geirald	would	 listen	 to	 nothing,	 and	 only	 declared	 that	 he	 did	 not	 care	 about
honour,	and	would	rather	be	alive	than	have	every	honour	in	the	world	heaped
upon	him.	Go	he	would,	and	as	Rosald	had	sworn	to	give	him	his	company,	he
must	come	with	him.
Rosald	was	much	grieved	when	he	heard	 these	words,	but	he	knew	that	 it	was
useless	attempting	to	persuade	Geirald,	and	turned	his	thoughts	to	forming	some
plan	 to	 prevent	 this	 disgraceful	 flight.	 Suddenly	 his	 face	 brightened.	 "Let	 us



change	 clothes,"	 he	 said,	 "and	 I	 will	 do	 the	 fighting,	 while	 you	 shall	 get	 the
glory.	Nobody	will	ever	know."	And	to	this	Geirald	readily	consented.
Whether	Geirald	was	right	or	not	in	thinking	that	the	so-called	page	was	really	a
well-proved	knight,	 it	 is	 certain	 that	Rosald’s	 task	was	a	very	hard	one.	Three
times	they	came	together	with	a	crash	which	made	their	horses	reel;	once	Rosald
knocked	 the	 helmet	 off	 his	 foe,	 and	 received	 in	 return	 such	 a	 blow	 that	 he
staggered	in	his	saddle.	Shouts	went	up	from	the	lookers-on,	as	first	one	and	then
the	other	seemed	gaining	 the	victory;	but	at	 length	Rosald	planted	his	spear	 in
the	 armour	 which	 covered	 his	 adversary’s	 breast	 and	 bore	 him	 steadily
backward.	 "Unhorsed!	 unhorsed!"	 cried	 the	 people;	 and	 Rosald	 then	 himself
dismounted	and	helped	his	adversary	to	rise.
In	 the	 confusion	 that	 followed	 it	was	 easy	 for	Rosald	 to	 slip	 away	 and	 return
Geirald	his	proper	clothes.	And	in	 these,	 torn	and	dusty	with	 the	fight,	Geirald
answered	the	king’s	summons	to	come	before	him.
"You	 have	 done	what	 I	 expected	 you	 to	 do,"	 said	 he,	 "and	 now,	 choose	 your
reward."
"Grant	 me,	 sire,	 the	 hand	 of	 the	 queen,	 your	 niece,"	 replied	 the	 young	 man,
bowing	low,	"and	I	will	defend	her	kingdom	against	all	her	enemies."
"She	could	choose	no	better	husband,"	said	the	king,	"and	if	she	consents	I	do."
And	he	turned	towards	the	queen,	who	had	not	been	present	during	the	fight,	but
had	just	slipped	into	a	seat	by	his	right	hand.	Now	the	queen’s	eyes	were	very
sharp,	and	it	seemed	to	her	that	the	man	who	stood	before	her,	tall	and	handsome
though	he	might	be,	was	different	in	many	slight	ways,	and	in	one	in	particular,
from	the	man	who	had	fought	the	tourney.	How	there	could	be	any	trickery	she
could	not	understand,	and	why	 the	 real	victor	 should	be	willing	 to	give	up	his
prize	to	another	was	still	stranger;	but	something	in	her	heart	warned	her	to	be
careful.	 She	 answered:	 "You	may	 be	 satisfied,	 uncle,	 but	 I	 am	 not.	One	more
proof	I	must	have;	let	the	two	young	men	now	fight	against	each	other.	The	man
I	marry	must	be	the	man	who	killed	the	robbers	and	the	giant,	and	overcame	my
page."	Gerald’s	face	grew	pale	as	he	heard	these	words.	He	knew	there	was	no
escape	 from	 him	 now,	 though	 he	 did	 not	 doubt	 for	 one	 moment	 that	 Rosald
would	keep	his	 compact	 loyally	 to	 the	 last.	But	how	would	 it	 be	possible	 that
even	Rosald	should	deceive	the	watchful	eyes	of	the	king	and	his	court,	and	still
more	those	of	 the	young	queen	whom	he	felt	uneasily	had	suspected	him	from
the	first?
The	tourney	was	fought,	and	in	spite	of	Gerald’s	fears	Rosald	managed	to	hang
back	to	make	attacks	which	were	never	meant	to	succeed,	and	to	allow	strokes
which	he	 could	 easily	 have	 parried	 to	 attain	 their	 end.	At	 length,	 after	 a	 great
show	of	resistance,	he	fell	heavily	to	the	ground.	And	as	he	fell	he	knew	that	it
was	not	alone	the	glory	that	was	his	rightfully	which	he	gave	up,	but	the	hand	of



the	queen	that	was	more	precious	still.
But	Geirald	did	not	even	wait	to	see	if	he	was	wounded;	he	went	straight	to	the
wall	where	the	royal	banner	waved	and	claimed	the	reward	which	was	now	his.
The	crowd	of	watchers	turned	towards	the	queen,	expecting	to	see	her	stoop	and
give	 some	 token	 to	 the	victor.	 Instead,	 to	 the	 surprise	of	everyone,	 she	merely
smiled	gracefully,	and	said	that	before	she	bestowed	her	hand	one	more	test	must
be	 imposed,	 but	 this	 should	 be	 the	 last.	 The	 final	 tourney	 should	 be	 fought;
Geirald	and	Rosald	should	meet	singly	 two	knights	of	 the	king’s	court,	and	he
who	could	unhorse	his	foe	should	be	master	of	herself	and	of	her	kingdom.	The
combat	was	fixed	to	take	place	at	ten	o’clock	the	following	day.
All	night	 long	Geirald	walked	about	his	 room,	not	daring	 to	face	 the	fight	 that
lay	 in	 front	 of	 him,	 and	 trying	with	 all	 his	might	 to	 discover	 some	means	 of
escaping	it.	All	night	long	he	moved	restlessly	from	door	to	window;	and	when
the	 trumpets	 sounded,	 and	 the	 combatants	 rode	 into	 the	 field,	 he	 alone	 was
missing.	The	king	sent	messengers	to	see	what	had	become	of	him,	and	he	was
found,	trembling	with	fear,	hiding	under	his	bed.	After	that	there	was	no	need	of
any	 further	 proof.	 The	 combat	 was	 declared	 unnecessary,	 and	 the	 queen
pronounced	herself	quite	satisfied,	and	ready	to	accept	Rosald	as	her	husband.
"You	 forgot	 one	 thing,"	 she	 said,	 when	 they	 were	 alone.	 "I	 recognized	 my
father’s	ring	which	Hankur	the	Tall	had	stolen,	on	the	finger	of	your	right	hand,
and	I	knew	that	it	was	you	and	not	Geirald	who	had	slain	the	robber	band.	I	was
the	page	who	fought	you,	and	again	I	saw	the	ring	on	your	finger,	though	it	was
absent	 from	 his	when	 he	 stood	 before	me	 to	 claim	 the	 prize.	 That	was	why	 I
ordered	the	combat	between	you,	though	your	faith	to	your	word	prevented	my
plan	being	successful,	and	I	had	to	try	another.	The	man	who	keeps	his	promise
at	all	costs	to	himself	is	the	man	I	can	trust,	both	for	myself	and	for	my	people."
So	they	were	married,	and	returned	to	their	own	kingdom,	which	they	ruled	well
and	happily.	And	many	years	after	a	poor	beggar	knocked	at	the	palace	gates	and
asked	for	money,	for	the	sake	of	days	gone	by	-	and	this	was	Geirald.
	



FOES’	FEAR

Adapted	from	”skald”	sagas	as	told	by	Jennie	Hall	in	Viking	Tales,	1902

	

	

EVERY	DAY	THE	BOY	HARALD	HEARD	some	such	story	of	war	or	of	the
gods,	until	he	could	 see	Thor	 riding	among	 the	 storm-clouds	and	 throwing	his
hammer,	until	he	knew	that	a	brave	man	has	many	wounds,	but	never	a	one	on
his	back.	Many	nights	he	dreamed	that	he	himself	walked	into	Valhalla,	and	that
all	the	heroes	stood	up	and	shouted:
"Welcome!	Harald	Halfdanson!"
"Ah!	 the	bite	of	 the	sword	 is	sweeter	 than	 the	kiss	of	your	mother,"	he	said	 to
Olaf	one	day.	"When	shall	I	stand	in	the	prow	of	a	dragon	and	feast	on	the	fight?
I	am	hungry	to	see	the	world.	Ivar	the	Far-goer	tells	me	of	the	strange	countries
he	has	seen.	Ah!	we	Vikings	are	great	folk.	There	is	no	water	that	has	not	licked
our	boats'	 sides.	This	cape	of	mine	came	 in	a	Viking	boat	 from	France.	These
cloak-pins	 came	 from	 a	 far	 country	 called	 Greece.	 In	 my	 father's	 house	 are
golden	cups	from	Rome,	away	on	the	southern	sea.	Every	land	pours	rich	things
into	our	treasure-chest.	Ivar	has	been	to	a	strange	country	where	it	is	all	sand	and
is	very	hot.	The	people	call	their	country	Arabia.	They	have	never	heard	of	Thor
or	Odin.	 Ivar	brought	beautiful	striped	cloth	from	there,	and	wonderful,	sweet-
smelling	 waters.	 Oh!	 when	 shall	 the	 white	 horses	 of	 the	 sea	 lead	 me	 out	 to
strange	lands	and	glorious	battles?"
But	Harald	did	something	besides	listen	to	stories.	Every	morning	he	was	up	at
sunrise	and	went	with	a	thrall	to	feed	the	hunting	dogs.	Thorstein	taught	him	to
swim	in	the	rough	waters	of	the	fiord.	Often	he	went	with	the	men	a-hunting	in
the	woods	 and	 learned	 to	 ride	 a	horse	 and	pull	 a	 bow	and	 throw	a	 lance.	 Ivar
taught	him	to	play	the	harp	and	to	make	up	songs.	He	went	much	to	the	smithy,
where	 the	warriors	mended	 their	helmets	and	made	 their	 spears	and	 swords	of
iron	and	bronze.	At	 first	 he	only	watched	 the	men	or	worked	 the	bellows,	but
soon	he	could	handle	the	tongs	and	hold	the	red-hot	iron,	and	after	a	long	time
he	 learned	 to	use	 the	hammer	and	 to	shape	metal.	One	day	he	made	himself	a
spear-head.	It	was	two	feet	long	and	sharp	on	both	edges.	While	the	iron	was	hot
he	 beat	 into	 it	 some	 runes.	When	 the	 men	 in	 the	 smithy	 saw	 the	 runes	 they



opened	their	eyes	wide	and	looked	at	the	boy,	for	few	Norsemen	could	read.
"What	does	it	say?"	they	asked.
"It	 is	 the	 name	 of	my	 spear-point,	 and	 it	 says,	 'Foes'-fear,'"	Harald	 said.	 "But
now	for	a	handle."
It	was	winter	and	the	snow	was	very	deep.	So	Harald	put	on	his	skis	and	started
for	 a	 wood	 that	 was	 back	 from	 shore.	 Down	 the	mountains	 he	 went,	 twenty,
thirty	 feet	 at	 a	 slide,	 leaping	 over	 chasms	 a	 hundred	 feet	 across.	 In	 his	 scarlet
cloak	he	 looked	 like	a	flash	of	fire.	The	wind	shot	past	him	howling.	His	eyes
danced	at	the	fun.
"It	 is	 like	 flying,"	he	 thought	and	 laughed.	 "I	am	an	eagle.	Now	I	 soar,"	as	he
leaped	over	a	frozen	river.
He	saw	a	slender	ash	growing	on	top	of	a	high	rock.
That	is	the	handle	for	'Foes'-fear,'"	he	said.
The	rock	stood	up	like	a	ragged	tower,	but	he	did	not	stop	because	of	the	steep
climb.	He	threw	off	his	skis	and	thrust	his	hands	and	feet	into	holes	of	the	rock
and	 drew	 himself	 up.	 He	 tore	 his	 jacket	 and	 cut	 his	 leather	 leggings	 and
scratched	his	face	and	bruised	his	hands,	but	at	last	he	was	on	the	top.	Soon	he
had	chopped	down	the	tree	and	had	cut	a	straight	pole	ten	feet	 long	and	as	big
around	as	his	arm.	He	went	down,	sliding	and	 jumping	and	 tearing	himself	on
the	 sharp	 stones.	With	a	 last	 leap	he	 landed	near	his	 skis.	As	he	did	 so	a	 lean
wolf	jumped	and	snapped	at	him,	snarling.	Harald	shouted	and	swung	his	pole.
The	wolf	dodged,	but	quickly	 jumped	again	and	caught	 the	boy's	arm	between
his	sharp	teeth.	Harald	thought	of	the	spear-point	in	his	belt.	In	a	wink	he	had	it
out	and	was	striking	with	it.	He	drove	it	into	the	wolf's	neck	and	threw	him	back
on	the	snow,	dead.
"You	are	the	first	to	feel	the	tooth	of	'Foes'-fear,'"	he	said,	"but	I	think	you	will
not	be	the	last."
Then	without	thinking	of	his	torn	arm	he	put	on	his	skis	and	went	leaping	home.
He	went	straight	to	the	smithy	and	smoothed	his	pole	and	drove	it	into	the	haft	of
the	 spear-point.	 He	 hammered	 out	 a	 gold	 band	 and	 put	 it	 around	 the	 joining
place.	 He	 made	 nails	 with	 beautiful	 heads	 and	 drove	 them	 into	 the	 pole	 in
different	places.
"If	it	is	heavy	it	will	strike	hard,"	he	said.
Then	he	weighed	 the	 spear	 in	his	 hand	and	 found	 the	balancing	point	 and	put
another	gold	band	there	to	mark	it.
Thorstein	came	in	while	he	was	working.
"A	good	spear,"	he	said.



Then	he	saw	the	torn	sleeve	and	the	red	wound	beneath.
"Hello!"	he	cried.	"Your	first	wound?"
"Oh,	it	is	only	a	wolf-scratch,"	Harald	answered.
"By	Thor!"	 cried	 Thorstein,	 "I	 see	 that	 you	 are	 ready	 for	 better	wounds.	You
bear	this	like	a	warrior."
"I	think	it	will	not	be	my	last,"	Harald	said.
	



KISA	THE	CAT

Adapted	from	an	original	in	Neuisländischen	Volksmärchen	by	Andrew	Lang	in
The	Brown	Fairy	Book,	1904

	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	LIVED	 a	 queen	who	 had	 a	 beautiful	 cat,	 the
colour	of	smoke,	with	china-blue	eyes,	which	she	was	very	fond	of.	The	cat	was
constantly	 with	 her,	 and	 ran	 after	 her	 wherever	 she	 went,	 and	 even	 sat	 up
proudly	by	her	side	when	she	drove	out	in	her	fine	glass	coach.
"Oh,	pussy,"	said	the	queen	one	day,	"you	are	happier	than	I	am!	For	you	have	a
dear	kitten	just	like	yourself,	and	I	have	nobody	to	play	with	but	you."
"Don’t	 cry,"	 answered	 the	 cat,	 laying	 her	 paw	 on	 her	mistress’s	 arm.	 "Crying
never	does	any	good.	I	will	see	what	can	be	done."
The	cat	was	as	good	as	her	word.	As	 soon	as	 she	 returned	 from	her	drive	 she
trotted	off	to	the	forest	to	consult	a	fairy	who	dwelt	there,	and	very	soon	after	the
queen	had	a	little	girl,	who	seemed	made	out	of	snow	and	sunbeams.	The	queen
was	 delighted,	 and	 soon	 the	 baby	 began	 to	 take	 notice	 of	 the	 kitten	 as	 she
jumped	 about	 the	 room,	 and	would	 not	 go	 to	 sleep	 at	 all	 unless	 the	 kitten	 lay
curled	up	beside	her.
Two	or	 three	months	went	by,	and	though	the	baby	was	still	a	baby,	 the	kitten
was	fast	becoming	a	cat,	and	one	evening	when,	as	usual,	the	nurse	came	to	look
for	her,	to	put	her	in	the	baby’s	cot,	she	was	nowhere	to	be	found.	What	a	hunt
there	was	for	that	kitten,	to	be	sure!	The	servants,	each	anxious	to	find	her,	as	the
queen	 was	 certain	 to	 reward	 the	 lucky	 man,	 searched	 in	 the	 most	 impossible
places.	Boxes	were	opened	that	would	hardly	have	held	the	kitten’s	paw;	books
were	 taken	 from	 bookshelves,	 lest	 the	 kitten	 should	 have	 got	 behind	 them,
drawers	were	pulled	out,	for	perhaps	the	kitten	might	have	got	shut	in.	But	it	was
all	 no	use.	The	kitten	had	plainly	 run	away,	 and	nobody	could	 tell	 if	 it	would
ever	choose	to	come	back.
Years	 passed	 away,	 and	 one	 day,	 when	 the	 princess	 was	 playing	 ball	 in	 the
garden,	she	happened	to	throw	her	ball	farther	than	usual,	and	it	fell	into	a	clump
of	rose-bushes.	The	princess	of	course	ran	after	it	at	once,	and	she	was	stooping
down	to	feel	 if	 it	was	hidden	in	the	long	grass,	when	she	heard	a	voice	calling



her:	 "Ingibjorg!	 Ingibjorg!"	 it	 said,	 "have	 you	 forgotten	me?	 I	 am	Kisa,	 your
sister!"
"But	 I	 never	 HAD	 a	 sister,"	 answered	 Ingibjorg,	 very	 much	 puzzled;	 for	 she
knew	nothing	of	what	had	taken	place	so	long	ago.
"Don’t	you	remember	how	I	always	slept	in	your	cot	beside	you,	and	how	you
cried	till	I	came?	But	girls	have	no	memories	at	all!	Why,	I	could	find	my	way
straight	up	to	that	cot	this	moment,	if	I	was	once	inside	the	palace."
"Why	did	you	go	away	then?"	asked	the	princess.	But	before	Kisa	could	answer,
Ingibjorg’s	attendants	arrived	breathless	on	 the	scene,	and	were	so	horrified	at
the	sight	of	a	strange	cat,	that	Kisa	plunged	into	the	bushes	and	went	back	to	the
forest.
The	 princess	 was	 very	 much	 vexed	 with	 her	 ladies-in-waiting	 for	 frightening
away	 her	 old	 playfellow,	 and	 told	 the	 queen	 who	 came	 to	 her	 room	 every
evening	to	bid	her	good-night.
"Yes,	it	is	quite	true	what	Kisa	said,"	answered	the	queen;	"I	should	have	liked
to	see	her	again.	Perhaps,	some	day,	she	will	return,	and	then	you	must	bring	her
to	me."
Next	morning	 it	was	very	hot,	 and	 the	princess	declared	 that	 she	must	go	 and
play	in	the	forest,	where	it	was	always	cool,	under	the	big	shady	trees.	As	usual,
her	attendants	let	her	do	anything	she	pleased,	and	sitting	down	on	a	mossy	bank
where	a	 little	stream	tinkled	by,	soon	fell	sound	asleep.	The	princess	saw	with
delight	that	they	would	pay	no	heed	to	her,	and	wandered	on	and	on,	expecting
every	moment	 to	 see	 some	 fairies	 dancing	 round	 a	 ring,	 or	 some	 little	 brown
elves	peeping	at	her	from	behind	a	tree.	But,	alas!	she	met	none	of	these;	instead,
a	horrible	giant	came	out	of	his	cave	and	ordered	her	to	follow	him.	The	princess
felt	much	afraid,	as	he	was	so	big	and	ugly,	and	began	to	be	sorry	that	she	had
not	stayed	within	reach	of	help;	but	as	there	was	no	use	in	disobeying	the	giant,
she	walked	meekly	behind.
They	went	a	long	way,	and	Ingibjorg	grew	very	tired,	and	at	length	began	to	cry.
"I	don’t	like	girls	who	make	horrid	noises,"	said	the	giant,	turning	round.	"But	if
you	WANT	to	cry,	 I	will	give	you	something	 to	cry	for."	And	drawing	an	axe
from	his	belt,	he	cut	off	both	her	feet,	which	he	picked	up	and	put	in	his	pocket.
Then	he	went	away.
Poor	Ingibjorg	lay	on	the	grass	in	terrible	pain,	and	wondering	if	she	should	stay
there	till	she	died,	as	no	one	would	know	where	to	look	for	her.	How	long	it	was
since	she	had	set	out	in	the	morning	she	could	not	tell	-	it	seemed	years	to	her,	of
course;	but	 the	 sun	was	 still	 high	 in	 the	heavens	when	 she	heard	 the	 sound	of
wheels,	and	then,	with	a	great	effort,	for	her	throat	was	parched	with	fright	and
pain,	she	gave	a	shout.



"I	 am	 coming!"	was	 the	 answer;	 and	 in	 another	moment	 a	 cart	made	 its	 way
through	the	trees,	driven	by	Kisa,	who	used	her	tail	as	a	whip	to	urge	the	horse	to
go	faster.	Directly	Kisa	saw	Ingibjorg	lying	there,	she	jumped	quickly	down,	and
lifting	the	girl	carefully	in	her	two	front	paws,	laid	her	upon	some	soft	hay,	and
drove	back	to	her	own	little	hut.
In	 the	corner	of	 the	room	was	a	pile	of	cushions,	and	these	Kisa	arranged	as	a
bed.	 Ingibjorg,	 who	 by	 this	 time	 was	 nearly	 fainting	 from	 all	 she	 had	 gone
through,	 drank	greedily	 some	milk,	 and	 then	 sank	back	 on	 the	 cushions	while
Kisa	fetched	some	dried	herbs	from	a	cupboard,	soaked	them	in	warm	water	and
tied	them	on	the	bleeding	legs.	The	pain	vanished	at	once,	and	Ingibjorg	looked
up	and	smiled	at	Kisa.
"You	will	go	to	sleep	now,"	said	the	cat,	"and	you	will	not	mind	if	I	leave	you
for	a	little	while.	I	will	lock	the	door,	and	no	one	can	hurt	you."	But	before	she
had	 finished	 the	 princess	 was	 asleep.	 Then	Kisa	 got	 into	 the	 cart,	 which	 was
standing	at	the	door,	and	catching	up	the	reins,	drove	straight	to	the	giant’s	cave.
Leaving	her	cart	behind	some	trees,	Kisa	crept	gently	up	to	the	open	door,	and,
crouching	 down,	 listened	 to	 what	 the	 giant	 was	 telling	 his	 wife,	 who	 was	 at
supper	with	him.
"The	first	day	that	I	can	spare	I	shall	just	go	back	and	kill	her,"	he	said,	"it	would
never	do	for	people	in	the	forest	to	know	that	a	mere	girl	can	defy	me!"	And	he
and	 his	 wife	 were	 so	 busy	 calling	 Ingibjorg	 all	 sorts	 of	 names	 for	 her	 bad
behaviour,	that	they	never	noticed	Kisa	stealing	into	a	dark	corner,	and	upsetting
a	whole	bag	of	salt	into	the	great	pot	before	the	fire.
"Dear	me,	how	thirsty	I	am!"	cried	the	giant	by-and-by.
"So	am	I,"	answered	 the	wife.	 "I	do	wish	 I	had	not	 taken	 that	 last	 spoonful	of
broth;	I	am	sure	something	was	wrong	with	it."
"If	I	don’t	get	some	water	I	shall	die,"	went	on	the	giant.	And	rushing	out	of	the
cave,	followed	by	his	wife,	he	ran	down	the	path	which	led	to	the	river.
Then	Kisa	entered	the	hut,	and	lost	no	time	in	searching	every	hole	till	she	came
upon	some	grass,	under	which	Ingibjorg’s	feet	were	hidden,	and	putting	them	in
her	cart,	drove	back	again	to	her	own	hut.
Ingibjorg	 was	 thankful	 to	 see	 her,	 for	 she	 had	 lain,	 too	 frightened	 to	 sleep,
trembling	at	every	noise.
"Oh,	is	it	you?"	she	cried	joyfully,	as	Kisa	turned	the	key.	And	the	cat	came	in,
holding	up	the	two	neat	little	feet	in	their	silver	slippers.
"In	two	minutes	they	shall	be	as	tight	as	they	ever	were!"	said	Kisa.	And	taking
some	strings	of	the	magic	grass	which	the	giant	had	carelessly	heaped	on	them,
she	bound	the	feet	on	to	the	legs	above.



"Of	 course	 you	 won’t	 be	 able	 to	 walk	 for	 some	 time;	 you	 must	 not	 expect
THAT,"	she	continued.	"But	 if	you	are	very	good,	perhaps,	 in	about	a	week,	 I
may	carry	you	home	again."
And	so	she	did;	and	when	the	cat	drove	the	cart	up	to	the	palace	gate,	lashing	the
horse	 furiously	 with	 her	 tail,	 and	 the	 king	 and	 queen	 saw	 their	 lost	 daughter
sitting	beside	her,	they	declared	that	no	reward	could	be	too	great	for	the	person
who	had	brought	her	out	of	the	giant’s	hands.
"We	will	talk	about	that	by-and-by,"	said	the	cat,	as	she	made	her	best	bow,	and
turned	her	horse’s	head.
	

The	 princess	 was	 very	 unhappy	 when	 Kisa	 left	 her	 without	 even	 bidding	 her
farewell.	She	would	neither	eat	nor	drink,	nor	take	any	notice	of	all	the	beautiful
dresses	her	parents	bought	for	her.
"She	will	 die,	 unless	we	 can	make	her	 laugh,"	one	whispered	 to	 the	other.	 "Is
there	anything	in	the	world	that	we	have	left	untried?"
"Nothing	 except	 marriage,"	 answered	 the	 king.	 And	 he	 invited	 all	 the
handsomest	 young	men	he	 could	 think	of	 to	 the	palace,	 and	bade	 the	princess
choose	a	husband	from	among	them.
It	took	her	some	time	to	decide	which	she	admired	the	most,	but	at	last	she	fixed
upon	a	young	prince,	whose	eyes	were	like	the	pools	in	the	forest,	and	his	hair	of
bright	gold.	The	king	and	the	queen	were	greatly	pleased,	as	the	young	man	was
the	son	of	a	neighbouring	king,	and	they	gave	orders	that	a	splendid	feast	should
be	got	ready.
When	 the	marriage	was	 over,	Kisa	 suddenly	 stood	before	 them,	 and	 Ingibjorg
rushed	forward	and	clasped	her	in	her	arms.
"I	have	come	to	claim	my	reward,"	said	the	cat.	"Let	me	sleep	for	this	night	at
the	foot	of	your	bed."
"Is	that	ALL?"	asked	Ingibjorg,	much	disappointed.
"It	is	enough,"	answered	the	cat.	And	when	the	morning	dawned,	it	was	no	cat
that	lay	upon	the	bed,	but	a	beautiful	princess.
"My	mother	and	I	were	both	enchanted	by	a	spiteful	fairy,"	said	she,	"we	could
not	 free	 ourselves	 till	 we	 had	 done	 some	 kindly	 deed	 that	 had	 never	 been
wrought	 before.	 My	 mother	 died	 without	 ever	 finding	 a	 chance	 of	 doing
anything	new,	but	 I	 took	advantage	of	 the	evil	act	of	 the	giant	 to	make	you	as
whole	as	ever."
Then	 they	 were	 all	 more	 delighted	 than	 before,	 and	 the	 princess	 lived	 in	 the
court	until	she,	too,	married,	and	went	away	to	govern	one	of	her	own.



	



HARALD	IS	KING

Adapted	from	”skald”	sagas	as	told	by	Jennie	Hall	in	Viking	Tales,	1902

	

	

NOW	WHEN	HARALD	WAS	TEN	YEARS	old	his	father,	King	Halfdan,	died.
An	old	book	that	tells	about	Harald	says	that	then	"he	was	the	biggest	of	all	men,
the	strongest,	and	the	fairest	to	look	upon."	That	about	a	boy	ten	years	old!	But
boys	 grew	 fast	 in	 those	 days	 for	 they	were	 out	 of	 doors	 all	 the	 time,	 running,
swimming,	leaping	on	skis,	and	hunting	in	the	forest.	All	that	makes	big,	manly
boys.
So	now	King	Halfdan	was	dead	and	buried,	and	Harald	was	to	be	king.	But	first
he	must	drink	his	father's	funeral	ale.
"Take	down	the	gay	tapestries	that	hang	in	the	feast	hall,"	he	said	to	the	thralls.
"Put	up	black	and	grey	ones.	Strew	 the	 floor	with	pine	branches.	Brew	 twenty
tubs	of	fresh	ale	and	mead.	Scour	every	dish	until	it	shines."
Then	Harald	sent	messengers	all	over	that	country	to	his	kinsmen	and	friends.
"Bid	them	come	in	three	months'	time	to	drink	my	father's	funeral	ale,"	he	said.
"Tell	them	that	no	one	shall	go	away	empty-handed."
So	in	three	months	men	came	riding	up	at	every	hour.	Some	came	in	boats.	But
many	 had	 ridden	 far	 through	mountains,	 swimming	 rivers;	 for	 there	were	 few
roads	or	bridges	in	Norway.	On	account	of	that	hard	ride	no	women	came	to	the
feast.
At	 nine	 o'clock	 in	 the	 night	 the	 feast	 began.	The	men	 came	walking	 in	 at	 the
west	 end	 of	 the	 hall.	 The	 great	 bonfires	 down	 the	 middle	 of	 the	 room	 were
flashing	light	on	everything.	The	clean	smell	of	this	wood-smoke	and	of	the	pine
branches	 on	 the	 floor	 was	 pleasant	 to	 the	 guests.	 Down	 each	 side	 of	 the	 hall
stretched	 long,	 backless	 benches,	 with	 room	 for	 three	 hundred	 men.	 In	 the
middle	of	each	 side	 rose	 the	high	 seat,	 a	great	 carved	chair	on	a	platform.	All
along	 behind	 the	 benches	 were	 the	 black	 and	 grey	 draperies.	 Here	 hung	 the
shields	of	 the	guests;	 for	 every	man,	when	he	was	given	his	place,	 turned	and
hung	his	shield	behind	him	and	set	his	tall	spear	by	it.	So	on	each	wall	there	was
a	long	row	of	gay	shields,	red	and	green	and	yellow,	and	all	shining	with	gold	or



bronze	 trimmings.	 And	 higher	 up	 there	 was	 another	 row	 of	 gleaming	 spear-
points.	Above	the	hall	the	rafters	were	carved	and	gaily	painted,	so	that	dragons
seemed	to	be	crawling	across,	or	eagles	seemed	to	be	swooping	down.
The	 guests	 walked	 in	 laughing	 and	 talking	 with	 their	 big	 voices	 so	 that	 the
rafters	rang.	They	made	the	hall	look	all	the	brighter	with	their	clothes	of	scarlet
and	 blue	 and	 green,	 with	 their	 flashing	 golden	 bracelets	 and	 head-bands	 and
sword-scabbards,	with	their	flying	hair	of	red	or	yellow.
Across	 the	 east	 end	 of	 the	 hall	 was	 a	 bench.	When	 the	 men	 were	 all	 in,	 the
queen,	Harald's	mother,	and	the	women	who	lived	with	her,	walked	in	through
the	east	door	and	sat	upon	this	bench.
Then	thralls	came	running	in	and	set	up	the	long	tables	before	the	benches.	Other
thralls	 ran	 in	with	 large	 steaming	 kettles	 of	meat.	 They	 put	 big	 pieces	 of	 this
meat	into	platters	of	wood	and	set	it	before	the	men.	They	had	a	few	dishes	of
silver.	These	they	put	before	the	guests	at	the	middle	of	the	tables;	for	the	great
people	sat	here	near	the	high	seats.
When	 the	meat	came,	 the	 talking	stopped;	 for	Norsemen	ate	only	 twice	a	day,
and	 these	men	had	had	 long	 rides	 and	were	hungry.	Three	or	 four	persons	 ate
from	one	platter	and	drank	from	the	same	big	bowl	of	milk.	They	had	no	forks,
so	they	ate	from	their	fingers	and	threw	the	bones	under	the	table	among	the	pine
branches.	Sometimes	they	took	knives	from	their	belts	to	cut	the	meat.
When	the	guests	sat	back	satisfied,	Harald	called	to	the	thralls:
"Carry	out	the	tables."
So	they	did	and	brought	in	two	great	tubs	of	mead	and	set	one	at	each	end	of	the
hall.	Then	the	queen	stood	up	and	called	some	of	her	women.	They	went	to	the
mead	 tubs.	They	 took	 the	 horns,	when	 the	 thralls	 had	 filled	 them,	 and	 carried
them	to	the	men	with	some	merry	word.	Perhaps	one	woman	said	as	she	handed
a	man	his	horn:
"This	horn	has	no	feet	to	be	set	down	upon.	You	must	drink	it	at	one	draught."
Perhaps	another	said,	"Mead	loves	a	merry	face."
The	women	were	 beautiful,	moving	 about	 the	 hall.	 The	 queen	wore	 a	 trailing
dress	of	blue	velvet	with	long	flowing	sleeves.	She	had	a	short	apron	of	striped
Arabian	silk	with	gold	fringe	along	the	bottom.	From	her	shoulders	hung	a	long
train	 of	 scarlet	 wool	 embroidered	 in	 gold.	White	 linen	 covered	 her	 head.	Her
long	 yellow	 hair	 was	 pulled	 around	 at	 the	 sides	 and	 over	 her	 breast	 and	was
fastened	under	 the	belt	of	her	apron.	As	she	walked,	her	 train	made	a	pleasant
rustle	among	 the	pine	branches.	She	was	 tall	 and	straight	and	strong.	Some	of
her	younger	women	wore	no	linen	on	their	heads	and	had	their	white	arms	bare,
with	bracelets	shining	on	them.	They,	too,	were	tall	and	strong.



All	 the	 time	 men	 were	 calling	 across	 the	 fire	 to	 one	 another	 asking	 news	 or
telling	jokes	and	laughing.
An	old	man,	Harald's	uncle,	sat	in	the	high	seat	on	the	north	side.	That	was	the
place	of	honour.	But	the	high	seat	on	the	south	side	was	empty;	for	that	was	the
king's	seat.	Harald	sat	on	the	steps	before	it.
The	feast	went	merrily	until	 long	after	midnight.	Then	the	thralls	took	some	of
the	guests	to	the	guest	house	to	sleep,	and	some	to	the	beds	around	the	sides	of
the	feast	hall.	But	some	men	lay	down	on	the	benches	and	drew	their	cloaks	over
themselves.
On	the	next	night	there	was	another	feast.	Still	Harald	sat	on	the	step	before	the
high	seat.	But	when	the	tables	were	gone	and	the	horns	were	going	around,	he
stood	up	and	raised	high	a	horn	of	ale	and	said	loudly:
"This	horn	of	memory	I	drink	in	honour	of	my	father,	Halfdan,	son	of	Gudrod,
who	sits	now	in	Valhalla.	And	I	vow	that	I	will	grind	my	father's	foes	under	my
heel."
						Then	he	drank	the	ale	and	sat	down	in	the	king's	high	seat,	while	all	the	men
stood	up	and	raised	their	horns	and	shouted:
"King	Harald!"
And	some	cried:
"That	was	a	brave	vow."
And	Harald's	uncle	called	out:
"A	health	to	King	Harald!"
And	they	all	drank	it.
Then	a	man	stood	up	and	said,	"Hear	my	song	of	King	Halfdan!"	for	 this	man
was	a	skald.
"Yes,	the	song!"	shouted	the	men,	and	Harald	nodded	his	head.
So	the	skald	 took	down	his	great	harp	from	the	wall	behind	him	and	went	and
stood	 before	 Harald.	 The	 bottom	 of	 the	 harp	 rested	 on	 the	 floor,	 but	 the	 top
reached	as	high	as	the	skald's	shoulders.	The	brass	frame	shone	in	the	light.	The
strings	were	 some	 of	 gold	 and	 some	 of	 silver.	 The	man	 struck	 them	with	 his
hand	and	sang	of	King	Halfdan,	of	his	battles,	of	his	strong	arm	and	good	sword,
of	his	death,	and	of	how	men	loved	him.
When	he	had	finished,	King	Harald	took	a	bracelet	from	his	arm	and	gave	it	to
him,	saying:
"Take	this	as	thanks	for	your	good	song."
The	guests	stayed	 the	next	day	and	at	night	 there	was	another	 feast.	When	 the



mead	horns	were	going	around,	King	Harald	stood	up	and	spoke:
"I	 said	 that	 no	man	 should	 go	 away	 empty-handed	 from	 drinking	my	 father's
funeral	ale."
He	 beckoned	 the	 thralls,	 and	 they	 brought	 in	 a	 great	 treasure-chest	 and	 set	 it
down	by	the	high	seat.	King	Harald	opened	it	and	took	out	rich	gifts	-	capes	and
sword-belts	and	beautiful	cloth	and	bracelets	and	gold	cloak-pins.	These	he	sent
about	 the	 hall	 and	 gave	 something	 to	 every	man.	 The	 guests	wondered	 at	 the
richness	of	his	gifts.
"This	young	king	has	an	open	hand,"	they	said,	"and	deep	treasure-chests."
After	breakfast	 the	next	morning	the	guests	went	out	and	stood	by	their	horses
ready	 to	 go,	 but	 before	 they	mounted,	 thralls	 brought	 a	 horn	 of	mead	 to	 each
man.	That	was	called	 the	 stirrup-horn,	because	after	 they	drank	 it	 the	men	put
their	 feet	 to	 the	stirrups	and	sprang	upon	 their	horses	and	started.	King	Harald
and	his	people	rode	a	little	way	with	them.
All	men	said	that	that	was	the	richest	funeral	feast	that	ever	was	held.
	



PRINCE	RING

Adapted	from	an	original	in	Islandische	Märchen	by	Andrew	Lang	in	The	Yellow
Fairy	Book,	1894

	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	TIME	THERE	WAS	a	King	and	his	Queen	in	their	kingdom.
They	had	one	daughter,	who	was	called	Ingiborg,	and	one	son,	whose	name	was
Ring.	He	was	 less	 fond	of	 adventures	 than	men	of	 rank	usually	were	 in	 those
days,	 and	was	 not	 famous	 for	 strength	 or	 feats	 of	 arms.	When	 he	was	 twelve
years	old,	one	fine	winter	day	he	rode	into	the	forest	along	with	his	men	to	enjoy
himself.	They	went	on	a	long	way,	until	they	caught	sight	of	a	hind	with	a	gold
ring	on	its	horns.	The	Prince	was	eager	to	catch	it,	if	possible,	so	they	gave	chase
and	rode	on	without	stopping	until	all	the	horses	began	to	founder	beneath	them.
At	 last	 the	 Prince’s	 horse	 gave	 way	 too,	 and	 then	 there	 came	 over	 them	 a
darkness	so	black	that	they	could	no	longer	see	the	hind.	By	this	time	they	were
far	away	from	any	house,	and	thought	it	was	high	time	to	be	making	their	way
home	again,	but	they	found	they	had	got	lost	now.	At	first	they	all	kept	together,
but	soon	each	began	to	think	that	he	knew	the	right	way	best;	so	they	separated,
and	all	went	in	different	directions.
The	Prince,	 too,	had	got	 lost	 like	 the	rest,	and	wandered	on	for	a	 time	until	he
came	to	a	little	clearing	in	the	forest	not	far	from	the	sea,	where	he	saw	a	woman
sitting	on	a	chair	and	a	big	barrel	standing	beside	her.	The	Prince	went	up	to	her
and	saluted	her	politely,	and	she	received	him	very	graciously.	He	looked	down
into	the	barrel	then,	and	saw	lying	at	the	bottom	an	unusually	beautiful	gold	ring,
which	pleased	him	so	much	 that	he	could	not	 take	his	eyes	off	 it.	The	woman
saw	this,	and	said	that	he	might	have	it	if	he	would	take	the	trouble	to	get	it;	for
which	the	Prince	thanked	her,	and	said	it	was	at	least	worth	trying.	So	he	leaned
over	into	the	barrel,	which	did	not	seem	very	deep,	and	thought	he	would	easily
reach	the	ring;	but	the	more	he	stretched	down	after	it	the	deeper	grew	the	barrel.
As	he	was	 thus	bending	down	 into	 it	 the	woman	suddenly	 rose	up	and	pushed
him	in	head	first,	saying	that	now	he	could	take	up	his	quarters	there.	Then	she
fixed	the	top	on	the	barrel	and	threw	it	out	into	the	sea.
The	Prince	thought	himself	in	a	bad	plight	now,	as	he	felt	the	barrel	floating	out
from	the	land	and	tossing	about	on	the	waves.



How	many	days	he	spent	thus	he	could	not	tell,	but	at	last	he	felt	that	the	barrel
was	 knocking	 against	 rocks,	 at	which	 he	was	 a	 little	 cheered,	 thinking	 it	 was
probably	land	and	not	merely	a	reef	in	the	sea.	Being	something	of	a	swimmer,
he	at	last	made	up	his	mind	to	kick	the	bottom	out	of	the	barrel,	and	having	done
so	he	was	able	to	get	on	shore,	for	the	rocks	by	the	sea	were	smooth	and	level;
but	overhead	 there	were	high	cliffs.	 It	 seemed	difficult	 to	get	up	 these,	but	he
went	along	the	foot	of	them	for	a	little,	till	at	last	he	tried	to	climb	up,	which	at
last	he	did.
Having	got	 to	 the	 top,	 he	 looked	 round	 about	 him	and	 saw	 that	 he	was	on	 an
island,	 which	 was	 covered	 with	 forest,	 with	 apples	 growing,	 and	 altogether
pleasant	as	far	as	the	land	was	concerned.	After	he	had	been	there	several	days,
he	one	day	heard	a	great	noise	in	the	forest,	which	made	him	terribly	afraid,	so
that	he	ran	to	hide	himself	among	the	trees.	Then	he	saw	a	Giant	approaching,
dragging	 a	 sledge	 loaded	with	wood,	 and	making	 straight	 for	 him,	 so	 that	 he
could	see	nothing	for	it	but	to	lie	down	just	where	he	was.	When	the	Giant	came
across	him,	he	stood	still	and	looked	at	the	Prince	for	a	little;	then	he	took	him
up	in	his	arms	and	carried	him	home	to	his	house,	and	was	exceedingly	kind	to
him.	He	gave	him	to	his	wife,	saying	he	had	found	this	child	in	the	wood,	and
she	could	have	it	to	help	her	in	the	house.	The	old	woman	was	greatly	pleased,
and	 began	 to	 fondle	 the	 Prince	with	 the	 utmost	 delight.	 He	 stayed	 there	with
them,	and	was	very	willing	and	obedient	to	them	in	everything,	while	they	grew
kinder	to	him	every	day.
One	 day	 the	Giant	 took	 him	 round	 and	 showed	 him	 all	 his	 rooms	 except	 the
parlour;	this	made	the	Prince	curious	to	have	a	look	into	it,	thinking	there	must
be	some	very	rare	treasure	there.	So	one	day,	when	the	Giant	had	gone	into	the
forest,	he	 tried	 to	get	 into	 the	parlour,	and	managed	 to	get	 the	door	open	half-
way.	Then	he	saw	that	some	living	creature	moved	inside	and	ran	along	the	floor
towards	him	and	said	something,	which	made	him	so	frightened	that	he	sprang
back	from	the	door	and	shut	it	again.	As	soon	as	the	fright	began	to	pass	off	he
tried	 it	 again,	 for	 he	 thought	 it	 would	 be	 interesting	 to	 hear	 what	 it	 said,	 but
things	 went	 just	 as	 before	 with	 him.	 He	 then	 got	 angry	 with	 himself,	 and,
summoning	up	all	his	courage,	tried	it	a	third	time,	and	opened	the	door	of	the
room	and	stood	firm.	Then	he	saw	that	it	was	a	big	Dog,	which	spoke	to	him	and
said,	"Choose	me,	Prince	Ring."
The	Prince	went	away	 rather	afraid,	 thinking	with	himself	 that	 it	was	no	great
treasure	after	all;	but	all	the	same	what	it	had	said	to	him	stuck	in	his	mind.
It	 is	not	said	how	long	 the	Prince	stayed	with	 the	Giant,	but	one	day	 the	 latter
came	 to	him	and	said	he	would	now	 take	him	over	 to	 the	mainland	out	of	 the
island,	for	he	himself	had	no	long	time	to	live.	He	also	thanked	him	for	his	good
service,	and	 told	him	 to	choose	some-one	of	his	possessions,	 for	he	would	get
whatever	he	wanted.	Ring	 thanked	him	heartily,	and	said	 there	was	no	need	 to



pay	him	for	his	services,	they	were	so	little	worth;	but	if	he	did	wish	to	give	him
anything	 he	 would	 choose	 what	 was	 in	 the	 parlour.	 The	 Giant	 was	 taken	 by
surprise,	and	said,	"There,	you	chose	my	old	woman’s	right	hand;	but	I	must	not
break	my	word."
Upon	 this	 he	 went	 to	 get	 the	 Dog,	 which	 came	 running	 with	 signs	 of	 great
delight;	but	the	Prince	was	so	much	afraid	of	it	that	it	was	all	he	could	do	to	keep
from	showing	his	alarm.
After	 this	 the	Giant	 accompanied	 him	down	 to	 the	 sea,	where	 he	 saw	 a	 stone
boat	 which	 was	 just	 big	 enough	 to	 hold	 the	 two	 of	 them	 and	 the	 Dog.	 On
reaching	the	mainland	the	Giant	 took	a	friendly	farewell	of	Ring,	and	told	him
he	might	take	possession	of	all	that	was	in	the	island	after	he	and	his	wife	died,
which	would	happen	within	two	weeks	from	that	time.	The	Prince	thanked	him
for	this	and	for	all	his	other	kindnesses,	and	the	Giant	returned	home,	while	Ring
went	up	some	distance	from	the	sea;	but	he	did	not	know	what	land	he	had	come
to,	and	was	afraid	to	speak	to	the	Dog.	After	he	had	walked	on	in	silence	for	a
time	the	Dog	spoke	 to	him	and	said,	"You	don’t	seem	to	have	much	curiosity,
seeing	you	never	ask	my	name."
The	Prince	then	forced	himself	to	ask,	"What	is	your	name?"
"You	 had	 best	 call	 me	 Snati-Snati,"	 said	 the	 Dog.	 "Now	we	 are	 coming	 to	 a
King’s	seat,	and	you	must	ask	the	King	to	keep	us	all	winter,	and	to	give	you	a
little	room	for	both	of	us."
The	Prince	now	began	to	be	less	afraid	of	the	Dog.	They	came	to	the	King	and
asked	him	to	keep	them	all	the	winter,	to	which	he	agreed.	When	the	King’s	men
saw	the	Dog	 they	began	 to	 laugh	at	 it,	and	make	as	 if	 they	would	 tease	 it;	but
when	 the	Prince	saw	 this	he	advised	 them	not	 to	do	 it,	or	 they	might	have	 the
worst	of	it.	They	replied	that	they	didn’t	care	a	bit	what	he	thought.
After	Ring	had	been	with	the	King	for	some	days	the	latter	began	to	think	there
was	 a	 great	 deal	 in	 him,	 and	 esteemed	 him	 more	 than	 the	 others.	 The	 King,
however,	 had	 a	 counsellor	 called	Red,	who	became	very	 jealous	when	he	 saw
how	much	the	King	esteemed	Ring;	and	one	day	he	talked	to	him,	and	said	he
could	not	understand	why	he	had	so	good	an	opinion	of	this	stranger,	who	had
not	yet	shown	himself	superior	to	other	men	in	anything.	The	King	replied	that	it
was	only	a	short	time	since	he	had	come	there.	Red	then	asked	him	to	send	them
both	 to	 cut	 down	wood	 next	morning,	 and	 see	 which	 of	 them	 could	 do	most
work.	Snati-Snati	heard	this	and	told	it	to	Ring,	advising	him	to	ask	the	King	for
two	axes,	so	that	he	might	have	one	in	reserve	if	the	first	one	got	broken.	Next
morning	 the	King	 asked	Ring	 and	Red	 to	 go	 and	 cut	 down	 trees	 for	 him,	 and
both	agreed.	Ring	got	 the	two	axes,	and	each	went	his	own	way;	but	when	the
Prince	had	got	out	 into	 the	wood	Snati	 took	one	of	 the	axes	and	began	 to	hew
along	with	him.	In	the	evening	the	King	came	to	look	over	their	day’s	work,	as



Red	had	proposed,	and	found	that	Ring’s	wood-heap	was	more	than	twice	as	big.
"I	suspected,"	said	the	King,	"that	Ring	was	not	quite	useless;	never	have	I	seen
such	a	day’s	work."
Ring	was	now	in	far	greater	esteem	with	the	King	than	before,	and	Red	was	all
the	more	discontented.	One	day	he	came	to	the	King	and	said,	"If	Ring	is	such	a
mighty	man,	I	think	you	might	ask	him	to	kill	the	wild	oxen	in	the	wood	here,
and	 flay	 them	 the	 same	 day,	 and	 bring	 you	 the	 horns	 and	 the	 hides	 in	 the
evening."
"Don’t	 you	 think	 that	 a	 desperate	 errand?"	 said	 the	King,	 "seeing	 they	 are	 so
dangerous,	and	no	one	has	ever	yet	ventured	to	go	against	them?"
Red	answered	that	he	had	only	one	life	to	lose,	and	it	would	be	interesting	to	see
how	brave	he	was;	besides,	the	King	would	have	good	reason	to	ennoble	him	if
he	overcame	them.	The	King	at	last	allowed	himself,	though	rather	unwillingly,
to	be	won	over	by	Red’s	persistency,	and	one	day	asked	Ring	to	go	and	kill	the
oxen	that	were	in	the	wood	for	him,	and	bring	their	horns	and	hides	to	him	in	the
evening.	Not	knowing	how	dangerous	the	oxen	were,	Ring	was	quite	ready,	and
went	off	at	once,	to	the	great	delight	of	Red,	who	was	now	sure	of	his	death.
As	soon	as	Ring	came	in	sight	of	the	oxen	they	came	bellowing	to	meet	him;	one
of	them	was	tremendously	big,	the	other	rather	less.	Ring	grew	terribly	afraid.
"How	do	you	like	them?"	asked	Snati.
"Not	well	at	all,"	said	the	Prince.
"We	can	do	nothing	else,"	said	Snati,	"than	attack	them,	if	it	is	to	go	well;	you
will	go	against	the	little	one,	and	I	shall	take	the	other."
With	 this	 Snati	 leapt	 at	 the	 big	 one,	 and	was	 not	 long	 in	 bringing	 him	 down.
Meanwhile	the	Prince	went	against	the	other	with	fear	and	trembling,	and	by	the
time	Snati	came	to	help	him	the	ox	had	nearly	got	him	under,	but	Snati	was	not
slow	in	helping	his	master	to	kill	it.
Each	of	them	then	began	to	flay	their	own	ox,	but	Ring	was	only	half	through	by
the	time	Snati	had	finished	his.	In	the	evening,	after	they	had	finished	this	task,
the	Prince	thought	himself	unfit	to	carry	all	the	horns	and	both	the	hides,	so	Snati
told	him	to	lay	them	all	on	his	back	until	they	got	to	the	Palace	gate.
The	Prince	agreed,	and	laid	everything	on	the	Dog	except	the	skin	of	the	smaller
ox,	which	he	staggered	along	with	himself.	At	the	Palace	gate	he	left	everything
lying,	went	before	 the	King,	and	asked	him	 to	come	 that	 length	with	him,	and
there	handed	over	to	him	the	hides	and	horns	of	the	oxen.	The	King	was	greatly
surprised	 at	 his	 valour,	 and	 said	 he	 knew	 no	 one	 like	 him,	 and	 thanked	 him
heartily	for	what	he	had	done.
After	 this	 the	King	set	Ring	next	 to	himself,	and	all	esteemed	him	highly,	and



held	him	to	be	a	great	hero;	nor	could	Red	any	longer	say	anything	against	him,
though	he	grew	still	more	determined	to	destroy	him.	One	day	a	good	idea	came
into	his	head.	He	came	to	the	King	and	said	he	had	something	to	say	to	him.
"What	is	that?"	said	the	King.
Red	 said	 that	 he	 had	 just	 remembered	 the	 gold	 cloak,	 gold	 chess-board,	 and
bright	gold	piece	that	the	King	had	lost	about	a	year	before.
"Don’t	remind	me	of	them!"	said	the	King.
Red,	however,	went	on	 to	say	 that,	 since	Ring	was	such	a	mighty	man	 that	he
could	 do	 everything,	 it	 had	 occurred	 to	 him	 to	 advise	 the	King	 to	 ask	 him	 to
search	for	these	treasures,	and	come	back	with	them	before	Christmas;	in	return
the	King	should	promise	him	his	daughter.
The	 King	 replied	 that	 he	 thought	 it	 altogether	 unbecoming	 to	 propose	 such	 a
thing	to	Ring,	seeing	that	he	could	not	tell	him	where	the	things	were;	but	Red
pretended	not	to	hear	the	King’s	excuses,	and	went	on	talking	about	it	until	the
King	gave	in	to	him.	One	day,	a	month	or	so	before	Christmas,	the	King	spoke
to	Ring,	saying	that	he	wished	to	ask	a	great	favour	of	him.
"What	is	that?"	said	Ring.
"It	is	this,"	said	the	King:	"that	you	find	for	me	my	gold	cloak,	my	gold	chess-
board,	and	my	bright	gold	piece,	that	were	stolen	from	me	about	a	year	ago.	If
you	 can	 bring	 them	 to	 me	 before	 Christmas	 I	 will	 give	 you	 my	 daughter	 in
marriage."
"Where	am	I	to	look	for	them,	then?"	said	Ring.
"That	you	must	find	out	for	yourself,"	said	the	King:	"I	don’t	know."
Ring	 now	 left	 the	 King,	 and	 was	 very	 silent,	 for	 he	 saw	 he	 was	 in	 a	 great
difficulty:	 but,	 on	 the	 other	 hand,	 he	 thought	 it	 was	 excellent	 to	 have	 such	 a
chance	of	winning	 the	King’s	daughter.	Snati	 noticed	 that	 his	master	was	 at	 a
loss,	and	said	to	him	that	he	should	not	disregard	what	the	King	had	asked	him
to	 do;	 but	 he	would	 have	 to	 act	 upon	 his	 advice,	 otherwise	 he	would	 get	 into
great	 difficulties.	 The	 Prince	 assented	 to	 this,	 and	 began	 to	 prepare	 for	 the
journey.
After	he	had	 taken	 leave	of	 the	King,	and	was	 setting	out	on	 the	 search,	Snati
said	to	him,	"Now	you	must	first	of	all	go	about	the	neighbourhood,	and	gather
as	much	salt	as	ever	you	can."	The	Prince	did	so,	and	gathered	so	much	salt	that
he	 could	 hardly	 carry	 it;	 but	 Snati	 said,	 "Throw	 it	 on	 my	 back,"	 which	 he
accordingly	did,	and	 the	Dog	then	ran	on	before	 the	Prince,	until	 they	came	to
the	foot	of	a	steep	cliff.
"We	must	go	up	here,"	said	Snati.



"I	don’t	think	that	will	be	child’s	play,"	said	the	Prince.
"Hold	 fast	 by	my	 tail,"	 said	 Snati;	 and	 in	 this	 way	 he	 pulled	 Ring	 up	 on	 the
lowest	shelf	of	the	rock.	The	Prince	began	to	get	giddy,	but	up	went	Snati	on	to
the	second	shelf.	Ring	was	nearly	swooning	by	this	time,	but	Snati	made	a	third
effort	and	reached	the	top	of	the	cliff,	where	the	Prince	fell	down	in	a	faint.	After
a	little,	however,	he	recovered	again,	and	they	went	a	short	distance	along	a	level
plain,	 until	 they	 came	 to	 a	 cave.	 This	 was	 on	 Christmas	 Eve.	 They	 went	 up
above	the	cave,	and	found	a	window	in	it,	through	which	they	looked,	and	saw
four	 trolls	 lying	 asleep	 beside	 the	 fire,	 over	 which	 a	 large	 porridge-pot	 was
hanging.
"Now	you	must	empty	all	the	salt	into	the	porridge-pot,"	said	Snati.
Ring	 did	 so,	 and	 soon	 the	 trolls	wakened	 up.	The	 old	 hag,	who	was	 the	most
frightful	of	them	all,	went	first	to	taste	the	porridge.
"How	comes	 this?"	she	said,	"the	porridge	 is	salt!	 I	got	 the	milk	by	witchcraft
yesterday	out	of	four	kingdoms,	and	now	it	is	salt!"
All	the	others	then	came	to	taste	the	porridge,	and	thought	it	nice,	but	after	they
had	finished	it	the	old	hag	grew	so	thirsty	that	she	could	stand	it	no	longer,	and
asked	her	daughter	 to	go	out	and	bring	her	 some	water	 from	 the	 river	 that	 ran
nearby.
"I	won’t	go,"	said	she,	"unless	you	lend	me	your	bright	gold	piece."
"Though	I	should	die	you	shan’t	have	that,"	said	the	hag.
"Die,	then,"	said	the	girl.
"Well,	then,	take	it,	you	brat,"	said	the	old	hag,	"and	be	off	with	you,	and	make
haste	with	the	water."
The	girl	took	the	gold	and	ran	out	with	it,	and	it	was	so	bright	that	it	shone	all
over	the	plain.	As	soon	as	she	came	to	the	river	she	lay	down	to	take	a	drink	of
the	water,	but	meanwhile	the	two	of	them	had	got	down	off	the	roof	and	thrust
her,	head	first,	into	the	river.
The	 old	 hag	 began	 now	 to	 long	 for	 the	water,	 and	 said	 that	 the	 girl	would	 be
running	about	with	the	gold	piece	all	over	the	plain,	so	she	asked	her	son	to	go
and	get	her	a	drop	of	water.
"I	won’t	go,"	said	he,	"unless	I	get	the	gold	cloak."
"Though	I	should	die	you	shan’t	have	that,"	said	the	hag.
"Die,	then,"	said	the	son.
"Well,	then,	take	it,"	said	the	old	hag,	"and	be	off	with	you,	but	you	must	make
haste	with	the	water."



He	put	on	the	cloak,	and	when	he	came	outside	it	shone	so	bright	that	he	could
see	to	go	with	it.	On	reaching	the	river	he	went	to	take	a	drink	like	his	sister,	but
at	that	moment	Ring	and	Snati	sprang	upon	him,	took	the	cloak	from	him,	and
threw	him	into	the	river.
The	old	hag	could	stand	the	thirst	no	longer,	and	asked	her	husband	to	go	for	a
drink	 for	 her;	 the	 brats,	 she	 said,	 were	 of	 course	 running	 about	 and	 playing
themselves,	just	as	she	had	expected	they	would,	little	wretches	that	they	were.
"I	won’t	go,"	said	the	old	troll,	"unless	you	lend	me	the	gold	chess-board."
"Though	I	should	die	you	shan’t	have	that,"	said	the	hag.
"I	think	you	may	just	as	well	do	that,"	said	he,	"since	you	won’t	grant	me	such	a
little	favour."
"Take	it,	then,	you	utter	disgrace!"	said	the	old	hag,	"since	you	are	just	like	these
two	brats."
The	old	troll	now	went	out	with	the	gold	chess-board,	and	down	to	the	river,	and
was	about	to	take	a	drink,	when	Ring	and	Snati	came	upon	him,	took	the	chess-
board	from	him,	and	threw	him	into	 the	river.	Before	 they	had	got	back	again,
however,	and	up	on	top	of	the	cave,	they	saw	the	poor	old	fellow’s	ghost	come
marching	 up	 from	 the	 river.	 Snati	 immediately	 sprang	 upon	 him,	 and	 Ring
assisted	in	the	attack,	and	after	a	hard	struggle	they	mastered	him	a	second	time.
When	they	got	back	again	to	the	window	they	saw	that	the	old	hag	was	moving
towards	the	door.
"Now	we	must	go	in	at	once,"	said	Snati,	"and	try	to	master	her	there,	for	if	she
once	gets	out	we	shall	have	no	chance	with	her.	She	is	the	worst	witch	that	ever
lived,	and	no	iron	can	cut	her.	One	of	us	must	pour	boiling	porridge	out	of	the
pot	on	her,	and	the	other	punch	her	with	red-hot	iron."
In	 they	went	 then,	 and	no	 sooner	did	 the	hag	 see	 them	 than	 she	 said,	 "So	you
have	come,	Prince	Ring;	you	must	have	seen	to	my	husband	and	children."
Snati	saw	that	she	was	about	to	attack	them,	and	sprang	at	her	with	a	red-hot	iron
from	the	fire,	while	Ring	kept	pouring	boiling	porridge	on	her	without	stopping,
and	in	this	way	they	at	last	got	her	killed.	Then	they	burned	the	old	troll	and	her
to	ashes,	and	explored	the	cave,	where	they	found	plenty	of	gold	and	treasures.
The	most	 valuable	 of	 these	 they	 carried	with	 them	 as	 far	 as	 the	 cliff,	 and	 left
them	there.	Then	they	hastened	home	to	the	King	with	his	three	treasures,	where
they	arrived	late	on	Christmas	night,	and	Ring	handed	them	over	to	him.
The	King	was	beside	himself	with	joy,	and	was	astonished	at	how	clever	a	man
Ring	was	 in	 all	 kinds	 of	 feats,	 so	 that	 he	 esteemed	him	 still	more	 highly	 than
before,	and	betrothed	his	daughter	 to	him;	and	 the	 feast	 for	 this	was	 to	 last	all
through	Christmastide.	 Ring	 thanked	 the	King	 courteously	 for	 this	 and	 all	 his
other	kindnesses,	and	as	soon	as	he	had	finished	eating	and	drinking	in	the	hall



went	off	to	sleep	in	his	own	room.	Snati,	however,	asked	permission	to	sleep	in
the	 Prince’s	 bed	 for	 that	 night,	 while	 the	 Prince	 should	 sleep	 where	 the	 Dog
usually	lay.	Ring	said	he	was	welcome	to	do	so,	and	that	he	deserved	more	from
him	than	that	came	to.	So	Snati	went	up	into	the	Prince’s	bed,	but	after	a	time	he
came	back,	and	told	Ring	he	could	go	there	himself	now,	but	to	take	care	not	to
meddle	with	anything	that	was	in	the	bed.
Now	the	story	comes	back	to	Red,	who	came	into	the	hall	and	showed	the	King
his	right	arm	wanting	the	hand,	and	said	 that	now	he	could	see	what	kind	of	a
man	his	intended	son-in-law	was,	for	he	had	done	this	to	him	without	any	cause
whatever.	 The	King	 became	 very	 angry,	 and	 said	 he	would	 soon	 find	 out	 the
truth	about	it,	and	if	Ring	had	cut	off	his	hand	without	good	cause	he	should	be
hanged;	but	if	it	was	otherwise,	then	Red	should	die.	So	the	King	sent	for	Ring
and	asked	him	for	what	 reason	he	had	done	 this.	Snati,	however,	had	 just	 told
Ring	what	had	happened	during	the	night,	and	in	reply	he	asked	the	King	to	go
with	 him	 and	 he	would	 show	him	 something.	The	King	went	with	 him	 to	 his
sleeping-room,	and	saw	lying	on	the	bed	a	man’s	hand	holding	a	sword.
"This	hand,"	said	Ring,	"came	over	the	partition	during	the	night,	and	was	about
to	run	me	through	in	my	bed,	if	I	had	not	defended	myself."
The	King	answered	 that	 in	 that	case	he	could	not	blame	him	for	protecting	his
own	life,	and	that	Red	was	well	worthy	of	death.	So	Red	was	hanged,	and	Ring
married	the	King’s	daughter.
The	first	night	that	they	went	to	bed	together	Snati	asked	Ring	to	allow	him	to	lie
at	 their	 feet,	 and	 this	 Ring	 allowed	 him	 to	 do.	 During	 the	 night	 he	 heard	 a
howling	and	outcry	beside	them,	struck	a	light	in	a	hurry	and	saw	an	ugly	dog’s
skin	 lying	near	him,	 and	a	beautiful	Prince	 in	 the	bed.	Ring	 instantly	 took	 the
skin	and	burned	it,	and	then	shook	the	Prince,	who	was	lying	unconscious,	until
he	woke	up.	The	bridegroom	then	asked	his	name;	he	replied	that	he	was	called
Ring,	and	was	a	King’s	son.	In	his	youth	he	had	lost	his	mother,	and	in	her	place
his	father	had	married	a	witch,	who	had	laid	a	spell	on	him	that	he	should	turn
into	a	dog,	and	never	be	released	from	the	spell	unless	a	Prince	of	the	same	name
as	himself	allowed	him	to	sleep	at	his	feet	the	first	night	after	his	marriage.	He
added	further,	"As	soon	as	she	knew	that	you	were	my	namesake	she	tried	to	get
you	destroyed,	so	 that	you	might	not	 free	me	from	the	spell.	She	was	 the	hind
that	you	and	your	companions	chased;	she	was	the	woman	that	you	found	in	the
clearing	with	the	barrel,	and	the	old	hag	that	we	just	now	killed	in	the	cave."
After	 the	 feasting	was	over	 the	 two	namesakes,	along	with	other	men,	went	 to
the	cliff	and	brought	all	the	treasure	home	to	the	Palace.	Then	they	went	to	the
island	 and	 removed	 all	 that	was	 valuable	 from	 it.	Ring	 gave	 to	 his	 namesake,
whom	he	had	freed	from	the	spell,	his	sister	Ingiborg	and	his	father’s	kingdom	to
look	after,	but	he	himself	stayed	with	his	father-in-law	the	King,	and	had	half	the



kingdom	while	he	lived	and	the	whole	of	it	after	his	death.
	



HARALD’S	BATTLE

Adapted	from	”skald”	sagas	as	told	by	Jennie	Hall	in	Viking	Tales,	1902

	

	

NOW	KING	HALFDAN	HAD	MANY	FOES.	When	 he	was	 alive	 they	were
afraid	 to	make	war	 upon	 him,	 for	 he	was	 a	mighty	warrior.	But	when	Harald
became	king,	 they	 said,	 "He	 is	 but	 a	 lad.	We	will	 fight	with	him	and	 take	his
land."
So	they	began	to	make	ready.	King	Harald	heard	of	this	and	he	laughed	and	said,
"Good!	'Foes'-fear'	is	thirsty,	and	my	legs	are	stiff	with	much	sitting."
He	called	three	men	to	him.	To	one	he	gave	an	arrow,	saying,							"Run	and	carry
this	arrow	north.	Give	it	 into	the	hands	of	the	master	of	the	next	farm,	and	say
that	all	men	are	to	meet	here	within	two	weeks	from	this	day.	They	must	come
ready	for	war	and	mounted	on	horses.	Say	also	that	if	a	man	does	not	obey	this
call,	or	if	he	receives	this	arrow	and	does	not	carry	it	on	to	his	next	neighbour,	he
shall	be	outlawed	from	this	country,	and	his	land	shall	be	taken	from	him."
He	gave	arrows	to	the	other	two	men	and	told	them	to	run	south	and	east	with
the	same	message.
So	all	through	King	Harald's	country	men	were	soon	busy	mending	helmets	and
polishing	swords	and	making	shields.	There	was	blazing	of	forges	and	clanging
of	anvils	all	through	the	land.
On	the	day	set,	the	fields	about	King	Harald's	house	were	full	of	men	and	horses.
After	breakfast	a	horn	blew.	Every	man	snatched	his	weapons	and	jumped	upon
his	 horse.	Men	 of	 the	 same	 neighbourhood	 stood	 together,	 and	 their	 chief	 led
them.	They	waited	for	the	starting	horn.	This	did	not	look	like	our	army.	There
were	no	uniforms.	Some	men	wore	helmets,	some	did	not.	Some	wore	coats	of
mail,	but	others	wore	only	their	jackets	and	tights	of	bright-coloured	wool.	But
at	 each	 man's	 left	 side	 hung	 a	 great	 shield.	 Over	 his	 right	 shoulder	 went	 his
sword-belt	and	held	his	long	sword	under	his	left	hand.	Above	most	men's	heads
shone	the	points	of	their	tall	spears.	Some	men	carried	axes	in	their	belts.	Some
carried	bows	and	arrows.	Many	had	ram's	horns	hanging	from	their	necks.
King	Harald	rode	at	 the	front	of	his	army	with	his	standard-bearer	beside	him.



Chain-armour	 covered	 the	 king's	 body.	 A	 red	 cloak	 was	 thrown	 over	 his
shoulders.	On	his	head	was	a	gold	helmet	with	a	dragon	standing	up	from	it.	He
carried	a	round	shield	on	his	left	arm.	The	king	had	made	that	shield	himself.	It
was	of	brass.	The	rivets	were	of	silver,	with	strangely	shaped	heads.	On	the	back
of	Harald's	horse	was	a	red	cloth	trimmed	with	the	fur	of	ermine.
King	Harald	looked	up	at	his	standard	and	laughed	aloud.	"Oh,	War-lover,"	he
cried,	"you	and	I	ride	out	on	a	gay	journey."
A	 horn	 blew	 again	 and	 the	 army	 started.	 The	men	 shouted	 as	 they	went,	 and
blew	their	ram's	horns.
"Now	we	shall	taste	something	better	than	even	King	Harald's	ale,"	shouted	one.
Another	rose	in	his	stirrups	and	sniffed	the	air.	"Ah!	I	smell	a	battle,"	he	cried.
"It	is	sweeter	than	those	strange	waters	of	Arabia."
So	the	army	went	merrily	 through	the	 land.	They	carried	no	 tents,	 they	had	no
provision	wagons.
"The	sky	 is	a	good	enough	 tent	 for	a	 soldier,"	 said	 the	Norsemen.	"Why	carry
provisions	when	they	lie	in	the	farms	beside	you?"
After	 two	 days	 King	 Harald	 saw	 another	 army	 on	 the	 hills.	 "Thorstein,"	 he
shouted,	 "up	with	 the	white	 shield	 and	go	 tell	King	Haki	 to	 choose	his	battle-
field.	We	will	wait	but	an	hour.	I	am	eager	for	the	frolic."
So	 Thorstein	 raised	 a	white	 shield	 on	 his	 spear	 as	 a	 sign	 that	 he	 came	 on	 an
errand	of	peace.	He	 rode	near	King	Haki,	but	he	could	not	wait	until	he	came
close	before	he	shouted	out	his	message	and	then	turned	and	rode	back.
"Tell	your	boy	king	that	we	will	not	hang	back,"	Haki	called	after	Thorstein.
King	Harald's	men	waited	on	the	hillside	and	watched	the	other	army	across	the
valley.	They	saw	King	Haki	point	and	saw	 twenty	men	 ride	off	as	he	pointed.
They	stopped	in	a	patch	of	hazel	and	hewed	with	their	axes.
"They	are	getting	the	hazels,"	said	Thorstein.
"Audun,"	 said	King	Harald	 to	 a	man	 near	 him,	 "stay	 close	 to	my	 standard	 all
day.	You	must	see	the	best	of	the	fight.	I	want	to	hear	a	song	about	it	after	it	is
over."
This	Audun	was	 the	 skald	who	 sang	at	 the	drinking	of	King	Halfdan's	 funeral
ale.
King	Haki's	men	rode	down	into	the	valley.	They	drove	down	stakes	all	about	a
great	 field.	They	 tied	 the	hazel	 twigs	 to	 the	stakes	 in	a	 string.	But	 they	 left	an
open	space	toward	King	Harald's	army	and	one	toward	King	Haki's.	Then	a	man
raised	a	white	shield	and	galloped	toward	King	Harald.
"We	are	ready!"	he	shouted.



At	 the	 same	 time	King	Haki	 raised	 a	 red	 shield.	King	Harald's	men	 put	 their
shields	before	their	mouths	and	shouted	into	them.	It	made	a	great	roaring	war-
cry.
"Up	with	the	war	shield!"	shouted	King	Harald.	"Horns	blow!"
There	was	a	blowing	of	horns	on	both	sides.	The	two	armies	galloped	down	into
the	field	and	ran	together.	The	fight	had	begun.
All	that	day	long	swords	were	flashing,	spears	flying,	men	shouting,	men	falling
from	their	horses,	swords	clashing	against	shields.
"Victory	 flashes	 from	 that	 dragon,"	 Harald's	 men	 said,	 pointing	 to	 the	 king's
helmet.	"No	one	stands	before	it."
And,	surely,	before	night	came,	King	Haki	fell	dead	under	"Foes'-fear."	When	he
fell,	 a	 great	 shout	 went	 up	 from	 his	 warriors,	 and	 they	 turned	 and	 fled.	 King
Harald's	men	chased	 them	far,	but	during	 the	night	came	back	 to	camp.	Many
brought	swords	and	helmets	and	bracelets	or	silver-trimmed	saddles	and	bridles
with	them.
"Here	is	what	we	got	from	the	foe,"	they	said.
The	next	morning	King	Harald	spoke	to	his	men:
"Let	us	go	about	and	find	our	dead."
So	 they	 went	 over	 all	 the	 battle-field.	 They	 put	 every	man	 on	 his	 shield	 and
carried	him	and	 laid	him	on	a	hill-top.	They	hung	his	sword	over	his	shoulder
and	laid	his	spear	by	his	side.	So	they	laid	all	the	dead	together	there	on	the	hill-
top.	Then	King	Harald	said,	looking	about:
"This	is	a	good	place	to	lie.	It	looks	far	over	the	country.	The	sound	of	the	sea
reaches	it.	The	wind	sweeps	here.	It	is	a	good	grave	for	Norsemen	and	Vikings.
But	it	is	a	long	road	and	a	rough	road	to	Valhalla	that	these	men	must	travel.	Let
the	nearest	kinsman	of	each	man	come	and	tie	on	his	hell-shoes.	Tie	them	fast,
for	they	will	need	them	much	on	that	hard	road."
So	friends	tied	shoes	on	the	dead	men's	feet.	Then	King	Harald	said,	"Now	let	us
make	the	mound."
Every	man	set	 to	work	with	what	 tools	he	had	and	heaped	earth	over	 the	dead
until	 a	 great	mound	 stood	 up.	 They	 piled	 stones	 on	 the	 top.	 On	 one	 of	 these
stones	King	Harald	made	runes	telling	how	these	men	had	died.
After	that	was	done	King	Harald	said,	"Now	set	up	the	pole,	Thorstein.	Let	every
man	bring	to	that	pole	all	that	he	took	from	the	foe."
So	they	did,	and	there	was	a	great	hill	of	things	around	it.	Harald	divided	it	into
piles.
"This	pile	we	will	give	to	Thor	in	thanks	for	the	victory,"	he	said.	"This	pile	is



mine	because	I	am	king.	Here	are	the	piles	for	the	chiefs,	and	these	things	go	to
the	other	men	of	the	army."
So	every	man	went	away	 from	 that	battle	 richer	 than	he	was	before,	 and	Thor
looked	down	from	Valhalla	upon	his	full	temple	and	was	pleased.
The	next	morning	King	Harald	led	his	army	back.	But	on	the	way	he	met	other
foes	and	had	many	battles	and	did	not	lose	one.	The	kings	either	died	in	battle	or
ran	away,	and	Harald	had	their	lands.
"He	has	kept	his	vow,"	men	said,	"and	ground	his	father's	foes	under	his	heel."
So	King	Harald	sat	in	peace	for	a	while.
	



THE	COTTAGER	AND	HIS	CAT

Adapted	from	an	original	in	Islandische	Märchen	by	Andrew	Lang	in	The
Crimson	Fairy	Book,	1903

	

	

ONCE	UPON	A	 TIME	 THERE	 LIVED	 an	 old	 man	 and	 his	 wife	 in	 a	 dirty,
tumble-down	cottage,	not	very	far	from	the	splendid	palace	where	the	king	and
queen	 dwelt.	 In	 spite	 of	 the	 wretched	 state	 of	 the	 hut,	 which	 many	 people
declared	was	too	bad	even	for	a	pig	to	live	in,	the	old	man	was	very	rich,	for	he
was	a	great	miser,	and	 lucky	besides,	and	would	often	go	without	food	all	day
sooner	than	change	one	of	his	beloved	gold	pieces.
But	after	a	while	he	found	that	he	had	starved	himself	once	too	often.	He	fell	ill,
and	had	no	strength	to	get	well	again,	and	in	a	few	days	he	died,	leaving	his	wife
and	one	son	behind	him.
The	night	following	his	death,	the	son	dreamed	that	an	unknown	man	appeared
to	him	and	said,	 "Listen	 to	me;	your	 father	 is	dead	and	your	mother	will	 soon
die,	and	all	 their	riches	will	belong	to	you.	Half	of	his	wealth	is	 ill-gotten,	and
this	you	must	give	back	to	 the	poor	from	whom	he	squeezed	it.	The	other	half
you	must	throw	into	the	sea.	Watch,	however,	as	the	money	sinks	into	the	water,
and	if	anything	should	swim,	catch	it	and	keep	it,	even	if	it	is	nothing	more	than
a	bit	of	paper."	Then	the	man	vanished,	and	the	youth	awoke.
The	remembrance	of	his	dream	troubled	him.	He	did	not	want	 to	part	with	 the
riches	that	his	father	had	left	him,	for	he	had	known	all	his	life	what	it	was	to	be
cold	and	hungry,	and	now	he	had	hoped	for	a	little	comfort	and	pleasure.	Still,	he
was	 honest	 and	 good-hearted,	 and	 if	 his	 father	 had	 come	 wrongfully	 by	 his
wealth	he	felt	he	could	never	enjoy	it,	and	at	last	he	made	up	his	mind	to	do	as
he	had	been	bidden.	He	found	out	who	were	the	people	who	were	poorest	in	the
village,	and	spent	half	of	his	money	in	helping	them,	and	the	other	half	he	put	in
his	 pocket.	 From	 a	 rock	 that	 jutted	 right	 out	 into	 the	 sea	 he	 flung	 it	 in.	 In	 a
moment	 it	was	out	of	sight,	and	no	man	could	have	 told	 the	spot	where	 it	had
sunk,	except	for	a	tiny	scrap	of	paper	floating	on	the	water.	He	stretched	down
carefully	and	managed	to	reach	it,	and	on	opening	it	found	six	shillings	wrapped
inside.	This	was	now	all	the	money	he	had	in	the	world.



The	young	man	stood	and	looked	at	it	thoughtfully.	"Well,	I	can’t	do	much	with
this,"	he	said	to	himself;	but,	after	all,	six	shillings	were	better	than	nothing,	and
he	wrapped	them	up	again	and	slipped	them	into	his	coat.
He	 worked	 in	 his	 garden	 for	 the	 next	 few	 weeks,	 and	 he	 and	 his	 mother
contrived	 to	 live	on	 the	 fruit	 and	vegetables	he	got	out	of	 it,	 and	 then	 she	 too
died	suddenly.	The	poor	fellow	felt	very	sad	when	he	had	laid	her	in	her	grave,
and	with	a	heavy	heart	he	wandered	into	the	forest,	not	knowing	where	he	was
going.	By-and-by	he	began	to	get	hungry,	and	seeing	a	small	hut	in	front	of	him,
he	 knocked	 at	 the	 door	 and	 asked	 if	 they	 could	 give	 him	 some	milk.	 The	 old
woman	who	opened	it	begged	him	to	come	in,	adding	kindly,	that	if	he	wanted	a
night’s	lodging	he	might	have	it	without	its	costing	him	anything.
Two	women	and	three	men	were	at	supper	when	he	entered,	and	silently	made
room	for	him	to	sit	down	by	them.	When	he	had	eaten	he	began	to	look	about
him,	 and	 was	 surprised	 to	 see	 an	 animal	 sitting	 by	 the	 fire	 different	 from
anything	he	had	ever	noticed	before.	It	was	grey	in	colour,	and	not	very	big;	but
its	eyes	were	large	and	very	bright,	and	it	seemed	to	be	singing	in	an	odd	way,
quite	 unlike	 any	 animal	 in	 the	 forest.	 "What	 is	 the	 name	 of	 that	 strange	 little
creature?"	asked	he.	And	they	answered,	"We	call	it	a	cat."
"I	should	like	to	buy	it	-	if	it	is	not	too	dear,"	said	the	young	man;	"it	would	be
company	for	me."	And	they	told	him	that	he	might	have	it	for	six	shillings,	if	he
cared	to	give	so	much.	The	young	man	took	out	his	precious	bit	of	paper,	handed
them	 the	 six	 shillings,	 and	 the	 next	morning	 bade	 them	 farewell,	with	 the	 cat
lying	snugly	in	his	cloak.
For	 the	 whole	 day	 they	 wandered	 through	 meadows	 and	 forests,	 till	 in	 the
evening	they	reached	a	house.	The	young	fellow	knocked	at	the	door	and	asked
the	old	man	who	opened	it	if	he	could	rest	there	that	night,	adding	that	he	had	no
money	to	pay	for	it.	"Then	I	must	give	it	to	you,"	answered	the	man,	and	led	him
into	a	room	where	two	women	and	two	men	were	sitting	at	supper.	One	of	the
women	was	the	old	man’s	wife,	the	other	his	daughter.	He	placed	the	cat	on	the
mantel	shelf,	and	they	all	crowded	round	to	examine	this	strange	beast,	and	the
cat	rubbed	itself	against	 them,	and	held	out	 its	paw,	and	sang	to	 them;	and	the
women	were	delighted,	and	gave	 it	everything	 that	a	cat	could	eat,	and	a	great
deal	more	besides.
After	hearing	 the	youth’s	 story,	 and	how	he	had	nothing	 in	 the	world	 left	him
except	his	cat,	 the	old	man	advised	him	 to	go	 to	 the	palace,	which	was	only	a
few	miles	distant,	and	take	counsel	of	the	king,	who	was	kind	to	everyone,	and
would	certainly	be	his	friend.	The	young	man	thanked	him,	and	said	he	would
gladly	take	his	advice;	and	early	next	morning	he	set	out	for	the	royal	palace.
He	sent	a	message	to	the	king	to	beg	for	an	audience,	and	received	a	reply	that
he	was	to	go	into	the	great	hall,	where	he	would	find	his	Majesty.



The	 king	 was	 at	 dinner	 with	 his	 court	 when	 the	 young	 man	 entered,	 and	 he
signed	to	him	to	come	near.	The	youth	bowed	low,	and	then	gazed	in	surprise	at
the	crowd	of	little	black	creatures	who	were	running	about	the	floor,	and	even	on
the	table	itself.	Indeed,	they	were	so	bold	that	they	snatched	pieces	of	food	from
the	King’s	own	plate,	and	if	he	drove	them	away,	tried	to	bite	his	hands,	so	that
he	could	not	eat	his	food,	and	his	courtiers	fared	no	better.
"What	 sort	 of	 animals	 are	 these?"	 asked	 the	 youth	 of	 one	 of	 the	 ladies	 sitting
near	him.
"They	are	called	rats,"	answered	the	king,	who	had	overheard	the	question,	"and
for	years	we	have	tried	some	way	of	putting	an	end	to	them,	but	it	is	impossible.
They	come	into	our	very	beds."
At	this	moment	something	was	seen	flying	through	the	air.	The	cat	was	on	the
table,	and	with	two	or	three	shakes	a	number	of	rats	were	lying	dead	round	him.
Then	a	great	scuffling	of	feet	was	heard,	and	in	a	few	minutes	the	hall	was	clear.
For	 some	 minutes	 the	 King	 and	 his	 courtiers	 only	 looked	 at	 each	 other	 in
astonishment.	"What	kind	of	animal	is	that	which	can	work	magic	of	this	sort?"
asked	he.	And	the	young	man	told	him	that	it	was	called	a	cat,	and	that	he	had
bought	it	for	six	shillings.
And	the	King	answered:	"Because	of	the	luck	you	have	brought	me,	in	freeing
my	palace	from	the	plague	which	has	tormented	me	for	many	years,	I	will	give
you	the	choice	of	two	things.	Either	you	shall	be	my	Prime	Minister,	or	else	you
shall	marry	my	daughter	and	reign	after	me.	Say,	which	shall	it	be?"
"The	princess	and	the	kingdom,"	said	the	young	man.
And	so	it	was.
	



GYDA’S	SAUCY	MESSAGE

Adapted	from	”skald”	sagas	as	told	by	Jennie	Hall	in	Viking	Tales,	1902

	

	

NOW	HARALD	HEARD	MEN	TALK	OF	Gyda,	the	daughter	of	King	Eric.
"She	is	very	beautiful,"	they	said,	"but	she	is	very	proud,	too.	She	can	both	read
and	make	runes.	No	other	woman	 in	 the	world	knows	so	much	about	herbs	as
she	does.	She	can	cure	any	sickness.	And	she	is	proud	of	all	this!"
Now	when	King	Harald	heard	that,	he	thought	to	himself:
"Fair	and	proud.	I	like	them	both.	I	will	have	her	for	my	wife."
So	 he	 called	 his	 uncle,	 Guthorm,	 and	 said,	 "Take	 rich	 gifts	 and	 go	 to	Gyda's
foster-father	and	tell	him	that	I	will	marry	Gyda."
So	Guthorm	and	his	men	came	to	that	house	and	they	told	the	king's	message	to
the	 foster-father.	Gyda	was	standing	near,	weaving	a	 rich	cloak.	She	heard	 the
speech.	She	came	up	and	said,	holding	her	head	high	and	curling	her	lip:
I	will	not	waste	myself	on	a	king	of	so	few	people.	Norway	is	a	strange	country.
There	 is	 a	 little	 king	 here	 and	 a	 little	 king	 there	 -	 hundreds	 of	 them	 scattered
about.	Now	in	Denmark	there	is	but	one	great	king	over	the	whole	land.	And	it	is
so	in	Sweden.	Is	no	one	brave	enough	to	make	all	of	Norway	his	own?"
She	 laughed	 a	 scornful	 laugh	 and	 walked	 away.	 The	 men	 stood	 with	 open
mouths	and	stared	after	her.	Could	it	be	that	she	had	sent	that	saucy	message	to
King	Harald?	They	 looked	 at	 her	 foster-father.	He	was	 chuckling	 in	 his	 beard
and	 said	 nothing	 to	 them.	 They	 started	 out	 of	 the	 house	 in	 anger.	When	 they
were	at	 the	door,	Gyda	came	up	to	them	again	and	said,	"Give	this	message	to
your	King	Harald	 for	me:	 I	will	 not	 be	 his	wife	 unless	 he	 puts	 all	 of	Norway
under	him	for	my	sake."
So	Guthorm	and	his	men	rode	homeward	across	the	country.	They	did	not	talk.
They	were	all	thinking.	At	last	one	said,	"How	shall	we	give	this	message	to	the
king?"
"I	have	been	thinking	of	that,"	Guthorm	said,	"his	anger	is	no	little	thing."
It	was	late	when	they	rode	into	the	king's	yard;	for	they	had	ridden	slowly,	trying



to	make	some	plan	for	softening	the	message,	but	they	had	thought	of	none.
"I	see	light	through	the	wind's-eyes	of	the	feast	hall,"	one	said.
"Yes,	the	king	keeps	feast,"	Guthorm	said.	"We	must	give	our	message	before	all
his	guests."
So	they	went	in	with	very	heavy	hearts.	There	sat	King	Harald	in	the	high	seat.
The	benches	on	both	sides	were	full	of	men.	The	tables	had	been	taken	out,	and
the	mead-horns	were	going	round.
"Oh,	ho!"	cried	King	Harald.	"Our	messengers!	What	news?"
Then	 Guthorm	 said,	 "This	 Gyda	 is	 a	 bold	 and	 saucy	 girl,	 King	 Harald.	 My
tongue	refuses	to	give	her	message."
The	king	stamped	his	foot.
"Out	with	it!"	he	cried.	"What	does	she	say?"
"She	says	that	she	will	not	marry	so	little	a	king,"	Guthorm	answered.
Harald	jumped	to	his	feet.	His	face	flushed	red.	Guthorm	stretched	out	his	hand.
"They	are	not	my	words,	Oh	King;	they	are	the	words	of	a	silly	girl."
"Is	there	any	more?"	the	king	shouted.	"Go	on!"
"She	said,	 'There	 is	one	king	 in	Denmark	and	one	king	 in	Sweden.	 Is	 there	no
man	brave	enough	to	make	himself	king	of	all	Norway?	Tell	King	Harald	that	I
will	not	marry	him	unless	he	puts	all	of	Norway	under	him	for	my	sake.'"
The	guests	sat	speechless,	staring	at	Guthorm.	All	at	once	the	king	broke	into	a
roar	of	laughter.
"By	the	hammer	of	Thor!"	he	cried,	"that	is	a	good	message.	I	thank	you,	Gyda.
Did	you	hear	it,	friends?	King	of	all	Norway!	Why,	we	are	all	stupid.	Why	did
we	not	think	of	that?"
Then	he	raised	his	horn	high.
"Now	hear	my	vow.	I	say	that	I	will	not	cut	my	hair	or	comb	it	until	I	am	king	of
all	Norway.	That	I	will	be	or	I	will	die."
Then	he	drank	off	the	horn	of	mead,	and	while	he	drank	it,	all	the	men	in	the	hall
stood	up	and	waved	their	swords	and	shouted	and	shouted.	That	old	hall	in	all	its
two	hundred	years	of	feasts	had	not	heard	such	a	noise	before.
"Ah,	Harald!"	Guthorm	 cried,	 "surely	 Thor	 in	Valhalla	 smiled	when	 he	 heard
that	vow."
The	men	sat	all	night	talking	of	that	wonderful	vow.
On	 the	very	next	day	King	Harald	sent	out	his	war-arrows.	Soon	a	great	army
was	gathered.	They	marched	 through	 the	country	north	and	south	and	east	and



west,	burning	houses	and	fighting	battles	as	they	went.	People	fled	before	them,
some	to	their	own	kings,	some	inland	to	the	deep	woods	and	hid	there.	But	some
went	to	King	Harald	and	said,	"We	will	be	your	men."
"Then	take	the	oath,	and	I	will	be	friends	with	you,"	he	said.
The	men	 took	off	 their	 swords	 and	 laid	 them	down	and	came	one	by	one	 and
knelt	before	 the	king.	They	put	 their	heads	between	his	knees	and	said,	"From
this	day,	Harald	Halfdanson,	I	am	your	man.	I	will	serve	you	in	war.	For	my	land
I	will	pay	taxes	to	you.	I	will	be	faithful	to	you	as	my	king."
Then	Harald	said,	"I	am	your	king,	and	I	will	be	faithful	to	you."
Many	kings	took	that	oath	and	thousands	of	common	men.	Of	all	the	battles	that
Harald	fought,	he	did	not	lose	one.
Now	for	a	long	time	the	king's	hair	and	beard	had	not	been	combed	or	cut.	They
stood	out	 around	his	 head	 in	 a	 great	 bushy	mat	 of	 yellow.	At	 a	 feast	 one	 day
when	the	jokes	were	going	round,	Harald's	uncle	said,	"Harald,	I	will	give	you	a
new	name.	After	this	you	shall	be	called	Harald	Shockhead.	As	my	naming	gift	I
give	you	this	drinking-horn."
"It	is	a	good	name,"	laughed	all	the	men.
After	that	all	people	called	him	Harald	Shockhead.
During	these	wars,	whenever	King	Harald	got	a	country	for	his	own,	this	is	what
he	did.	He	said,	 "All	 the	marshland	and	 the	woodland	where	no	people	 live	 is
mine.	For	his	farm	every	man	shall	pay	me	taxes."
Over	every	country	he	put	some	brave,	wise	man	and	called	him	Earl.	He	said	to
the	earls:
"You	shall	 collect	 the	 taxes	and	pay	 them	 to	me.	But	 some	you	shall	keep	 for
yourselves.	You	shall	punish	any	man	who	steals	or	murders	or	does	any	wicked
thing.	When	your	people	are	in	trouble	they	shall	come	to	you,	and	you	shall	set
the	 thing	 right.	 You	must	 keep	 peace	 in	 the	 land.	 I	 will	 not	 have	my	 people
troubled	with	robber	Vikings."
The	earls	did	all	these	things	as	best	they	could;	for	they	were	good	strong	men.
The	 farmers	 were	 happy.	 They	 said,	 "We	 can	 work	 on	 our	 farms	 with	 peace
now.	 Before	 King	 Harald	 came,	 something	 was	 always	 wrong.	 The	 Vikings
would	come	and	steal	our	gold	and	our	grain	and	burn	our	houses,	or	 the	king
would	 call	 us	 to	war.	 Those	 little	 kings	 are	 always	 fighting.	 It	 is	 better	 under
King	Harald."
But	 the	 chiefs,	who	 liked	 to	 fight	 and	go	 a-viking,	 hated	King	Harald	 and	his
new	ways.	One	of	these	chiefs	was	Solfi.	He	was	a	king's	son.	Harald	had	killed
his	 father	 in	battle.	Solfi	had	been	 in	 that	battle.	At	 the	end	of	 it	he	 fled	away
with	two	hundred	men	and	got	into	ships.



"We	will	make	that	Shockhead	smart,"	he	said.
So	they	harried	the	coast	of	King	Harald's	country.	They	filled	their	ships	with
gold.	 They	 ate	 other	men's	meals.	 They	 burned	 farmhouses	 behind	 them.	 The
people	cried	out	to	the	earls	for	help.	So	the	earls	had	out	their	ships	all	the	time
trying	to	catch	Solfi,	but	he	was	too	clever	for	them.
In	the	spring	he	went	to	a	certain	king,	Audbiorn,	and	said	to	him:
"Now,	 there	 are	 two	 things	 that	 we	 can	 do.	 We	 can	 become	 this	 Shockhead
Harald's	thralls,	we	can	kneel	before	him	and	put	our	heads	between	his	knees.
Or	else	we	can	fight.	My	father	thought	it	better	to	die	in	battle	than	to	be	any
man's	thrall.	How	is	it?	Will	you	join	with	my	cousin	Arnvid	and	me	against	this
young	Shockhead?"
"Yes,	I	will	do	it,"	said	the	king.
	



THE	HORSE	GULLFAXI	AND	THE	SWORD
GUNNFJODER

Adapted	from	an	original	in	Islandische	Märchen	by	Andrew	Lang	in	The
Crimson	Fairy	Book,	1903

	

	

MANY,	MANY	YEARS	AGO	THERE	LIVED	a	king	and	queen	who	had	one
only	son,	called	Sigurd.	When	the	little	boy	was	only	ten	years	old	the	queen,	his
mother,	 fell	 ill	 and	 died,	 and	 the	 king,	who	 loved	 her	 dearly,	 built	 a	 splendid
monument	to	his	wife’s	memory,	and	day	after	day	he	sat	by	it	and	bewailed	his
sad	loss.
One	morning,	as	he	 sat	by	 the	grave,	he	noticed	a	 richly	dressed	 lady	close	 to
him.	 He	 asked	 her	 name	 and	 she	 answered	 that	 it	 was	 Ingiborg,	 and	 seemed
surprised	 to	 see	 the	king	 there	all	 alone.	Then	he	 told	her	how	he	had	 lost	his
queen,	and	how	he	came	daily	to	weep	at	her	grave.	In	return,	the	lady	informed
him	that	she	had	lately	lost	her	husband,	and	suggested	that	they	might	both	find
it	a	comfort	if	they	made	friends.
This	pleased	the	king	so	much	that	he	invited	her	to	his	palace,	where	they	saw
each	other	often;	and	after	a	time	he	married	her.
After	the	wedding	was	over	he	soon	regained	his	good	spirits,	and	used	to	ride
out	 hunting	 as	 in	 old	 days;	 but	 Sigurd,	who	was	 very	 fond	 of	 his	 stepmother,
always	stayed	at	home	with	her.
One	 evening	 Ingiborg	 said	 to	 Sigurd:	 "To-morrow	 your	 father	 is	 going	 out
hunting,	and	you	must	go	with	him."	But	Sigurd	said	he	would	much	rather	stay
at	home,	and	the	next	day	when	the	king	rode	off	Sigurd	refused	to	accompany
him.	 The	 stepmother	was	 very	 angry,	 but	 he	would	 not	 listen,	 and	 at	 last	 she
assured	him	 that	he	would	be	 sorry	 for	his	disobedience,	 and	 that	 in	 future	he
had	better	do	as	he	was	told.
After	the	hunting	party	had	started	she	hid	Sigurd	under	her	bed,	and	bade	him
be	sure	to	lie	there	till	she	called	him.
Sigurd	 lay	 very	 still	 for	 a	 long	 while,	 and	 was	 just	 thinking	 it	 was	 no	 good
staying	there	any	more,	when	he	felt	the	floor	shake	under	him	as	if	there	were



an	earthquake,	and	peeping	out	he	saw	a	great	giantess	wading	along	ankle	deep
through	the	ground	and	ploughing	it	up	as	she	walked.
"Good	morning,	Sister	 Ingiborg,"	cried	she	as	she	entered	 the	room,	"is	Prince
Sigurd	at	home?"
"No,"	said	Ingiborg;	"he	rode	off	to	the	forest	with	his	father	this	morning."	And
she	laid	the	table	for	her	sister	and	set	food	before	her.	After	they	had	both	done
eating	the	giantess	said,	"Thank	you,	sister,	for	your	good	dinner	-	the	best	lamb,
the	best	can	of	beer	and	the	best	drink	I	have	ever	had;	but	-	is	not	Prince	Sigurd
at	home?"
Ingiborg	 again	 said	 "No";	 and	 the	 giantess	 took	 leave	 of	 her	 and	went	 away.
When	she	was	quite	out	of	sight	Ingiborg	told	Sigurd	to	come	out	of	his	hiding-
place.
The	 king	 returned	 home	 at	 night,	 but	 his	 wife	 told	 him	 nothing	 of	 what	 had
happened,	and	the	next	morning	she	again	begged	the	prince	to	go	out	hunting
with	his	 father.	Sigurd,	 however,	 replied	 as	before,	 that	 he	would	much	 rather
stay	at	home.
So	once	more	the	king	rode	off	alone.	This	time	Ingiborg	hid	Sigurd	under	the
table,	and	scolded	him	well	for	not	doing	as	she	bade	him.	For	some	time	he	lay
quite	still,	and	then	suddenly	the	floor	began	to	shake,	and	a	giantess	came	along
wading	half	way	to	her	knees	through	the	ground.
As	 she	 entered	 the	 house	 she	 asked,	 as	 the	 first	 one	 had	 done:	 "Well,	 Sister
Ingiborg,	is	Prince	Sigurd	at	home?"
"No,"	answered	Ingiborg,"	he	rode	off	hunting	with	his	father	this	morning";	and
going	 to	 the	cupboard	she	 laid	 the	 table	 for	her	sister.	When	 they	had	finished
their	meal	 the	giantess	rose	and	said,	"Thank	you	for	all	 these	nice	dishes,	and
for	the	best	lamb,	the	best	can	of	beer	and	the	nicest	drink	I	have	ever	had;	but	-
is	Prince	Sigurd	really	not	at	home?"
"No,	certainly	not!"	replied	Ingiborg;	and	with	that	they	took	leave	of	each	other.
When	 she	 was	 well	 out	 of	 sight	 Sigurd	 crept	 from	 under	 the	 table,	 and	 his
stepmother	declared	that	it	was	most	important	that	he	should	not	stay	at	home
next	day;	but	he	said	he	did	not	see	what	harm	could	come	of	it,	and	he	did	not
mean	to	go	out	hunting,	and	the	next	morning,	when	the	king	prepared	to	start,
Ingiborg	implored	Sigurd	to	accompany	his	father.	But	it	was	all	no	use,	he	was
quite	obstinate	and	would	not	listen	to	a	word	she	said.	"You	will	have	to	hide
me	 again,"	 said	 he,	 so	 no	 sooner	 had	 the	 king	 gone	 than	 Ingiborg	 hid	 Sigurd
between	the	wall	and	the	panelling,	and	by-and-by	there	was	heard	once	more	a
sound	 like	 an	 earthquake,	 as	 a	 great	 giantess,	 wading	 knee	 deep	 through	 the
ground,	came	in	at	the	door.
"Good	day,	Sister	Ingiborg!"	she	cried,	in	a	voice	like	thunder;	"is	Prince	Sigurd



at	home?"
"Oh,	no,"	 answered	 Ingiborg,	 "he	 is	 enjoying	himself	out	 there	 in	 the	 forest.	 I
expect	it	will	be	quite	dark	before	he	comes	back	again."
"That’s	a	 lie!"	shouted	 the	giantess.	And	they	squabbled	about	 it	 till	 they	were
tired,	after	which	Ingiborg	laid	the	table;	and	when	the	giantess	had	done	eating
she	said,	"Well,	I	must	thank	you	for	all	these	good	things,	and	for	the	best	lamb,
the	best	can	of	beer	and	the	best	drink	I	have	had	for	a	long	time;	but	-	are	you
quite	sure	Prince	Sigurd	is	not	at	home?"
"Quite,"	said	Ingiborg.	"I’ve	told	you	already	that	he	rode	off	with	his	father	this
morning	to	hunt	in	the	forest."
At	this	the	giantess	roared	out	with	a	terrible	voice:	"If	he	is	near	enough	to	hear
my	words,	I	 lay	this	spell	on	him:	Let	him	be	half	scorched	and	half	withered;
and	may	he	have	neither	rest	nor	peace	till	he	finds	me."	And	with	these	words
she	stalked	off.
For	a	moment	Ingiborg	stood	as	if	turned	to	stone,	then	she	fetched	Sigurd	from
his	 hiding-place,	 and,	 to	 her	 horror,	 there	 he	 was,	 half	 scorched	 and	 half
withered.
"Now	you	see	what	has	happened	 through	your	own	obstinacy,"	said	she;	"but
we	must	lose	no	time,	for	your	father	will	soon	be	coming	home."
Going	quickly	into	the	next	room	she	opened	a	chest	and	took	out	a	ball	of	string
and	three	gold	rings,	and	gave	them	to	Sigurd,	saying:	"If	you	throw	this	ball	on
the	ground	it	will	roll	along	till	it	reaches	some	high	cliffs.	There	you	will	see	a
giantess	looking	out	over	the	rocks.	She	will	call	down	to	you	and	say:	“Ah,	this
is	just	what	I	wanted!	Here	is	Prince	Sigurd.	He	shall	go	into	the	pot	to-night”;
but	don’t	be	frightened	by	her.	She	will	draw	you	up	with	a	long	boat-hook,	and
you	must	greet	her	from	me,	and	give	her	the	smallest	ring	as	a	present.	This	will
please	her,	and	she	will	ask	you	 to	wrestle	with	her.	When	you	are	exhausted,
she	will	offer	you	a	horn	to	drink	out	of,	and	though	she	does	not	know	it,	 the
wine	will	make	you	so	strong	that	you	will	easily	be	able	to	conquer	her.	After
that	she	will	let	you	stay	there	all	night.	The	same	thing	will	happen	with	my	two
other	 sisters.	But,	 above	 all,	 remember	 this:	 should	my	 little	 dog	 come	 to	you
and	lay	his	paws	on	you,	with	tears	running	down	his	face,	then	hurry	home,	for
my	life	will	be	in	danger.	Now,	good-bye,	and	don’t	forget	your	stepmother."
Then	Ingiborg	dropped	the	ball	on	the	ground,	and	Sigurd	bade	her	farewell.
That	same	evening	the	ball	stopped	rolling	at	the	foot	of	some	high	rocks,	and	on
glancing	up,	Sigurd	saw	the	giantess	looking	out	at	the	top.
"Ah,	 just	 what	 I	 wanted!"	 she	 cried	 out	 when	 she	 saw	 him;	 "here	 is	 Prince
Sigurd.	He	shall	go	into	the	pot	to-night.	Come	up,	my	friend,	and	wrestle	with
me."



With	these	words	she	reached	out	a	long	boat	hook	and	hauled	him	up	the	cliff.
At	first	Sigurd	was	rather	frightened,	but	he	remembered	what	Ingiborg	had	said,
and	gave	the	giantess	her	sister’s	message	and	the	ring.
The	giantess	was	delighted,	and	challenged	him	to	wrestle	with	her.	Sigurd	was
fond	of	all	games,	and	began	 to	wrestle	with	 joy;	but	he	was	no	match	for	 the
giantess,	 and	 as	 she	 noticed	 that	 he	was	 getting	 faint	 she	 gave	 him	 a	 horn	 to
drink	out	of,	which	was	very	foolish	on	her	part,	as	it	made	Sigurd	so	strong	that
he	soon	overthrew	her.
"You	may	stay	here	to-night,"	said	she;	and	he	was	glad	of	the	rest.
Next	 morning	 Sigurd	 threw	 down	 the	 ball	 again	 and	 away	 it	 rolled	 for	 some
time,	till	it	stopped	at	the	foot	of	another	high	rock.	Then	he	looked	up	and	saw
another	giantess,	even	bigger	and	uglier	than	the	first	one,	who	called	out	to	him:
"Ah,	this	is	just	what	I	wanted!	Here	is	Prince	Sigurd.	He	shall	go	into	the	pot	to-
night.	Come	up	quickly	and	wrestle	with	me."	And	she	lost	no	time	in	hauling
him	up.
The	prince	gave	her	his	stepmother’s	message	and	the	second	largest	ring.	The
giantess	 was	 greatly	 pleased	 when	 she	 saw	 the	 ring,	 and	 at	 once	 challenged
Sigurd	to	wrestle	with	her.
They	struggled	for	a	long	time,	till	at	last	Sigurd	grew	faint;	so	she	handed	him	a
horn	to	drink	from,	and	when	he	had	drunk	he	became	so	strong	that	he	 threw
her	down	with	one	hand.
On	 the	 third	 morning	 Sigurd	 once	 more	 laid	 down	 his	 ball,	 and	 it	 rolled	 far
away,	till	at	last	it	stopped	under	a	very	high	rock	indeed,	over	the	top	of	which
the	most	hideous	giantess	that	ever	was	seen	looked	down.
When	she	saw	who	was	there	she	cried	out:	"Ah,	this	is	just	what	I	wanted!	Here
comes	Prince	 Sigurd.	 Into	 the	 pot	 he	 goes	 this	 very	 night.	Come	 up	 here,	my
friend,	and	wrestle	with	me."	And	she	hauled	him	up	just	as	her	sisters	had	done.
Sigurd	then	gave	her	his	stepmother’s	message	and	the	last	and	largest	ring.	The
sight	 of	 the	 red	 gold	 delighted	 the	 giantess,	 and	 she	 challenged	 Sigurd	 to	 a
wrestling	match.	 This	 time	 the	 fight	 was	 fierce	 and	 long,	 but	 when	 at	 length
Sigurd’s	strength	was	failing	the	giantess	gave	him	something	to	drink,	and	after
he	had	drunk	 it	 he	 soon	brought	her	 to	her	knees.	 "You	have	beaten	me,"	 she
gasped,	so	now,	listen	to	me.	"Not	far	from	here	is	a	lake.	Go	there;	you	will	find
a	little	girl	playing	with	a	boat.	Try	to	make	friends	with	her,	and	give	her	this
little	gold	ring.	You	are	stronger	than	ever	you	were,	and	I	wish	you	good	luck."
With	these	words	they	took	leave	of	each	other,	and	Sigurd	wandered	on	till	he
reached	the	lake,	where	he	found	the	little	girl	playing	with	a	boat,	just	as	he	had
been	told.	He	went	up	to	her	and	asked	what	her	name	was.



She	was	called	Helga,	she	answered,	and	she	lived	nearby.
So	 Sigurd	 gave	 her	 the	 little	 gold	 ring,	 and	 proposed	 that	 they	 should	 have	 a
game.	The	little	girl	was	delighted,	for	she	had	no	brothers	or	sisters,	and	they
played	together	all	the	rest	of	the	day.
When	evening	came	Sigurd	asked	leave	to	go	home	with	her,	but	Helga	at	first
forbade	him,	as	no	stranger	had	ever	managed	to	enter	their	house	without	being
found	out	by	her	father,	who	was	a	very	fierce	giant.
However,	Sigurd	persisted,	and	at	length	she	gave	way;	but	when	they	came	near
the	door	she	held	her	glove	over	him	and	Sigurd	was	at	once	transformed	into	a
bundle	of	wool.	Helga	tucked	the	bundle	under	her	arm	and	threw	it	on	the	bed
in	her	room.
Almost	 at	 the	 same	 moment	 her	 father	 rushed	 in	 and	 hunted	 round	 in	 every
corner,	crying	out:	"This	place	smells	of	men.	What’s	that	you	threw	on	the	bed,
Helga?"
"A	bundle	of	wool,"	said	she.
"Oh,	well,	perhaps	it	was	that	I	smelt,"	said	the	old	man,	and	troubled	himself	no
more.
The	following	day	Helga	went	out	to	play	and	took	the	bundle	of	wool	with	her
under	her	arm.	When	she	reached	the	lake	she	held	her	glove	over	it	again	and
Sigurd	resumed	his	own	shape.
They	played	the	whole	day,	and	Sigurd	taught	Helga	all	sorts	of	games	she	had
never	even	heard	of.	As	they	walked	home	in	the	evening	she	said,	"We	shall	be
able	to	play	better	still	to-morrow,	for	my	father	will	have	to	go	to	the	town,	so
we	can	stay	at	home."
When	 they	were	 near	 the	 house	Helga	 again	 held	 her	 glove	 over	 Sigurd,	 and
once	more	he	was	turned	into	a	bundle	of	wool,	and	she	carried	him	in	without
his	being	seen.
Very	early	next	morning	Helga’s	father	went	to	the	town,	and	as	soon	as	he	was
well	 out	 of	 the	way	 the	 girl	 held	 up	 her	 glove	 and	 Sigurd	was	 himself	 again.
Then	she	took	him	all	over	the	house	to	amuse	him,	and	opened	every	room,	for
her	father	had	given	her	the	keys	before	he	left;	but	when	they	came	to	the	last
room	Sigurd	noticed	one	key	on	the	bunch	which	had	not	been	used	and	asked
which	room	it	belonged	to."
Helga	grew	red	and	did	not	answer.
"I	suppose	you	don’t	mind	my	seeing	the	room	which	it	opens?"	asked	Sigurd,
and	as	he	spoke	he	saw	a	heavy	iron	door	and	begged	Helga	to	unlock	it	for	him.
But	she	 told	him	she	dared	not	do	so,	at	 least	 if	 she	did	open	 the	door	 it	must
only	be	a	very	tiny	chink;	and	Sigurd	declared	that	would	do	quite	well.



The	door	was	so	heavy,	that	it	took	Helga	some	time	to	open	it,	and	Sigurd	grew
so	impatient	that	he	pushed	it	wide	open	and	walked	in.	There	he	saw	a	splendid
horse,	already	saddled,	and	just	above	it	hung	a	richly	ornamented	sword	on	the
handle	of	which	was	engraved	these	words:	"He	who	rides	this	horse	and	wears
this	sword	will	find	happiness."
At	the	sight	of	the	horse	Sigurd	was	so	filled	with	wonder	that	he	was	not	able	to
speak,	but	at	last	he	gasped	out:	"Oh,	do	let	me	mount	him	and	ride	him	round
the	house!	Just	once;	I	promise	not	to	ask	any	more."
"Ride	him	round	the	house!"	cried	Helga,	growing	pale	at	the	mere	idea.	"Ride
Gullfaxi!	Why	father	would	never,	never	forgive	me,	if	I	let	you	do	that."
"But	it	can’t	do	him	any	harm,"	argued	Sigurd;	"you	don’t	know	how	careful	I
will	be.	I	have	ridden	all	sorts	of	horses	at	home,	and	have	never	fallen	off	not
once.	Oh,	Helga,	do!"
"Well,	perhaps,	if	you	come	back	directly,"	replied	Helga,	doubtfully;	"but	you
must	be	very	quick,	or	father	will	find	out!"
But,	instead	of	mounting	Gullfaxi,	as	she	expected,	Sigurd	stood	still.
"And	 the	 sword,"	 he	 said,	 looking	 fondly	 up	 to	 the	 place	where	 it	 hung.	 "My
father	 is	 a	 king,	 but	 he	 has	 not	 got	 any	 sword	 so	 beautiful	 as	 that.	Why,	 the
jewels	in	the	scabbard	are	more	splendid	than	the	big	ruby	in	his	crown!	Has	it
got	a	name?	Some	swords	have,	you	know."
"It	 is	 called	 “Gunnfjoder,”	 the	 “Battle	 Plume,”"	 answered	 Helga,	 "and
“Gullfaxi”	means	“Golden	Mane.”	I	don’t	suppose,	if	you	are	to	get	on	the	horse
at	all,	it	would	matter	your	taking	the	sword	too.	And	if	you	take	the	sword	you
will	have	to	carry	the	stick	and	the	stone	and	the	twig	as	well."
"They	 are	 easily	 carried,"	 said	 Sigurd,	 gazing	 at	 them	 with	 scorn;	 "what
wretched	dried-up	things!	Why	in	the	world	do	you	keep	them?"
"Bather	says	that	he	would	rather	lose	Gullfaxi	than	lose	them,"	replied	Helga,
"for	 if	 the	man	who	 rides	 the	 horse	 is	 pursued	 he	 has	 only	 to	 throw	 the	 twig
behind	him	and	it	will	turn	into	a	forest,	so	thick	that	even	a	bird	could	hardly	fly
through.	 But	 if	 his	 enemy	 happens	 to	 know	 magic,	 and	 can	 throw	 down	 the
forest,	the	man	has	only	to	strike	the	stone	with	the	stick,	and	hailstones	as	large
as	pigeons"	eggs	will	rain	down	from	the	sky	and	will	kill	every	one	for	twenty
miles	round."
Having	 said	 all	 this	 she	 allowed	 Sigurd	 to	 ride	 "just	 once"	 round	 the	 house,
taking	 the	 sword	 and	 other	 things	 with	 him.	 But	 when	 he	 had	 ridden	 round,
instead	of	dismounting,	he	suddenly	turned	the	horse’s	head	and	galloped	away.
Soon	 after	 this	Helga’s	 father	 came	home	and	 found	his	 daughter	 in	 tears.	He
asked	what	was	the	matter,	and	when	he	heard	all	that	had	happened,	he	rushed



off	as	fast	as	he	could	to	pursue	Sigurd.
Now,	as	Sigurd	happened	to	look	behind	him	he	saw	the	giant	coming	after	him
with	great	 strides,	 and	 in	all	haste	he	 threw	 the	 twig	behind	him.	 Immediately
such	a	thick	wood	sprang	up	at	once	between	him	and	his	enemy	that	the	giant
was	obliged	to	run	home	for	an	axe	with	which	to	cut	his	way	through.
The	 next	 time	 Sigurd	 glanced	 round,	 the	 giant	 was	 so	 near	 that	 he	 almost
touched	Gullfaxi’s	 tail.	In	an	agony	of	fear	Sigurd	turned	quickly	in	his	saddle
and	 hit	 the	 stone	 with	 the	 stick.	 No	 sooner	 had	 he	 done	 this	 than	 a	 terrible
hailstorm	burst	behind,	and	the	giant	was	killed	on	the	spot.
But	 had	 Sigurd	 struck	 the	 stone	 without	 turning	 round,	 the	 hail	 would	 have
driven	right	into	his	face	and	killed	him	instead.
After	the	giant	was	dead	Sigurd	rode	on	towards	his	own	home,	and	on	the	way
he	 suddenly	 met	 his	 stepmother’s	 little	 dog,	 running	 to	 meet	 him,	 with	 tears
pouring	down	its	face.	He	galloped	on	as	hard	as	he	could,	and	on	arriving	found
nine	men-servants	in	the	act	of	tying	Queen	Ingiborg	to	a	post	in	the	courtyard	of
the	palace,	where	they	intended	to	burn	her.
Wild	with	anger	Prince	Sigurd	sprang	from	his	horse	and,	sword	in	hand,	fell	on
the	men	and	killed	them	all.	Then	he	released	his	stepmother,	and	went	in	with
her	to	see	his	father.
The	 king	 lay	 in	 bed	 sick	with	 sorrow,	 and	 neither	 eating	 nor	 drinking,	 for	 he
thought	 that	his	son	had	been	killed	by	 the	queen.	He	could	hardly	believe	his
own	eyes	for	joy	when	he	saw	the	prince,	and	Sigurd	told	him	all	his	adventures.
After	 that	Prince	Sigurd	 rode	back	 to	 fetch	Helga,	 and	a	great	 feast	was	made
which	lasted	three	days;	and	every	one	said	no	bride	was	ever	seen	so	beautiful
as	Helga,	 and	 they	 lived	 happily	 for	many,	many	 years,	 and	 everybody	 loved
them.
	



THE	SEA	FIGHT

Adapted	from	”skald”	sagas	as	told	by	Jennie	Hall	in	Viking	Tales,	1902

	

	

MANY	MEN	FELT	AS	SOLFI	DID.	So	when	King	Audbiorn	and	King	Arnvid
sent	 out	 their	 war	 arrows,	 a	 great	 host	 gathered.	 All	 men	 came	 by	 sea.	 Two
hundred	ships	lay	at	anchor	in	the	fiord,	looking	like	strange	swimming	animals
because	 of	 their	 high	 carved	prows	 and	bright	 paint.	There	were	 red	 and	gold
dragons	with	 long	 necks	 and	 curved	 tails.	 Sea-horses	 reared	 out	 of	 the	water.
Green	and	gold	snakes	coiled	up.	Sea-hawks	sat	with	spread	wings	ready	to	fly.
And	among	all	these	curved	necks	stood	up	the	tall,	straight	masts	with	the	long
yardarms	swinging	across	them	holding	the	looped-up	sails.
When	 the	 starting	 horn	 blew,	 and	 their	 sails	 were	 let	 down,	 it	 was	 like	 the
spreading	of	hundreds	of	curious	flags.	Some	were	striped	black	and	yellow	or
blue	and	gold.	Some	were	white	with	a	black	raven	or	a	brown	bear	embroidered
on	 them,	or	blue	with	a	white	sea-hawk,	or	black	with	a	gold	sun.	Some	were
edged	with	fur.	As	the	wind	filled	the	gaudy	sails,	and	the	ships	moved	off,	the
men	waved	their	hands	to	the	women	on	shore	and	sang:
"To	the	sea!	To	the	sea!	The	wind	in	our	sail,	The	sea	in	our	face,	And	the	smell
of	the	fight.	After	ship	meets	ship,	In	the	quarrel	of	swords	King	Harald	shall	lie
In	the	caves	under	sea	And	Norsemen	shall	laugh."
In	the	prow	stood	men	leaning	forward	and	sniffing	the	salt	air	with	joy.	Some
were	talking	of	King	Harald.
"Yesterday	 he	 had	 a	 hard	 fight,"	 they	 said.	 "To-day	 he	 will	 be	 lying	 still,
dressing	his	wounds	and	mending	his	ships.	We	shall	take	him	by	surprise."
They	sailed	near	the	coast.	Solfi	in	his	"Sea-hawk"	was	ahead	leading	the	way.
Suddenly	men	saw	his	sail	veer	and	his	oars	flash	out.	He	had	quickly	turned	his
boat	 and	was	 rowing	 back.	He	 came	 close	 to	King	Arnvid	 and	 called,	 "He	 is
there,	ahead.	His	boats	are	ready	in	line	of	battle.	The	fox	has	not	been	asleep."
King	Arnvid	blew	his	horn.	Slowly	his	boats	came	into	line	with	his	"Sea-stag"
in	 the	 middle.	 Again	 he	 blew	 his	 horn.	 Cables	 were	 thrown	 across	 from	 one
prow	to	the	next,	and	all	the	ships	were	tied	together	so	that	their	sides	touched.



Then	 the	men	 set	 their	 sails	 again	 and	 they	went	 past	 a	 tongue	 of	 land	 into	 a
broad	fiord.	There	lay	the	long	line	of	King	Harald's	ships	with	their	fierce	heads
grinning	and	mocking	at	the	newcomers.	Back	of	those	prows	was	what	looked
like	 a	 long	wall	with	 spots	 of	 green	 and	 red	 and	 blue	 and	 yellow	 and	 shining
gold.	 It	was	 the	 locked	 shields	 of	 the	men	 in	 the	 bows,	 and	over	 every	 shield
looked	fierce	blue	eyes.	Higher	up	and	farther	back	was	another	wall	of	shields;
for	on	the	half	deck	in	the	stern	of	every	ship	stood	the	captain	with	his	shield-
guard	of	a	dozen	men.
Arnvid's	people	had	 furled	 their	 sails	and	were	 taking	down	 the	masts,	but	 the
ships	were	still	drifting	on	with	the	wind.	The	horn	blew,	and	quickly	every	man
sprang	 to	 his	 place	 in	 bow	 and	 stern.	All	were	 leaning	 forward	with	 clenched
teeth	and	widespread	nostrils.	They	were	clutching	 their	naked	swords	 in	 their
hands.	Their	flashing	eyes	looked	over	their	shields.
Soon	King	Arnvid's	ships	crashed	into	Harald's	line,	and	immediately	the	men	in
the	bows	began	to	swing	their	swords	at	one	another.	The	soldiers	of	the	shield-
guard	on	the	high	decks	began	to	throw	darts	and	stones	and	to	shoot	arrows	into
the	ships	opposite	them.
So	in	every	ship	showers	of	stones	and	arrows	were	falling,	and	many	men	died
under	 them	or	got	broken	arms	or	 legs.	Spears	were	hurled	 from	deck	 to	deck
and	many	of	 them	bit	deep	 into	men's	bodies.	 In	every	bow	men	slashed	with
their	swords	at	the	foes	in	the	opposite	ship.	Some	jumped	upon	the	gunwale	to
get	nearer	or	hung	from	the	prow-head.	Some	even	leaped	into	the	enemy's	boat.
King	Harald's	 ship	 lay	prow	 to	 prow	with	King	Arnvid's.	The	battle	 had	been
going	on	for	an	hour.	King	Harald	was	still	in	the	stern	on	the	deck.	There	was	a
dent	 in	 his	 helmet	 where	 a	 great	 stone	 had	 struck.	 There	 was	 a	 gash	 in	 his
shoulder	 where	 a	 spear	 had	 cut.	 But	 he	 was	 still	 fighting	 and	 laughed	 as	 he
worked.
"Wolf	meets	wolf	to-day,"	he	said.	"But	things	are	going	badly	in	the	prow,"	he
cried.	"Ivar	fallen,	Thorstein	wounded,	a	dozen	men	lying	in	 the	bottom	of	 the
boat!"
He	leaped	down	from	the	deck	and	ran	along	the	gunwale,	shouting	as	he	went,
"Harald	and	victory!"
So	 he	 came	 to	 the	 bow	 and	 stood	 swinging	 his	 sword	 as	 fast	 as	 he	 breathed.
Every	time	it	hit	a	man	of	Arnvid's	men.	Harald's	own	warriors	cheered,	seeing
him.
"Harald	and	victory!"	they	shouted,	and	went	to	work	again	with	good	heart.
Slowly	King	Arnvid's	men	fell	back	before	Harald's	biting	sword.	Then	Harald's
men	 threw	a	great	hook	 into	 that	boat	 and	pulled	 it	 alongside	and	 still	 pushed
King	Arnvid's	people	back.



"Come	on!	Follow	me!"	cried	Harald.
Then	he	leaped	into	King	Arnvid's	boat,	and	his	warriors	followed	him.
"He	comes	like	a	mad	wolf,"	King	Arnvid's	men	said,	and	they	turned	and	ran
back	below	the	deck.
Then	Arnvid	himself	leaped	down	and	stood	with	his	sword	raised.
"Can	this	young	Shockhead	make	cowards	of	you	all?"	he	cried.
But	Harald's	sword	struck	him,	and	he	fell	dead.	Then	a	big,	bloody	Viking	of
King	 Arnvid	 leaped	 upon	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 ship	 and	 stood	 there.	 He	 held	 his
drinking-horn	and	his	sword	high	in	his	hands.
"Ran	 and	 not	 you,	 Shockhead,	 shall	 have	 them	 and	me!"	 he	 cried,	 and	 leaped
laughing	into	the	water	and	was	drowned.
Many	other	warriors	chose	the	same	death	on	that	terrible	day.
All	along	the	line	of	boats	men	fought	for	hours.	In	some	places	the	cables	had
been	cut,	and	the	boats	had	drifted	apart.	Ships	lay	scattered	about	two	by	two,
fighting.	May	boats	sank,	many	men	died,	some	fled	away	in	their	ships,	and	at
the	end	King	Harald	had	won	 the	battle.	So	he	had	King	Arnvid's	country	and
King	Audbiorn's	country.	Many	men	took	the	oath	and	became	his	friends.	All
people	were	talking	of	his	wonderful	battles.
	



THE	ROGUE	AND	THE	HERDSMAN

Adapted	from	an	original	in	Islandische	Märchen	by	Andrew	Lang	in	The
Crimson	Fairy	Book,	1903

	

	

IN	A	TINY	COTTAGE	NEAR	THE	king’s	palace	there	once	lived	an	old	man,
his	wife,	and	his	son,	a	very	lazy	fellow,	who	would	never	do	a	stroke	of	work.
He	could	not	be	got	even	to	 look	after	 their	one	cow,	but	 left	her	 to	 look	after
herself,	while	he	lay	on	a	bank	and	went	to	sleep	in	the	sun.	For	a	long	time	his
father	bore	with	him,	hoping	that	as	he	grew	older	he	might	gain	more	sense;	but
at	last	the	old	man’s	patience	was	worn	out,	and	he	told	his	son	that	he	should
not	stay	at	house	in	idleness,	and	must	go	out	into	the	world	to	seek	his	fortune.
The	young	man	saw	that	there	was	no	help	for	it,	and	he	set	out	with	a	wallet	full
of	 food	 over	 his	 shoulder.	At	 length	 he	 came	 to	 a	 large	 house,	 at	 the	 door	 of
which	he	knocked.
"What	do	you	want?"	asked	the	old	man	who	opened	it.	And	the	youth	told	him
how	 his	 father	 had	 turned	 him	 out	 of	 his	 house	 because	 he	 was	 so	 lazy	 and
stupid,	and	he	needed	shelter	for	the	night.
"That	you	 shall	 have,"	 replied	 the	man;	 "but	 to-morrow	 I	 shall	 give	you	 some
work	to	do,	for	you	must	know	that	I	am	the	chief	herdsman	of	the	king."
The	youth	made	no	answer	to	this.	He	felt,	if	he	was	to	be	made	to	work	after	all,
that	he	might	as	well	have	stayed	where	he	was.	But	as	he	did	not	see	any	other
way	of	getting	a	bed,	he	went	slowly	in.
The	 herdsman’s	 two	 daughters	 and	 their	 mother	 were	 sitting	 at	 supper,	 and
invited	him	to	join	them.	Nothing	more	was	said	about	work,	and	when	the	meal
was	over	they	all	went	to	bed.
In	 the	morning,	when	 the	young	man	was	dressed,	 the	herdsman	called	 to	him
and	said,	"Now	listen,	and	I	will	tell	you	what	you	have	to	do."
"What	is	it?"	asked	the	youth,	sulkily.
"Nothing	less	than	to	look	after	two	hundred	pigs,"	was	the	reply.
"Oh,	I	am	used	to	that,"	answered	the	youth.



"Yes;	but	this	time	you	will	have	to	do	it	properly,"	said	the	herdsman;	and	he
took	the	youth	 to	 the	place	where	 the	pigs	were	feeding,	and	 told	him	to	drive
them	to	the	woods	on	the	side	of	the	mountain.	This	the	young	man	did,	but	as
soon	 as	 they	 reached	 the	 outskirts	 of	 the	mountain	 they	 grew	 quite	wild,	 and
would	 have	 run	 away	 altogether,	 had	 they	 not	 luckily	 gone	 towards	 a	 narrow
ravine,	from	which	the	youth	easily	drove	them	home	to	his	father’s	cottage.
"Where	do	all	these	pigs	come	from,	and	how	did	you	get	them?"	asked	the	old
man	in	surprise,	when	his	son	knocked	at	the	door	of	the	hut	he	had	left	only	the
day	before.
"They	belong	to	the	king’s	chief	herdsman,"	answered	his	son.	"He	gave	them	to
me	to	 look	after,	but	I	knew	I	could	not	do	 it,	so	I	drove	them	straight	 to	you.
Now	make	 the	 best	 of	 your	 good	 fortune,	 and	 kill	 them	 and	 hang	 them	 up	 at
once."
"What	 are	 you	 talking	 about?"	 cried	 the	 father,	 pale	 with	 horror.	 "We	 should
certainly	both	be	put	to	death	if	I	did	any	such	thing."
"No,	no;	do	as	I	 tell	you,	and	I	will	get	out	of	 it	somehow,"	replied	 the	young
man.	And	in	the	end	he	had	his	way.	The	pigs	were	killed,	and	laid	side	by	side
in	a	row.	Then	he	cut	off	 the	tails	and	tied	them	together	with	a	piece	of	cord,
and	 swinging	 the	 bundle	 over	 his	 back,	 he	 returned	 to	 the	 place	 where	 they
should	have	been	feeding.	Here	there	was	a	small	swamp,	which	was	just	what
he	wanted,	and	finding	a	large	stone,	he	fastened	the	rope	to	it,	and	sank	it	in	the
swamp,	after	which	he	arranged	the	tails	carefully	one	by	one,	so	that	only	their
points	were	 seen	 sticking	 out	 of	 the	water.	When	 everything	was	 in	 order,	 he
hastened	home	to	his	master	with	such	a	sorrowful	face	that	the	herdsman	saw	at
once	that	something	dreadful	had	happened.
"Where	are	the	pigs?"	asked	he.
	

"Oh,	 don’t	 speak	of	 them!"	 answered	 the	 young	man;	 "I	 really	 can	hardly	 tell
you.	The	moment	they	got	into	the	field	they	became	quite	mad,	and	each	ran	in
a	different	direction.	I	ran	too,	here	and	there,	but	as	fast	as	I	caught	one,	another
was	off,	till	I	was	in	despair.	At	last,	however,	I	collected	them	all	and	was	about
to	drive	 them	back,	when	suddenly	 they	 rushed	down	 the	hill	 into	 the	 swamp,
where	they	vanished	completely,	leaving	only	the	points	of	their	tails,	which	you
can	see	for	yourself."
"You	have	made	up	that	story	very	well,"	replied	the	herdsman.
"No,	it	is	the	real	truth;	come	with	me	and	I’ll	prove	it."	And	they	went	together
to	the	spot,	and	there	sure	enough	were	the	points	of	the	tails	sticking	up	out	of
the	water.	The	 herdsman	 laid	 hold	 of	 the	 nearest,	 and	 pulled	 at	 it	with	 all	 his
might,	but	it	was	no	use,	for	the	stone	and	the	rope	held	them	all	fast.	He	called



to	 the	young	man	 to	help	him,	but	 the	 two	did	not	succeed	any	better	 than	 the
one	had	done.
"Yes,	your	story	was	true	after	all;	 it	 is	a	wonderful	 thing,"	said	the	herdsman.
"But	I	see	it	is	no	fault	of	yours,	and	I	must	put	up	with	my	loss	as	well	as	I	can.
Now	let	us	return	home,	for	it	is	time	for	supper.
Next	morning	the	herdsman	said	to	the	young	man:	"I	have	got	some	other	work
for	you	to	do.	To-day	you	must	take	a	hundred	sheep	to	graze;	but	be	careful	that
no	harm	befalls	them."
"I	will	do	my	best,"	replied	the	youth.	And	he	opened	the	gate	of	the	fold,	where
the	sheep	had	been	all	night,	and	drove	them	out	into	the	meadow.	But	in	a	short
time	they	grew	as	wild	as	the	pigs	had	done,	and	scattered	in	all	directions.	The
young	man	could	not	collect	 them,	 try	as	he	would,	and	he	 thought	 to	himself
that	this	was	the	punishment	for	his	laziness	in	refusing	to	look	after	his	father’s
one	cow.
At	 last,	 however,	 the	 sheep	 seemed	 tired	of	 running	about,	 and	 then	 the	youth
managed	 to	 gather	 them	 together,	 and	 drove	 them,	 as	 before,	 straight	 to	 his
father’s	house.
"Whose	sheep	are	 these,	and	what	are	 they	doing	here?"	asked	 the	old	man	 in
wonder,	and	his	son	told	him.	But	when	the	tale	was	ended	the	father	shook	his
head.
"Give	up	these	bad	ways	and	take	them	back	to	your	master,"	said	he.
"No,	no,"	answered	the	youth;	"I	am	not	so	stupid	as	that!	We	will	kill	them	and
have	them	for	dinner."
"You	will	lose	your	life	if	you	do,"	replied	the	father.
"Oh,	I	am	not	sure	of	that!"	said	the	son,	"and,	anyway,	I	will	have	my	will	for
once."	And	he	killed	all	the	sheep	and	laid	them	on	the	grass.	But	he	cut	off	the
head	of	the	ram	which	always	led	the	flock	and	had	bells	round	its	horns.	This	he
took	 back	 to	 the	 place	where	 they	 should	 have	 been	 feeding,	 for	 here	 he	 had
noticed	a	high	rock,	with	a	patch	of	green	grass	in	the	middle	and	two	or	three
thick	bushes	growing	on	the	edge.	Up	this	rock	he	climbed	with	great	difficulty,
and	fastened	the	ram’s	head	to	 the	bushes	with	a	cord,	 leaving	only	 the	 tips	of
the	horns	with	the	bells	visible.	As	there	was	a	soft	breeze	blowing,	the	bushes	to
which	the	head	was	tied	moved	gently,	and	the	bells	rang.	When	all	was	done	to
his	liking	he	hastened	quickly	back	to	his	master.
"Where	are	the	sheep?"	asked	the	herdsman	as	the	young	man	ran	panting	up	the
steps.
"Oh!	don’t	speak	of	them,"	answered	he.	"It	is	only	by	a	miracle	that	I	am	here
myself."



"Tell	me	at	once	what	has	happened,"	said	the	herdsman	sternly.
The	youth	began	to	sob,	and	stammered	out:	"I	-	I	hardly	know	how	to	tell	you!
They	-	they	-	they	were	so	-	so	troublesome	-	that	I	could	not	manage	them	at	all.
They	-	ran	about	in	-	in	all	directions,	and	I	-	I	-	ran	after	them	and	nearly	died	of
fatigue.	Then	I	heard	a	-	a	noise,	which	I	-	I	thought	was	the	wind.	But	-	but	-	it
was	 the	 sheep,	which,	be	 -	before	my	very	eyes,	were	carried	 straight	up	 -	up
into	 the	 air.	 I	 stood	watching	 them	 as	 if	 I	was	 turned	 to	 stone,	 but	 there	 kept
ringing	in	my	ears	the	sound	of	the	bells	on	the	ram	which	led	them."
"That	is	nothing	but	a	lie	from	beginning	to	end,"	said	the	herdsman.
"No,	it	is	as	true	as	that	there	is	a	sun	in	heaven,"	answered	the	young	man.
"Then	give	me	a	proof	of	it,"	cried	his	master.
"Well,	come	with	me,"	said	the	youth.	By	this	time	it	was	evening	and	the	dusk
was	falling.	The	young	man	brought	the	herdsman	to	the	foot	of	the	great	rock,
but	it	was	so	dark	you	could	hardly	see.	Still	the	sound	of	sheep	bells	rang	softly
from	above,	and	the	herdsman	knew	them	to	be	those	he	had	hung	on	the	horns
of	his	ram.
"Do	you	hear?"	asked	the	youth.
"Yes,	 I	 hear;	 you	have	 spoken	 the	 truth,	 and	 I	 cannot	blame	you	 for	what	has
happened.	I	must	bear	the	loss	as	best	as	I	can."
He	turned	and	went	home,	followed	by	the	young	man,	who	felt	highly	pleased
with	his	own	cleverness.
"I	should	not	be	surprised	if	the	tasks	I	set	you	were	too	difficult,	and	that	you
were	 tired	 of	 them,"	 said	 the	 herdsman	 next	 morning;	 "but	 to-day	 I	 have
something	quite	easy	for	you	to	do.	You	must	look	after	forty	oxen,	and	be	sure
you	are	very	careful,	for	one	of	 them	has	gold-tipped	horns	and	hoofs,	and	the
king	reckons	it	among	his	greatest	treasures."
The	young	man	drove	out	the	oxen	into	the	meadow,	and	no	sooner	had	they	got
there	than,	 like	the	sheep	and	the	pigs,	 they	began	to	scamper	in	all	directions,
the	precious	bull	being	the	wildest	of	all.	As	the	youth	stood	watching	them,	not
knowing	what	to	do	next,	it	came	into	his	head	that	his	father’s	cow	was	put	out
to	grass	at	no	great	distance;	and	he	forthwith	made	such	a	noise	 that	he	quite
frightened	 the	 oxen,	 who	 were	 easily	 persuaded	 to	 take	 the	 path	 he	 wished.
When	they	heard	the	cow	lowing	they	galloped	all	the	faster,	and	soon	they	all
arrived	at	his	father’s	house.
The	 old	man	was	 standing	 before	 the	 door	 of	 his	 hut	 when	 the	 great	 herd	 of
animals	dashed	round	a	corner	of	the	road,	with	his	son	and	his	own	cow	at	their
head.
"Whose	cattle	are	these,	and	why	are	they	here?"	he	asked;	and	his	son	told	him



the	story.
"Take	them	back	to	your	master	as	soon	as	you	can,"	said	the	old	man;	but	the
son	only	laughed,	and	said,	"No,	no;	they	are	a	present	to	you!	They	will	make
you	fat!"
For	a	long	while	the	old	man	refused	to	have	anything	to	do	with	such	a	wicked
scheme;	but	his	son	talked	him	over	in	the	end,	and	they	killed	the	oxen	as	they
had	killed	the	sheep	and	the	pigs.	Last	of	all	they	came	to	the	king’s	cherished
ox.
The	son	had	a	rope	ready	to	cast	round	its	horns,	and	throw	it	to	the	ground,	but
the	ox	was	stronger	than	the	rope,	and	soon	tore	it	in	pieces.	Then	it	dashed	away
to	 the	wood,	 the	youth	 following;	over	hedges	and	ditches	 they	both	went,	 till
they	reached	 the	rocky	pass	which	bordered	 the	herdsman’s	 land.	Here	 the	ox,
thinking	 itself	 safe,	 stopped	 to	 rest,	 and	 thus	gave	 the	young	man	 a	 chance	 to
come	up	with	it.	Not	knowing	how	to	catch	it,	he	collected	all	the	wood	he	could
find	and	made	a	circle	of	fire	round	the	ox,	who	by	this	time	had	fallen	asleep,
and	did	not	wake	 till	 the	 fire	 had	 caught	 its	 head,	 and	 it	was	 too	 late	 for	 it	 to
escape.	Then	the	young	man,	who	had	been	watching,	ran	home	to	his	master.
"You	have	been	away	a	long	while,"	said	the	herdsman.	"Where	are	the	cattle?"
The	 young	man	 gasped,	 and	 seemed	 as	 if	 he	was	 unable	 to	 speak.	At	 last	 he
answered:
"It	is	always	the	same	story!	The	oxen	are	-	gone	-	gone!"
"G-g-gone?"	cried	the	herdsman.	"Scoundrel,	you	lie!"
	

"I	am	telling	you	the	exact	truth,"	answered	the	young	man.	"Directly	we	came
to	the	meadow	they	grew	so	wild	that	I	could	not	keep	them	together.	Then	the
big	ox	broke	away,	and	the	others	followed	till	they	all	disappeared	down	a	deep
hole	 into	 the	 earth.	 It	 seemed	 to	 me	 that	 I	 heard	 sounds	 of	 bellowing,	 and	 I
thought	 I	 recognised	 the	voice	of	 the	golden	horned	ox;	but	when	 I	got	 to	 the
place	from	which	the	sounds	had	come,	I	could	neither	see	nor	hear	anything	in
the	hole	itself,	though	there	were	traces	of	a	fire	all	round	it."
"Wretch!"	cried	the	herdsman,	when	he	had	heard	this	story,	"even	if	you	did	not
lie	before,	you	are	lying	now."
"No,	master,	I	am	speaking	the	truth.	Come	and	see	for	yourself."
"If	 I	 find	you	have	deceived	me,	 you	 are	 a	 dead	man,	 said	 the	herdsman;	 and
they	went	out	together.
"What	do	you	call	that?"	asked	the	youth.	And	the	herdsman	looked	and	saw	the
traces	of	a	fire,	which	seemed	to	have	sprung	up	from	under	the	earth.



"Wonder	upon	wonder,"	he	exclaimed,	 "so	you	 really	did	 speak	 the	 truth	after
all!	Well,	I	cannot	reproach	you,	though	I	shall	have	to	pay	heavily	to	my	royal
master	for	the	value	of	that	ox.	But	come,	let	us	go	home!	I	will	never	set	you	to
herd	cattle	again,	henceforward	I	will	give	you	something	easier	to	do."
"I	have	thought	of	exactly	the	thing	for	you,"	said	the	herdsman	as	they	walked
along,	 "and	 it	 is	 so	 simple	 that	 you	 cannot	make	 a	mistake.	 Just	make	me	 ten
scythes,	one	for	every	man,	for	I	want	the	grass	mown	in	one	of	my	meadows	to-
morrow."
At	these	words	the	youth’s	heart	sank,	for	he	had	never	been	trained	either	as	a
smith	or	a	joiner.	However,	he	dared	not	say	no,	but	smiled	and	nodded.
Slowly	and	sadly	he	went	to	bed,	but	he	could	not	sleep,	for	wondering	how	the
scythes	were	to	be	made.	All	the	skill	and	cunning	he	had	shown	before	was	of
no	use	 to	him	now,	and	after	 thinking	about	 the	scythes	 for	many	hours,	 there
seemed	only	one	way	open	to	him.	So,	listening	to	make	sure	that	all	was	still,
he	stole	away	to	his	parents,	and	told	them	the	whole	story.	When	they	had	heard
everything,	they	hid	him	where	no	one	could	find	him.
Time	passed	away,	and	the	young	man	stayed	at	home	doing	all	his	parents	bade
him,	and	showing	himself	very	different	from	what	he	had	been	before	he	went
out	 to	 see	 the	 world;	 but	 one	 day	 he	 said	 to	 his	 father	 that	 he	 should	 like	 to
marry,	and	have	a	house	of	his	own.
"When	I	served	the	king’s	chief	herdsman,"	added	he,	"I	saw	his	daughter,	and	I
am	resolved	to	try	if	I	cannot	win	her	for	my	wife."
"It	will	cost	you	your	life,	if	you	do,"	answered	the	father,	shaking	his	head.
"Well,	 I	will	 do	my	best,"	 replied	his	 son;	 "but	 first	give	me	 the	 sword	which
hangs	over	your	bed!"
The	 old	man	 did	 not	 understand	what	 good	 the	 sword	would	 do,	 however	 he
took	it	down,	and	the	young	man	went	his	way.
Late	in	the	evening	he	arrived	at	the	house	of	the	herdsman,	and	knocked	at	the
door,	which	was	opened	by	a	little	boy.
"I	want	to	speak	to	your	master,"	said	he.
"So	 it	 is	you?"	cried	 the	herdsman,	when	he	had	 received	 the	message.	 "Well,
you	can	sleep	here	to-night	if	you	wish."
"I	have	come	for	something	else	besides	a	bed,"	replied	the	young	man,	drawing
his	sword,	"and	if	you	do	not	promise	to	give	me	your	youngest	daughter	as	my
wife	I	will	stab	you	through	the	heart."
What	could	the	poor	man	do	but	promise?	And	he	fetched	his	youngest	daughter,
who	seemed	quite	pleased	at	the	proposed	match,	and	gave	the	youth	her	hand.



Then	 the	 young	 man	 went	 home	 to	 his	 parents,	 and	 bade	 them	 get	 ready	 to
welcome	his	bride.	And	when	 the	wedding	was	over	he	 told	his	 father-in-law,
the	herdsman,	what	he	had	done	with	the	sheep,	and	pigs,	and	cattle.	By-and-by
the	story	came	to	the	king’s	ears,	and	he	thought	that	a	man	who	was	so	clever
was	just	the	man	to	govern	the	country;	so	he	made	him	his	minister,	and	after
the	king	himself	there	was	no	one	so	great	as	he.
	



KING	HARALD’S	WEDDING

Adapted	from	”skald”	sagas	as	told	by	Jennie	Hall	in	Viking	Tales,	1902

	

	

IT	HAD	TAKEN	KING	HARALD	TEN	years	to	fight	so	many	battles.	And	all
that	time	he	had	not	cut	his	hair	or	combed	it.	Now	he	was	feasting	one	day	at	an
earl's	house.	Many	people	were	there.
"How	is	it,	friends?"	Harald	said.	"Have	I	kept	my	vow?"
His	friends	answered,	"You	have	kept	your	vow.	There	is	no	king	but	you	in	all
Norway."
"Then	I	think	I	will	cut	my	hair,"	the	king	laughed.
So	he	went	and	bathed	and	put	on	fresh	clothes.	Then	the	earl	cut	his	hair	and
beard	and	combed	them	and	put	a	gold	band	about	his	head.	Then	he	looked	at
him	and	said,	"It	is	beautiful,	smooth,	and	yellow."
And	all	people	wondered	at	the	beauty	of	the	king's	hair.
"I	 will	 give	 you	 a	 new	 name,"	 the	 earl	 said.	 "You	 shall	 no	 longer	 be	 called
Shockhead.	You	shall	be	called	Harald	Hairfair."
"It	is	a	good	name,"	everybody	cried.
Then	Harald	said,	"But	I	have	another	thing	to	do	now.	Guthorm,	you	shall	take
the	same	message	to	Gyda	that	you	gave	ten	years	ago."
So	Guthorm	went	and	brought	back	this	answer	from	Gyda:
"I	will	marry	the	king	of	all	Norway."
So	when	the	wedding	time	came,	Harald	rode	across	the	country	to	the	home	of
Gyda's	 father,	 Eric.	Many	men	 followed	 him.	 They	were	 all	 richly	 dressed	 in
velvet	and	gold.
For	three	nights	they	feasted	at	Eric's	house.	On	the	next	night	Gyda	sat	on	the
cross-bench	with	her	women.	A	 long	veil	 of	white	 linen	 covered	her	 face	 and
head	and	hung	down	to	the	ground.	After	the	mead-horns	had	been	brought	in,
Eric	stood	up	from	his	high	seat	and	went	down	and	stood	before	King	Harald.
"Will	you	marry	Gyda	now?"	he	asked.



Harald	jumped	to	his	feet	and	laughed.
"Yes,"	he	said.	"I	have	waited	long	enough."
Then	he	stepped	down	from	his	high	seat	and	stood	by	Eric.	They	walked	about
the	hall.	Before	them	walked	thralls	carrying	candles.	Behind	them	walked	many
of	King	Harald's	great	earls.	Three	times	they	walked	around	the	hall.	The	third
time	 they	 stopped	 before	 the	 cross-bench.	King	Harald	 and	Eric	 stepped	 upon
the	platform,	where	the	cross-bench	was.
Eric	gave	a	holy	hammer	to	Harald,	and	it	was	like	the	hammer	of	Thor.	Harald
put	it	upon	Gyda's	lap,	saying:
"With	this	holy	hammer	of	Thor's,	I,	Harald,	King	of	Norway,	take	you,	Gyda,
for	my	wife."
Then	he	took	a	bunch	of	keys	and	tied	it	to	Gyda's	girdle,	saying,							"This	is	the
sign	that	you	are	mistress	of	my	house."
After	that,	Eric	called	out	loudly,	"Now,	are	Harald,	King	of	Norway,	and	Gyda,
daughter	of	Eric,	man	and	wife."
Then	thralls	brought	meat	and	drink	in	golden	dishes.	They	were	about	to	serve
it	to	Gyda	for	the	bride's	feast,	but	Harald	took	the	dish	from	them	and	said,	"No,
I	will	serve	my	bride."
So	he	knelt	and	held	 the	platter.	When	he	did	 that	his	men	shouted.	Then	they
talked	among	themselves,	saying,	"Surely	Harald	never	knelt	before.	It	is	always
other	people	who	kneel	to	him."
When	 the	bride	had	 tasted	 the	 food	and	 touched	 the	mead-horn	 to	her	 lips	 she
stood	up	 and	walked	 from	 the	hall.	All	 her	women	 followed	her,	 but	 the	men
stayed	and	feasted	long.
On	the	next	morning	at	breakfast	Gyda	sat	by	Harald's	side.	Soon	the	king	rose
and	said,	"Father-in-law,	our	horses	stand	ready	in	the	yard.	Work	is	waiting	for
me	at	home	and	on	the	sea.	Lead	out	the	bride."
So	Eric	took	Gyda	by	the	hand	and	led	her	out	of	the	hall.	Harald	followed	close.
When	 they	 passed	 through	 the	 door	 Eric	 said,	 "With	 this	 hand	 I	 lead	 my
daughter	out	of	my	house	and	give	her	to	you,	Harald,	son	of	Halfdan,	to	be	your
wife.	May	all	the	gods	make	you	happy!"
Harald	led	his	bride	to	the	horse	and	lifted	her	up	and	set	her	behind	his	saddle
and	said,	"Now	this	Gyda	is	my	wife."
Then	they	drank	the	stirrup-horn	and	rode	off.
"Everything	comes	to	King	Harald,"	his	men	said,	"wife	and	land	and	crown	and
victory	in	battle.	He	is	a	lucky	man."
	



THE	THREE	ROBES

Adapted	from	an	original	in	Islandische	Märchen	by	Andrew	Lang	in	The
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LONG,	LONG	AGO,	A	KING	AND	queen	reigned	over	a	 large	and	powerful
country.	What	their	names	were	nobody	knows,	but	their	son	was	called	Sigurd,
and	 their	 daughter	Lineik,	 and	 these	 young	people	were	 famed	 throughout	 the
whole	kingdom	for	their	wisdom	and	beauty.
There	was	only	 a	year	between	 them,	 and	 they	 loved	 each	other	 so	much	 that
they	could	do	nothing	apart.	When	they	began	to	grow	up	the	king	gave	them	a
house	of	 their	own	 to	 live	 in,	with	servants	and	carriages,	and	everything	 they
could	possibly	want.
For	many	years	 they	all	 lived	happily	 together,	and	 then	 the	queen	fell	 ill,	and
knew	that	she	would	never	get	better.
"Promise	me	two	things,"	she	said	one	day	to	the	king;	"one,	that	if	you	marry
again,	as	indeed	you	must,	you	will	not	choose	as	your	wife	a	woman	from	some
small	state	or	distant	island,	who	knows	nothing	of	the	world,	and	will	be	taken
up	with	 thoughts	of	her	grandeur.	But	rather	seek	out	a	princess	of	some	great
kingdom,	who	has	been	used	to	courts	all	her	 life,	and	holds	them	at	 their	 true
worth.	The	other	thing	I	have	to	ask	is,	that	you	will	never	cease	to	watch	over
our	children,	who	will	soon	become	your	greatest	joy."
These	were	the	queen’s	last	words,	and	a	few	hours	later	she	was	dead.	The	king
was	so	bowed	down	with	sorrow	that	he	would	not	attend	even	to	the	business	of
the	kingdom,	and	at	last	his	Prime	Minister	had	to	tell	him	that	the	people	were
complaining	 that	 they	 had	 nobody	 to	 right	 their	 wrongs.	 "You	 must	 rouse
yourself,	sir,"	went	on	the	minister,	"and	put	aside	your	own	sorrows	for	the	sake
of	your	country."
"You	do	not	spare	me,"	answered	the	king;	"but	what	you	say	is	just,	and	your
counsel	is	good.	I	have	heard	that	men	say,	likewise,	that	it	will	be	for	the	good
of	my	kingdom	for	me	to	marry	again,	 though	my	heart	will	never	cease	 to	be
with	my	lost	wife.	But	it	was	her	wish	also;	therefore,	to	you	I	entrust	the	duty	of
finding	a	lady	fitted	to	share	my	throne;	only,	see	that	she	comes	neither	from	a



small	town	nor	a	remote	island."
So	an	embassy	was	prepared,	with	 the	minister	at	 its	head,	 to	visit	 the	greatest
courts	in	the	world,	and	to	choose	out	a	suitable	princess.	But	the	vessel	which
carried	them	had	not	been	gone	many	days	when	a	 thick	fog	came	on,	and	the
captain	could	see	neither	to	the	right	nor	to	the	left.	For	a	whole	month	the	ship
drifted	 about	 in	 darkness,	 till	 at	 length	 the	 fog	 lifted	 and	 they	 beheld	 a	 cliff
jutting	out	just	in	front.	On	one	side	of	the	cliff	lay	a	sheltered	bay,	in	which	the
vessel	was	 soon	 anchored,	 and	 though	 they	did	 not	 know	where	 they	were,	 at
any	rate	they	felt	sure	of	fresh	fruit	and	water.
The	minister	left	the	rest	of	his	followers	on	board	the	ship,	and	taking	a	small
boat	 rowed	 himself	 to	 land,	 in	 order	 to	 look	 about	 him	 and	 to	 find	 out	 if	 the
island	was	really	as	deserted	as	it	seemed.
He	 had	 not	 gone	 far,	 when	 he	 heard	 the	 sound	 of	 music,	 and,	 turning	 in	 its
direction,	he	saw	a	woman	of	marvellous	beauty	sitting	on	a	 low	stool	playing
on	a	harp,	while	a	girl	beside	her	sang.	The	minister	stopped	and	greeted	the	lady
politely,	and	she	replied	with	friendliness,	asking	him	why	he	had	come	to	such
an	out-of-the	way	place.	In	answer	he	told	her	of	the	object	of	his	journey.
"I	 am	 in	 the	 same	 state	 as	 your	master,"	 replied	 the	 lady;	 "I	was	married	 to	 a
mighty	king	who	ruled	over	this	land,	till	Vikings	came	and	slew	him	and	put	all
the	 people	 to	 death.	 But	 I	 managed	 to	 escape,	 and	 hid	 myself	 here	 with	 my
daughter."
And	the	daughter	listened,	and	said	softly	to	her	mother:	"Are	you	speaking	the
truth	now?"
"Remember	 your	 promise,"	 answered	 the	 mother	 angrily,	 giving	 her	 a	 pinch
which	was	unseen	by	the	minister.
"What	is	your	name,	madam?"	asked	he,	much	touched	by	this	sad	story.
"Blauvor,"	she	replied	"and	my	daughter	is	called	Laufer";	and	then	she	inquired
the	name	of	 the	minister,	 and	of	 the	king	his	master.	After	 this	 they	 talked	of
many	 things,	 and	 the	 lady	 showed	 herself	 learned	 in	 all	 that	 a	woman	 should
know,	and	even	in	much	that	men	only	were	commonly	taught.	"What	a	wife	she
would	make	 for	 the	king,"	 thought	 the	minister	 to	himself,	 and	before	 long	he
had	begged	the	honour	of	her	hand	for	his	master.	She	declared	at	first	that	she
was	too	unworthy	to	accept	the	position	offered	her,	and	that	the	minister	would
soon	repent	his	choice;	but	this	only	made	him	the	more	eager,	and	in	the	end	he
gained	her	consent,	and	prevailed	on	her	to	return	with	him	at	once	to	his	own
country.
The	 minister	 then	 conducted	 the	 mother	 and	 daughter	 back	 to	 the	 ship;	 the
anchor	was	raised,	the	sails	spread,	and	a	fair	wind	was	behind	them.
Now	that	the	fog	had	lifted	they	could	see	as	they	looked	back	that,	except	just



along	the	shore,	the	island	was	bare	and	deserted	and	not	fit	for	men	to	live	in;
but	 about	 that	 nobody	 cared.	 They	 had	 a	 quick	 voyage,	 and	 in	 six	 days	 they
reached	the	land,	and	at	once	set	out	for	the	capital,	a	messenger	being	sent	on
first	by	the	minister	to	inform	the	king	of	what	had	happened.
When	 his	Majesty’s	 eyes	 fell	 on	 the	 two	 beautiful	 women,	 clad	 in	 dresses	 of
gold	and	silver,	he	forgot	his	sorrows	and	ordered	preparations	for	the	wedding
to	 be	made	without	 delay.	 In	 his	 joy	 he	 never	 remembered	 to	 inquire	 in	what
kind	of	country	the	future	queen	had	been	found.	In	fact	his	head	was	so	turned
by	the	beauty	of	the	two	ladies	that	when	the	invitations	were	sent	by	his	orders
to	all	the	great	people	in	the	kingdom,	he	did	not	even	recollect	his	two	children,
who	remained	shut	up	in	their	own	house!
After	the	marriage	the	king	ceased	to	have	any	will	of	his	own	and	did	nothing
without	consulting	his	wife.	She	was	present	at	all	his	councils,	and	her	opinion
was	asked	before	making	peace	or	war.	But	when	a	few	months	had	passed	the
king	began	to	have	doubts	as	to	whether	the	minister’s	choice	had	really	been	a
wise	one,	and	he	noticed	 that	his	children	 lived	more	and	more	 in	 their	palace
and	never	came	near	their	stepmother.
It	always	happens	that	if	a	person’s	eyes	are	once	opened	they	see	a	great	deal
more	 than	 they	ever	expected;	and	soon	 it	 struck	 the	king	 that	 the	members	of
his	court	had	a	way	of	disappearing	one	after	 the	other	without	any	reason.	At
first	he	had	not	paid	much	attention	to	the	fact,	but	merely	appointed	some	fresh
person	 to	 the	 vacant	 place.	 As,	 however,	 man	 after	 man	 vanished	 without
leaving	any	trace,	he	began	to	grow	uncomfortable	and	to	wonder	 if	 the	queen
could	have	anything	to	do	with	it.
Things	were	in	this	state	when,	one	day,	his	wife	said	to	him	that	it	was	time	for
him	to	make	a	progress	through	his	kingdom	and	see	that	his	governors	were	not
cheating	him	of	the	money	that	was	his	due.	"And	you	need	not	be	anxious	about
going,"	she	added,	"for	I	will	rule	the	country	while	you	are	away	as	carefully	as
you	could	yourself."
The	king	had	no	great	desire	to	undertake	this	journey,	but	the	queen’s	will	was
stronger	than	his,	and	he	was	too	lazy	to	make	a	fight	for	it.	So	he	said	nothing
and	set	about	his	preparations,	ordering	his	finest	ship	to	be	ready	to	carry	him
round	 the	coast.	Still	his	heart	was	heavy,	and	he	felt	uneasy,	 though	he	could
not	have	told	why;	and	the	night	before	he	was	to	start	he	went	to	the	children’s
palace	to	take	leave	of	his	son	and	daughter.
He	had	not	seen	them	for	some	time,	and	they	gave	him	a	warm	welcome,	for
they	loved	him	dearly	and	he	had	always	been	kind	to	them.	They	had	much	to
tell	him,	but	after	a	while	he	checked	their	merry	talk	and	said,	"If	I	should	never
come	back	from	this	journey	I	fear	that	it	may	not	be	safe	for	you	to	stay	here;	so
directly	 there	 are	 no	more	 hopes	 of	my	 return	 go	 instantly	 and	 take	 the	 road



eastwards	till	you	reach	a	high	mountain,	which	you	must	cross.	Once	over	the
mountain	keep	along	by	 the	side	of	a	 little	bay	 till	you	come	to	 two	 trees,	one
green	and	the	other	red,	standing	in	a	thicket,	and	so	far	back	from	the	road	that
without	 looking	for	 them	you	would	never	see	them.	Hide	each	in	the	trunk	of
one	of	the	trees	and	there	you	will	be	safe	from	all	your	enemies."
With	 these	words	 the	king	bade	 them	farewell	 and	entered	 sadly	 into	his	 ship.
For	a	few	days	the	wind	was	fair,	and	everything	seemed	going	smoothly;	then,
suddenly,	a	gale	sprang	up,	and	a	fearful	storm	of	thunder	and	lightning,	such	as
had	 never	 happened	within	 the	memory	 of	man.	 In	 spite	 of	 the	 efforts	 of	 the
frightened	 sailors	 the	vessel	was	driven	on	 the	 rocks,	 and	not	 a	man	on	board
was	saved.
That	 very	 night	 Prince	 Sigurd	 had	 a	 dream,	 in	 which	 he	 thought	 his	 father
appeared	to	him	in	dripping	clothes,	and,	taking	the	crown	from	his	head,	laid	it
at	his	son’s	feet,	leaving	the	room	as	silently	as	he	had	entered	it.
Hastily	the	prince	awoke	his	sister	Lineik,	and	they	agreed	that	their	father	must
be	 dead,	 and	 that	 they	 must	 lose	 no	 time	 in	 obeying	 his	 orders	 and	 putting
themselves	in	safety.	So	they	collected	their	jewels	and	a	few	clothes	and	left	the
house	without	being	observed	by	anyone.
They	 hurried	 on	 till	 they	 arrived	 at	 the	mountain	 without	 once	 looking	 back.
Then	Sigurd	glanced	round	and	saw	that	 their	stepmother	was	following	 them,
with	an	expression	on	her	face	which	made	her	uglier	than	the	ugliest	old	witch.
Between	her	and	them	lay	a	thick	wood,	and	Sigurd	stopped	for	a	moment	to	set
it	on	fire;	 then	he	and	his	sister	hastened	on	more	swiftly	 than	before,	 till	 they
reached	the	grove	with	the	red	and	green	trees,	into	which	they	jumped,	and	felt
that	at	last	they	were	safe.
Now,	 at	 that	 time	 there	 reigned	 over	 Greece	 a	 king	 who	 was	 very	 rich	 and
powerful,	although	his	name	has	somehow	been	forgotten.	He	had	two	children,
a	 son	 and	 a	 daughter,	 who	 were	 more	 beautiful	 and	 accomplished	 than	 any
Greeks	had	been	before,	and	they	were	the	pride	of	their	father’s	heart.
The	prince	had	no	sooner	grown	out	of	boyhood	than	he	prevailed	on	his	father
to	make	war	during	the	summer	months	on	a	neighbouring	nation,	so	as	to	give
him	 a	 chance	 of	 making	 himself	 famous.	 In	 winter,	 however,	 when	 it	 was
difficult	to	get	food	and	horses	in	that	wild	country,	the	army	was	dispersed,	and
the	prince	returned	home.
During	one	of	these	wars	he	had	heard	reports	of	the	Princess	Lineik"s	beauty,
and	 he	 resolved	 to	 seek	 her	 out,	 and	 to	 ask	 for	 her	 hand	 in	marriage.	All	 this
Blauvor,	the	queen,	found	out	by	means	of	her	black	arts,	and	when	the	prince
drew	near	the	capital	she	put	a	splendid	dress	on	her	own	daughter	and	then	went
to	meet	her	guest.



She	bade	him	welcome	to	her	palace,	and	when	they	had	finished	supper	she	told
him	 of	 the	 loss	 of	 her	 husband,	 and	 how	 there	was	 no	 one	 left	 to	 govern	 the
kingdom	but	herself.
"But	where	 is	 the	Princess	Lineik?"	 asked	 the	 prince	when	 she	 had	 ended	her
tale.
"Here,"	 answered	 the	 queen,	 bringing	 forward	 the	 girl,	 whom	 she	 had	 hereto
kept	in	the	background.
The	 prince	 looked	 at	 her	 and	was	 rather	 disappointed.	 The	maiden	was	 pretty
enough,	but	not	much	out	of	the	common.
"Oh,	 you	 must	 not	 wonder	 at	 her	 pale	 face	 and	 heavy	 eyes,"	 said	 the	 queen
hastily,	for	she	saw	what	was	passing	in	his	mind.	"She	has	never	got	over	the
loss	of	both	father	and	mother."
"That	 shows	 a	 good	 heart,"	 thought	 the	 prince;	 "and	 when	 she	 is	 happy	 her
beauty	 will	 soon	 come	 back."	 And	 without	 any	 further	 delay	 he	 begged	 the
queen	to	consent	to	their	betrothal,	for	the	marriage	must	take	place	in	his	own
country.
The	queen	was	enchanted.	She	had	hardly	expected	to	succeed	so	soon,	and	she
at	once	set	about	her	preparations.	 Indeed	she	wished	 to	 travel	with	 the	young
couple,	to	make	sure	that	nothing	should	go	wrong;	but	here	the	prince	was	firm,
that	he	would	take	no	one	with	him	but	Laufer,	whom	he	thought	was	Lineik.
They	soon	took	leave	of	the	queen,	and	set	sail	in	a	splendid	ship;	but	in	a	short
time	a	dense	fog	came	on,	and	in	the	dark	the	captain	steered	out	of	his	course,
and	they	found	themselves	in	a	bay	which	was	quite	strange	to	all	the	crew.	The
prince	ordered	a	boat	to	be	lowered,	and	went	on	shore	to	look	about	him,	and	it
was	not	long	before	he	noticed	the	two	beautiful	trees,	quite	different	from	any
that	grew	in	Greece.	Calling	one	of	the	sailors,	he	bade	him	cut	them	down,	and
carry	them	on	board	the	ship.	This	was	done,	and	as	the	sky	was	now	clear	they
put	out	to	sea,	and	arrived	in	Greece	without	any	more	adventures.
The	news	that	 the	prince	had	brought	home	a	bride	had	gone	before	them,	and
they	were	greeted	with	flowery	arches	and	crowns	of	coloured	lights.	The	king
and	 queen	met	 them	 on	 the	 steps	 of	 the	 palace,	 and	 conducted	 the	 girl	 to	 the
women’s	house,	where	she	would	have	to	remain	until	her	marriage.	The	prince
then	went	 to	his	own	rooms	and	ordered	 that	 the	 trees	should	be	brought	 in	 to
him.
	

The	next	morning	the	prince	bade	his	attendants	bring	his	future	bride	to	his	own
apartments,	and	when	she	came	he	gave	her	 silk	which	she	was	 to	weave	 into
three	 robes	 -	 one	 red,	 one	 green,	 and	 one	 blue	 -	 and	 these	must	 all	 be	 ready
before	the	wedding.	The	blue	one	was	to	be	done	first	and	the	green	last,	and	this



was	to	be	the	most	splendid	of	all,	"for	I	will	wear	it	at	our	marriage,"	said	he.
Left	alone,	Laufer	sat	and	stared	at	the	heap	of	shining	silk	before	her.	She	did
not	 know	 how	 to	 weave,	 and	 burst	 into	 tears	 as	 she	 thought	 that	 everything
would	be	discovered,	for	Lineik"s	skill	in	weaving	was	as	famous	as	her	beauty.
As	she	sat	with	her	face	hidden	and	her	body	shaken	by	sobs,	Sigurd	in	his	tree
heard	her	and	was	moved	to	pity.	"Lineik,	my	sister,"	he	called,	softly,	"Laufer	is
weeping;	help	her,	I	pray	you."
"Have	 you	 forgotten	 the	wrongs	 her	mother	 did	 to	 us"	 answered	Lineik,	 "and
that	it	is	owing	to	her	that	we	are	banished	from	home?"
But	 she	was	 not	 really	 unforgiving,	 and	 very	 soon	 she	 slid	 quietly	 out	 of	 her
hiding-place,	 and	 taking	 the	 silk	 from	 Laufer’s	 hands	 began	 to	 weave	 it.	 So
quick	 and	 clever	 was	 she	 that	 the	 blue	 dress	 was	 not	 only	 woven	 but
embroidered,	and	Lineik	was	safe	back	in	her	tree	before	the	prince	returned.
"It	is	the	most	beautiful	work	I	have	ever	seen,"	said	he,	taking	up	a	bit.	"And	I
am	sure	that	the	red	one	will	be	still	better,	because	the	stuff	is	richer,"	and	with
a	low	bow	he	left	the	room.
Laufer	had	hoped	secretly	that	when	the	prince	had	seen	the	blue	dress	finished
he	would	have	let	her	off	the	other	two;	but	when	she	found	she	was	expected	to
fulfil	 the	whole	task,	her	heart	sank	and	she	began	to	cry	loudly.	Again	Sigurd
heard	her,	and	begged	Lineik	to	come	to	her	help,	and	Lineik,	feeling	sorry	for
her	distress,	wove	and	embroidered	 the	second	dress	as	she	had	done	 the	 first,
mixing	gold	 thread	and	precious	stones	 till	you	could	hardly	see	 the	red	of	 the
stuff.	When	it	was	done	she	glided	into	her	tree	just	as	the	prince	came	in.
"You	are	as	quick	as	you	are	clever,"	said	he,	admiringly.	"This	looks	as	if	it	had
been	embroidered	by	the	fairies!	But	as	the	green	robe	must	outshine	the	other
two	I	will	give	you	three	days	in	which	to	finish	it.	After	it	is	ready	we	will	be
married	at	once."
Now,	as	he	spoke,	there	rose	up	in	Laufer’s	mind	all	the	unkind	things	that	she
and	her	mother	had	done	to	Lineik.	Could	she	hope	that	they	would	be	forgotten,
and	 that	 Lineik	 would	 come	 to	 her	 rescue	 for	 the	 third	 time?	 And	 perhaps
Lineik,	who	had	not	forgotten	the	past	either,	might	have	left	her	alone,	to	get	on
as	 best	 she	 could,	 had	 not	 Sigurd,	 her	 brother,	 implored	 her	 to	 help	 just	 once
more.	 So	 Lineik	 again	 slid	 out	 of	 her	 tree,	 and,	 to	 Laufer’s	 great	 relief,	 set
herself	to	work.	When	the	shining	green	silk	was	ready	she	caught	the	sun’s	rays
and	the	moon’s	beams	on	the	point	of	her	needle	and	wove	them	into	a	pattern
such	as	no	man	had	ever	seen.	But	it	took	a	long	time,	and	on	the	third	morning,
just	as	she	was	putting	the	last	stitches	into	the	last	flower	the	prince	came	in.
Lineik	 jumped	 up	 quickly,	 and	 tried	 to	 get	 past	 him	 back	 to	 her	 tree;	 but	 the
folds	of	the	silk	were	wrapped	round	her,	and	she	would	have	fallen	had	not	the



prince	caught	her.
"I	have	thought	for	some	time	that	all	was	not	quite	straight	here,"	said	he.	"Tell
me	who	you	are,	and	where	you	come	from?"
Lineik	then	told	her	name	and	her	story.	When	she	had	ended	the	prince	turned
angrily	 to	 Laufer,	 and	 declared	 that,	 as	 a	 punishment	 for	 her	wicked	 lies,	 she
deserved	to	die	a	shameful	death.
But	Laufer	fell	at	his	feet	and	begged	for	mercy.	It	was	her	mother’s	fault,	she
said,	"It	was	she,	and	not	I,	who	passed	me	off	as	the	Princess	Lineik.	The	only
lie	I	have	ever	told	you	was	about	the	robes,	and	I	do	not	deserve	death	for	that."
She	was	still	on	her	knees	when	Prince	Sigurd	entered	the	room.	He	prayed	the
Prince	of	Greece	to	forgive	Laufer,	which	he	did,	on	condition	that	Lineik	would
consent	to	marry	him.	"Not	till	my	stepmother	is	dead,"	answered	she,	"for	she
has	 brought	 misery	 to	 all	 that	 came	 near	 her."	 Then	 Laufer	 told	 them	 that
Blauvor	was	 not	 the	wife	 of	 a	 king,	 but	 an	 ogress	who	 had	 stolen	 her	 from	 a
neighbouring	palace	and	had	brought	her	up	as	her	daughter.	And	besides	being
an	ogress	she	was	also	a	witch,	and	by	her	black	arts	had	sunk	the	ship	in	which
the	 father	 of	 Sigurd	 and	 Lineik	 had	 set	 sail.	 It	 was	 she	 who	 had	 caused	 the
disappearance	of	the	courtiers,	for	which	no	one	could	account,	by	eating	them
during	 the	night,	and	she	hoped	 to	get	 rid	of	all	 the	people	 in	 the	country,	and
then	to	fill	the	land	with	ogres	and	ogresses	like	herself.
So	 Prince	 Sigurd	 and	 the	 Prince	 of	 Greece	 collected	 an	 army	 swiftly,	 and
marched	upon	the	town	where	Blauvor	had	her	palace.	They	came	so	suddenly
that	 no	one	knew	of	 it,	 and	 if	 they	had,	Blauvor	 had	 eaten	most	 of	 the	 strong
men;	and	others,	fearful	of	something	they	could	not	tell	what,	had	secretly	left
the	place.	Therefore	she	was	easily	captured,	and	the	next	day	was	beheaded	in
the	market-place.	Afterwards	the	two	princes	marched	back	to	Greece.
Lineik	 had	no	 longer	 any	 reason	 for	 putting	off	 her	wedding,	 and	married	 the
Prince	of	Greece	at	the	same	time	that	Sigurd	married	the	princess.	And	Laufer
remained	with	Lineik	as	her	friend	and	sister,	till	they	found	a	husband	for	her	in
a	great	nobleman;	and	all	three	couples	lived	happily	until	they	died.
	



KING	HARALD	GOES	WEST-OVER-SEAS

Adapted	from	”skald”	sagas	as	told	by	Jennie	Hall	in	Viking	Tales,	1902

	

	

NOW	MANY	MEN	HATED	KING	HARALD.	Many	a	man	said,	"Why	should
he	put	himself	up	 for	king	of	all	of	us?	He	 is	no	better	 than	 I	am.	Am	I	not	a
king's	son	as	well	as	he?	And	are	not	many	of	us	kings'	sons?	I	will	not	kneel
before	him	and	promise	to	be	his	man.	I	will	not	pay	him	taxes.	I	will	not	have
his	earl	sitting	over	me.	The	good	old	days	have	gone.	This	Norway	has	become
a	prison.	I	will	go	away	and	find	some	other	place."
So	hundreds	of	men	sailed	away.	Some	went	 to	France	and	got	 land	and	 lived
there.	Big	Rolf-go-afoot	 and	 all	 his	men	 sailed	 up	 the	 great	 French	River	 and
won	 a	 battle	 against	 the	 French	 king	 himself.	 There	 was	 no	 way	 to	 stop	 the
flashing	 of	 his	 battle-axes	 but	 to	 give	 him	what	 he	wanted.	 So	 the	 king	made
Rolf	 a	 duke,	 gave	 him	broad	 lands	 and	 gave	 him	 the	 king's	 own	 daughter	 for
wife.	Rolf	called	his	country	Normandy,	 for	old	Norway.	He	 ruled	 it	well	 and
was	a	great	lord,	and	his	sons'	sons	after	him	were	kings	of	England.
Other	Norsemen	went	to	Ireland	and	England	and	Scotland.	They	drew	up	their
boats	 on	 the	 river	 banks.	 The	 people	 ran	 away	 before	 them	 and	 gathered	 into
great	 armies	 that	 marched	 back	 to	meet	 the	 Vikings	 in	 battle.	 Sometimes	 the
Norsemen	 lost,	 but	 oftener	 they	won,	 so	 that	 they	 got	 land	 and	 lived	 in	 those
countries.	Their	houses	sat	 in	 these	strange	 lands	 like	warriors'	camps,	and	 the
Norsemen	went	among	their	new	neighbours	with	hanging	swords	and	spears	in
hand,	ever	ready	for	fight.
There	are	many	islands	north	of	Scotland.	They	are	called	the	Orkneys	and	the
Shetlands.	They	have	many	good	harbours	 for	 ships.	They	are	 little	 and	 rocky
and	bare	of	trees.	Wild	sea-birds	scream	around	them.	On	some	of	them	a	man
can	stand	in	the	middle	and	see	the	ocean	all	about	him.	Now	the	Vikings	sailed
to	these	islands	and	were	pleased.
"It	is	like	being	always	in	a	boat,"	they	said.	"This	shall	be	our	home."
So	it	went	until	all	the	lands	round	and	about	were	covered	with	Vikings.	Norse
carved	 and	 painted	 houses	 brightened	 the	 hillsides.	Viking	 ships	 sailed	 all	 the
seas	and	made	harbour	in	every	river.	Norsemen's	thralls	ploughed	the	soil	and



planted	 crops	 and	 herded	 cattle,	 and	 gold	 flowed	 into	 their	 masters'	 treasure-
chests.	Norse	warriors	walked	up	and	down	the	land,	and	no	man	dared	to	say
them	nay.
These	men	did	 not	 forget	Norway.	 In	 the	 summers	 they	 sailed	 back	 there	 and
harried	 the	 coast.	 They	 took	 gold	 and	 grain	 and	 beautiful	 cloth	 back	 to	 their
homes.	In	Norway	they	left	burning	houses	and	weeping	women.
Every	summer	King	Harald	had	out	his	ships	and	men	and	hunted	these	Vikings.
There	are	many	little	islands	about	Norway.	They	have	crags	and	caves	and	deep
woods.	Here	 the	Vikings	 hid	when	 they	 saw	King	Harald's	 ships	 coming.	But
Harald	 ran	 his	 boat	 into	 every	 creek	 and	 fiord	 and	 hunted	 in	 every	 cave	 and
through	all	 the	woods	and	among	the	crags.	He	caught	many	men,	but	most	of
them	got	away	and	went	home	laughing	at	Harald.	Then	they	came	back	the	next
summer	and	did	the	same	deeds	over	again.	At	last	King	Harald	said.	"There	is
but	one	thing	to	do.	I	must	sail	to	these	western	islands	and	whip	these	robbers	in
their	own	homes."
So	 he	 went	 with	 a	 great	 number	 of	 ships.	 He	 found	 as	 brave	men	 as	 he	 had
brought	from	Norway.	These	Vikings	had	brought	their	old	courage	to	their	new
homes.	King	Harald's	fine	ships	were	scarred	by	Viking	stones	and	scorched	by
Viking	fire.	The	shields	of	Harald's	warriors	had	dents	from	Viking	blows.	Many
of	 those	men	 carried	Viking	 scars	 all	 their	 lives.	 And	many	 of	King	Harald's
warriors	walked	the	long,	hard	road	to	Valhalla,	and	feasted	there	with	some	of
these	very	Vikings	 that	had	died	 in	King	Harald's	battles.	But	after	many	hard
fights	 on	 land	 and	 sea,	 after	many	men	 had	 died	 and	many	 had	 fled	 away	 to
other	lands,	King	Harald	won,	and	he	made	the	men	that	were	yet	in	the	islands
take	 the	 oath,	 and	 he	 left	 his	 earls	 to	 rule	 over	 them.	 Then	 he	 went	 back	 to
Norway.
"He	has	done	more	than	he	vowed	to	do,"	people	said.	"He	has	not	only	whipped
the	Vikings,	but	he	has	got	a	new	kingdom	west-over-seas."
Then	they	talked	of	that	dream	that	his	mother	had.
"King	Harald	was	that	great	tree,"	they	said.	"The	trunk	was	red	with	the	blood
of	his	many	battles,	but	higher	up	 the	 limbs	were	fair	and	green	 like	 this	good
time	of	peace.	The	topmost	branches	were	white	because	Harald	will	live	to	be
an	old	man.	Just	as	that	tree	spread	out	until	all	of	Norway	was	in	its	shade,	and
even	more	lands,	so	Harald	is	king	of	all	this	country	and	of	the	western	islands.
The	many	branches	of	that	tree	are	the	many	sons	of	Harald,	who	shall	be	earls
and	kings	in	Norway,	and	their	sons	after	them,	for	hundreds	of	years."
	



THE	WITCH	IN	THE	STONE	BOAT

Taken	from	an	original	by	Jón	Árnason	in	Skessan	á	steinnökkvanu	and	adapted
by	Andrew	Lang	in	The	Yellow	Fairy	Book,	1894

	

	

THERE	 WERE	 ONCE	 A	 KING	 AND	 a	 Queen,	 and	 they	 had	 a	 son	 called
Sigurd,	who	was	very	strong	and	active,	and	good-looking.	When	the	King	came
to	be	bowed	down	with	 the	weight	of	years	he	 spoke	 to	his	 son,	 and	 said	 that
now	it	was	time	for	him	to	look	out	for	a	fitting	match	for	himself,	for	he	did	not
know	how	long	he	might	last	now,	and	he	would	like	to	see	him	married	before
he	died.
Sigurd	was	not	averse	 to	 this,	and	asked	his	 father	where	he	 thought	 it	best	 to
look	for	a	wife.	The	King	answered	 that	 in	a	certain	country	 there	was	a	King
who	 had	 a	 beautiful	 daughter,	 and	 he	 thought	 it	 would	 be	 most	 desirable	 if
Sigurd	could	get	her.	So	the	two	parted,	and	Sigurd	prepared	for	the	journey,	and
went	to	where	his	father	had	directed	him.
He	came	 to	 the	King	and	asked	his	daughter’s	hand,	which	he	 readily	granted
him,	but	only	on	the	condition	that	he	should	remain	there	as	long	as	he	could,
for	 the	King	himself	was	not	 strong	and	not	very	able	 to	govern	his	kingdom.
Sigurd	accepted	this	condition,	but	added	that	he	would	have	to	get	leave	to	go
home	again	to	his	own	country	when	he	heard	news	of	his	father’s	death.	After
that	 Sigurd	 married	 the	 Princess,	 and	 helped	 his	 father-in-law	 to	 govern	 the
kingdom.	He	 and	 the	 Princess	 loved	 each	 other	 dearly,	 and	 after	 a	 year	 a	 son
came	to	them,	who	was	two	years	old	when	word	came	to	Sigurd	that	his	father
was	dead.	Sigurd	now	prepared	to	return	home	with	his	wife	and	child,	and	went
on	board	ship	to	go	by	sea.
They	had	sailed	for	several	days,	when	the	breeze	suddenly	fell,	and	there	came
a	dead	calm,	at	a	time	when	they	needed	only	one	day’s	voyage	to	reach	home.
Sigurd	and	his	Queen	were	one	day	on	deck,	when	most	of	the	others	on	the	ship
had	fallen	asleep.	There	they	sat	and	talked	for	a	while,	and	had	their	little	son
along	with	them.	After	a	time	Sigurd	became	so	heavy	with	sleep	that	he	could
no	longer	keep	awake,	so	he	went	below	and	lay	down,	leaving	the	Queen	alone
on	the	deck,	playing	with	her	son.



A	good	while	after	Sigurd	had	gone	below	the	Queen	saw	something	black	on
the	sea,	which	seemed	to	be	coming	nearer.	As	it	approached	she	could	make	out
that	it	was	a	boat,	and	could	see	the	figure	of	some	one	sitting	in	it	and	rowing	it.
At	 last	 the	boat	came	alongside	the	ship,	and	now	the	Queen	saw	that	 it	was	a
stone	boat,	out	of	which	there	came	up	on	board	the	ship	a	fearfully	ugly	Witch.
The	 Queen	 was	 more	 frightened	 than	 words	 can	 describe,	 and	 could	 neither
speak	a	word	nor	move	from	the	place	so	as	to	awaken	the	King	or	the	sailors.
The	Witch	came	right	up	to	the	Queen,	took	the	child	from	her	and	laid	it	on	the
deck;	then	she	took	the	Queen,	and	stripped	her	of	all	her	fine	clothes,	which	she
proceeded	to	put	on	herself,	and	looked	then	like	a	human	being.	Last	of	all	she
took	the	Queen,	put	her	into	the	boat,	and	said,	"This	spell	I	lay	upon	you,	that
you	slacken	not	your	course	until	you	come	to	my	brother	in	the	Underworld."
The	Queen	sat	stunned	and	motionless,	but	the	boat	at	once	shot	away	from	the
ship	with	her,	and	before	long	she	was	out	of	sight.
When	 the	boat	could	no	 longer	be	seen	 the	child	began	 to	cry,	and	 though	 the
Witch	tried	to	quiet	it	she	could	not	manage	it;	so	she	went	below	to	where	the
King	was	sleeping	with	the	child	on	her	arm,	and	awakened	him,	scolding	him
for	 leaving	 them	alone	on	deck,	while	he	and	all	 the	crew	were	asleep.	 It	was
great	carelessness	of	him,	she	said,	to	leave	no	one	to	watch	the	ship	with	her.
Sigurd	was	greatly	surprised	to	hear	his	Queen	scold	him	so	much,	for	she	had
never	said	an	angry	word	to	him	before;	but	he	thought	it	was	quite	excusable	in
this	case,	and	tried	to	quiet	the	child	along	with	her,	but	it	was	no	use.	Then	he
went	 and	wakened	 the	 sailors,	 and	bade	 them	hoist	 the	 sails,	 for	 a	 breeze	had
sprung	up	and	was	blowing	straight	towards	the	harbour.
They	 soon	 reached	 the	 land	which	 Sigurd	was	 to	 rule	 over,	 and	 found	 all	 the
people	sorrowful	for	the	old	King’s	death,	but	they	became	glad	when	they	got
Sigurd	back	to	the	Court,	and	made	him	King	over	them.
The	King’s	son,	however,	hardly	ever	stopped	crying	from	the	time	he	had	been
taken	from	his	mother	on	the	deck	of	the	ship,	although	he	had	always	been	such
a	good	child	before,	so	that	at	last	the	King	had	to	get	a	nurse	for	him	-	one	of
the	 maids	 of	 the	 Court.	 As	 soon	 as	 the	 child	 got	 into	 her	 charge	 he	 stopped
crying,	and	behaved	well	as	before.
After	the	sea-voyage	it	seemed	to	the	King	that	the	Queen	had	altered	very	much
in	many	ways,	 and	not	 for	 the	better.	He	 thought	her	much	more	haughty	and
stubborn	and	difficult	to	deal	with	than	she	used	to	be.	Before	long	others	began
to	notice	this	as	well	as	the	King.	In	the	Court	there	were	two	young	fellows,	one
of	 eighteen	 years	 old,	 the	 other	 of	 nineteen,	 who	 were	 very	 fond	 of	 playing
chess,	and	often	sat	long	inside	playing	at	it.	Their	room	was	next	the	Queen"s,
and	often	during	the	day	they	heard	the	Queen	talking.
One	day	they	paid	more	attention	than	usual	when	they	heard	her	talk,	and	put



their	ears	close	to	a	crack	in	the	wall	between	the	rooms,	and	heard	the	Queen
say	quite	plainly,	"When	I	yawn	a	little,	 then	I	am	a	nice	little	maiden;	when	I
yawn	half-way,	then	I	am	half	a	troll;	and	when	I	yawn	fully,	then	I	am	a	troll
altogether."
As	 she	 said	 this	 she	 yawned	 tremendously,	 and	 in	 a	 moment	 had	 put	 on	 the
appearance	of	a	fearfully	ugly	troll.	Then	there	came	up	through	the	floor	of	the
room	 a	 three-headed	Giant	with	 a	 trough	 full	 of	meat,	who	 saluted	 her	 as	 his
sister	and	set	down	the	trough	before	her.	She	began	to	eat	out	of	it,	and	never
stopped	till	she	had	finished	it.	The	young	fellows	saw	all	this	going	on,	but	did
not	 hear	 the	 two	 of	 them	 say	 anything	 to	 each	 other.	 They	 were	 astonished
though	at	how	greedily	the	Queen	devoured	the	meat,	and	how	much	she	ate	of
it,	and	were	no	longer	surprised	that	she	took	so	little	when	she	sat	at	table	with
the	King.	As	soon	as	she	had	finished	it	the	Giant	disappeared	with	the	trough	by
the	same	way	as	he	had	come,	and	the	Queen	returned	to	her	human	shape.
Now	we	must	go	back	to	the	King’s	son	after	he	had	been	put	in	charge	of	the
nurse.	One	evening,	after	she	had	lit	a	candle	and	was	holding	the	child,	several
planks	 sprang	 up	 in	 the	 floor	 of	 the	 room,	 and	 out	 at	 the	 opening	 came	 a
beautiful	woman	dressed	 in	white,	with	an	 iron	belt	 round	her	waist,	 to	which
was	fastened	an	iron	chain	that	went	down	into	the	ground.	The	woman	came	up
to	the	nurse,	took	the	child	from	her,	and	pressed	it	to	her	breast;	then	she	gave	it
back	to	the	nurse	and	returned	by	the	same	way	as	she	had	come,	and	the	floor
closed	over	her	again.	Although	the	woman	had	not	spoken	a	single	word	to	her,
the	nurse	was	very	much	frightened,	but	told	no	one	about	it.
Next	evening	the	same	thing	happened	again,	 just	as	before,	but	as	 the	woman
was	going	away	she	said	in	a	sad	tone,	"Two	are	gone,	and	one	only	is	left,"	and
then	disappeared	as	before.	The	nurse	was	still	more	frightened	when	she	heard
the	woman	say	this,	and	thought	that	perhaps	some	danger	was	hanging	over	the
child,	 though	she	had	no	 ill-opinion	of	 the	unknown	woman,	who,	 indeed,	had
behaved	towards	the	child	as	if	it	were	her	own.	The	most	mysterious	thing	was
the	woman	 saying	 "and	only	one	 is	 left;"	 but	 the	nurse	guessed	 that	 this	must
mean	that	only	one	day	was	left,	since	she	had	come	for	two	days	already.
At	 last	 the	nurse	made	up	her	mind	 to	go	 to	 the	King,	and	 told	him	the	whole
story,	and	asked	him	to	be	present	 in	person	next	day	about	 the	 time	when	the
woman	usually	came.	The	King	promised	to	do	so,	and	came	to	the	nurse’s	room
a	 little	 before	 the	 time,	 and	 sat	 down	 on	 a	 chair	with	 his	 drawn	 sword	 in	 his
hand.	 Soon	 after	 the	 planks	 in	 the	 floor	 sprang	 up	 as	 before,	 and	 the	woman
came	up,	dressed	 in	white,	with	 the	 iron	belt	and	chain.	The	King	saw	at	once
that	 it	was	his	own	Queen,	and	immediately	hewed	asunder	 the	 iron	chain	that
was	fastened	to	the	belt.	This	was	followed	by	such	noises	and	crashings	down
in	 the	earth	 that	all	 the	King’s	Palace	shook,	so	 that	no	one	expected	anything
else	than	to	see	every	bit	of	it	shaken	to	pieces.	At	last,	however,	the	noises	and



shaking	stopped,	and	they	began	to	come	to	themselves	again.
The	King	and	Queen	embraced	each	other,	and	she	 told	him	 the	whole	story	 -
how	the	Witch	came	to	the	ship	when	they	were	all	asleep	and	sent	her	off	in	the
boat.	After	 she	 had	 gone	 so	 far	 that	 she	 could	 not	 see	 the	 ship,	 she	 sailed	 on
through	darkness	until	she	landed	beside	a	three-headed	Giant.	The	Giant	wished
her	to	marry	him,	but	she	refused;	whereupon	he	shut	her	up	by	herself,	and	told
her	she	would	never	get	free	until	she	consented.	After	a	time	she	began	to	plan
how	to	get	her	freedom,	and	at	last	told	him	that	she	would	consent	if	he	would
allow	her	to	visit	her	son	on	earth	three	days	on	end.	This	he	agreed	to,	but	put
on	her	this	iron	belt	and	chain,	the	other	end	of	which	he	fastened	round	his	own
waist,	 and	 the	 great	 noises	 that	were	 heard	when	 the	King	 cut	 the	 chain	must
have	been	caused	by	the	Giant’s	falling	down	the	underground	passage	when	the
chain	gave	way	so	suddenly.	The	Giant’s	dwelling,	indeed,	was	right	under	the
Palace,	 and	 the	 terrible	 shakings	must	 have	 been	 caused	 by	 him	 in	 his	 death-
throes.
The	King	now	understood	how	 the	Queen	he	had	had	 for	 some	 time	past	 had
been	so	ill-tempered.	He	at	once	had	a	sack	drawn	over	her	head	and	made	her
be	 stoned	 to	 death,	 and	 after	 that	 torn	 in	 pieces	 by	 untamed	 horses.	 The	 two
young	fellows	also	told	now	what	they	had	heard	and	seen	in	the	Queen"s	room,
for	before	 this	 they	had	been	afraid	 to	say	anything	about	 it,	on	account	of	 the
Queen"s	power.
The	real	Queen	was	now	restored	to	all	her	dignity,	and	was	beloved	by	all.	The
nurse	was	married	 to	 a	 nobleman,	 and	 the	King	 and	Queen	 gave	 her	 splendid
presents.
	



HOMES	IN	ICELAND

Adapted	from	”skald”	sagas	as	told	by	Jennie	Hall	in	Viking	Tales,	1902

	

	

MEN	HAD	BEEN	FEASTING	IN	INGOLF'S	house.	But	there	was	no	laughing
and	no	shouting	of	 jokes.	Ingolf	sat	 in	his	high	seat	frowning	and	gloomy.	His
head	hung	on	his	breast.	He	was	staring	into	the	fire.	Now	he	raised	his	head	and
looked	about	the	hall.
"Comrades,"	 he	 said,	 "what	 shall	we	 do?	Herstein	 and	Holmstein	 died	 by	 our
swords.	 Their	 kinsmen	 hunger	 to	 kill	 us.	 Besides,	 when	 Harald	 hears	 of	 our
deed,	 there	will	not	be	a	safe	place	 in	Norway	for	us.	He	will	never	 let	a	man
fight	out	an	honest	quarrel.	Where	shall	we	go?"
A	man	stood	up	from	the	bench.
"We	have	friends	in	the	Shetlands,"	he	said.	"Let	us	find	homes	there."
Then	Leif,	in	the	high	seat	opposite	Ingolf,	stood	up.
"No,	not	 the	Shetlands,	my	 foster-brother.	They	are	crowded	already.	Besides,
Harald	will	not	 long	keep	his	hands	off	 them.	Then	they	will	be	no	better	 than
Norway.	England	and	Ireland	and	Scotland	are	old.	My	eyes	ache	for	something
new.	What	of	that	far	island	that	Floki	found?	It	is	empty.	We	could	choose	our
land	from	the	whole	country.	There	is	good	fishing.	There	are	green	valleys.	And
Butter	Thorolf	says	that	butter	drops	from	every	weed.	There	are	mountains	and
deserts	where	we	may	find	adventure.	I	say,	let	us	steer	for	Iceland!"
When	he	stopped,	many	of	the	men	shouted,	"Yes!	Iceland!"
But	an	old	man	stood	up.	"We	have	all	laughed	at	that	tale	of	Butter	Thorolf's,"
he	said.	 "But	Floki	himself	 said	 that	 the	 sea	about	 the	 island	 is	 full	of	 ice	 that
pushes	upon	the	land,	that	no	ship	can	live	in	that	water	in	the	winter,	that	great
mountains	of	ice	cover	the	island.	Did	not	all	his	cattle	die	there	of	hunger	and
cold,	and	did	he	not	come	back	to	Norway	cursing	Iceland?"
"Oh,	Sighvat,	you	are	old	and	fearful,"	called	out	Leif,	and	he	laughed.
Then	he	stretched	himself	up	and	threw	back	his	head.
"Are	 we	 afraid	 of	 ice?	 Have	 we	 not	 seen	 angry	 water	 before?	 I	 have	 been



hungry,	but	I	have	never	died	of	it.	Surely	if	there	are	fish	in	the	sea	and	grass	in
the	valleys,	we	can	live	there.	I	should	like	to	stand	on	a	hill	and	look	around	on
a	wide	land	and	think,	'This	is	all	ours,'	and	out	upon	a	rough	sea	and	think,	'Far
off	there	are	our	foes	and	they	dare	not	come	over	to	us.'	Besides,	we	shall	have
no	Shockhead	Harald	to	lord	it	over	us.	We	can	come	and	go	and	feast	and	fight
as	we	please.	We	shall	be	our	own	kings.	And	our	ships	will	be	always	waiting
to	take	us	away,	when	we	are	weary	of	it.	And	we	shall	see	things	that	other	men
have	 never	 seen.	 I	 am	 tired	 of	 the	 old	 things.	 Perhaps	 in	 after	 days	men	will
make	 songs	 about	 'those	 foster-brothers,	 Ingolf	 and	 Leif,	 who	 made	 a	 new
country	in	a	wonderful	land,	and	whose	sons	and	grandsons	are	mighty	men	in
Iceland!'"
Ingolf	leaped	up	from	his	chair.	"By	the	strong	arm	of	Thor!"	he	cried,	"I	like	the
sound	of	it.	Now	I	make	my	vow."	He	raised	his	drinking-horn.	"I	vow	that	I	will
find	this	Iceland	and	pass	the	winter	there,	and	that	if	man	can	live	upon	it	I	will
go	back	there	and	set	up	my	home."
"And	I	vow	that	I	will	follow	my	foster-brother,"	cried	Leif.
And	many	men	vowed	to	go.
So	 on	 the	 next	 day	 they	 began	 to	 make	 ready	 a	 boat.	 They	 looked	 her	 over
carefully	and	caulked	every	seam	and	freshly	painted	her	and	put	into	her	their
strongest	oars	and	made	her	a	new	sail.
"This	will	be	the	longest	voyage	that	she	ever	made,"	Ingolf	said.
When	 the	work	was	done,	 they	put	 into	 her	 great	 stores,	 axes,	 hammers,	 fish-
nets,	cooking-kettles,	kegs	of	ale,	chests	of	hard	bread,	chests	of	smoked	meat,
brass	kettles	full	of	flour,	skin	bottles	of	water.	They	stowed	these	things	away	in
the	ends	of	the	ship.	When	they	were	ready	they	put	in	four	head	of	cattle.
"We	shall	need	the	milk	and	perhaps	the	meat,"	Ingolf	said.
Many	men	wished	to	go,	but	Ingolf	had	said,	"There	is	little	room	to	spare	and
little	 food	 and	 drink.	 I	 have	 planned	 for	 half	 a	 year.	 But	 perhaps	we	must	 be
sailing	longer	than	that.	Our	food	may	run	short.	We	must	not	have	extra	mouths
to	feed.	There	are	thirty	oars	in	our	boat.	I	will	take	only	one	man	for	every	oar,
and	Leif	and	I	will	steer."
So	 they	 started	 off.	 Leif	 stood	 in	 the	 prow	 leaning	 forward	 and	 looking	 far
ahead,	and	he	sang,	“What	does	the	swimming	dragon	smell?	A	stormy	sea,	an
empty	land,	Hunger,	darkness,	giants,	fire.	Leif	and	his	sword	do	laugh	at	that."
They	sailed	for	days	and	saw	no	land.	Sometimes	they	passed	ships	and	always
made	sure	to	sail	close	enough	to	hail	them.
"Where	are	you	going?"	Ingolf	would	call.
"To	Norway,"	would	come	back	the	answer.



"For	trade	or	fight?"	Leif	would	shout.
Then	would	ring	out	a	great	laugh	from	that	boat	and	this	answer,	"A	shut	mouth
is	a	good	friend."
So	the	two	ships	sailed	on,	and	the	men	were	glad	to	have	heard	a	greeting	and
to	have	called	one.
But	at	last	there	were	the	Shetlands.
"We	will	go	in	here	and	rest,"	Ingolf	said.
When	they	rowed	to	shore	a	certain	Shetland	man	stood	there.	He	watched	them
land	and	looked	them	all	over.	Then	he	walked	up	to	Ingolf	and	said,	"You	look
like	brave	men.	Welcome	to	Shetland.	You	shall	come	to	my	house	and	rest	your
legs	from	ship-going	and	fill	your	stomachs.	I	hunger	for	news	of	Norway."
So	they	went	to	his	house	and	stayed	there	for	three	days.	And	good	it	seemed	to
be	near	a	fire	and	in	a	quiet	bed	and	before	a	steaming	platter.	When	they	went
to	the	shore	to	start	off	again,	the	Shetland	man	had	his	thralls	carry	a	keg	of	ale
and	a	great	kettle	of	cooked	meat	and	put	them	into	the	ship.
"Think	of	me	when	you	eat	this,"	he	said.
Then	the	Norsemen	put	to	sea	again	and	sailed	for	a	long	time.
One	day	a	terrible	storm	came	up;	the	sky	was	black;	the	wind	howled	through
the	ship.	Great	waves	leaped	in	the	sea.
"Down	with	the	sail	and	out	with	the	oars!"	Ingolf	shouted.
So	the	men	furled	the	sail	and	took	down	the	mast	and	laid	it	along	the	bottom	of
the	 boat.	As	 they	worked,	 one	man	was	washed	 overboard	 and	 drowned.	 The
men	sat	down	to	row,	but	the	tumbling	waves	tossed	the	boat	about	and	poured
over	her	and	broke	three	of	the	oars.	But	still	the	men	held	on.	They	were	wet	to
the	skin	and	were	cold,	and	their	arms	and	legs	ached	with	the	hard	work,	and
they	were	hungry	from	the	long	waiting,	but	not	one	face	was	white	with	fear.
"Ran,	in	her	caves	under	sea,	wants	us	for	company	to-night,"	Ingolf	laughed.
So	 they	 tossed	 about	 all	 night,	 but	 in	 the	morning	 the	wind	 died	 down.	Great
waves	still	rolled,	and	for	days	the	sea	was	rough,	but	they	could	put	up	the	sail.
Then	one	day	Leif,	as	he	sat	in	the	pilot's	seat,	jumped	to	his	feet	and	sang,	"To
eyes	grown	tired	with	looking	far,	All	at	once	appeared	an	island,	A	stretching-
place	for	sea-legs,	A	quiet	bed	for	backs	grown	stiff	On	rowing-bench	on	rolling
sea.	A	place	to	build	a	red	fire	And	thaw	the	blood	that	sea-winds	froze."
But	 when	 they	 came	 near	 they	 saw	 no	 place	 to	 land.	 The	 island	 was	 like	 a
mountain	of	 rock	standing	out	of	 the	water.	The	sides	were	 steep	and	smooth.
They	sailed	around	it,	but	found	no	place	to	climb	up.
"There	are	many	other	islands	here,"	said	Leif.	"We	will	try	another."



So	he	steered	to	another.	It,	too,	was	a	steep	rock,	but	one	side	sloped	down	to
the	water	and	was	green	with	grass.
"Oh,	I	have	not	seen	anything	so	good	as	that	green	grass	since	I	looked	into	my
mother's	face,"	one	man	said.
There	was	a	little	harbour	there.	The	men	rowed	in	and	quickly	jumped	out	and
put	 the	 rollers	 under	 the	 ship	 and	 pulled	 her	 upon	 shore.	 Then	 they	 threw
themselves	down	on	 the	grass	 and	 rolled	and	 stretched	 their	 arms	and	 shouted
for	 joy.	After	 that	 they	built	a	 fire	and	warmed	 themselves	and	cooked	a	meal
and	ate	like	wolves.	They	slept	there	that	night.
In	the	morning	before	Ingolf's	men	started	away	they	were	standing	high	up	on
the	hillside,	 looking	about.	They	saw	no	houses	on	any	of	the	islands,	but	they
saw	smoke	rise	from	one	hillside.
"Some	other	men,	like	us,	weary	of	the	sea	and	stopping	to	rest,"	said	Ingolf.
They	saw	the	island	that	they	had	sailed	around	the	night	before.
"There	can	surely	be	nothing	but	birds'	nests	on	top	of	that,"	Sighvat	said.
"Look!"	cried	another,	pointing.
Men	were	standing	on	the	flat	top	of	that	island.	They	were	letting	a	boat	down
the	steep	side	with	ropes.	When	it	struck	the	water,	they	made	a	rope	fast	to	the
rock	and	slid	down	it	into	the	ship	and	sailed	off.
"Some	 robber	 Vikings	 from	 Scotland	 or	 Ireland,"	 laughed	 Leif.	 "It	 is	 a	 good
hiding	place	for	treasure."
Soon	Ingolf	and	his	men	got	into	their	ship	and	were	off.	Old	Sighvat	grumbled.
"Is	 this	 land	not	new	enough	and	empty	enough	and	far	enough?	I	am	tired	of
sea,	sea,	sea,	and	nothing	else."
"We	started	for	Iceland,"	said	Ingolf,	"and	I	will	not	stop	before	I	come	there.	I
have	a	vow.	Did	you	make	none,	Sighvat?"
Then	they	were	on	the	water	again	for	weeks	with	no	sight	of	land.
"Oh!	I	would	give	my	right	hand	to	see	a	dragon	pawing	the	water	off	there	and
to	fling	a	word	to	its	men,"	Sighvat	said.
"No	 hope	 of	 that,"	 replied	 Ingolf.	 "Only	 three	 dragons	 before	 ours	 have	 ever
swept	this	water,	and	men	are	not	sailing	this	way	for	pleasure	or	riches."
So	only	 the	desolate	 sea	stretched	around	 them.	Sometimes	 it	was	smooth	and
shining	under	the	sun.	Often	it	was	torn	by	winds,	and	a	grey	sky	hung	over	it,
and	the	men	were	drenched	with	rain.	Once	they	ran	into	a	fog.	For	three	days
and	nights	 they	could	not	 see	 sun	or	 stars	 to	 steer	by.	They	 forgot	which	way
was	north.	When	after	 three	days	 the	 fog	 lifted,	 they	 found	 that	 they	had	been



going	in	the	wrong	direction,	and	they	had	to	turn	around	and	sail	all	that	weary
way	over	again.	But	at	last	one	afternoon	they	saw	a	white	cloud	resting	on	the
water	far	off.	As	they	sailed	toward	it,	it	grew	into	long	stretches	of	black,	hilly
shore	with	a	blue	ice	mountain	rising	from	it.	The	sun	was	going	down	behind
that	 mountain,	 and	 long	 lines	 of	 pink	 and	 of	 shining	 green,	 and	 great	 purple
shadows	streaked	the	blue.
"It	is	Iceland!"	shouted	the	men.
"It	is	like	Asgard	the	Shining,"	Ingolf	said.
But	it	was	still	far	off.	Men	can	see	a	long	way	there	because	the	air	is	so	clear.
So	Ingolf	and	his	people	sailed	on	for	hours	and	at	last	came	into	a	harbour.	A
little	green	valley	sloped	up	 from	 it.	On	one	side	was	 the	bright	 ice	mountain.
Back	of	it	were	bare	black	and	red	hills.	In	that	valley	Ingolf	and	his	men	drew
up	 their	boat	and	camped.	At	 supper	 that	night	one	of	 the	men	said,	 "I	almost
think	I	never	felt	a	fire	before	or	had	warm	food	in	my	mouth."
The	men	laughed.
"It	is	four	months	since	we	left	Norway,"	Ingolf	said.	"Few	men	have	ever	been
on	the	sea	so	long."
That	night	they	put	up	the	awning	in	the	boat	and	slept	under	it.
After	 that	some	men	went	fishing	every	day	in	the	rowboat	 that	 they	had.	And
Ingolf	 took	others,	and	 they	sailed	along	 the	shore,	 seeing	what	kind	of	a	 land
this	was.	But	winter	began	to	come	on.	Then	Ingolf	said,	"Remember	what	Floki
said	of	the	ice	and	the	rough	sea	in	winter.	Soon	we	cannot	sail	any	longer.	Let
us	choose	a	place	to	stay	and	build	a	hut	there	and	cut	hay	for	our	cattle."
So	they	did.	Their	hut	was	a	little	mean	thing	of	stones	and	turf.	They	kept	the
cattle	and	the	hay	in	it.	Sometimes	they	slept	there,	when	it	was	very	cold.	But
most	of	the	time	they	ate	and	slept	by	a	great	bonfire	out	of	doors	where	it	was
clean.
Leif	 said,	 "I	 like	 the	 cold	 air	 of	 the	 sea	 better	 than	 the	 bad-smelling	 air	 of	 a
house,	even	though	it	is	warm."
Now	every	day	Ingolf	and	Leif	and	some	of	the	men	walked	about	the	island.	At
night	 they	all	sat	around	the	campfire	and	 talked	of	what	 they	had	seen	during
the	day.
"This	 is	surely	a	wonderful	 land,"	Ingolf	said	once.	"It	 is	at	 the	same	time	like
Niflheim	and	like	Asgard.	Here	is	a	spot	green	and	soft,	a	sweet	cradle	for	men.
Next	it	is	a	mountain	of	ice	where	men	would	freeze	to	death.	And	next	to	that	is
a	hill	of	rock	that	seems	to	have	come	out	of	some	great	fire.	Yesterday	I	saw	a
cave	on	the	seashore.	The	door	of	it	was	big	enough	for	a	giant.	The	waves	broke
at	the	doorstep.	A	terrible	roaring	came	from	the	cave.	I	think	it	is	the	home	of	a



giant.	I	think	that	giants	of	fire	and	giants	of	frost	made	this	island.	I	have	seen
great	basins	in	the	rocks	filled	with	warm	water.	They	looked	like	giants'	bath-
tubs.	I	have	seen	boiling	water	shoot	up	out	of	 the	ground.	I	have	walked,	and
have	 felt	 and	 heard	 a	 great	 rumbling	 under	 me	 as	 though	 some	 giant	 were
sleeping	there	and	turning	over	in	his	sleep.	One	day	I	stood	on	a	mountain	and
looked	 inland.	 There	 was	 a	 wide	 desert	 of	 sand	 and	 black	 and	 red	 rock	 with
nothing	growing	on	it.	The	fierce	wind	blew	dirt	into	my	eyes,	and	the	cold	of	it
froze	the	marrow	in	my	bones.	When	I	have	seen	these	things	I	have	cursed	the
country,	and	have	said,	 'The	gods	hate	Iceland.	I	will	not	stay	here.'	But	 then	I
have	walked	 through	 beautiful	warm	valleys	where	 the	winds	 did	 not	 come.	 I
saw	in	my	mind	the	flowers	that	we	found	last	summer.	I	saw	our	cattle	feeding
on	the	sweet	grass.	I	thought	of	the	sea	full	of	good	fish.	I	saw	my	house	built
among	green	fields,	and	my	wife	sitting	 in	her	home,	and	my	children	playing
among	the	flowers	and	making	up	tales	about	the	bright	ice	mountains.	I	saw	the
wide,	rough	seas	between	me	and	Harald	and	our	foes.	Then	I	thought	to	myself,
'It	is	the	sweetest	home	on	earth.'	As	for	me,	I	am	coming	here	to	live.	What	do
you	say,	comrades?"
"Have	I	not	vowed	to	follow	you,	foster-brother?"	said	Leif.	"And	indeed	I	never
saw	a	land	that	I	liked	better.	I	don't	believe	in	your	giants.	My	sword	is	my	god,
and	my	ship	is	my	temple,	and	I	like	this	land	to	set	them	up	in."
They	sat	about	the	fire	long	that	night	making	plans.
"You	shall	go	home	and	get	our	women	and	our	things,	Ingolf,"	said	Leif.	"I	will
off	to	Ireland	and	have	a	frolic.	There	will	be	little	play	of	swords	in	this	empty
land,	and	I	want	to	have	one	last	game	before	I	hang	up	my	battle-knife.	Besides,
I	will	come	to	you	with	a	ship	full	of	gold	and	clothes	and	house-hangings	such
as	we	cannot	get	here,	and	they	will	cost	me	nothing	but	the	swing	of	a	sword."
As	they	talked,	Ingolf	looked	up	at	the	sky.	The	northern	lights	were	quivering
there.	They	were	like	great	flames	of	yellow	and	green	and	red.
"See,"	he	said,	and	pointed.	"We	are	not	so	far	that	the	gods	will	forget	us.	There
is	the	flash	of	the	armour	of	the	Valkyries.	A	battle	is	on	somewhere,	and	Odin
has	sent	his	maidens	to	choose	the	heroes	for	Valhalla."
Leif	only	laughed	and	lay	down	to	sleep.
So	in	the	spring	they	all	went	back	to	Norway.	Leif	got	ready	the	boat	again	and
merrily	sailed	for	Ireland.
"Here	I	go	to	get	riches	for	our	new	land,"	he	said.
Ingolf	set	his	men	to	cutting	down	pines	in	the	forest	and	some	to	building	a	new
ship.	He	had	his	thralls	plant	large	crops	of	grain	and	grind	flour	and	make	new
kegs	and	chests	of	wood.	He	himself	worked	much	at	the	forge,	making	all	kinds
of	 tools	 -	 spades,	 axes,	 hammers,	 hunting-knives,	 cooking	kettles.	The	women



were	busy	weaving	and	sewing	new	clothes.	Ingolf	sold	his	house	and	land	and
everything	that	he	could	not	take	with	him.
After	 about	 two	 years	 Leif	 came	 back.	 He	 had	 ten	 thralls	 that	 he	 had	 got	 in
Ireland.	He	 took	 Ingolf	 aboard	 his	 ship	 and	 raised	 the	 covers	 of	 great	 chests.
Gold	 helmets,	 silver-trimmed	 drinking-horns,	 embroidered	 robes,	 and	 swords
flashed	out.
"Did	I	not	say	that	I	would	come	back	with	a	full	ship?"	he	laughed.
At	last	all	things	were	ready	for	starting.
"To-day	I	will	sacrifice	to	Thor	and	Odin,"	Ingolf	said.	"If	the	omens	are	good
we	will	start	to-morrow."
"Well,	go,	foster-brother,"	laughed	Leif.	"But	I	have	better	things	to	do.	I	will	be
putting	the	cattle	into	the	ship	and	will	have	everything	ready."
So	Ingolf	and	his	men	went	into	the	forests	a	little	way.	There	in	a	cleared	space
stood	a	large	building.	In	front	of	this	temple	the	men	killed	two	horses	for	Odin.
Ingolf	caught	some	of	the	blood	in	a	brass	bowl.	He	raised	it	and	looked	up	at
the	sky	and	said,	"All-wise	and	all-father	Odin,	and	Thor	who	loves	the	thunder,
I	give	these	horses	to	you.	Tell	me	whether	it	is	your	will	that	we	go	to	Iceland."
As	he	said	that,	a	raven	flew	over	his	head.	Ingolf	watched	it.
"It	 is	Odin's	will	 that	we	go,"	he	said.	"He	sent	his	raven	to	tell	us.	It	 is	flying
straight	toward	Iceland."
The	men	shouted	with	joy	at	that.
Now	they	hung	some	of	the	meat	of	the	horses	on	a	tree	near	the	temple.
"For	the	ravens	of	Odin,"	they	said.
Ingolf	carried	the	bowl	of	blood	into	the	temple.	He	went	through	the	feast	hall
in	front	to	a	little	room	at	the	back.	Here	stood	wooden	statues	of	the	gods	in	a
semicircle.	Before	them	was	a	stone	altar.	Ingolf	took	a	little	brush	of	twigs	that
lay	on	it	and	dipped	it	into	the	blood	and	sprinkled	the	statues.
"You	shall	taste	of	our	sacrifice,"	he	said.	"Look	kindly	on	us	from	your	happy
seats	in	Asgard."
Then	 they	went	 into	 the	 feast	hall.	There	 thralls	were	boiling	 the	horseflesh	 in
pots	 over	 the	 fire.	 The	 tables	 were	 standing	 ready	 before	 the	 benches.	 Ingolf
walked	to	the	high	seat.	All	the	others	took	their	places	at	the	benches.	When	the
horns	 came	 round,	 Ingolf	 made	 this	 vow,	 "I	 vow	 that	 I	 will	 build	 my	 house
wherever	these	pillars	lead	me."
He	put	his	hand	upon	a	tall	post	that	stood	beside	the	high	seat.	There	was	one	at
each	side.	They	were	the	front	posts	of	the	chair.	But	they	stood	up	high,	almost
to	 the	 roof.	They	were	wonderfully	carved	and	painted	with	men	and	dragons.



On	the	top	of	each	one	was	a	little	statue	of	Thor	with	his	hammer.
At	the	end	of	the	feast	Ingolf	had	his	thralls	dig	these	pillars	up.	He	had	a	little
bronze	chest	filled	with	the	earth	that	was	under	the	altar.
"I	will	take	the	pillars	of	my	high	seat	to	Iceland,"	he	said,	"and	I	will	set	up	my
altar	there	upon	the	soil	of	Norway,	the	soil	that	all	my	ancestors	have	trod,	the
soil	that	Thor	loves."
So	they	carried	the	pillars	and	the	chest	of	earth	and	the	statues	of	the	gods,	and
put	them	into	Ingolf's	boat.
"It	is	a	well-packed	ship,"	the	men	said.	"There	is	no	spot	to	spare."
Tools,	and	chests	of	food,	and	tubs	of	drink,	and	chests	of	clothes,	and	fishing
nets	were	stowed	in	the	bows	of	both	boats.	In	the	bottom	were	laid	some	long,
heavy,	hewn	logs.
"The	trees	in	Iceland	are	little,"	Ingolf	said.	"We	must	take	the	great	beams	for
our	homes	with	us."
Standing	 on	 these	 logs	were	 a	 few	 cattle	 and	 sheep	 and	 horses	 and	 pigs.	 The
rowers'	benches	were	along	the	sides.	In	the	stern	of	each	boat	was	a	little	cabin.
Here	 the	women	 and	 children	were	 to	 sleep.	But	 the	men	would	 sleep	 on	 the
timbers	 in	 the	middle	 of	 the	 boat	 and	 perhaps	 they	would	 put	 up	 the	 awning
sometimes.
At	last	everyone	was	aboard.	Men	loosed	the	rope	that	held	the	boats.	The	ships
flashed	down	the	rollers	into	the	water,	and	Ingolf	and	Leif	were	off	for	Iceland.
As	 they	 sailed	 away	 everyone	 looked	back	 at	 the	 shore	 of	 old	Norway.	There
were	tears	in	the	women's	eyes.	Helga,	Leif's	wife,	sang:
"There	was	I	born.	There	was	I	wed.	There	are	my	father's	bones.	There	are	the
hills	and	fields,	The	streams	and	rocks	that	I	love.	There	are	houses	and	temples,
Women	and	warriors	and	feasts,	Ships	and	songs	and	fights	-	A	crowded,	joyous
land.	I	go	to	an	empty	land."
There	was	the	same	long	voyage	with	storm	and	fog.	But	at	last	the	people	saw
again	the	white	cloud	and	saw	it	growing	into	land	and	mountains.	Then	Ingolf
took	the	pillars	of	his	high	seat	and	threw	them	overboard.
"Guide	them	to	a	good	place,	Oh	Thor!"	he	cried.
The	waves	caught	them	up	and	rolled	them	about.	Ingolf	followed	them	with	his
ship.	But	soon	a	storm	came	up.	The	men	had	to	take	down	the	sails	and	masts,
and	they	could	do	nothing	with	their	oars.	The	two	ships	tossed	about	in	the	sea
wherever	the	waves	sent	them.	The	pillars	drifted	away,	and	Ingolf	could	not	see
them.
"Remember	your	pillars,	Oh	Thor!"	he	cried.



Then	he	saw	that	Leif's	ship	was	being	driven	far	off.
"Ah,	my	 foster-brother,"	 he	 thought,	 "shall	 I	 not	 have	you	 to	 cheer	me	 in	 this
empty	land?	Oh	Thor,	let	him	not	go	down	to	the	caves	of	Ran!	He	is	too	good	a
man	for	that."
On	the	next	day	the	storm	was	not	so	hard,	and	Ingolf	put	in	at	a	good	harbour.
A	high	rocky	point	stuck	out	into	the	sea.	A	broad	bay	with	islands	in	the	mouth
was	 at	 the	 side.	 Behind	 the	 rocky	 point	 was	 a	 level	 green	 place	 with	 ice-
mountains	shining	far	back.
After	a	day	or	two	Ingolf	said,	"I	will	go	look	for	my	pillars."
So	he	and	a	few	men	got	into	the	rowboat	and	went	along	the	shore	and	into	all
the	fiords,	but	they	could	not	find	the	pillars.	After	a	week	they	came	back,	and
Ingolf	said,	"I	will	build	a	house	here	to	live	in	while	I	look	for	the	posts.	This
way	is	uncomfortable	for	the	women."
So	he	did.	Then	he	set	out	again	to	look	for	the	pillars,	but	he	had	no	better	luck
and	came	back.
"I	must	 stay	at	home	and	see	 to	 the	making	of	hay	and	 the	drying	of	 fish,"	he
said.	"Winter	is	coming	on,	and	we	must	not	be	caught	with	nothing	to	eat."
So	he	stayed	and	worked	and	sent	two	of	his	thralls	 to	look	for	the	holy	posts.
They	 came	 back	 every	week	 or	 two	 and	 always	 had	 to	 say	 that	 they	 had	 not
found	them.	Midwinter	was	coming	on.
"Ah!"	said	Ingolf's	wife	one	day,	"do	you	remember	the	gay	feast	that	we	had	at
Yule-time?	All	our	friends	were	there.	The	house	rang	with	song	and	laughter.
Our	tables	bent	with	good	things	to	eat.	Walls	were	hung	with	gay	draperies.	The
floor	 was	 clean	 with	 sweet-smelling	 pine-branches.	 Now	 look	 at	 this	 mean
house;	its	dirt	floor,	its	bare	stone	walls,	its	littleness,	its	darkness!	Look	at	our
long	faces.	No	one	here	could	make	a	song	if	he	tried.	Oh!	I	am	sick	for	dear	old
Norway."
"It	is	Thor's	fault,"	Ingolf	cried.	"He	will	not	let	me	find	his	posts."
He	strode	out	of	the	house	and	stood	scowling	at	the	grey	sea.
"Ah,	 foster-brother!"	 he	 said.	 "It	was	 never	 so	 gloomy	when	you	were	 by	my
side.	Where	are	you	now?	Shall	I	never	hear	your	merry	laugh	again?	That	spot
in	my	palm	burns,	and	my	heart	aches	to	see	you.	That	arch	of	sod	keeps	rising
before	my	eyes.	Our	vows	keep	ringing	in	my	ears."
At	last	the	long,	gloomy	winter	passed	and	spring	came.
"Cheer	up,	good	wife,"	Ingolf	said.	"Better	days	are	coming	now."
But	that	same	day	the	thralls	came	back	from	looking	for	the	posts.
"We	have	bad	news,"	they	said.	"As	we	walked	along	the	shore	looking	for	the



pillars	we	saw	a	man	 lying	on	 the	shore.	We	went	up	 to	him.	He	was	dead.	 It
was	Leif.	Two	well-built	houses	stood	near.	We	went	 to	 them.	We	knew	from
the	carving	on	the	door-posts	that	they	were	Leif's.	We	went	in.	The	rooms	were
empty.	Along	the	shore	and	in	the	wood	back	of	the	house	we	found	all	of	his
men,	dead.	There	was	no	living	thing	about."
Ingolf	said	no	word,	but	his	face	was	white,	and	his	mouth	was	set.	He	went	into
the	house	and	got	his	spears	and	his	shield	and	said	to	his	men:
"Follow	me."
They	put	provisions	into	the	boat	and	pushed	off	and	sailed	until	they	saw	Leif's
houses	on	the	shore	of	the	harbour.	There	they	saw	Leif	and	the	men	who	were
his	friends,	dead.	Their	swords	and	spears	were	gone.	Ingolf	walked	through	the
houses	calling	on	Helga	and	on	the	thralls,	but	no	one	answered.	The	storehouse
was	 empty.	The	 rich	 hangings	were	 gone	 from	 the	walls	 of	 the	 houses.	There
was	nothing	in	the	stables.	The	boat	was	gone.
Ingolf	went	out	and	stood	on	a	high	point	of	land	that	jutted	out	into	the	water.
Far	 along	 the	coast	he	 saw	some	 little	 islands.	He	 turned	 to	his	men	and	 said,
"The	thralls	have	done	it.	I	think	we	shall	find	them	on	those	islands."
Then	he	went	back	to	Leif	and	stood	looking	at	him.
"What	 a	 shame	 for	 so	 brave	 a	man	 to	 fall	 by	 the	 hands	 of	 thralls!	But	 I	 have
found	that	such	things	always	happen	to	men	who	do	not	sacrifice	to	the	gods.
Ah,	Leif!	 I	did	not	 think	when	we	made	 those	vows	of	foster-brotherhood	that
this	would	ever	happen.	But	do	not	fear.	I	remember	my	promise.	I	had	thought
that	a	man's	blood	is	precious	in	this	empty	land,	but	my	vow	is	more	precious."
Now	they	laid	all	those	men	together	and	tied	on	their	hell-shoes.
"I	need	my	sword	for	your	sake,	foster-brother.	I	cannot	give	you	that.	But	you
shall	have	my	spears	and	my	drinking-horn,"	said	Ingolf.	"For	surely	Odin	has
chosen	you	for	Valhalla,	even	though	you	did	not	sacrifice.	You	are	too	good	a
man	to	go	to	Niflheim.	You	would	make	times	merry	in	Valhalla."
So	 Ingolf	put	his	 spears	 and	his	drinking-horn	by	Leif.	Then	 the	men	 raised	a
great	mound	over	all	the	dead.	After	that	they	went	aboard	their	boat	and	sailed
for	the	islands	that	Ingolf	had	seen.	It	was	evening	when	they	reached	them.
"I	see	smoke	rising	from	that	one,"	Ingolf	said,	pointing.
He	steered	for	it.	It	was	a	steep	rock	like	that	one	in	the	Faroes,	but	they	found	a
harbour	and	landed	and	climbed	the	steep	hill	and	came	out	on	top.	They	saw	the
ten	thralls	sitting	about	a	bonfire	eating.	Helga	and	the	other	women	from	Leif's
house	sat	near,	huddled	together,	white	and	frightened.	One	of	the	thralls	gave	a
great	laugh	and	shouted:
"This	 is	 better	 than	 pulling	 Leif's	 plough.	 To-morrow	we	will	 sail	 for	 Ireland



with	all	his	wealth."
"To-morrow	 you	 will	 be	 freezing	 in	 Niflheim,"	 cried	 Ingolf,	 and	 he	 leaped
among	them	swinging	his	sword,	and	all	his	men	followed	him,	and	they	killed
those	thralls.
Then	Ingolf	turned	to	Helga.	She	threw	herself	into	his	arms	and	wept.	But	after
a	while	she	told	him	this	story:
"When	springtime	came,	Leif	thought	that	he	would	sow	wheat.	He	had	but	one
ox.	The	others	had	died	during	the	winter.	So	he	set	the	thralls	to	help	pull	the
plough.	I	saw	their	sour	looks	and	was	afraid,	but	Leif	only	laughed:
"'What	else	can	thralls	expect?'	he	said.	'Never	fear	them,	good	wife.'
"Now	one	day	soon	after	that	the	thralls	came	running	to	the	house	calling	out:
"'The	ox	is	dead!	The	ox	is	dead!'
"Leif	asked	them	about	it.	They	said	that	a	bear	had	come	out	of	the	woods	and
killed	it,	and	that	they	had	scared	the	beast	away.	They	pointed	out	where	it	had
gone.	Then	Leif	called	his	men	and	said,	"'A	hunt!	I	had	not	hoped	for	such	great
sport	here.	Ah,	we	will	have	a	feast	off	that	bear!'
"So	 they	 took	 their	 spears	and	went	out	 into	 the	woods.	As	soon	as	 they	were
gone,	the	thralls	came	running	into	the	house	and	took	down	all	the	swords	and
shields	from	the	wall	and	ran	out.	In	some	way	they	met	my	lord	and	his	men	in
the	 woods	 and	 killed	 them.	 Then	 they	 came	 back	 and	 took	 everything	 in	 the
house	and	dragged	us	to	the	boat	and	sailed	here."
"O	my	brother!"	said	Ingolf,	"where	is	that	song	about	'those	two	foster-brothers,
Ingolf	and	Leif,	who	made	a	new	country	in	a	wonderful	land,	and	whose	sons
and	grandsons	are	mighty	men	in	Iceland'?	But	come	home	with	me,	Helga."
So	they	took	the	women	and	Leif's	things	and	Leif's	boat	and	sailed	home.	The
next	 day	 after	 they	 came	 to	 Ingolf's	 house,	 Helga	 said,	 "We	 have	made	 your
family	 larger,	 brother	 Ingolf.	Will	 you	 not	 take	 Leif's	 two	 houses	 and	 live	 in
them?	He	does	not	need	them	now.	He	would	like	you	to	have	them."
"It	would	be	pleasant	to	live	there,"	Ingolf	said.	"I	thank	you."
So	the	next	day	they	loaded	everything	aboard	the	two	ships	and	sailed	for	Leif's
house.	There	they	stayed	for	a	year.	Ingolf	still	sent	his	thralls	out	to	look	for	the
pillars.	He	was	careful	always	to	have	hay,	so	his	cattle	prospered.	That	spring
he	planted	wheat,	but	it	did	not	grow	well.
"This	is	sickly	stuff,"	Ingolf	said.	"It	takes	too	much	time	and	work.	It	is	better	to
save	the	land	for	hay.	Perhaps	we	can	sometime	go	back	to	Norway	for	flour."
At	last	one	day	the	thralls	came	home	and	said,	"We	have	found	the	pillars."
Ingolf	jumped	to	his	feet.	He	cried	out,	"You	have	kept	me	waiting	three	years,



Thor.	But	as	soon	as	my	house	and	temple	are	built,	I	will	sacrifice	to	you	three
horses	as	a	thank-offering."
"It	is	a	long	way	off,	master,"	the	thralls	said,	"and	we	have	found	much	better
places	in	our	walks	about	the	island."
"Thor	knows	best,"	Ingolf	answered.	"I	will	settle	where	he	leads	me."
So	 that	 summer	 they	 loaded	 everything	 into	 the	 ships	 again	 and	 sailed	 west
along	 the	 coast	 until	 they	 came	 to	 the	 place	where	 the	 pillars	were.	 The	 land
there	was	 low	and	green.	On	both	 sides	were	 low	hills.	A	 little	 lake	glistened
back	from	shore.	In	the	valley	were	hot	springs,	with	steam	rising	from	them.
"It	 looks	 like	 smoke,"	 the	 men	 said.	 "It	 is	 very	 strange	 to	 see	 hot	 water	 and
smoke	come	out	of	the	ground."
In	front	of	this	green	land	was	a	good	harbour	with	islands	in	it.	Far	over	the	sea
toward	the	north	shone	a	great	ice-mountain.
"I	like	the	place,"	Ingolf	said.	"I	will	make	this	land	mine."
So	 he	 built	 fires	 at	 the	mouth	 of	 the	 river	 near	 there,	 and	 stood	 by	 them	 and
called	out	loudly,	"I	have	put	my	fire	at	the	mouth	of	these	rivers.	All	the	land
that	 they	drain	 is	mine,	and	no	man	shall	claim	it	but	me.	I	will	call	 this	place
Reykjavik."
Then	Ingolf	built	his	feast	hall.	He	himself	carved	the	beams	and	the	door-posts.
Gaily	painted	dragons	leaned	out	from	the	doors	and	stood	up	from	the	gables.
Men	and	animals	fought	on	the	door-posts.	For	 the	doors	he	made	at	 the	forge
great	iron	hinges.	Their	ends	curved	and	spread	all	over	the	door.	Near	his	feast
hall	he	built	a	storehouse	and	a	kitchen	and	a	smithy	and	a	stable	and	a	bower	for
the	women.
"We	 do	 not	 need	 a	 sleeping-house	 for	 guests,"	 he	 said.	 "Who	 would	 be	 our
guests?"
He	roofed	all	his	buildings	with	turf.	It	made	them	look	like	green	mounds	with
gay	carved	and	painted	walls	under	them.	He	built	also	a	temple,	and	on	that	was
beautiful	carving.	In	this	he	set	up	those	statues	that	had	been	in	his	old	temple.
He	put	up,	too,	those	pillars	of	his	high	seat	that	had	been	drifting	about	so	long.
Under	 them	he	 laid	 the	soil	of	Norway	 that	he	had	brought	 in	 the	 little	bronze
chest.
"I	have	kept	my	vow,	Oh	Thor!"	he	cried.
Then	 he	 sacrificed	 three	 horses	 that	 he	 had	 promised	 to	 Thor.	 After	 that	 was
over,	he	said,	"Here	is	a	good	field	for	sport.	Let	us	have	some	of	the	old	games
that	we	used	to	play	at	home.	Who	will	wrestle	with	me?"
So	they	wrestled	there	and	ran	races	and	swam	in	the	water.	The	women	sat	and



looked	on.
"Oh,	 this	 is	good	to	see!"	Helga	cried.	"We	are	as	gay	as	we	used	to	be	in	old
Norway."
But	it	was	not	many	weeks	before	Ingolf	said,	"I	wish	that	I	might	sometime	see
sails	 in	 that	 harbour.	 I	 wish	 that	 I	 might	 think,	 'Around	 this	 point	 of	 land	 is
another	 farm,	 and	 across	 the	 bay	 is	 another.	 I	 can	 go	 there	 when	 I	 am	 very
lonely.'	 I	wish	 that	 I	might	 sometime	be	 invited	 to	a	 feast.	 I	wish	 that	 I	might
sometimes	hear	the	good,	clanging	music	of	weapons	at	play.	It	is	a	good	land,
but	we	have	lived	alone	for	four	years.	I	am	hungry	for	new	faces	and	for	tidings
of	Norway."
One	night	as	he	and	his	men	sat	about	 the	 long	fire	 in	 the	feast	hall,	a	servant
threw	a	great	piece	of	wood	upon	the	fire.	It	was	streaked	with	faded	paint	and	it
showed	bits	of	carving.
"See,"	said	Ingolf,	pointing	to	it,	"see	what	is	 left	of	a	good	ship's	prow!	What
lands	 have	 you	 seen,	Oh	 dragon's	 head?	What	 battles	 have	 you	 fought?	What
was	your	master's	name?	Where	did	the	storm	meet	you?	Perhaps	he	was	coming
to	 Iceland,	 comrades.	Would	 it	 not	 have	 been	 pleasant	 to	 see	 his	 sail	 and	 to
shake	his	hand	and	to	welcome	him	to	Iceland?	But	instead	he	is	in	Ran's	caves,
and	only	his	broken	prow	has	drifted	here."
Now	it	was	not	many	months	after	that	when	one	of	the	men	came	running	into
the	feast	hall,	shouting,	"A	sail!	a	sail	in	the	harbour!"
All	those	men	gave	a	shout	with	no	word	in	it,	as	though	their	hearts	had	leaped
into	 their	 throats.	 They	 jumped	 up	 and	 ran	 to	 the	 shore	 and	 stood	 there	 with
hungry	 eyes.	 When	 the	 men	 landed,	 those	 Icelanders	 clapped	 them	 on	 the
shoulders,	and	tears	ran	down	their	faces.	For	a	long	time	they	could	say	nothing
but	"Welcome!	Welcome!"
But	after	a	while	Ingolf	led	them	to	the	feast	hall	and	had	a	feast	spread	at	once.
While	the	thralls	were	at	work,	the	men	stood	together	and	talked.	Such	a	noise
had	never	been	in	that	hall	before.
"We	have	already	built	our	fires	and	claimed	our	land	up	the	shore	a	way,"	the
leader	said.	"Men	in	Norway	talk	much	of	Ingolf	and	Leif,	and	wonder	what	has
happened	to	them."
Then	Ingolf	told	them	of	all	that	had	come	to	pass	in	Iceland;	and	then	he	asked
of	Norway.
"Ah!	 things	are	going	from	bad	to	worse,"	 the	newcomers	said.	"Harald	grows
mightier	every	day.	A	man	dare	not	swing	a	sword	now	except	for	the	king.	We
came	here	to	get	away	from	him.	Many	men	are	talking	of	Iceland.	Soon	the	sea-
road	between	here	and	Norway	will	be	swarming	with	dragons."



And	 so	 it	 was.	 Ships	 also	 came	 from	 Ireland	 and	 from	 the	 Shetlands	 and	 the
Orkneys.
"Harald	has	come	west-over-seas,"	the	men	of	these	ships	said,	"and	has	laid	his
heavy	hand	upon	the	islands	and	put	his	earls	over	them.	They	are	no	place	now
for	free	men."
So	 by	 the	 time	 Ingolf	was	 an	 old	man,	 Iceland	was	 no	 longer	 an	 empty	 land.
Every	valley	was	spotted	with	bright	feast	halls	and	temples.	Horses	and	cattle
pastured	on	the	hillsides.	Smoke	curled	up	from	kitchens	and	smithies.	Gay	ships
sailed	the	waters,	taking	Iceland	cloth	and	wool	and	Iceland	fish	and	oil	and	the
soft	 feathers	 of	 Iceland	 birds	 to	Norway	 to	 sell,	 and	 bringing	 back	wood	 and
flour	and	grain.
When	Ingolf	died,	his	men	drew	up	on	the	shore	the	boat	in	which	he	had	come
to	Iceland.	They	painted	it	freshly	and	put	new	gold	on	it,	so	that	it	stood	there	a
glittering	 dragon	 with	 head	 raised	 high,	 looking	 over	 the	 water.	 Old	 Sighvat
lifted	a	huge	stone	and	carried	it	to	the	ship's	side.	With	all	his	strength	he	threw
it	into	the	bottom.	The	timbers	cracked.
"If	this	ship	moves	from	here,"	he	said,	"then	I	do	not	know	how	to	moor	a	ship.
It	is	Ingolf's	grave."
Then	men	laid	Ingolf	upon	his	shield	and	carried	him	and	placed	him	on	the	high
deck	in	the	stern	near	the	pilot's	seat	where	he	had	sat	to	steer	to	Iceland.	They
hung	his	 sword	over	his	 shoulder.	They	 laid	his	 spear	by	his	 side.	 In	his	hand
they	put	his	mead-horn.	 Into	 the	ship	 they	set	a	great	 treasure-chest	 filled	with
beautiful	 clothes	 and	 bracelets	 and	 head-bands.	 Beside	 the	 treasure-chest	 they
piled	 up	many	 swords	 and	 spears	 and	 shields.	 They	 put	 gold-trimmed	 saddles
and	bridles	upon	three	horses.	Then	they	killed	the	horses	and	dragged	them	into
the	ship.	They	killed	hunting-dogs	and	put	them	by	the	horses;	for	they	said,	"All
these	things	Ingolf	will	need	in	Valhalla.	When	he	walks	through	the	door	of	that
feast	 hall,	Odin	must	 know	 that	 a	 rich	 and	 brave	man	 comes.	When	 he	 fights
with	those	heroes	during	the	day,	he	must	have	weapons	worthy	of	him.	He	must
have	dogs	for	the	hunt.	When	he	feasts	with	those	heroes	at	night	he	must	wear
rich	 clothes,	 so	 that	 those	 feasters	 shall	 know	 that	 he	was	 a	wealthy	man	 and
generous,	and	that	his	friends	loved	him."
Ingolf's	son	tied	on	his	hell-shoes	for	the	long	journey.
"If	these	shoes	come	untied,"	he	said,	"I	do	not	know	how	to	fasten	hell-shoes."
Then	he	went	out	of	 the	ship	and	stood	on	 the	ground	with	his	 family.	All	 the
men	of	Iceland	were	there.
"This	 is	a	glorious	sight,"	 they	said.	"Surely	no	ship	ever	carried	a	richer	 load.
Inside	and	out	 the	boat	blazes	with	gold	and	bronze,	and,	high	over	his	 riches,
lies	the	great	Ingolf,	ready	to	take	the	tiller	and	guide	to	Valhalla,	where	all	the



heroes	will	rise	up	and	shout	him	welcome."
Then	the	thralls	heaped	a	mound	of	earth	over	the	ship.	This	hill	stood	up	against
the	sky	and	seemed	to	say:	"Here	lies	a	great	man."	Sighvat	put	a	stone	on	the
top,	with	runes	on	 it	 telling	whose	grave	 it	was.	All	 this	 time	a	skald	stood	by
and	 played	 on	 his	 harp	 and	 sang	 a	 song	 about	 that	 time	when	 Ingolf	 came	 to
Iceland.	He	called	him	the	father	of	Iceland.	People	of	that	country	still	read	an
old	story	 that	 the	men	of	 that	 long	ago	 time	wrote	about	 Ingolf,	and	 they	 love
him	because	he	was	a	brave	man	and	"the	first	of	men	to	come	to	Iceland."
	



WHICH	WAS	THE	FOOLISHEST

Adapted	from	an	original	in	Neuisländischen	Volksmärchen	By	Andrew	Lang	in
The	Brown	Fairy	Book,	1904

	

	

IN	A	LITTLE	VILLAGE	THAT	STOOD	on	a	wide	plain,	where	you	could	see
the	sun	from	the	moment	he	rose	to	the	moment	he	set,	there	lived	two	couples
side	 by	 side.	 The	men,	 who	worked	 under	 the	 same	master,	 were	 quite	 good
friends,	but	 the	wives	were	always	quarrelling,	 and	 the	 subject	 they	quarrelled
most	about	was	-	which	of	the	two	had	the	stupidest	husband.
Unlike	 most	 women	 -	 who	 think	 that	 anything	 that	 belongs	 to	 them	must	 be
better	 than	what	 belongs	 to	 anyone	 else	 -	 each	 thought	 her	 husband	 the	more
foolish	of	the	two.
"You	should	just	see	what	he	does!"	one	said	to	her	neighbour.	"He	puts	on	the
baby’s	 frock	 upside	 down,	 and,	 one	 day,	 I	 found	 him	 trying	 to	 feed	 her	with
boiling	soup,	and	her	mouth	was	scalded	for	days	after.	Then	he	picks	up	stones
in	the	road	and	sows	them	instead	of	potatoes,	and	one	day	he	wanted	to	go	into
the	garden	from	the	top	window,	because	he	declared	it	was	a	shorter	way	than
through	the	door."
"That	is	bad	enough,	of	course,"	answered	the	other;	"but	it	is	really	NOTHING
to	what	I	have	to	endure	every	day	from	MY	husband.	If,	when	I	am	busy,	I	ask
him	to	go	and	feed	the	poultry,	he	is	certain	to	give	them	some	poisonous	stuff
instead	of	their	proper	food,	and	when	I	visit	the	yard	next	I	find	them	all	dead.
Once	he	even	took	my	best	bonnet,	when	I	had	gone	away	to	my	sick	mother,
and	when	I	came	back	I	found	he	had	given	it	to	the	hen	to	lay	her	eggs	in.	And
you	know	yourself	that,	only	last	week,	when	I	sent	him	to	buy	a	cask	of	butter,
he	returned	driving	a	hundred	and	fifty	ducks	which	someone	had	induced	him
to	take,	and	not	one	of	them	would	lay."
"Yes,	I	am	afraid	he	IS	trying,"	replied	the	first;	"but	let	us	put	them	to	the	proof,
and	see	which	of	them	is	the	most	foolish."
So,	about	the	time	that	she	expected	her	husband	home	from	work,	she	got	out
her	 spinning-wheel,	 and	 sat	 busily	 turning	 it,	 taking	 care	 not	 even	 to	 look	 up
from	 her	 work	 when	 the	 man	 came	 in.	 For	 some	 minutes	 he	 stood	 with	 his



mouth	open	watching	her,	and	as	she	still	remained	silent,	he	said	at	last,	"Have
you	gone	mad,	wife,	that	you	sit	spinning	without	anything	on	the	wheel?"
"YOU	may	think	that	there	is	nothing	on	it,"	answered	she,	"but	I	can	assure	you
that	there	is	a	large	skein	of	wool,	so	fine	that	nobody	can	see	it,	which	will	be
woven	into	a	coat	for	you."
"Dear	me!"	he	replied,	"what	a	clever	wife	I	have	got!	If	you	had	not	told	me	I
should	never	have	known	that	there	was	any	wool	on	the	wheel	at	all.	But	now	I
really	do	seem	to	see	something."
The	woman	smiled	and	was	silent,	and	after	spinning	busily	for	an	hour	more,
she	got	up	from	her	stoop,	and	began	to	weave	as	fast	as	she	could.	At	last	she
got	up,	and	said	to	her	husband:	"I	am	too	tired	to	finish	it	to-night,	so	I	shall	go
to	bed,	and	to-morrow	I	shall	only	have	the	cutting	and	stitching	to	do."
So	the	next	morning	she	got	up	early,	and	after	she	had	cleaned	her	house,	and
fed	her	chickens,	and	put	everything	in	its	place	again,	she	bent	over	the	kitchen
table,	and	the	sound	of	her	big	scissors	might	be	heard	snip!	snap!	as	far	as	the
garden.	Her	husband	could	not	see	anything	to	snip	at;	but	then	he	was	so	stupid
that	was	not	surprising!
After	the	cutting	came	the	sewing.	The	woman	patted	and	pinned	and	fixed	and
joined,	and	then,	turning	to	the	man,	she	said,	"Now	it	is	ready	for	you	to	try	on."
And	she	made	him	take	off	his	coat,	and	stand	up	in	front	of	her,	and	once	more
she	patted	an	pinned	and	fixed	and	joined,	and	was	very	careful	in	smoothing	out
every	wrinkle.
"It	does	not	 feel	very	warm,"	observed	 the	man	at	 last,	when	he	had	borne	all
this	patiently	for	a	long	time.
"That	is	because	it	is	so	fine,"	answered	she;	"you	do	not	want	it	to	be	as	thick	as
the	rough	clothes	you	wear	every	day."
He	DID,	but	was	ashamed	to	say	so,	and	only	answered:	"Well,	I	am	sure	it	must
be	beautiful	 since	you	say	so,	and	I	 shall	be	smarter	 than	anyone	 in	 the	whole
village.	“What	a	splendid	coat!”	 they	will	exclaim	when	 they	see	me.	But	 it	 is
not	everybody	who	has	a	wife	as	clever	as	mine."
Meanwhile	 the	 other	 wife	 was	 not	 idle.	 As	 soon	 as	 her	 husband	 entered	 she
looked	at	him	with	such	a	look	of	terror	that	the	poor	man	was	quite	frightened.
"Why	do	you	stare	at	me	so?	Is	there	anything	the	matter?"	asked	he.
"Oh!	 go	 to	 bed	 at	 once,"	 she	 cried;	 "you	must	 be	 very	 ill	 indeed	 to	 look	 like
that!"
The	man	was	 rather	 surprised	at	 first,	 as	he	 felt	particularly	well	 that	 evening;
but	 the	moment	his	wife	 spoke	he	became	quite	certain	 that	he	had	something
dreadful	the	matter	with	him,	and	grew	quite	pale.



"I	dare	say	 it	would	be	 the	best	place	for	me,"	he	answered,	 trembling;	and	he
suffered	his	wife	to	take	him	upstairs,	and	to	help	him	off	with	his	clothes.
"If	you	sleep	well	during	the	might	there	MAY	be	a	chance	for	you,"	said	she,
shaking	her	head,	as	she	tucked	him	up	warmly;	"but	if	not…"	And	of	course	the
poor	man	never	closed	an	eye	till	the	sun	rose.
"How	do	you	feel	this	morning?"	asked	the	woman,	coming	in	on	tip-toe	when
her	house-work	was	finished.
"Oh,	bad;	very	bad	indeed,"	answered	he;	"I	have	not	slept	for	a	moment.	Can
you	think	of	nothing	to	make	me	better?"
"I	will	 try	 everything	 that	 is	 possible,"	 said	 the	wife,	who	 did	 not	 in	 the	 least
wish	her	husband	to	die,	but	was	determined	to	show	that	he	was	more	foolish
that	the	other	man.	"I	will	get	some	dried	herbs	and	make	you	a	drink,	but	I	am
very	much	afraid	that	it	is	too	late.	Why	did	you	not	tell	me	before?"
"I	thought	perhaps	the	pain	would	go	off	in	a	day	or	two;	and,	besides,	I	did	not
want	to	make	you	unhappy,"	answered	the	man,	who	was	by	this	time	quite	sure
he	had	been	suffering	tortures,	and	had	borne	them	like	a	hero.	"Of	course,	if	I
had	had	any	idea	how	ill	I	really	was,	I	should	have	spoken	at	once."
"Well,	well,	I	will	see	what	can	be	done,"	said	the	wife,	"but	talking	is	not	good
for	you.	Lie	still,	and	keep	yourself	warm."
All	 that	 day	 the	man	 lay	 in	 bed,	 and	whenever	 his	wife	 entered	 the	 room	and
asked	him,	with	a	shake	of	the	head,	how	he	felt,	he	always	replied	that	he	was
getting	worse.	At	last,	in	the	evening,	she	burst	into	tears,	and	when	he	inquired
what	was	the	matter,	she	sobbed	out:
"Oh,	 my	 poor,	 poor	 husband,	 are	 you	 really	 dead?	 I	 must	 go	 to-morrow	 and
order	your	coffin."
Now,	when	 the	man	heard	 this,	 a	 cold	 shiver	 ran	 through	his	 body,	 and	 all	 at
once	he	knew	that	he	was	as	well	as	he	had	ever	been	in	his	life.
"Oh,	no,	no!"	he	cried,	"I	feel	quite	recovered!	Indeed,	I	think	I	shall	go	out	to
work."
"You	will	do	no	such	thing,"	replied	his	wife.	"Just	keep	quite	quiet,	for	before
the	sun	rises	you	will	be	a	dead	man."
The	man	was	 very	 frightened	 at	 her	 words,	 and	 lay	 absolutely	 still	 while	 the
undertaker	came	and	measured	him	for	his	coffin;	and	his	wife	gave	orders	to	the
gravedigger	about	his	grave.	That	evening	the	coffin	was	sent	home,	and	in	the
morning	 at	 nine	 o’clock	 the	 woman	 put	 him	 on	 a	 long	 flannel	 garment,	 and
called	to	the	undertaker’s	men	to	fasten	down	the	lid	and	carry	him	to	the	grave,
where	all	their	friends	were	waiting	them.	Just	as	the	body	was	being	placed	in
the	 ground	 the	 other	 woman’s	 husband	 came	 running	 up,	 dressed,	 as	 far	 as



anyone	could	see,	in	no	clothes	at	all.	Everybody	burst	into	shouts	of	laughter	at
the	 sight	 of	 him,	 and	 the	men	 laid	 down	 the	 coffin	 and	 laughed	 too,	 till	 their
sides	 nearly	 split.	 The	 dead	man	was	 so	 astonished	 at	 this	 behaviour,	 that	 he
peeped	out	of	a	little	window	in	the	side	of	the	coffin,	and	cried	out,	"I	should
laugh	as	loudly	as	any	of	you,	if	I	were	not	a	dead	man."
When	 they	 heard	 the	 voice	 coming	 from	 the	 coffin	 the	 other	 people	 suddenly
stopped	 laughing,	 and	 stood	 as	 if	 they	 had	 been	 turned	 into	 stone.	 Then	 they
rushed	with	one	accord	to	the	coffin,	and	lifted	the	lid	so	that	the	man	could	step
out	amongst	them.
"Were	you	really	not	dead	after	all?"	asked	 they.	"And	 if	not,	why	did	you	 let
yourself	be	buried?"
At	 this	 the	wives	 both	 confessed	 that	 they	 had	 each	wished	 to	 prove	 that	 her
husband	was	stupider	 than	 the	other.	But	 the	villagers	declared	 that	 they	could
not	 decide	 which	was	 the	most	 foolish	 -	 the	man	who	 allowed	 himself	 to	 be
persuaded	that	he	was	wearing	fine	clothes	when	he	was	dressed	in	nothing,	or
the	man	who	let	himself	be	buried	when	he	was	alive	and	well.
So	the	women	quarrelled	just	as	much	as	they	did	before,	and	no	one	ever	knew
whose	husband	was	the	most	foolish.
	



ERIC	THE	RED

Adapted	from	”skald”	sagas	as	told	by	Jennie	Hall	in	Viking	Tales,	1902

	

	

IT	WAS	A	SPRING	DAY	MANY	years	after	Ingolf	died.	All	the	freemen	in	the
west	of	Iceland	had	come	to	a	meeting.	Here	they	made	laws	and	punished	men
for	having	done	wrong.	The	meeting	was	over	now.	Men	were	walking	about	the
plain	 and	 talking.	 Everybody	 seemed	 much	 excited.	 Voices	 were	 loud,	 arms
were	swinging.
"It	was	an	unjust	decision,"	someone	cried.	"Eric	killed	the	men	in	fair	fight.	The
judges	outlawed	him	because	they	were	afraid.	His	foe	Thorgest	has	many	rich
and	powerful	men	to	back	him."
"No,	no!"	said	another.	"Eric	is	a	bloody	man.	I	am	glad	he	is	out	of	Iceland."
Just	then	a	big	man	with	bushy	red	hair	and	beard	stalked	through	the	crowd.	He
looked	straight	ahead	and	scowled.
"There	he	goes,"	people	said,	and	turned	to	look	after	him.
"His	hands	are	as	red	as	his	beard,"	some	said,	and	frowned.
But	others	looked	at	him	and	smiled,	saying,	"He	walks	like	Thor	the	Fearless."
"His	story	would	make	a	fine	song,"	one	said.	"As	strong	and	as	brave	and	as	red
as	 Thor!	Always	 in	 a	 quarrel.	 A	man	 of	many	 places	 -	 Norway,	 the	 north	 of
Iceland,	 the	 west	 of	 Iceland,	 those	 little	 islands	 off	 the	 shore	 of	 Iceland.
Outlawed	from	all	of	them	on	account	of	his	quarrels.	Where	will	he	go	now,	I
wonder?"
This	Eric	strode	down	to	the	shore	with	his	men	following.
"He	is	in	a	black	temper,"	they	said.	"We	should	best	not	talk	to	him."
So	 they	made	 ready	 the	 boat	 in	 silence.	Eric	 got	 into	 the	 pilot's	 seat	 and	 they
sailed	off.	Soon	they	pulled	the	ship	up	on	their	own	shore.	Eric	strolled	into	his
house	 and	 called	 for	 supper.	 When	 the	 drinking-horns	 had	 been	 filled	 and
emptied,	 Eric	 pulled	 himself	 up	 and	 smiled	 and	 shouted	 out	 so	 that	 the	 great
room	was	full	of	his	big	voice:



"There	is	no	friend	like	mead.	It	always	cheers	a	man's	heart."
Then	laughter	and	talking	began	in	the	hall	because	Eric's	good	temper	had	come
back.	After	a	while	Eric	said,	"Well,	I	must	off	somewhere.	I	have	been	driven
about	from	place	to	place,	like	a	seabird	in	a	storm.	And	there	is	always	a	storm
about	me.	It	is	my	sword's	fault.	She	is	ever	itching	to	break	her	peace-bands	and
be	out	and	at	the	play.	She	has	shut	Norway	to	me	and	now	Iceland.	Where	will
you	 go	 next,	 old	 comrade?"	 and	 he	 pulled	 out	 his	 sword	 and	 looked	 at	 it	 and
smiled	as	the	fire	flashed	on	it.
"There	are	some	of	us	who	will	follow	you	wherever	you	go,	Eric,"	called	a	man
from	across	the	fire.
"Is	it	so?"	Eric	cried,	leaping	up.	"Oh!	then	we	shall	have	some	merry	times	yet.
Who	will	go	with	me?"
More	than	half	the	men	in	the	hall	jumped	to	their	feet	and	waved	their	drinking-
horns	and	shouted,	"I!	I!"
Eric	 sat	 down	 in	 his	 chair	 and	 laughed.	 "Oh,	 you	 bloody	 birds	 of	 battle!"	 he
cried.	"Ever	hungry	for	new	frolic!	Our	swords	are	sisters	in	blood,	and	we	are
brothers	in	adventure.	Do	you	know	what	is	in	my	heart	to	do?"
He	jumped	to	his	feet,	and	his	face	glowed.	Then	he	laughed	as	he	looked	at	his
men.	 "I	 see	 the	 answer	 flashing	 from	your	 eyes,"	 he	 said,	 "that	 you	will	 do	 it
even	if	it	is	to	go	down	to	Niflheim	and	drag	up	Hela,	the	pale	queen	of	the	stiff
dead."
His	men	pounded	on	the	tables	and	shouted,	"Yes!	Yes!	Anywhere	behind	Eric!"
"But	 it	 is	 not	 to	 Niflheim,"	 Eric	 laughed.	 "Did	 you	 ever	 hear	 that	 story	 that
Gunnbiorn	told?	He	was	sailing	for	Iceland,	but	the	fog	came	down,	and	then	the
wind	caught	him	and	blew	him	far	off.	While	he	drifted	about	he	saw	a	strange
land	that	rose	up	white	and	shining	out	of	a	blue	sea.	Huge	ships	of	ice	sailed	out
from	it	and	met	him.	I	mean	to	sail	to	that	land."
A	great	shout	went	up	that	shook	the	rafters.	Then	the	men	sat	and	talked	over
plans.	While	they	sat,	a	stranger	came	into	the	hall.
"I	have	no	time	to	drink,"	he	said.	"I	have	a	message	from	your	friend	Eyjolf.	He
says	that	Thorgest	with	all	his	men	means	to	come	here	and	catch	you	to-night.
Eyjolf	bids	you	come	to	him,	and	he	will	hide	you	until	you	are	ready	to	start;
for	he	loves	you."
"Hunted	 like	 a	 wolf	 from	 corner	 to	 corner	 of	 the	 world!"	 Eric	 cried	 angrily.
"Will	they	not	even	let	me	finish	one	feast?"	Then	he	laughed.
"But	if	I	take	my	sport	like	a	wolf,	I	must	be	hunted	like	one.	So	we	shall	sleep
to-night	 in	 the	woods	about	Eyjolf's	house,	comrades,	 instead	of	 in	 these	good
beds.	Well,	we	have	done	it	before."



"And	it	is	no	bad	place,"	cried	some	of	the	men.
"I	always	liked	the	stars	better	than	a	smoky	house	fire,"	said	one.
"Can	no	bad	fortune	spoil	your	good	nature?"	laughed	Eric.	"But	now	we	are	off.
Let	every	man	carry	what	he	can."
So	they	quickly	loaded	themselves	with	clothes	and	gold	and	swords	and	spears
and	kettles	of	food.	Eric	led	his	wife	Thorhild	and	his	two	young	sons,	Thorstein
and	Leif.	All	 together	 they	 got	 into	 the	 boat	 and	went	 to	Eyjolf's	 farm.	 For	 a
week	or	more	they	stayed	in	his	woods,	sometimes	in	a	secret	cave	of	his	when
they	 knew	 that	 Thorgest	 was	 about.	 And	 sometimes	 Eyjolf	 sent	 and	 said,
"Thorgest	is	off.	Come	to	my	house	for	a	feast."
All	 this	 time	 they	 were	 making	 ready	 for	 the	 voyage,	 repairing	 the	 ship	 and
filling	it	with	stores.	Word	of	what	Eric	meant	to	do	got	out,	and	men	laughed
and	said,	"Is	that	not	like	Eric?	What	will	he	not	do?"
Some	men	 liked	 the	 sound	of	 it,	 and	 they	came	 to	Eric	 and	 said,	 "We	will	go
with	you	to	this	strange	land."
So	 all	 were	 ready	 and	 they	 pushed	 off	 with	 Eric's	 family	 aboard	 and	 those
friends	who	had	joined	him.	They	took	horses	and	cattle	with	them,	and	all	kinds
of	tools	and	food.
"I	do	not	well	know	where	this	land	is,"	Eric	said.	"Gunnbiorn	said	only	that	he
sailed	east	when	he	came	home	to	Iceland.	So	I	will	steer	straight	west.	We	shall
surely	find	something.	I	do	not	know,	either,	how	long	we	must	go."
So	they	sailed	that	strange	ocean,	never	dreaming	what	might	be	ahead	of	them.
They	found	no	islands	to	rest	on.	They	met	heavy	fogs.
One	 day	 as	 Eric	 sat	 in	 the	 pilot's	 seat,	 he	 said,	 "I	 think	 that	 I	 see	 one	 of
Gunnbiorn's	ships	of	ice.	Shall	we	sail	up	to	her	and	see	what	kind	of	a	craft	she
is?"
"Yes,"	shouted	his	men.
So	they	went	on	toward	it.
"It	sends	out	a	cold	breath,"	said	one	of	the	men.
They	all	wrapped	their	cloaks	about	them.
"It	is	a	bigger	boat	than	I	ever	saw	before,"	said	Eric.	"The	white	mast	stands	as
high	as	a	hill."
It	must	be	giants	that	sail	in	it,	frost	giants,"	said	another	of	the	men.
But	 as	 they	 came	 nearer,	 Eric	 all	 at	 once	 laughed	 loudly	 and	 called	 out,	 "By
Thor,	 that	 Gunnbiorn	 was	 a	 foolish	 fellow.	Why,	 look!	 It	 is	 only	 a	 piece	 of
floating	ice	such	as	we	sometimes	see	from	Iceland.	It	is	no	ship,	and	there	is	no



one	on	it."
His	men	laughed	and	one	called	to	another	and	said,	"And	you	thought	of	frost
giants!"
Then	they	sailed	on	for	days	and	days.	They	met	many	of	these	icebergs.	On	one
of	them	was	a	white	bear.
"Yonder	is	a	strange	pilot,"	Eric	laughed.
"I	have	seen	bears	come	floating	so	 to	 the	north	shore	of	Iceland,"	an	old	man
said.	"Perhaps	they	come	from	the	land	that	we	are	going	to	find."
One	day	Eric	said,	"I	see	afar	off	an	iceberg	larger	than	any	one	yet.	Perhaps	that
is	our	white	land."
But	even	as	he	said	it	he	felt	his	boat	swing	under	his	hand	as	he	held	the	tiller.
He	bore	hard	on	the	rudder,	but	he	could	not	turn	the	ship.
"What	is	this?"	he	cried.	"A	strong	river	is	running	here.	It	is	carrying	our	ship
away	from	this	land.	I	cannot	make	head	against	it.	Out	with	the	oars!"
So	with	oars	and	sail	and	rudder	they	fought	against	the	current,	but	it	took	the
boat	along	like	a	chip,	and	after	a	while	they	put	up	their	oars	and	drifted.
"Luck	has	taken	us	into	its	own	hands,"	Eric	laughed.	"But	this	is	as	good	a	way
as	another."
Sometimes	 they	were	 near	 enough	 to	 see	 the	 land,	 then	 they	were	 carried	 out
into	the	sea	and	thought	that	they	should	never	see	any	land	again.
"Perhaps	this	river	will	carry	us	to	a	whirlpool	and	suck	us	under,"	the	men	said.
But	at	last	Eric	felt	the	current	less	strong	under	his	hand.
"To	the	oars	again!"	he	called.
So	they	fought	with	the	current	and	sailed	out	of	it	and	went	on	toward	land.	But
when	they	reached	the	shore	they	found	no	place	to	go	in.	Steep	black	walls	shot
up	from	the	sea.	Nothing	grew	on	them.	When	the	men	looked	above	the	cliffs
they	saw	a	long	line	of	white	cutting	the	sky.
"It	is	a	land	of	ice,"	they	said.
They	sailed	on	south,	all	the	time	looking	for	a	place	to	go	ashore.
"I	am	sick	of	this	endless	sea,"	Thorhild	complained,	"but	this	land	is	worse."
After	 a	 while	 they	 began	 to	 see	 small	 bays	 cut	 into	 the	 shore	 with	 little	 flat
patches	 of	 green	 at	 their	 sides.	 They	 landed	 in	 these	 places	 and	 stretched	 and
warmed	themselves	and	ate.
"But	these	spots	are	only	big	enough	for	graves,"	the	men	said.	"We	cannot	live
here."



So	 they	 went	 on	 again.	 All	 the	 time	 the	 weather	 was	 growing	 colder.	 Eric's
people	 kept	 themselves	 wrapped	 in	 their	 cloaks	 and	 put	 scarfs	 around	 their
heads.
"And	it	is	still	summer!"	Thorhild	said.	"What	will	it	be	in	winter?"
"We	must	find	a	place	to	build	a	house	now	before	the	winter	comes	on,"	said
Eric.	"We	must	not	freeze	here."
So	they	chose	a	little	spot	with	hills	about	it	to	keep	off	the	wind.	They	made	a
house	 out	 of	 stones;	 for	 there	 were	many	 in	 that	 place.	 They	 lived	 there	 that
winter.	The	sea	for	a	long	way	out	from	shore	froze	so	that	it	looked	like	white
land.	The	men	went	out	upon	it	 to	hunt	white	bear	and	seal.	They	ate	the	meat
and	wore	the	skins	to	keep	them	warm.	The	hardest	thing	was	to	get	fuel	for	the
fire.	No	trees	grew	there.	The	men	found	a	little	driftwood	along	the	shore,	but	it
was	not	enough.	So	they	burned	the	bones	and	the	fat	of	the	animals	they	killed.
"It	is	a	sickening	smell,"	Thorhild	said.	"I	have	not	been	out	of	this	mean	house
for	weeks.	I	am	tired	of	the	darkness	and	the	smoke	and	the	cattle.	And	all	 the
time	 I	 hear	 great	 noises,	 as	 though	 some	 giant	 were	 breaking	 this	 land	 into
pieces."
"Ah,	cheer	up,	good	wife!"	Eric	laughed.	"I	smell	better	luck	ahead."
Once	Eric	and	his	men	climbed	the	cliffs	and	went	back	into	the	middle	of	the
land.	When	they	came	home	they	had	this	to	tell,	"It	is	a	country	of	ice,	shining
white.	Nothing	grows	on	it	but	a	few	mosses.	Far	off	it	looks	flat,	but	when	you
walk	 upon	 it,	 there	 are	 great	 holes	 and	 cracks.	We	 could	 see	 nothing	 beyond.
There	seems	to	be	only	a	fringe	of	land	around	the	edge	of	an	island	of	ice."
The	 winter	 nights	 were	 very	 long.	 Sometimes	 the	 sun	 showed	 for	 an	 hour,
sometimes	for	only	a	few	minutes,	sometimes	it	did	not	show	at	all	for	a	week.
The	men	hunted	by	the	bright	shining	of	the	moon	or	by	the	northern	lights.
As	it	grew	warmer	the	ice	in	the	sea	began	to	crack	and	move	and	melt	and	float
away.	 Eric	waited	 only	 until	 there	was	 a	 clear	 passage	 in	 the	water.	 Then	 he
launched	his	boat,	and	 they	sailed	southward	again.	At	 last	 they	 found	a	place
that	Eric	liked.
"Here	I	will	build	my	house,"	he	said.
So	they	did	and	lived	there	that	summer	and	pastured	their	cattle	and	cut	hay	for
the	winter	and	fished	and	hunted.
The	next	 spring	Eric	 said,	 "The	 land	 stretches	 far	north.	 I	 am	hungry	 to	know
what	is	there."
Then	they	all	got	into	the	boat	again	and	sailed	north.
"We	can	 leave	no	one	here,"	Eric	had	 said.	 "We	cannot	 tell	what	might	 come



between	 us.	 Perhaps	 giants	 or	 dragons	 or	 strange	men	might	 come	out	 of	 this
inland	ice	and	kill	our	people.	We	must	stay	together."
Farther	 north	 they	 found	 only	 the	 same	 bare,	 frozen	 country.	 So	 after	 a	while
they	sailed	back	to	their	home	and	lived	there.
One	spring	after	 they	had	been	in	 that	 land	for	four	years,	Eric	said,	"My	eyes
are	hungry	 for	 the	 sight	of	men	and	green	 fields	again.	My	stomach	 is	 sick	of
seal	and	whale	and	bear.	My	throat	is	dry	for	mead.	This	is	a	bare	and	cold	and
hungry	land.	I	will	visit	my	friends	in	Iceland."
"And	our	swords	are	rusty	with	long	resting,"	said	his	men.	"Perhaps	we	can	find
play	for	them	in	Iceland."
"Now	I	have	a	plan,"	Eric	suddenly	said.	"Would	it	not	be	pleasant	to	see	other
feast	halls	as	we	sail	along	the	coast?"
"Oh!	it	would	be	a	beautiful	sight,"	his	men	said.
"Well,"	 said	 Eric,	 "I	 am	 going	 to	 try	 to	 bring	 back	 some	 neighbours	 from
Iceland.	Now	we	must	have	a	name	for	our	land.	How	does	Greenland	sound?"
His	men	laughed	and	said,	"It	 is	a	very	white	Greenland,	but	men	will	 like	the
sound	of	it.	It	is	better	than	Iceland."
So	Eric	and	all	his	people	sailed	back	and	spent	the	winter	with	his	friends.
"Ah!	Eric,	it	is	good	to	hear	your	laugh	again,"	they	said.
Eric	 was	 at	 many	 feasts	 and	 saw	 many	 men,	 and	 he	 talked	 much	 of	 his
Greenland.
"The	sea	is	full	of	whale	and	seals	and	great	fish,"	he	said.	"The	land	has	bear
and	 reindeer.	 There	 are	 no	 men	 there.	 Come	 back	 with	 me	 and	 choose	 your
land."
Many	men	said	 that	 they	would	do	 it.	Some	men	went	because	 they	 thought	 it
would	be	a	great	 frolic	 to	go	 to	a	new	country.	Some	went	because	 they	were
poor	in	Iceland	and	thought,	"I	can	be	no	worse	off	in	Greenland,	and	perhaps	I
shall	grow	rich	there."
And	some	went	because	they	loved	Eric	and	wanted	to	be	his	neighbours.
So	the	next	summer	thirty-five	ships	full	of	men	and	women	and	goods	followed
Eric	for	Greenland.	But	 they	met	heavy	storms,	and	some	ships	were	wrecked,
and	 the	men	drowned.	Other	men	 grew	heartsick	 at	 the	 terrible	 storm	 and	 the
long	voyage	and	no	sight	of	land,	and	they	turned	back	to	Iceland.	So	of	those
thirty-five	ships	only	fifteen	got	to	Greenland.
"Only	 the	bravest	 and	 the	 luckiest	men	 come	here,"	Eric	 said.	 "We	 shall	 have
good	neighbours."



Soon	other	houses	were	built	along	the	fiords.
"It	 is	pleasant	 to	sail	along	the	coast	now,"	said	Eric.	"I	see	smoke	rising	from
houses	and	ships	standing	on	the	shore	and	friendly	hands	waving."
	



THE	BALLAD	OF	NORNAGEST

Adapted	from	a	Faroese	original	by	Nora	Kershaw	in	Stories	and	Ballads	of	the
Far	Past,	1921

	

	

A	Ballad	there	is	of	Nornagest,
Refrain:	Be	ready	with	a	plan	in	trouble!
In	manly	virtues	among	the	best.
Refrain:	Every	lad	should	do	so!
	

Twelve	oxen	were	led	to	the	market	square,
And	onward	thence	to	a	castle	fair.
	

The	King	he	thought	to	hew	them	to	earth,
And	with	courage	and	joy	did	he	sally	forth.
	

The	King	he	struck	such	a	mighty	blow
That	the	blood	from	the	wounds	did	swiftly	flow.
	

All	the	oxen	fell	down	dead,
And	the	axe	sank	deep	that	he	brandished.
	

All	men	praised	his	princely	blow:
The	blood	from	the	wounds	did	swiftly	flow.
	

A	man	there	came	with	crutches	twain:
With	these	he	steadied	himself	amain.



	

The	King	to	the	man	full	mildly	spoke:	-
"O	why,	and	Oh	why,	dost	you	praise	not	my	stroke?"
	

O	Sire,	you	struckest	full	manfully;
But	I	saw	a	finer	stroke	in	days	gone	by.
	

"Of	Sigurth's	deeds	have	you	heard	the	worth,	-
The	mightiest	champion	of	men	on	earth!
	

"Leaf	and	grove	did	tremble	and	quake
When	Sigurth	clove	in	sunder	the	snake.
	

This	may	you	tell	of	Sigurth	the	bold:	-
'He	was	mightiest	of	all	men	in	days	of	old.'
	

"This	can	I	tell	of	Sigurth's	fame:	-
'I	know	no	hero	with	eyes	so	keen.'
	

"Leaf	and	grove	did	tremble	and	shake
When	Sigurth	clove	in	sunder	the	snake.
	

"A	noble	man	was	Högni,	I	ween,
Full	well	did	I	know	his	ugly	mien.
	

"Rich,	brave	and	gentle	was	Gunnar	enow,
Wise	too,	and	Gunnhild	was	like	him,	I	trow.
	

"Wise	too,	and	Gunnhild	was	like	him,	I	trow.
Of	heroes	like	him	are	there	all	too	few.
	



18.	"My	father	he	had	a	homestead	fair:
Herds	of	cattle	were	pastured	there.
	

"And	horses	I	tended	as	I	sat	in	the	wood.	-
And	blithest	my	heart	when	the	weather	was	good!
	

"One	and	all	in	their	saddles	they	ride,
Childe	Sigurth,	and	Högni,	and	Gunnar	beside.
	

"Over	the	mire-pit	rode	all	and	one.	-
I	was	a	lad,	and	I	looked	thereon.
	

"First	sprang	Gunnar's	horse	forthright.
Gunnar	measured	his	leap	aright.
	

"Högni's	horse	sprang	after	then.
Fast	stuck	Grani	in	the	fen.
	

"The	last	to	spring	was	Sigurth's	steed.
Sigurth	had	given	him	so	heavy	a	feed!
	

"Grani	floundered	in	the	fen:
His	saddle	girth	brake	in	pieces	twain.
	

"Down	from	their	saddles	each	did	glide,	-
Childe	Sigurth,	and	Högni,	and	Gunnar	beside.
	

"They	dragged	at	the	noble	steed	amain;
But	Sigurth	pulled	hardest	the	bridle	rein.
	

"'Oft	have	I	leapt	o'er	the	pit	aright



By	day	and	eke	in	the	murky	night.
	

"'O	Guest,	a	service	of	you	I	pray:	-
Wash	from	my	courser	the	mire	away.
	

"'The	saddle	buckle	which	broke	'neath	me	-
The	same,	Oh	Guest,	will	I	give	to	you.'
	

"Forth	they	rode	to	a	river	then.
No-one	was	there	to	look	to	the	men.
	

"I	washed	his	poitrail	and	breast	for	him,
His	thigh,	his	leg,	and	each	long	limb.
	

"The	noble	courser	I	made	full	clean.
Then	Sigurth	took	me	for	his	horse-swain.
	

"So	rode	we	forth	to	Fafnir's	lair.
Like	the	sun's	own	beams	did	the	gold	shine	there.
	

"From	Sigurth's	steed	did	I	draw	a	hair,
Of	wondrous	length	and	beyond	compare.
	

"The	hair	in	the	tail	of	Grani	hung,
-	Well-nigh	a	foot	and	a	fathom	long.
	

"Well-nigh	a	foot	and	a	fathom	in	height.
And	it	shone	and	gleamed	like	silver	so	bright.
	

39.	"In	days	gone	by,	full	far	have	I	strayed,
Nor	found	I	my	candle	and	span	of	days."



	

The	King	he	gave	him	pole	and	boat,
And	directed	the	old	man	on	his	road.
	

"In	the	Land	of	the	Franks	is	a	lake	broad	and	wide
Where	your	candle	and	span	of	days	do	bide."
	

Long	and	long	dived	the	courteous	man
Before	he	came	his	candle	upon.
	

Körnar	the	priest	baptised	him	anon.
When	the	candle	burnt	out	his	life	was	done.
	

When	the	light	in	the	lanthorn	had	burnt	away,
Refrain:	Be	ready	with	a	plan	in	trouble!
Then	ended	too	his	own	life's	day.
Refrain:	Every	lad	should	do	so!
	



LEIF	AND	HIS	NEW	LAND

Adapted	from	”skald”	sagas	as	told	by	Jennie	Hall	in	Viking	Tales,	1902

	

	

NOW	 ERIC	 HAD	 LIVED	 IN	 GREENLAND	 for	 fifteen	 years.	 His	 sons
Thorstein	and	Leif	had	grown	up	to	be	big,	strong	men.	One	spring	Leif	said	to
his	father:
"I	 have	 never	 seen	Norway,	 our	mother	 land.	 I	 long	 to	 go	 there	 and	meet	 the
great	men	and	see	the	places	that	skalds	sing	about."
Eric	answered:
"It	 is	 right	 that	 you	 should	 go.	 No	 man	 has	 really	 lived	 until	 he	 has	 seen
Norway."
So	 he	 helped	Leif	 fit	 out	 a	 boat	 and	 sent	 him	 off.	 Leif	 sailed	 for	months.	He
passed	 Iceland	 and	 the	 Faroes	 and	 the	 Shetlands.	 He	 stopped	 at	 all	 of	 these
places	 and	 feasted	his	mind	on	 the	new	 things.	And	everywhere	men	 received
him	gladly;	 for	he	was	handsome	and	wise.	But	at	 last	he	came	near	Norway.
Then	he	stood	up	before	the	pilot's	seat	and	sang	loudly:
"My	eyes	can	see	her	at	 last,	The	mother	of	mighty	men,	The	 field	of	 famous
fights.	In	the	sky	above	I	see	fair	Asgard's	shining	roofs,	The	flying	hair	of	Thor,
The	wings	of	Odin's	birds,	The	road	that	heroes	tread.	I	am	here	in	the	land	of
the	gods,	The	land	of	mighty	men."
For	a	while	he	walked	the	land	as	though	he	were	in	a	dream.	He	looked	at	this
and	that	and	everything	and	loved	them	all	because	it	was	Norway.
"I	will	go	to	the	king,"	he	said.
He	had	never	seen	a	king.	There	were	no	kings	in	Iceland	or	in	Greenland.	So	he
went	to	the	city	where	the	king	had	his	fine	house.	The	king's	name	was	Olaf.	He
was	 a	 great-grandson	 of	Harald	Hairfair;	 for	Harald	 had	 been	 dead	 a	 hundred
years.
Now	 the	 king	 was	 going	 to	 hold	 a	 feast	 at	 night,	 and	 Leif	 put	 on	 his	 most
beautiful	clothes	to	go	to	it.	He	put	on	long	tights	of	blue	wool	and	a	short	jacket
of	blue	velvet.	He	belted	his	 jacket	with	a	gold	girdle.	He	had	shoes	of	scarlet



with	golden	clasps.	He	threw	around	himself	a	cape	of	scarlet	velvet	lined	with
seal	 fur.	His	 long	sword	stuck	out	 from	under	his	cloak.	On	his	head	he	put	a
knitted	cap	of	bright	colours.	Then	he	walked	 to	 the	king's	 feast	hall	and	went
through	the	door.	It	was	a	great	hall,	and	it	was	full	of	richly-dressed	men.	The
fires	shone	on	so	many	golden	head-bands	and	bracelets	and	so	many	glittering
swords	 and	 spears	 on	 the	 wall,	 and	 there	 was	 so	 much	 noise	 of	 talking	 and
laughing,	that	at	first	Leif	did	not	know	what	to	do.	But	at	last	he	went	and	sat	on
the	very	end	seat	of	the	bench	near	him.
As	the	feast	went	on,	King	Olaf	sat	in	his	high	seat	and	looked	about	the	hall	and
noticed	 this	one	and	 that	one	and	spoke	across	 the	fire	 to	many.	He	was	keen-
eyed	and	soon	saw	Leif	in	his	far	seat.
"Yonder	is	some	man	of	mark,"	he	said	to	himself.	"He	is	surely	worth	knowing.
His	face	is	not	the	face	of	a	fool.	He	carries	his	head	like	a	lord	of	men."
He	sent	a	thrall	and	asked	Leif	 to	come	to	him.	So	Leif	walked	down	the	long
hall	and	stood	before	the	king.
"I	 am	glad	 to	 have	 you	 for	 a	 guest,"	 the	 king	 said.	 "What	 are	 your	 name	 and
country?"
"I	am	Leif	Ericsson,	and	I	have	come	all	the	way	from	Greenland	to	see	you	and
old	Norway."
"From	Greenland!"	said	the	king.	"It	is	not	often	that	I	see	a	Greenlander.	Many
come	to	Norway	to	trade,	but	they	seldom	come	to	the	king's	hall.	I	shall	be	glad
to	hear	about	your	land.	Come	up	and	speak	with	me."
So	Leif	went	up	the	steps	of	the	high	seat	and	sat	down	by	the	king	and	talked
with	him.	When	the	feast	was	over	the	king	said,	"You	shall	live	at	my	court	this
winter,	Leif	Ericsson.	You	are	a	welcome	guest."
So	Leif	 stayed	 there	 that	winter.	When	he	 started	back	 in	 the	 spring,	 the	king
gave	him	two	thralls	as	a	parting	gift.
"Let	this	gift	show	my	love,	Leif	Ericsson,"	he	said.	"For	your	sake	I	shall	not
forget	Greenland."
Leif	sailed	back	again	and	had	good	luck	until	he	was	past	Iceland.	Then	great
winds	came	out	of	the	north	and	tossed	his	ship	about	so	that	the	men	could	do
nothing.	They	were	blown	south	 for	days	and	days.	They	did	not	know	where
they	were.	Then	they	saw	land,	and	Leif	said,	"Surely	luck	has	brought	us	also	to
a	new	country.	We	will	go	in	and	see	what	kind	of	a	place	it	is."
So	he	steered	for	it.	As	they	came	near,	the	men	said,	"See	the	great	trees	and	the
soft,	green	shore.	Surely	this	is	a	better	country	than	Greenland	or	than	Iceland
either."
When	they	landed	they	threw	themselves	upon	the	ground.



"I	never	lay	on	a	bed	so	soft	as	this	grass,"	one	said.
"Taller	trees	do	not	grow	in	Norway,"	said	another.
"There	 is	 no	 stone	here	 as	 in	Norway,	 but	 only	 good	black	dirt,"	Leif	 said.	 "I
never	saw	so	fertile	a	land	before."
The	men	were	hungry	and	set	about	building	a	fire.
There	is	no	lack	of	fuel	here,"	they	said.
They	stayed	many	days	in	this	country	and	walked	about	to	see	what	was	there.
A	 German,	 named	 Tyrker,	 was	 with	 Leif.	 He	 was	 a	 little	 man	 with	 a	 high
forehead	and	a	short	nose.	His	eyes	were	big	and	rolling.	He	had	lived	with	Eric
for	many	 years,	 and	 had	 taken	 care	 of	Leif	when	 he	was	 a	 little	 boy.	 So	Leif
loved	him.
Now	one	day	they	had	been	wandering	about	and	all	came	back	to	camp	at	night
except	Tyrker.	When	Leif	 looked	 around	on	 his	 comrades,	 he	 said,	 "Where	 is
Tyrker?"
No	one	knew.	Then	Leif	was	angry.
"Is	a	man	of	so	little	value	in	this	empty	land	that	you	would	lose	one?"	he	said.
"Why	did	you	not	keep	 together?	Did	you	not	see	 that	he	was	gone?	Why	did
you	 not	 set	 out	 to	 look	 for	 him?	 Who	 knows	 what	 terrible	 thing	 may	 have
happened	to	him	in	these	great	forests?"
Then	 he	 turned	 and	 started	 out	 to	 hunt	 for	 him.	His	men	 followed,	 silent	 and
ashamed.	They	had	not	gone	far	when	they	saw	Tyrker	running	toward	them.	He
was	laughing	and	talking	to	himself.	Leif	ran	to	him	and	put	his	arms	about	him
with	gladness	at	seeing	him.
"Why	are	you	so	late?"	he	asked.	"Where	have	you	been?"
But	Tyrker,	still	smiling	and	nodding	his	head,	answered	in	German.	He	pointed
to	the	woods	and	laughed	and	rolled	his	eyes.	Again	Leif	asked	his	question	and
put	his	hand	on	Tyrker's	shoulder	as	 though	he	would	shake	him.	Then	Tyrker
answered	 in	 the	 language	 of	 Iceland,	 "I	 have	 not	 been	 so	 very	 far,	 but	 I	 have
found	something	wonderful."
"What	is	it?"	cried	the	men.
"I	have	found	grapes	growing	wild,"	answered	Tyrker,	and	he	laughed,	and	his
eyes	shone.
"It	cannot	be,"	Leif	said.
Grapes	 do	 not	 grow	 in	 Greenland	 nor	 in	 Iceland	 nor	 even	 in	 Norway.	 So	 it
seemed	a	wonderful	thing	to	these	Norsemen.
"Can	 I	 not	 tell	 grapes	when	 I	 see	 them?"	 cried	Tyrker.	 "Did	 I	 not	 grow	up	 in



Germany,	where	every	hillside	is	covered	with	grapevines?	Ah!	it	seems	like	my
old	home."
"It	 is	 wonderful,"	 Leif	 said.	 "I	 have	 heard	 travellers	 tell	 of	 seeing	 grapes
growing,	 but	 I	 myself	 never	 saw	 it.	 You	 shall	 take	 us	 to	 them	 early	 in	 the
morning,	Tyrker."
So	in	the	morning	they	went	back	into	the	woods	and	saw	the	grapes.	They	ate
of	them.
"They	are	like	food	and	drink,"	they	cried.
That	 day	Leif	 said,	 "We	 spent	most	 of	 the	 summer	 on	 the	 ocean.	Winter	will
soon	be	coming	on	and	 the	sea	about	Greenland	will	be	 frozen.	We	must	start
back.	 I	mean	 to	 take	 some	of	 the	 things	 of	 this	 land	 to	 show	 to	 our	 people	 at
home.	We	will	 fill	 the	 rowboat	with	grapes	and	 tow	it	behind	us.	The	ship	we
will	 load	with	 logs	 from	 these	great	 trees.	That	will	be	a	welcome	shipload	 in
Greenland,	where	we	have	neither	trees	nor	vines.	Now	half	of	you	shall	gather
grapes	for	the	next	few	days,	and	the	other	half	shall	cut	timber."
So	they	did,	and	after	a	week	sailed	off.	The	ship	was	full	of	lumber,	and	they
towed	 the	 rowboat	 loaded	with	grapes.	As	they	looked	back	at	the	shore,	Leif	
said,		"I	will	call	this	country	Wineland	for	the	grapes	that	grow	there."
One	of	the	men	leaped	upon	the	gunwale	and	leaned	out,	clinging	to	the	sail,	and
sang,	 "Wineland	 the	good,	Wineland	 the	warm,	Wineland	 the	green,	 the	great,
the	fat.	Our	dragon	fed	and	crawls	away	With	belly	stuffed	and	lazy	feet.	How
long	her	purple,	trailing	tail!	She	fed	and	grew	to	twice	her	size."
Then	all	the	men	waved	their	hands	to	the	shore	and	gave	a	great	shout	for	that
good	land.
For	all	that	voyage	they	had	fair	weather	and	sailed	into	Eric's	harbour	before	the
winter	came.	Eric	saw	the	ship	and	ran	down	to	the	shore.	He	took	Leif	into	his
arms	and	said,	"Oh,	my	son,	my	old	eyes	ached	to	see	you.	I	hunger	to	hear	of	all
that	you	have	seen	and	done."
"Luck	has	followed	me	all	the	way,"	said	Leif.	"See	what	I	have	brought	home."
The	Greenlanders	looked.
"Lumber!	lumber!"	they	cried.	"Oh!	it	is	better	stuff	than	gold."
Then	they	saw	the	grapes	and	tasted	them.
"Surely	you	must	have	plundered	Asgard,"	they	said,	smacking	their	lips.
At	the	feast	that	night	Eric	said,	"Leif	shall	sit	in	the	place	of	honour."
So	Leif	sat	in	the	high	seat	opposite	Eric.	All	men	thought	him	a	handsome	and
wise	man.	He	told	them	of	the	storm	and	of	Wineland.



"No	 man	 would	 ever	 need	 a	 cloak	 there.	 The	 soil	 is	 richer	 than	 the	 soil	 of
Norway.	Grain	grows	wild,	and	you	yourselves	saw	the	grapes	that	we	got	from
there.	The	forests	are	without	end.	The	sea	is	full	of	fish."
The	Greenlanders	listened	with	open	mouths	to	all	this.	They	turned	and	talked
to	Leif's	ship-comrades	who	were	scattered	among	them.
Leif	noticed	two	strangers,	an	old	man	who	sat	at	Eric's	side	and	a	young	woman
on	the	cross-bench.	He	turned	to	his	brother	Thorstein	who	sat	next	to	him.
"Who	are	these	strangers?"	he	asked.
"Thorbiorn	 and	 his	 daughter	 Gudrid,"	 Thorstein	 answered.	 "They	 landed	 here
this	 spring.	 I	 never	 saw	 our	 father	 more	 glad	 of	 anything	 than	 to	 see	 this
Thorbiorn.	They	were	friends	before	we	left	Iceland.	When	they	saw	each	other
again	they	could	not	talk	enough	of	old	times.	In	the	spring	Eric	means	to	give
him	 a	 farm	 up	 the	 fiord	 a	way.	 It	 seems	 that	 this	Thorbiorn	 comes	 of	 a	 good
family	that	has	been	rich	and	great	in	Iceland	for	years.	And	Thorbiorn	himself
was	rich	when	our	father	knew	him,	and	was	much	honoured	by	all	men.	But	ill
luck	came,	and	he	grew	poor.	This	hurt	his	pride.	'I	will	not	stay	in	Iceland	and
be	a	beggar,'	he	said	to	himself.	'I	will	not	have	men	look	at	me	and	say,	"He	is
not	what	his	father	was."	I	will	go	to	my	friend	Eric	the	Red	in	Greenland.'
"Then	he	got	ready	a	great	feast	and	invited	all	his	friends.	It	was	such	a	feast	as
had	not	been	in	Iceland	for	years.	Thorbiorn	spent	on	it	all	the	wealth	that	he	had
left.	For	he	said	to	himself,	 'I	will	not	leave	in	shame.	Men	shall	remember	my
last	feast.'	After	that	he	set	out	and	came	to	Greenland.
"Is	not	Gudrid	beautiful?	And	she	is	wise.	I	mean	to	marry	her,	if	her	father	will
permit	it."
Now	Leif	settled	down	in	Greenland	and	became	a	great	man	there.	He	was	so
busy	and	he	grew	so	rich	that	he	did	not	think	of	going	to	Wineland	again.	But
people	could	not	 forget	his	 story.	Many	nights	as	men	sat	about	 the	 long	 fires
they	talked	of	that	wonderful	land	and	wished	to	see	it.
	



THE	BALLAD	OF	HILDINA

Adapted	from	a	Shetland	Isles	original	by	Nora	Kershaw	in	Stories	and	Ballads
of	the	Far	Past,	1921

	

	

It	was	the	Earl	from	Orkney,
And	counsel	of	his	kin	sought	he,
Whether	he	should	the	maiden
Free	from	her	misery.
	

"If	you	free	the	maid	from	her	gleaming	hall,
O	kinsman	dear	of	mine,
Ever	while	the	world	shall	last
Your	glory	still	shall	shine."
	

Home	came	the	king,
Home	from	the	ship's	levy
The	lady	Hildina	she	was	gone,
And	only	her	stepmother	there	found	he.
	

"Be	he	in	whatever	land,
This	will	I	prove	true,
He	shall	be	hanged	from	the	highest	tree
That	ever	upward	grew."
	

"If	the	Earl	but	come	to	Orkney,
Saint	Magnus	will	be	his	aid,



And	in	Orkney	ever	he	will	remain	-
Haste	after	him	with	speed."
	

The	King	he	stood	before	his	lady,
And	a	box	on	her	ear	gave	he,
And	all	adown	her	lily	white	cheeks
The	tears	did	flow	truly.
	

The	Earl	he	stood	before	Hildina,
And	a	pat	on	her	cheek	gave	he,	-
"O	which	of	us	two	would	you	have	lie	dead,
Your	father	dear	or	me?"
	

"I	would	rather	see	my	father	doomed,
And	all	his	company,
If	so	my	own	true	lord	and	I
May	long	rule	in	Orkney.
	

"Now	do	you	take	in	hand	your	steed,
And	ride	you	down	to	the	strand;
And	do	you	greet	my	sire	full	blithely,
And	gladly	will	he	clasp	your	hand."
	

The	King	he	now	made	answer	-
So	sore	displeased	was	he	-
"In	payment	for	my	daughter
What	will	you	give	to	me."
	

"Thirty	marks	of	the	red	gold,
This	to	you	will	I	give,
And	never	shall	you	lack	a	son



As	long	as	I	may	live."
	

Now	long	stood	the	King,
And	long	on	the	Earl	gazed	he:	-
"Oh	you	are	worth	a	host	of	sons;
Your	boon	is	granted	you."
	



WINELAND	THE	GOOD

Adapted	from	”skald”	sagas	as	told	by	Jennie	Hall	in	Viking	Tales,	1902

	

	

On	an	autumn,	a	year	or	 two	after	Leif	came	home,	Eric	and	his	men	saw	two
large	ships	come	to	land	not	far	down	the	shore	from	the	house.
"They	look	like	trading	ships,"	Eric	said.	"Let	us	go	down	to	see	them."
"I	will	go,	too,"	Gudrid	said.	"Perhaps	they	will	have	rich	cloth	and	jewellery.	It
is	long	since	I	had	my	eyes	on	a	new	dress."
So	they	all	went	down	and	found	two	large	 trading	ships	 lying	in	 the	water.	A
great	many	men	were	on	the	shore	making	a	fire.
"Welcome	to	Greenland!"	called	Eric.	"What	are	your	names	and	your	country?"
						Then	a	fine,	big	man	walked	out	from	among	the	men	and	went	up	to	Eric.
"I	am	Thorfinn,"	he	said,	"a	trader.	I	sailed	this	summer	from	Iceland	with	forty
men	and	a	shipload	of	goods.	On	the	sea	I	met	this	other	ship	from	Iceland.	The
master	is	Biarni.	Come	and	look	at	my	goods."
So	 he	 rowed	 Eric	 and	 Gudrid	 out	 and	 they	 went	 aboard	 his	 boat.	 Thorfinn
opened	his	chests	and	showed	Eric	gleaming	swords	and	bracelets	and	axes	and
farm	tools.	But	before	Gudrid	he	spread	beautiful	cloth	and	gold	embroidery	and
golden	 necklaces.	 As	 they	 looked,	 he	 told	 of	 doings	 in	 Iceland	 and	 asked	 of
Greenland.
"We	 never	 see	 such	 things	 as	 these	 in	 this	 bare	 land,"	 Gudrid	 said,	 as	 she
smoothed	a	beautiful	dress	of	purple	velvet.	"I	envy	the	women	of	Iceland	their
fair	clothes."
"There	 is	no	need	of	 that,"	Thorfinn	said,	"for	 this	dress	 is	yours	and	anything
else	from	my	chests	that	you	like.	Here	is	a	necklace	that	I	beg	you	to	take.	It	did
not	have	a	fairer	mistress	in	Greece	where	I	got	it."
"You	are	a	very	generous	trader,"	Gudrid	said.
Then	Thorfinn	 gave	Eric	 a	 great	 sword	with	 a	 gold-studded	 scabbard.	After	 a
while	he	took	them	to	Biarni's	ship.	He	also	gave	them	gifts.	They	all	talked	and



laughed	much	while	they	were	together.
"You	are	merry	comrades,"	Eric	said.	"I	ask	you	both	and	all	your	men	to	spend
the	winter	at	my	house.	You	can	put	your	goods	into	my	storehouses."
"By	my	 sword!	 a	 generous	 offer,"	 said	 Thorfinn.	 "As	 for	 me,	 I	 am	 happy	 to
come."
Biarni	 and	all	 the	 rest	 said	 the	 same	 thing.	Thorfinn	walked	 to	 the	house	with
Eric	and	Gudrid,	while	 the	other	men	 sailed	 to	 the	 ship-sheds	and	pulled	 their
boats	under	them.
Then	Thorfinn	saw	to	the	unloading	and	storing	of	his	goods.
"Is	this	Gudrid	your	daughter?"	he	asked	of	Eric	one	day.
"She	is	the	widow	of	my	son	Thorstein,"	Eric	said.	"He	died	the	same	winter	that
they	were	married.	Her	father,	too,	died	not	long	ago.	So	Gudrid	lives	with	me."
Now	all	that	winter	until	Yule-time	Eric	spread	a	good	feast	every	night.	There
was	laughter	through	his	house	all	the	time.	Often	at	the	feasts	the	men	cast	lots
to	see	whether	they	might	sit	on	the	cross-bench	with	the	women.	Sometimes	it
was	Thorfinn's	luck	to	sit	by	Gudrid.	Then	they	talked	gaily	and	drank	together.
At	last	Yule	was	coming	near.	Eric	went	about	the	house	gloomy	then.	One	day
Thorfinn	put	his	hand	on	Eric's	shoulder	and	said,	"Something	is	troubling	you,
Eric.	We	have	all	noticed	that	you	are	not	gay	as	you	used	to	be.	Tell	me	what	is
the	matter."
"You	have	carried	yourselves	like	noble	men	in	my	house,"	Eric	answered.	"I	am
proud	 to	 have	 you	 for	 guests.	 Now	 I	 am	 ashamed	 that	 you	 should	 not	 find	 a
house	worthy	of	you.	I	am	ashamed	that	when	you	leave	me	you	will	have	to	say
that	you	never	spent	a	worse	Yule	than	you	did	with	Eric	the	Red	in	Greenland.
For	my	cupboards	are	empty."
"Oh,	that	is	easily	mended,"	Thorfinn	said.	"No	house	could	feed	eighty	men	so
long	and	not	feel	it.	I	never	knew	so	generous	a	host	before.	But	I	have	flour	and
grain	and	mead	in	my	boat.	You	are	welcome	to	all	of	it.	You	have	only	to	open
the	doors	of	your	own	storehouses.	It	is	a	little	gift."
So	Eric	used	those	things,	and	there	was	never	a	merrier	Yule	feast	than	in	his
house	that	winter.
When	Yule	was	over,	Thorfinn	said	to	Eric:
"Gudrid	is	a	beautiful	and	wise	woman.	I	wish	to	have	her	for	my	wife."
"You	seem	to	be	a	man	worthy	of	her,"	Eric	said.
So	that	winter	Gudrid	and	Thorfinn	were	married	and	lived	at	Eric's	house.
One	day	Thorfinn	said	to	Eric,	"I	have	heard	much	of	this	wonderful	Wineland



since	I	have	been	here.	It	seems	to	me	that	it	is	worthwhile	to	go	and	see	more	of
it."
"My	son	Thorstein	and	I	tried	it	once,"	said	Eric.	"It	was	the	year	after	Leif	came
back.	We	set	out	with	a	fair	ship	and	with	glad	hearts,	but	we	 tossed	about	all
summer	on	the	sea	and	got	nowhere.	We	were	wet	with	storm,	lean	with	hunger
and	illness,	and	heartsick	at	our	bad	luck."
"And	 yet,"	Thorfinn	 said,	 "another	 time	we	might	 have	 better	weather.	 I	 have
never	seen	so	fair	a	land	as	this	seems	to	be."
Then	he	went	to	Leif	and	talked	long	with	him.	Leif	told	him	in	what	direction
he	had	sailed	to	come	home,	and	how	the	shores	looked	that	he	had	passed.
"I	 think	 I	 could	 find	my	way,"	Thorfinn	 said.	 "My	heart	moves	me	 to	 try	 this
frolic."
He	spoke	to	Gudrid	about	it.
"Oh,	yes!"	she	cried.	"Let	us	go.	It	is	long	since	I	felt	a	boat	leaping	under	me.	I
am	tired	of	sitting	still.	I	want	to	feel	the	warm	days	and	see	the	soft	grass	and
the	high	trees	and	taste	the	grapes	of	this	Wineland	the	Good."
Then	he	talked	with	his	men	and	with	Biarni.
"We	are	ready,"	they	all	said.	"We	are	only	waiting	for	a	leader."
"Then	let	us	go!"	cried	Thorfinn.
So	in	the	spring	they	fitted	up	their	two	ships	and	put	into	them	provisions	and	a
few	cattle.	Some	of	Eric's	men	also	got	ready	a	boat,	so	that	three	ships	set	sail
from	Eric's	harbour	carrying	one	hundred	and	sixty	men	 to	Wineland.	As	 they
started,	Gudrid	stood	on	the	deck	and	sang,	"I	will	feast	my	eyes	on	new	things	-
On	mighty	trees	and	purple	grapes,	On	beds	of	flowers	and	soft	grass.	I	will	sun
myself	in	a	warm	land."
They	 sailed	 on	 and	 past	 those	 shores	 that	Leif	 had	 spoken	 of.	Whenever	 they
saw	any	interesting	place	they	sailed	in	and	looked	about	and	rested	there.
They	 had	 gone	 far	 south,	 past	 many	 fair	 shores	 with	 woods	 on	 them,	 when
Gudrid	said	one	day,	 "This	 is	a	beautiful	bay	with	a	smooth,	green	 field	by	 it,
and	the	great	mountains	far	back.	I	should	like	to	stay	there	for	a	little	while.
So	they	sailed	in	and	drew	their	ships	up	on	shore.	They	put	up	the	awnings	in
them.
"These	shall	be	our	houses,"	Thorfinn	said.
They	were	strange-looking	houses	-	shining	dragons	with	gay	backs	lying	on	the
yellow	 sand.	 Near	 them	 the	 Norsemen	 lighted	 fires	 and	 cooked	 their	 supper.
That	night	they	slept	in	the	ships.	In	the	morning	Gudrid	said,	"I	long	to	see	what
is	back	of	that	mountain."



So	they	all	climbed	 it.	When	 they	stood	on	 the	 top	 they	could	see	far	over	 the
country.
"There	is	a	lake	that	we	must	see,"	Thorfinn	said.
"I	should	like	to	sail	around	that	bay,"	said	Biarni,	pointing.
"I	am	going	to	walk	up	that	valley	yonder,"	one	of	the	men	said.
And	everyone	saw	some	place	where	he	would	like	to	go.	So	for	all	that	summer
they	 camped	 in	 that	 spot	 and	went	 about	 the	 country	 seeing	new	 things.	They
hunted	in	the	woods	and	caught	rabbits	and	birds	and	sometimes	bears	and	deer.
Every	day	some	men	rowed	out	to	sea	and	fished.	There	was	an	island	in	the	bay
where	thousands	of	birds	had	their	nests.	The	men	gathered	eggs	here.
"We	have	more	to	eat	than	we	had	in	Greenland	or	Iceland,"	Thorfinn	said,	"and
need	not	work	at	all.	It	is	all	play."
Near	the	end	of	summer	Thorfinn	spoke	to	his	comrades.
"Have	we	not	seen	everything	here?	Let	us	go	to	a	new	place.	We	have	not	yet
found	grapes."
Thorfinn	and	Biarni	and	all	their	men	sailed	south	again.	But	some	of	Eric's	men
went	off	in	their	boat	another	way.	Years	afterward	the	Greenlanders	heard	that
they	were	shipwrecked	and	made	slaves	in	Ireland.
After	Thorfinn	and	Biarni	had	sailed	for	many	days	they	landed	on	a	low,	green
place.	There	were	hills	around	it.	A	little	lake	was	there.
"What	 is	growing	on	 those	hillsides?"	Thorfinn	said,	shading	his	eyes	with	his
hand.
He	and	some	others	ran	up	there.	The	people	on	shore	heard	them	shout.	Soon
they	came	running	back	with	their	hands	full	of	something.
"Grapes!	Grapes!"	they	were	shouting.
All	 those	people	sat	down	and	ate	 the	grapes	and	then	went	 to	 the	hillside	and
picked	more.
"Now	we	are	indeed	in	Wineland,"	they	said.	"It	is	as	wonderful	as	Leif's	stories.
Surely	we	must	stay	here	for	a	long	time."
The	very	next	day	 they	went	 into	 the	woods	and	began	 to	cut	out	 lumber.	The
huts	that	they	built	were	little	things.	They	had	no	windows,	and	in	the	doorways
the	men	hung	their	cloaks	instead	of	doors.
"We	can	be	out	in	the	air	so	much	in	this	warm	country,"	said	Gudrid,	"that	we
do	not	need	fine	houses."
The	huts	were	scattered	all	about,	some	on	the	side	of	the	lake,	some	at	the	shore
of	the	harbour,	some	on	the	hillside.	Gudrid	had	said,	"I	want	to	live	by	the	lake



where	I	can	look	into	the	green	woods	and	hear	sweet	bird-noises."
So	Thorfinn	built	his	hut	there.
As	they	sat	about	the	campfire	one	night,	Biarni	said,	"It	is	strange	that	so	good	a
land	 should	 be	 empty.	 I	 suppose	 that	 these	 are	 the	 first	 houses	 that	were	 ever
built	 in	Wineland.	 It	 is	wonderful	 to	 think	 that	we	are	 alone	here	 in	 this	great
land."
All	that	winter	no	snow	fell.	The	cattle	pastured	on	the	grass.
"To	think	of	the	cold,	frozen	winters	in	Greenland!"	Gudrid	said.	"Oh!	this	is	the
sun's	own	land."
In	the	beginning	of	that	winter	a	little	son	was	born	to	Gudrid	and	Thorfinn.
"A	health	to	the	first	Winelander!"	the	men	shouted	and	drank	down	their	wine;
for	they	had	made	some	from	Wineland	grapes.
"Will	he	be	the	father	of	a	great	country,	as	Ingolf	was?"	Biarni	mused.
Gudrid	looked	at	her	baby	and	smiled.
"You	will	 be	 as	 sunny	 as	 this	 good	 land,	 I	 hope,"	 she	 said,	 They	 named	 him
Snorri.	He	grew	fast	and	soon	crept	along	the	yellow	sand,	and	toddled	among
the	grapevines,	and	climbed	 into	 the	boats	and	 learned	 to	 talk.	The	men	called
him	the	"Wineland	king."
	

"I	never	knew	a	baby	before,"	one	of	the	men	said.
"No,"	said	another.	 "Swords	are	 jealous.	But	when	 they	are	 in	 their	 scabbards,
we	can	do	other	things,	even	play	with	babies."
"I	wonder	whether	I	have	forgotten	how	to	swing	my	sword	in	this	quiet	land,"
another	man	said.
One	 spring	morning	when	 the	men	got	up	and	went	out	 from	 their	huts	 to	 the
fires	 to	cook	 they	saw	a	great	many	canoes	 in	 the	harbour.	Men	were	 in	 them
paddling	toward	shore.
"What	is	this?"	cried	the	Norsemen	to	one	another.	"Where	did	they	come	from?
Are	they	foes?	Who	ever	saw	such	boats	before?	The	men's	faces	are	brown."
"Let	every	man	have	his	sword	ready,"	cried	Thorfinn.	"But	do	not	draw	until	I
command.	Let	us	go	to	meet	them."
So	they	went	and	stood	on	the	shore.	Soon	the	men	from	the	canoes	landed	and
stood	looking	at	the	Norsemen.	The	strangers'	skin	was	brown.	Their	faces	were
broad.	Their	hair	was	black.	Their	bodies	were	short.	They	wore	leather	clothes.
One	man	among	them	seemed	to	be	chief.	He	spread	out	his	open	hands	to	the
Norsemen.



He	is	showing	us	that	he	has	no	weapons,"	Biarni	said.	"He	comes	in	peace."
Then	Thorfinn	showed	his	empty	hands	and	asked:
"What	do	you	want?"
The	 stranger	 said	 something,	 but	 the	 Norsemen	 could	 not	 understand.	 It	 was
some	new	language.	Then	the	chief	pointed	to	one	of	the	huts	and	walked	toward
it.	He	and	his	men	walked	all	around	it	and	felt	of	the	timber	and	went	into	it	and
looked	 at	 all	 the	 things	 there	 -	 spades	 and	 cloaks	 and	drinking-horns.	As	 they
looked	 they	 talked	 together.	 They	 went	 to	 all	 the	 other	 huts	 and	 looked	 at
everything	there.	One	of	them	found	a	red	cloak.	He	spread	it	out	and	showed	it
to	the	others.	They	all	stood	about	it	and	looked	at	it	and	felt	of	it	and	talked	fast.
"They	seem	to	like	my	cloak,"	Biarni	said.
One	 of	 the	 strangers	went	 down	 to	 their	 canoes	 and	 soon	 came	 back	with	 an
armload	of	 furs	 -	 fox-skins,	otter-skins,	beaver-skins.	The	chief	 took	some	and
held	them	out	to	Thorfinn	and	hugged	the	cloak	to	him.
"He	wants	to	trade,"	Thorfinn	said.	"Will	you	do	it,	Biarni?"
"Yes,"	Biarni	answered,	and	took	the	furs.
"If	they	want	red	stuff,	I	have	a	whole	roll	of	red	cloth	that	I	will	trade,"	one	of
the	other	men	said.
He	went	and	got	 it.	When	the	strangers	saw	it	 they	quickly	held	out	more	furs
and	seemed	eager	to	trade.	So	Thorfinn	cut	the	cloth	into	pieces	and	sold	every
scrap.	When	the	strangers	got	it	they	tied	it	about	their	heads	and	seemed	much
pleased.
While	 this	 trading	 was	 going	 on	 and	 everybody	 was	 good-natured,	 a	 bull	 of
Thorfinn's	ran	out	of	the	woods	bellowing	and	came	towards	the	crowd.	When
the	strangers	heard	 it	and	saw	 it	 they	 threw	down	whatever	was	 in	 their	hands
and	ran	to	their	canoes	and	paddled	off	as	fast	as	they	could.
The	Norsemen	laughed.
"We	have	lost	our	customers,"	Biarni	said.
"Did	they	never	see	a	bull	before?"	laughed	one	of	the	men.
Now	after	three	weeks	the	Norsemen	saw	canoes	in	the	bay	again.	This	time	it
was	black	with	them,	there	were	so	many.	The	people	in	them	were	all	making	a
horrible	shout.
"It	 is	 a	 war-cry,"	 Thorfinn	 said,	 and	 he	 raised	 a	 red	 shield.	 "They	 are	 surely
twenty	to	our	one,	but	we	must	fight.	Stand	in	close	line	and	give	them	a	taste	of
your	swords."
Even	 as	 he	 spoke	 a	 great	 shower	 of	 stones	 fell	 upon	 them.	 Some	 of	 the



Norsemen	were	hit	on	the	head	and	knocked	down.	Biarni	got	a	broken	arm.	Still
the	 storm	 came	 fast.	 The	 strangers	 had	 landed	 and	 were	 running	 toward	 the
Norsemen.	They	threw	their	stones	with	sling-shots,	and	they	yelled	all	the	time.
"Oh,	this	is	no	kind	of	fighting	for	brave	men!"	Thorfinn	cried	angrily.
The	Norsemen's	swords	swung	fast,	and	many	of	the	strangers	died	under	them,
but	still	others	came	on,	throwing	stones	and	swinging	stone	axes.	The	horrible
yelling	and	the	strange	things	that	the	savages	did	frightened	the	Norsemen.
"These	are	not	men,"	someone	cried.
Then	those	Norsemen	who	had	never	been	afraid	of	anything	turned	and	ran.	But
when	they	came	to	the	top	of	a	rough	hill	Thorfinn	cried:
What	are	we	doing?	Shall	we	die	here	in	this	empty	land	with	no	one	to	bury	us?
We	are	leaving	our	women."
When	one	of	the	women	ran	out	of	the	hut	where	they	were	hiding.
"Give	me	a	sword!"	she	cried.	"I	can	drive	them	back.	Are	Norsemen	not	better
than	these	savages?"
Then	 those	warriors	 stopped,	 ashamed,	 and	 stood	up	 before	 the	wild	men	 and
fought	 so	 fiercely	 that	 the	 strangers	 turned	 and	 fled	 down	 to	 their	 canoes	 and
paddled	away.
"Oh,	I	am	glad	they	are	gone!"	Thorfinn	said.	"It	was	an	ugly	fight."
"Thor	would	not	have	loved	that	battle,"	one	said.
"It	 was	 no	 battle,"	 another	 replied.	 "It	 was	 like	 fighting	 against	 an	 army	 of
poisonous	flies."
The	Norsemen	were	all	worn	and	bleeding	and	sore.	They	went	to	their	huts	and
dressed	 their	wounds,	 and	 the	women	 helped	 them.	At	 supper	 that	 night	 they
talked	about	the	fight	for	a	long	time.
"I	will	not	stay	here,"	Gudrid	said.	"Perhaps	these	wild	men	have	gone	away	to
get	more	people	and	will	come	back	and	kill	us.	Oh!	they	are	ugly."
"Perhaps	brown	faces	are	looking	at	us	now	from	behind	the	trees	in	the	woods
back	there,"	said	Biarni.
It	 was	 the	 wish	 of	 all	 to	 go	 home.	 So	 after	 a	 few	 days	 they	 sailed	 back	 to
Greenland	with	good	weather	all	the	way.	The	people	at	Eric's	house	were	very
glad	to	see	them.
"We	were	afraid	you	had	died,"	they	said.
"And	 I	 thought	 once	 that	 we	 should	 never	 leave	 Wineland	 alive,"	 Thorfinn
answered.



Then	they	told	all	the	story.
"I	 wonder	 why	 I	 had	 no	 such	 bad	 luck,"	 Leif	 said.	 "But	 you	 have	 a	 better
shipload	than	I	got."
He	was	looking	at	the	bundles	of	furs	and	the	kegs	of	wine.
"Yes,"	said	Thorfinn,	"we	have	come	back	richer	than	when	we	left.	But	I	will
never	go	again	for	all	the	skins	in	the	woods."
The	next	summer	Thorfinn	took	Gudrid	and	Snorri	and	all	his	people	and	sailed
back	to	Iceland,	his	home.	There	he	lived	until	he	died.	People	looked	at	him	in
wonder.
"That	 is	 the	man	who	went	to	Wineland	and	fought	with	wild	men,"	they	said.
"Snorri	 is	his	 son.	He	 is	 the	 first	 and	 last	Winelander,	 for	no	one	will	 ever	go
there	again.	It	will	be	an	empty	and	forgotten	land."
And	 so	 it	was	 for	 a	 long	 time.	Some	wise	men	wrote	down	 the	 story	of	 those
voyages	 and	 of	 that	 land,	 and	 people	 read	 the	 tale	 and	 liked	 it,	 but	 no	 one
remembered	 where	 the	 place	 was.	 It	 all	 seemed	 like	 a	 fairy	 tale.	 Long
afterwards,	however,	men	began	to	read	those	stories	with	wide-open	eyes	and	to
wonder.	They	guessed	 and	 talked	 together,	 and	 studied	 this	 and	 that	 land,	 and
read	 the	 story	 over	 and	 over.	 At	 last	 they	 have	 learned	 that	Wineland	was	 in
America,	on	the	eastern	shore	of	the	United	States,	and	they	have	called	Snorri
the	first	American,	and	have	put	up	statues	of	Leif	Ericsson,	 the	first	comer	 to
America.
	



THE	SAGA	OF	HROMUND	GREIPSSON

Adapted	from	the	Icelandic	saga	by	Nora	Kershaw	in	Stories	and	Ballads	of	the
Far	Past,	1921

	

	

I
THERE	WAS	A	KING	CALLED	OLAF,	 the	 son	of	Gnothar-Asmund,	and	he
ruled	over	Garthar	 in	Denmark,	and	was	very	 famous.	Two	brothers,	Kari	and
Örnulf,	both	mighty	warriors,	were	entrusted	with	the	defence	of	his	territories.
In	 that	 district	 there	 was	 a	 wealthy	 landowner	 called	 Greip,	 who	 had	 a	 wife
called	 Gunnlöth,	 the	 daughter	 of	 Hrok	 the	 Black.	 They	 had	 nine	 sons	 whose
names	were	 as	 follows:	Hrolf,	Haki,	Gaut,	 Thröst,	Angantyr,	 Logi,	Hromund,
Helgi,	Hrok.	They	were	all	promising	fellows,	though	Hromund	was	the	finest	of
them.	He	did	not	know	what	fear	was.	He	was	blue-eyed	and	fair-haired;	he	was
broad-shouldered,	 tall	and	strong,	and	resembled	his	mother's	 father.	The	King
had	two	men	called	Bild	and	Voli.	They	were	wicked	and	deceitful,	but	the	King
valued	them	highly.
On	one	occasion	King	Olaf	was	sailing	eastwards	with	his	fleet	along	the	coast
of	 Norway.	 They	 put	 in	 at	 Ulfasker,	 and	 lying	 to	 off	 one	 of	 the	 islands	 they
began	to	plunder.	The	King	bade	Kari	and	Örnulf	go	up	on	the	island	and	look	if
they	could	see	any	warships.	They	went	up	on	land	and	saw	six	warships	under
some	cliffs,	one	of	them	being	a	most	gorgeous	'Dragon.'	Kari	called	to	the	men
and	asked	whose	ships	they	were.	One	of	the	scoundrels	on	the	'Dragon'	stood	up
and	declared	his	name	to	be	Hröngvith,	adding:
"But	what	may	your	name	be?"
Kari	told	him	his	own	name	and	the	name	of	his	brother	and	added,	"You	are	the
worst	man	I	know	and	I	am	going	to	chop	you	into	fragments."
Hröngvith	 replied:	 "For	 thirty-three	 years	 I	 have	 harried	 both	 summer	 and
winter.	I	have	fought	sixty	battles	and	been	victorious	every	time	with	my	sword
Brynthvari,	which	has	never	grown	blunt.	Come	here	to-morrow,	Kari,	and	I	will
sheathe	it	in	your	breast."
Kari	said	he	would	not	fail	to	appear.



Hröngvith	 had	 it	 in	 his	 power	 to	 choose	 every	 day	who	was	 to	 perish	 by	 the
point	of	his	sword.

II
The	brothers	went	back	to	the	King	and	told	him	the	news.	The	King	gave	orders
to	prepare	for	battle,	and	his	men	set	to	work.	The	hosts	met	and	a	stiff	fight	took
place.	The	brothers	fought	bravely,	Kari	slaying	eight	or	twelve	men	with	every
blow.	When	Hröngvith	 saw	 that,	he	 leapt	up	on	 the	King's	 ship,	 attacked	Kari
and	thrust	him	through	with	his	sword.	As	soon	as	Kari	was	wounded	he	called
to	the	King,	"Farewell,	Sire.	I	am	going	to	be	Othin's	guest!"
Hröngvith	 spitted	Örnulf	 on	 his	 spear,	 and	when	 both	 the	 brothers	 had	 fallen,
Hröngvith	called	out	to	the	rest	to	surrender.	Then	a	murmur	of	discontent	arose
in	 the	 King's	 host.	 No	 blade	 would	 wound	 Hröngvith.	 Now	 it	 is	 told	 that
Hromund	 Greipsson	 was	 in	 the	 King's	 retinue.	 He	 took	 a	 club	 in	 his	 hand,
fastened	 a	 long	grey	goat's	 beard	on	his	 face,	 drew	a	hood	over	 his	 head,	 and
then	rushed	to	the	fight,
where	he	found	the	two	brothers	lying	dead.	He	rescued	the	King's	standard,	and
began	to	deal	death	among	the	scoundrels	with	his	club.
Hröngvith	asked	who	he	was	and	if	he	were	the	father	of	that	wretched	Kari.
Hromund	 told	 him	 his	 name	 and	 said	 he	 was	 going	 to	 avenge	 the	 brothers,
"Though	Kari	was	no	relative	of	mine,	I	will	slay	you	all	the	same."
And	thereupon	he	dealt	Hröngvith	such	a	blow	with	his	club	that	his	head	was
all	awry	afterwards.
Hröngvith	said,	"I	have	been	in	many	battles,	but	I	never	got	such	a	blow!"
Hromund	 struck	 another	 blow	 at	 Hröngvith	 and	 broke	 his	 skull.	 At	 the	 third
stroke	he	died.	After	 that	all	 the	 survivors	 surrendered	 to	 the	King,	and	so	 the
battle	ended.

III
Then	Hromund	proceeded	to	ransack	the	ship,	and	came	upon	a	man	prepared	to
offer	resistance	in	the	prow.	He	asked	the	man's	name;	and	he	replied	that	he	was
called	Helgi	the	Bold,	a	brother	of	Hröngvith,	and	added:	"I	have	no	mind	to	sue
for	peace."	Hromund	gave	orders	 that	 the	wounds	of	Helgi	 the	Bold	should	be
attended	to.	Then	he	sailed	away	to	Sweden	and	was	entrusted	with	the	defence
of	part	of	the	country.
After	that	King	Olaf	sailed	away	to	the	British	Isles	with	his	host,	as	far	as	the
Hebrides,	where	they	landed	and	made	a	raid.	There	was	a	man	dwelling	hard	by
whose	 cattle	 had	 been	 taken	 and	 driven	 away	 by	 the	King's	men,	 and	 he	was
bewailing	his	loss	piteously.	Hromund	went	and	asked	him	who	he	was.



The	man	replied	that	his	name	was	Mani	and	that	his	home	was	a	very	little	way
off;	and	he	said	that	they	would	win	more	honour	by	breaking	into	barrows	and
plundering	the	treasures	of	ghosts.
Hromund	asked	him	to	tell	him	if	he	knew	anything	about	places	of	this	kind.
Mani	 replied	 that	 he	 certainly	 did,	 "There	was	 a	 berserk	 called	 Thrain,	 a	 big,
strong	man	who	was	deeply	versed	 in	sorcery.	He	conquered	Valland	and	was
King	there.	He	was	put	into	a	barrow	with	a	sword,	armour	and	great	treasure;
but	no-one	is	in	a	hurry	to	go	there."
Hromund	asked	in	which	direction	they	should	sail	 in	order	 to	reach	it,	and	he
replied	 that	 they	 could	 reach	 it	 by	 sailing	 due	 south	 for	 six	 days.	 Hromund
thanked	the	man	for	his	information,	gave	him	money,	and	restored	his	cattle	to
him.	Then	they	sailed	away	in	the	direction	indicated	by	the	man,	and	at	the	end
of	six	days	they	saw	the	barrow	straight	in	front	of	their	ship.

IV
They	 went	 from	 the	 British	 Isles	 to	 Valland,	 and	 found	 the	 barrow	 and
immediately	set	 to	work	to	break	it	open.	And	when	six	days	had	elapsed	they
came	upon	a	trap-door	in	the	barrow.	There	they	beheld	a	big	fiend,	black	and
huge,	all	clad	in	glittering	gold,	and	seated	on	a	 throne.	He	was	roaring	loudly
and	blowing	a	fire.
Hromund	asked:	"Now	who	will	enter	the	barrow?	Whoever	does	so	shall	have
his	choice	of	three	treasures."
Voli	replied:	"No-one	will	be	anxious	to	forfeit	his	life	for	them.	There	are	sixty
men	here,	and	that	troll	will	be	the	death	of	them	all."
Hromund	 said,	 "Kari	 would	 have	 ventured	 on	 it,	 had	 he	 been	 alive,"	 and	 he
added	-	what	was	true	enough	-	that	even	if	he	were	let	down	by	a	rope,	it	would
not	be	so	bad	to	struggle	against	eight	others	as	against	Thrain.
Then	Hromund	climbed	down	by	a	rope.	-	It	was	during	the	night;	and	when	he
had	got	down,	he	gathered	up	a	great	amount	of	treasure	and	bound	it	to	the	end
of	the	rope.
Thrain	had	been	King	of	Valland	in	bygone	days	and	had	won	all	his	victories
by	magic.	He	had	wrought	great	evil;	and	when	he	was	so	old	that	he	could	fight
no	 longer,	he	had	got	himself	 shut	up	alive	 in	 then	barrow,	and	much	 treasure
along	with	him.
Now	Hromund	saw	a	sword	hanging	up	on	a	pillar.	He	took	it	down,	girded	it
on,	and	marched	up	to	the	throne,	saying:
"It	is	time	for	me	to	leave	the	barrow	since	there	is	no-one	to	stop	me.	But	what
ails	you,	old	fellow?	Have	you	not	seen	me	gathering	up	your	money	while	you
sit	quietly	by,	you	hateful	cur?	Were	you	not	ashamed	to	 look	on	while	I	 took



your	sword	and	necklace	and	ever	so	many	more	of	your	treasures?"
Thrain	said	that	he	cared	for	nothing	if	only	he	would	let	him	sit	quietly	on	his
throne:	 "Formerly,"	 he	 continued,	 "I	 used	 to	 be	 the	 first	 to	 fight.	 I	must	 have
become	a	great	coward	if	I	let	you	rob	me	of	my	wealth	single	handed;	but	I'm
going	 to	prevent	your	 taking	my	 treasures;	you	had	better	beware	of	me,	dead
though	I	am."
Then	said	Hromund:	"Hoist	yourself	up	on	your	legs,	coward	and	weakling,	and
take	back	your	sword	from	me	if	you	dare."
The	ghost	replied:	"There	 is	no	glory	 in	attacking	me	with	a	sword	when	I	am
unarmed.	I	would	rather	try	my	strength	in	wrestling	with	you."
Then	Hromund	flung	down	the	sword	and	trusted	to	his	strength.	When	Thrain
saw	 that,	 he	 took	down	his	 cauldron	which	he	kept	 above	him.	He	was	by	no
means	pleasant	to	watch	as	he	blew	up	his	fire,	ready	to	make	a	meal	from	the
cauldron.	The	body	of	the	cauldron	was	full,	and	there	was	a	big	flame	beneath
its	 feet.	 Thrain	 was	 wearing	 a	 gold-wrought	 mantle.	 Both	 his	 hands	 were
crooked	and	his	finger	nails	were	like	talons.
Hromund	said,	"Get	down	off	your	throne,	vile	wretch,	now	that	you	have	been
robbed	of	all	wealth."
Then	 said	 the	ghost:	 "To	be	 sure,	 it	 is	 high	 time	 to	get	 on	my	 legs,	 since	you
taunt	me	with	lack	of	courage."
Day	departed,	and	evening	drew	on,	and	it	became	dark	in	the	barrow.	Then	the
ghost	 began	wrestling	with	Hromund	 and	 threw	 down	 his	 cauldron.	Hromund
put	 forth	 all	 his	 strength,	 and	 they	 fought	 so	hard	 that	 rubble	 and	 stones	were
torn	up.	Then	the	ghost	sank	down	on	one	knee,	saying:
"You	press	me	hard:	you	are	indeed	a	brave	fellow."
Hromund	replied:	"Stand	up	on	your	feet	again	without	support.	You	are	much
weaker	than	Mani	the	peasant	said."
Then	Thrain	turned	himself	into	a	troll,	and	the	barrow	was	filled	with	a	horrible
stench:	and	he	stuck	his	claws	into	the	back	of	Hromund's	neck,	tearing	the	flesh
from	his	bones	down	to	his	loins,	saying,	"You	need	not	complain	if	the	game	is
rough	and	your	body	sore,	for	I	am	going	to	tear	you	limb	from	limb."
"I	cannot	imagine,"	cried	Hromund,	"how	such	a	cat	has	got	into	this	barrow!"
The	ghost	replied:	"You	must	have	been	brought	up	by	Gunnlöth.	There	are	not
many	like	you."
"It	will	go	ill	with	you,"	said	Hromund,	"if	you	go	on	scratching	me	long."
They	wrestled	hard	and	long	till	everything	round	them	shook.	At	last	Hromund
tripped	him	and	brought	him	down.	It	had	become	very	dark	by	this	time.



Then	said	 the	ghost:	"By	guile	you	have	overcome	me	and	taken	my	sword.	 It
was	that	that	brought	our	struggle	to	this	issue.	I	have	lived	in	my	barrow	for	a
long	time,	brooding	over	my	riches;	but	it	is	not	wise	to	trust	too	much	to	one's
treasures,	however	good	they	may	seem.	Never	would	I	have	thought	that	you,
Mistletoe,	my	good	sword,	would	do	me	a	hurt."
Hromund	then	freed	himself	and	seized	the	sword,	and	said,	."Now	tell	me	how
many	men	you	have	slain	in	single	combat	with	Mistletoe."
"A	hundred	and	forty	four,"	said	the	ghost,	"and	I	never	got	a
scratch.	I	 tried	my	skill	with	King	Seming	who	was	in	Sweden,	and	he	was	of
the	opinion	that	it	would	take	a	long	time	to	vanquish	me."
Hromund	said,	"You	have	been	a	curse	on	men	for	a	long	time,	and	it	will	be	a
good	deed	to	kill	you	at	once."
Then	he	cut	off	the	ghost's	head,	and	burned	him	to	ashes	on	the	fire;	and	then	he
went	out	of	the	barrow.	They	asked	him	on	what	terms	he	and	Thrain	had	parted,
and	he	replied	that	matters	had	gone	according	to	his	wishes:	-	"For	I	cut	off	his
head."
Hromund	kept	for	himself	the	three	treasures	which	he	had	won	in	the	barrow	-
the	ring,	the	necklace	and	Mistletoe;	but	everyone	received	a	share	of	the	money.
Then	 King	 Olaf	 sailed	 away	 to	 his	 kingdom	 in	 the	 north,	 and	 settled	 down
peacefully	in	his	own	country.

V
After	that	Hromund	grew	very	famous.	He	was	generous	and	popular.	One	day
he	gave	to	a	man	called	Hrok	a	ring	of	solid	gold	which	weighed	an	ounce.	Voli
got	to	know	about	that	and	slew	Hrok	by	night	and	stole	the	ring.	And	when	the
King	heard	of	it	he	said	he	would	be	even	with	Voli	someday	for	such	a	piece	of
villainy.
The	King	 had	 two	 sisters,	 one	 called	Dagny	 and	 the	 other	 Svanhvit.	 Svanhvit
was	better	than	her	sister	in	every	way,	and	had	no	equal	between	Sweden	and
Halogaland.
Hromund	 Greipsson	 was	 at	 home	 at	 this	 time	 and	 became	 friendly	 with
Svanhvit;	 but	 he	 took	 no	 precautions	 against	 either	 Voli	 or	 Bild.	 On	 one
occasion	she	told	Hromund	that	Voli	and	Bild	were	busy	slandering	him	to	the
King.
He	said,	"I	am	not	afraid	of	any	low	wretch,	and	I	shall	talk	to	you	as	long	as	you
give	me	the	chance."
This	 slander	became	so	serious	 that	Hromund	and	his	brother	had	 to	 leave	 the
King's	retinue	and	go	home	to	their	father.



A	short	time	after,	Svanhvit	was	talking	to	King	Olaf	and	said,	"Hromund,	who
brought	us	the	greatest	glory,	has	now	been	banished	from	the	royal	retinue;	and
in	his	place	you	retain	two	men	who	care	for	neither	honour	nor	virtue."
The	King	replied:	"A	rumour	reached	me	that	he	intended	to	betray	you,	and	the
sword	shall	part	your	love."
"You	have	very	soon	forgotten,"	said	she,	"the	time	when	he	went	alone	into	the
barrow;	and	no-one	else	dared.	Voli	and	Bild	will	be	hanged	first."
And	having	said	this,	she	departed	hastily.

VI
Sometime	 after	 this,	 two	kings,	 both	 called	Hadding,	 came	 from	Sweden,	 and
Helgi	 the	 brother	 of	Hröngvith	was	with	 them.	They	 challenged	King	Olaf	 to
battle	with	them	on	the	frozen	surface	of	Lake	Vener	in	the	western	part	of	the
land.	He	 preferred	 fighting	 them	 to	 abandoning	 his	 country,	 so	 he	 summoned
Hromund	 and	 his	 brothers	 to	 follow	 him.	Hromund,	 however,	 declined	 to	 go,
saying	 that	Bild	 and	Voli	were	mighty	 fine	 fellows	 and	 always	 fought	 for	 the
King.
The	King	departed	with	his	host.	Svanhvit	was	grieved	at	what	had	happened,
and	went	to	Hromund's	home.	Hromund	welcomed	her.
"Hearken	 now	 to	my	 prayer,"	 said	 she,	 "more	 favourably	 than	 you	 did	 to	my
brother's	 request,	 and	 help	 the	 King.	 I	 will	 give	 you	 a	 shield	 with	 a	 strap
attached.	Nothing	can	harm	you	while	you	wear	this	strap."
Hromund	 thanked	her	 for	 the	gift	 and	 she	was	 comforted;	 so	he	 and	his	 eight
brothers	made	ready	to	set	out.
In	 the	 meantime	 the	 King	 and	 his	 host	 reached	 the	 frozen	 Vener,	 where	 the
Swedish	army	was	waiting	for	them.	And	in	the	morning,	as	soon	as	it	was	light
enough	to	fight,	they	armed	themselves	on	the	ice,	and	the	Swedes	made	a	fierce
onslaught.	Bild	was	slain	as	soon	as	the	battle	began,	but	Voli	was	nowhere	to	be
seen.	King	Olaf	and	King	Hadding	were	wounded.
Hromund	 had	 pitched	 his	 tent	 near	 the	 side	 of	 the	 lake.	 His	 brothers	 armed
themselves	early	 in	 the	morning;	but	Hromund	said,	"I	had	a	bad	dream	in	 the
night;	 some	 misfortune	 is	 in	 store	 for	 us,	 and	 I	 am	 not	 going	 into	 the	 battle
today."
His	brothers	replied	that	it	was	disgraceful	not	to	have	the	courage	to	support	the
King's	army,	when	he	had	come	for	that	very	purpose.
They	went	 into	 the	 battle	 and	 fought	 bravely	 and	 all	 those	 of	 the	 army	of	 the
Haddings	who	came	against	them	fell	in	heaps.	A	witch	had	come	among	them
in	the	likeness	of	a	swan.	She	sang	and	worked	such	powerful	spells	that	none	of
Olaf's	 men	 took	 heed	 to	 defend	 themselves.	 Then	 she	 flew	 over	 the	 sons	 of



Greip,	singing	loudly.	Her	name	was	Kara.	At	that	same	moment	Helgi	the	Bold
encountered	the	eight	brothers	and	slew	every	one	of	them.

VII
At	this	point	Hromund	entered	the	battle.	Helgi	the	Bold	caught	sight	of	him	and
cried,	 "Here	 comes	 the	man	who	 slew	my	 brother	 Hröngvith.	 Now	 you	must
beware	of	that	sword	of	his	which	he	got	in	the	barrow.	You	held	aloof	while	I
slew	your	brothers."
"You	need	not	question	my	courage,	Helgi,"	replied	Hromund,	"for	one	or	other
of	us	must	fall	now."
Helgi	said,	"Mistletoe	is	such	a	heavy	weapon	that	you	cannot	use	it.	I	will	lend
you	another	that	you	can	manage."
"You	need	not	taunt	me	with	faint-heartedness,"	cried	Hromund.	"Remember	the
blow	which	I	dealt	Hröngvith,	when	I	shattered	his	skull	to	atoms!"
Helgi	 said,	 "You	 have	 bound	 a	 girl's	 garter	 round	 your	 hand,	 Hromund.	 Lay
aside	the	shield	which	you	are	carrying.	It	will	be	impossible	to	wound	you	so
long	as	you	carry	that:	I	am	sure	that	you	are	dependent	on	that	girl."
Hromund	could	not	endure	these	galling	words,	and	flung	down	his	shield.	Helgi
the	Bold	had	always	been	victorious,	and	it	was	by	means	of	magic	that	he	had
gained	his	 success.	His	mistress'	name	was	Kara	 -	 she	who	was	present	 in	 the
form	of	a	swan.	Helgi	brandished	his	sword	so	high	over	his	head	that	it	chopped
off	 the	swan's	 leg.	He	drove	the	sword	down	into	 the	ground	as	far	as	 the	hilt,
and	said,	"My	luck	has	fled	now;	and	it	was	a	bad	business	when	I	missed	you."
Hromund	replied:	"You	were	very	unlucky,	Helgi,	to	be	the	slayer	of	your	own
mistress,	and	you	will	have	no	more	happiness."
Kara	 dropped	 down	 dead.	 And	 with	 the	 stroke	 that	 Helgi	 made	 at	 Hromund,
when	 the	 sword	 was	 buried	 up	 to	 the	 hilt,	 the	 point	 of	 the	 sword	 caught
Hromund's	belly	and	ripped	it	open,	and	Helgi	fell	forward	with	the	force	of	his
own	stroke.	Hromund	was	not	behindhand	then:	he	struck	Helgi	on	the	head	with
Mistletoe,	cleaving	helmet	and	skull	down	to	the	shoulders,	and	breaking	a	piece
out	of	 the	sword.	Then	Hromund	took	his	belt-knife	and	thrust	 it	 into	his	belly
where	 there	was	 a	 gaping	wound,	 and	 forced	 back	 the	 paunch	 fat	 which	was
hanging	out.	At	the	same	time	he	stitched	up	the	edges	of	his	belly	with	a	cord,
bound	his	 clothes	 firmly	 over	 it,	 and	 so	 continued	 fighting	 valiantly.	Men	 fell
dead	in	heaps	before	him,	and	he	fought	on	till	midnight.	Then	the	survivors	of
the	army	of	the	Haddings	fled,	and	thereupon	the	battle	came	to	an	end.
Then	Hromund	saw	a	man	standing	before	him	on	the	ice,	and	he	felt	convinced
that	he	must	have	made	 the	 ice	on	 the	 lake	by	spells.	He	perceived	 that	 it	was
Voli.	He	remarked	that	it	was	not	unfitting	that	he	should	give	him	his	deserts,
and	rushed	at	him,	brandishing	Mistletoe	and	intending	to	strike	him.	Voli	blew



the	sword	out	of	his	hand,	and	it	happened	to	light	on	a	hole	in	the	ice,	and	sank
to	the	bottom.
Then	Voli	 laughed	and	said,	"You	are	doomed	now	that	you	have	 lost	hold	of
Mistletoe."
Hromund	replied:	"You	will	die	before	me."
Then	he	 leapt	upon	Voli	 and	caught	him	up	and	dashed	him	down	against	 the
ice,	 so	 that	 his	 neck-bone	was	 broken.	 There	 lay	 the	 great	 sorcerer	 dead!	But
Hromund	sat	him	down	on	 the	 ice,	 saying,	 "I	did	not	 take	 the	girl's	 advice,	 so
now	 I	have	got	 fourteen	wounds;	 and	 in	 addition	 to	 that	my	eight	brothers	 lie
slain,	and	my	good	blade	Mistletoe	has	fallen	into	the	lake,	and	nothing	will	ever
make	up	to	me	for	the	loss	of	my	sword."
Then	he	went	back	to	his	tent	and	got	some	rest.

VIII
Now	the	King's	sisters	were	sent	for.	Svanhvit	examined	Hromund's	wound,	and
stitched	his	stomach	together	and	tried	to	bring	him	round.	She	got	him	taken	to
a	man	called	Hagal	to	be	cured.	This	man's	wife	was	very	skilful,	and	they	made
him	 welcome	 and	 nursed	 him	 back	 to	 health.	 Hromund	 discovered	 that	 the
couple	were	skilled	in	magic.
The	man	was	a	fisherman,	and	one	day	when	he	was	fishing,	he	caught	a	pike,
and	when	going	home	and	cutting	it	open	he	found	Hromund's	sword	Mistletoe
in	its	maw,	and	gave	it	to	him.	Hromund	was	glad	to	get	it	and	kissed	the	sword-
hilt	and	rewarded	the	peasant	richly.
In	King	Hadding's	army	was	a	man	called	Blind	the	Evil.	He	told	the	King	that
Hromund	was	 alive	 and	was	 being	nursed	 secretly	 in	 the	 home	of	 the	 peasant
couple.	 The	 King	 refused	 to	 believe	 it,	 declaring	 that	 they	 would	 not	 dare	 to
conceal	 him;	 but	 he	 ordered	 a	 search	 to	 be	made.	 Blind	 and	 some	 other	men
went	 to	 the	 dwelling	 of	Hagal	 and	 his	wife	 and	 asked	 if	Hromund	was	 under
their	care.	The	woman	said	he
would	not	be	found	there.	Blind	searched	thoroughly,	but	did	not	find	Hromund
because	 the	 woman	 had	 hidden	 him	 under	 her	 cauldron.	 Blind	 and	 his
companions	went	away,	and	when	they	had	gone	some	distance	Blind	said,	"Our
quest	has	not	been	fruitful.	We	must	go	back	again."
They	did	so.	They	went	back	and	found	the	woman.	Blind	told	her	that	she	was	a
crafty	one	and	had	hidden	Hromund	under	her	cauldron.
"Look	there	then	and	see	if	you	can	find	him,"	said	she.	This	she	said	because,
when	she	saw	them	returning,	she	had	dressed	Hromund	in	woman's	clothes	and
set	him	to	grind	and	turn	the	hand	mill.	The	men	now	made	search	in	the	house
and	when	they	came	upon	the	girl	turning	the	hand	mill	they	sniffed	all	around



the	place,	but	she	cast	an	unfriendly	look	on	the	King's	men,	and	they	went	away
again	without
finding	anything.
And	 when	 they	 had	 gone	 away,	 Blind	 said	 that	 the	 peasant's	 wife	 had	 made
things	look	different	from	what	they	were,	and	he	had	his	suspicions	that	it	must
have	been	Hromund	who	was	turning	the	mill,	dressed	as	a	woman.	-	"And	I	see
we	have	been	deceived.	We	shall	do	no	good	struggling	with	the	woman	for	she
is	more	cunning	than	we."
They	cursed	her	and	went	back	home	to	the	King,	leaving	matters	as	they	stood.

IX
In	the	following	winter	Blind	saw	many	things	in	a	dream,	and	on	one	occasion
he	told	his	dream	to	the	King,	saying:
"I	 dreamed	 that	 a	wolf	 came	 running	 from	 the	 east,	 and	bit	 you	 and	wounded
you,	Oh	King."
The	King	said	he	would	interpret	his	dream	as	follows:
"A	King	will	come	here	from	some	other	land,	and	his	coming	will	be	terrible	at
first;	yet	afterwards	peace	will	be	brought	about."
And	Blind	said	that	he	dreamed	he	saw	many	hawks	perched	on	a	house	-	"And
there	I	espied	your	falcon,	Sire.	He	was	all	bare	and	stripped	of	his	feathers."
The	King	said,	"A	wind	will	come	from	the	clouds	and	shake	our	castle."
Blind	related	a	third	dream	as	follows.
"I	 saw	 a	 herd	 of	 swine	 running	 from	 the	 south	 towards	 the	 King's	 hall	 and
rooting	up	the	earth	with	their	snouts."
The	King	said,	"That	signifies	 the	 flood-tide,	wet	weather,	and	grass	springing
from	moisture,	when	the	sun	shines	on	the	heath."
Blind	related	a	fourth	dream,	"I	thought	I	saw	a	terrible	giant	come	here	from	the
east;	he	gave	you	a	great	wound	with	his	teeth."
The	King	said,	"Messengers	from	some	King	will	come	into	my	hall.	They	will
provoke	enmity	and	I	shall	be	angered	thereby."
"Here	is	a	fifth	dream,"	said	Blind;	"I	dreamed	that	a	terrible
serpent	lay	coiled	round	Sweden."
"A	splendid	warship	will	land	here,	loaded	with	jewels,"	said	the	King.
"I	had	a	sixth	dream,"	said	Blind;	"I	dreamed	that	dark	clouds	came	over	the	land
with	 claws	 and	 wings,	 and	 flew	 away	 with	 you,	 Oh	 King;	 and	 I	 dreamed
moreover	that	there	was	a	serpent	in	the	house	of	Hagal	the	peasant.	He	attacked



people	 in	 a	 terrible	 manner.	 He	 devoured	 both	 you	 and	 me	 and	 all	 the	 men
belonging	to	the	court.	Now	what	can	that	signify?"
The	King	 said,	 "I	 have	 heard	 that	 there	 is	 a	 bear	 lurking	 not	 far	 from	Hagal's
dwelling.	I	will	go	and	attack	the	bear,	and	it	will	be	in	a	great	rage."
"Next	I	dreamed	that	a	dragon's	form	had	been	drawn	round	the	King's	hall,	and
Hromund's	belt	was	hanging	from	it."
The	King	said,	"You	know	that	Hromund	lost	his	sword	and	belt	in	the	lake;	and
are	you	afraid	of	Hromund	after	that?"
Blind	 dreamed	 yet	 more	 dreams	 which	 he	 told	 to	 the	 King;	 and	 the	 King
interpreted	 them	 all	 to	 his	 liking,	 and	 none	 of	 them	 according	 to	 their	 real
significance.
But	now	Blind	related	one	more	dream	-	this	time	one	which	concerned	himself.
"I	dreamed	that	an	iron	ring	was	fixed	round	my	neck."
The	King	said,	"The	meaning	of	this	dream	is	that	you	are	going	to	be	hanged;
and	that	will	be	the	end	of	both	of	us."

X
After	that	King	Olaf	gathered	together	an	army	and	went	to	Sweden.	Hromund
accompanied	him,	and	they	took	the	hall	of	King	Hadding	by	surprise.	He	was	in
bed	in	an	outer	chamber,	and	was	not	aware	of	their	presence	till	they	smashed
in	 the	 door	 of	 his	 room.	 Hadding	 shouted	 to	 his	 men	 and	 asked	 who	 was
disturbing	the	peace	of	the	night.	Hromund	told	him	who	they	were.
The	King	said,	"You	are	anxious	to	avenge	your	brothers."
Hromund	 said	 that	 he	 had	 not	 come	 to	 waste	 words	 about	 the	 death	 of	 his
brothers,	adding	-	"Now	you	will	have	to	pay	for	it	and	perish	on	the	spot."
Then	one	of	King	Hadding's	champions,	as	big	as	a	giant,	leapt	up;	but	Hromund
slew	him.	King	Hadding	covered	himself	up	in	bed	and	got	no	wound,	because
every	time	Hromund	cut	down	at	him,	the	sword	turned	and	came	down	flat	on
him.	Then	Hromund	took	a	club	and	beat	King	Hadding	to	death.
Then	said	Hromund:	"Here	I	have	laid	low	King	Hadding,	the	most	famous	man
I	have	ever	seen."
The	man	Blind,	who	was	also	called	Bavis,	was	bound	and	then	hanged;	and	so
his	dream	was	fulfilled.
They	got	 a	quantity	of	 gold	 and	other	booty	 there,	 and	 then	went	home.	King
Olaf	married	Svanhvit	to	Hromund.	They	were	devoted	to	one	another,	and	had
a	 family	of	 sons	 and	daughters;	 they	were	people	of	 great	 distinction	 in	 every
respect.	Kings	and	great	champions	sprang	from	their	stock.



Here	ends	the	Saga	of	Hromund	Greipsson.
	



THE	THÁTTR	OF	SÖRLI
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I
TO	THE	 EAST	OF	VANAKVISL	 IN	Asia	 was	 a	 country	 called	Asialand	 or
Asiaheim.	Its	inhabitants	were	called	Æsir	and	the	chief	city	they	called	Asgarth.
Othin	was	the	name	of	their	King,	and	it	was	a	great	place	for	heathen	sacrifices.
Othin	appointed	Njörth	and	Frey	as	priests.	Njörth	had	a	daughter	called	Freyja
who	 accompanied	 Othin	 and	 was	 his	 mistress.	 There	 were	 four	 men	 in	 Asia
called	Alfregg,	Dvalin,	Berling	and	Grer,	who	dwelt	not	far	from	the	King's	hall,
and	who	were	so	clever	that	they	could	turn	their	hands	to	anything.	Men	of	this
kind	were	called	dwarfs.	They	dwelt	in	a	rock,	but	at	that	time	they	mixed	more
with	men	 than	 they	 do	 now.	Othin	 loved	 Freyja	 very	much,	 and	 she	was	 the
fairest	of	all	women	in	her	day.	She	had	a	bower	of	her	own	which	was	beautiful
and	strong,	and	it	was	said	that	if	the	door	was	closed	and	bolted,	no-one	could
enter	the	bower	against	her	will.
It	chanced	one	day	that	Freyja	went	to	the	rock	and	found	it	open,	and	the	dwarfs
were	 forging	a	gold	necklace,	which	was	almost	 finished.	Freyja	was	charmed
with	the	necklace,	and	the	dwarfs	with	Freyja.	She	asked	them	to	sell	it,	offering
gold	and	silver	and	other	costly	treasures	in	exchange	for	it.	The	dwarfs	replied
that	they	were	not	in	need	of	money,	but	each	one	said	that	he	would	give	up	his
share	in	the	necklace....	And	at	 the	end	of	four	nights	 they	handed	it	 to	Freyja.
She	 went	 home	 to	 her	 bower	 and	 kept	 silence	 about	 it	 as	 if	 nothing	 had
happened.

II
There	 was	 a	 man	 called	 Farbauti	 who	 was	 a	 peasant	 and	 had	 a	 wife	 called
Laufey.	She	was	thin	and	meagre,	and	so	she	was	called	 'Needle.'	They	had	no
children	except	a	son	who	was	called	Loki.	He	was	not	a	big	man,	but	he	early
developed	a	caustic	tongue	and	was	alert	in	trickery	and	unequalled	in	that	kind
of	 cleverness	 which	 is	 called	 cunning.	 He	 was	 very	 full	 of	 guile	 even	 in	 his
youth,	and	for	this	reason	he	was	called	Loki	the	Sly.	He	set	off	to	Othin's	home



in	Asgarth	and	became	his	man.	Othin	always	had	a	good	word	for	him	whatever
he	did,	 and	often	 laid	heavy	 tasks	upon	him,	 all	 of	which	he	performed	better
than	could	have	been	expected.	He	also	knew	almost	everything	that	happened,
and	he	told	Othin	whatever	he	knew.
Now	it	is	said	that	Loki	got	to	know	that	Freyja	had	received	the	necklace	...	and
this	he	told	to	Othin.	And	when	Othin	heard	of	it	he	told	Loki	to	fetch	him	the
necklace.	Loki	said	that	there	was	not	much	hope	of	that,	because	no-one	could
get	into	Freyja's	bower	against	her	will.	Othin	told	him	to	go,	and	not	come	back
without	the	necklace.	So	Loki	went	off	howling,	and	everyone	was	glad	that	he
had	got	into	trouble.
He	went	 to	Freyja's	bower,	but	 it	was	 locked.	He	 tried	 to	get	 in	but	could	not.
The	weather	outside	was	very	cold	and	he	became	thoroughly	chilled.	Then	he
turned	himself	into	a	fly,	and	flew	around	all	the	bolts	and	along	the	whole	of	the
woodwork,	but	nowhere	could	he	find	a	hole	big	enough	to	enter	by,	right	up	to
the	gable.	He	found	only	a	hole	no	bigger	than	would	allow	of	the	insertion	of	a
needle.	Through	 this	 hole	 he	 crept.	And	when	 he	 got	 inside	 he	 stared	 around,
wondering	if	anyone	was	awake.	But	he	found	that	the	room	was	all	wrapped	in
slumber.
Then	 he	 went	 in	 and	 up	 to	 Freyja's	 bed	 and	 found	 that	 she	 was	 wearing	 the
necklace	and	that	 the	clasp	was	underneath	her.	Loki	 thereupon	turned	himself
into	a	flea	and	settled	on	Freyja's	cheek	and	stung	her,	till	she	awoke	and	turned
over	and	went	to	sleep	again.	Then	he	laid	aside	his	flea-form,	drew	the	necklace
from	her	gently,	opened	the	door	and	departed,	carrying	the	necklace	to	Othin.
When	Freyja	awoke	in	the	morning	she	found	that	the	door	was	open,	though	it
had	not	been	forced,	and	 that	her	 lovely	necklace	was	gone.	She	had	a	shrewd
idea	of	the	trick	that	had	been	played	on	her,	and	when	she	was	dressed	she	went
into	 the	hall	 to	King	Othin,	and	told	him	that	he	had	done	ill	 to	rob	her	of	her
trinket,	and	begged	him	to	return	it.
Othin	 replied	 that	considering	how	she	had	come	by	 it	 she	 should	never	get	 it
back,	"Unless	you	bring	about	a	quarrel	between	two	kings,	each	of	whom	has
twenty	kings	subject	to	him;	so	that	they	shall	fight	under	the	influence	of	such
spells	and	charms	that	as	fast	as	they	fall	they	shall	start	up	again	and	fight	on—
unless	there	be	some	Christian	man	so	brave	and	so	much	favoured	by	the	great
good	fortune	of	his	liege	lord	that	he	shall	dare	to	take	arms	and	enter	among	the
combatants	 and	 slay	 them.	 Then	 and	 not	 till	 then	 shall	 the	 labours	 of	 those
princes	be	brought	to	an	end—whoever	may	be	the	chief	who	is	destined	to	free
them	from	the	oppression	and	toil	of	their	disastrous	lot."
Freyja	agreed	to	this	and	recovered	the	necklace.

III



Four	and	 twenty	years	after	 the	death	of	Frithfrothi	a	King	called	Erling	 ruled
over	the	Highlands	of	Norway.	He	had	a	wife	and	two	sons,	of	whom	the	elder
was	called	Sörli	the	Strong,	and	the	younger	Erlend.	They	were	promising	young
men.	Sörli	was	 the	stronger	of	 the	 two.	As	soon	as	 they	were	old	enough	 they
took	to	raiding,	and	fought	against	the	Viking	Sindri,	the	son	of	Sveigir,	the	son
of	Haki,	a	sea-king	in	the	Skerries	of	the	Elf.	There	fell	Sindri	 the	Viking,	and
with	him	all	his	host;	and	Erlend	the	son	of	Erling	also	fell	in	that	battle.	After
that	Sörli	sailed	into	the	Baltic	and	harried	there,	and	performed	so	many	great
deeds	that	it	would	take	too	long	to	recount	them	all.

IV
There	was	 a	King	 called	Halfdan	who	 ruled	Denmark;	 and	 his	 capital	was	 at
Roskilde.	He	married	Hvethna	the	elder,	and	their	sons	were	Högni	and	Haakon.
They	were	distinguished	for	 their	stature,	strength	and	ability.	As	soon	as	 they
were	old	enough	they	took	to	piracy.
Now	we	must	return	to	Sörli	and	relate	how	one	autumn	he	set	sail	for	Denmark.
King	 Halfdan	 had	 been	 intending	 to	 go	 to	 a	 gathering	 of	 kings.	 He	 was	 far
advanced	 in	years	at	 the	 time	when	 the	events	 related	here	 took	place.	He	had
such	a	fine	warship	that	for	strength	and	excellence	of	every	kind	it	had	no	equal
in	all	the	countries	of	the	North.	It	was	riding	at	anchor	in	the	harbour,	but	King
Halfdan	 had	 gone	 ashore	 to	 give	 orders	 for	 a	 carousal	 before	 starting	 on	 his
voyage.	And	when	Sörli	saw	the	warship	his	heart	was	consumed	with	a	burning
desire	to	possess	it	at	all	possible	hazards.	And	indeed	it	is	generally	agreed	that
there	never	was	a	greater	treasure	of	a	warship	than	this	in	all	the	countries	of	the
North,	except	the	warships	Ellithi	and	Gnöth	and	the	Long	Serpent.
So	he	ordered	his	men	to	prepare	themselves	for	battle,	"For	we	must	slay	King
Halfdan	and	seize	his	warship."
A	man	 called	 Sævar,	 his	 fo'c'sle-man	 and	marshal,	made	 answer,	 "That	 is	 not
advisable,	Sire,	for	Halfdan	is	a	great	chief	and	a	famous	man.	Moreover	he	has
two	sons	who	will	be	certain	to	avenge	him,	for	they	are	both	very	famous	men
already."
"Though	they	be	superior	to	the	very	gods,"	said	Sörli,	"yet	we	shall	fight	just	as
we	have	done	before."
They	prepared	for	battle,	and	the	news	reached	King	Halfdan.	He	started	up	and
went	with	 all	 his	men	 to	 his	 ships,	 and	 they	 prepared	 them	 for	 battle	 at	 once.
Some	of	Halfdan's	men	protested	 to	him	that	 it	was	not	advisable	 to	fight,	and
suggested	that	he	should	take	to	flight	as	the	odds	were	too	heavy	against	them.
The	King	replied	that	they	would	all	fall	dead	one	on	the	top	of	another	before
he	would	flee.
Both	sides	now	prepared	to	give	battle,	and	closed	forthwith	in	a	fierce	combat,



the	result	of	which	was	that	King	Halfdan	fell	with	all	his	host;	and	Sörli	 took
possession	of	the	warship	and	everything	on	it	that	was	of	value.
Then	Sörli	 learned	 that	Högni	had	 returned	 from	a	 raiding	expedition	and	was
lying	off	Odinsø.	Sörli	set	off	 there	with	his	ships,	and	when	they	met,	he	told
him	of	the	death	of	Halfdan,	his	father,	and	made	him	an	offer	of	reconciliation
on	his	own	terms,	suggesting	also	 that	 they	should	become	foster-brothers;	but
Högni	 declined	 all	 his	 offers.	 Then	 they	 joined	 battle,	 as	 is	 told	 in	 the	 poem
dealing	with	Sörli.	Haakon	fought	very	boldly	and	slew	Sævar,	Sörli's	standard-
bearer	and	 fo'c'sle-man.	Then	Sörli	 slew	Haakon,	but	Högni	 slew	King	Erling,
Sörli's	 father.	After	 that	Högni	and	Sörli	 fought	 together,	and	Sörli	went	down
before	Högni	from	weariness	and	wounds.	And	Högni	afterwards	caused	him	to
be	healed	of	his	wounds,	and	they	swore	foster-brotherhood	to	one	another,	and
both	remained	true	to	their	oaths	as	long	as	they	lived.	Sörli	was	the	first	to	die.
He	fell	in	the	Baltic	at	the	hands	of	Vikings,	as	is	told	in	the	poem	of	which	he	is
the	subject.
And	when	Högni	heard	of	Sörli's	death,	he	went	raiding	in	the	Baltic	 the	same
summer,	 and	was	 victorious	 everywhere.	He	 became	 king	 over	 those	 regions;
and	it	is	said	that	twenty	kings	were	vassals	to	King	Högni	and	paid	him	tribute.
Högni	 became	 so	 famous	 on	 account	 of	 his	 great	 deeds	 and	 his	 raiding
expeditions	that	his	name	was	as	well	known	in	the	north	of	Finland	as	away	in
Paris,	and	everywhere	in	between.

V
There	was	a	King	called	Hjarrandi	who	ruled	over	Serkland.	He	had	a	wife	and	a
son	 called	 Hethin,	 who	 quickly	 grew	 into	 a	 man	 remarkable	 for	 his	 strength,
stature	 and	 ability.	 While	 still	 a	 youth	 he	 went	 on	 raiding	 expeditions	 and
became	a	sea-king,	harrying	all	round	Spain	and	Greece	and	all	the	neighbouring
kingdoms;	so	that	he	made	twenty	kings	pay	him	tribute,	holding	their	land	and
revenue	as	his	vassals.	In	winter	time	Hethin	used	to	stay	at	home	in	Serkland.	It
is	said	that	on	one	occasion	he	went	into	a	forest	with	his	retinue.	He	left	his	men
and	found	himself	alone	in	a	glade	where	he	saw	a	woman,	tall	and	fair,	sitting
on	a	throne.	She	spoke	to	him	courteously,	and	when	he	asked	her	name	she	said
she	was	called	Göndul.	Then	they	talked	together.	She	questioned	him	about	his
mighty	deeds	and	he	told	her	everything	frankly	and	asked	her	whether	she	knew
of	any	king	to	match	himself	in	valour	and	hardihood,	renown	and	prowess.	She
replied	that	she	knew	of	one	who	did	not	fall	short	of	him—one	who	had	twenty
kings	subject	to	him	just	as	Hethin	had;	and	she	added	that	his	name	was	Högni
and	that	he	lived	in	the	North,	in	Denmark.
"I	know	one	thing,"	said	Hethin;	"we	have	got	to	prove	which	of	us	is	the	more
valiant."
"It	is	high	time	for	you	to	return	to	your	men,"	said	she;	"they	will	be	looking	for



you."
Then	they	parted.	He	returned	to	his	men,	and	she	remained	sitting	there.
At	 the	very	beginning	of	spring,	Hethin	prepared	to	set	out.	He	had	a	warship,
and	three	hundred	and	sixty	men	in	it,	and	he	made	for	the	northern	part	of	the
world.	He	sailed	all	that	summer	and	the	following	winter,	and	at	the	beginning
of	spring	he	reached	Denmark.

VI
King	Högni	was	at	home	at	that	time;	and	when	he	heard	that	a	famous	king	had
come	 to	 his	 shores,	 he	 invited	 him	 to	 a	 magnificent	 banquet,	 and	 Hethin
accepted	 the	 invitation.	 And	 as	 they	 sat	 drinking,	 Högni	 asked	 what	 motive
brought	Hethin	so	far	north.
Hethin	replied	that	his	object	was	to	compete	with	him	in	contests	which	would
make	trial	of	their	courage	and	daring	and	all	their	prowess	and	skill.
Högni	said	he	was	ready	for	this;	and	early	next	morning	they	went	swimming
and	shooting	together.	They	rode	a-tilt,	and	performed	feats	of	arms	and	of	skill
of	 all	 kinds.	 And	 in	 all	 their	 exploits	 they	 were	 so	 equal	 that	 no-one	 could
distinguish	 which	 was	 the	 better	 of	 the	 two.	 After	 that	 they	 swore	 foster-
brotherhood	to	one	another,	and	bound	themselves	to	share	everything	equally.
Hethin	 was	 young	 and	 unmarried,	 but	 Högni	 was	 somewhat	 older.	 He	 had
married	Hervör,	 the	daughter	of	Hjörvarth,	 the	son	of	Heithrek	Ulfham.	Högni
had	 a	 daughter	 who	 was	 called	 Hild,	 and	 who	 excelled	 all	 other	 women	 in
beauty	and	understanding.	He	loved	his	daughter	exceedingly.	He	had	no	other
children.

VII.
It	 is	 said	 that	 a	 little	 later	 Högni	 went	 on	 a	 raiding	 expedition	 while	 Hethin
stayed	behind	 to	 look	 after	 his	 kingdom.	 It	 chanced	one	day	 that	Hethin	went
into	a	forest	 to	pass	 the	 time.	The	weather	was	mild.	He	again	wandered	away
from	his	men.	He	came	upon	a	forest	glade,	and	there	he	saw	sitting	on	a	throne
the	same	woman	whom	he	had	seen	before	 in	Serkland—only	now	he	 thought
her	even	fairer	than	before.	She	was	again	the	first	to	speak	and	chattered	to	him
gaily.	She	was	holding	a	horn	with	a	lid	to	it.	The	King	fell	in	love	with	her.	She
offered	him	a	drink	and	he	 felt	 thirsty,	 as	he	had	grown	warm;	 so	he	 took	 the
horn	 and	 drank;	 and	when	 he	 had	 drunk,	 a	 very	wonderful	 change	 came	 over
him,	for	he	remembered	nothing	that	had	happened	to	him	previously.	He	then
sat	down	and	talked	to	her.
She	 asked	 him	 if	what	 she	 had	 said	 to	 him	before	 of	 the	 skill	 and	 courage	 of
Högni	had	proved	true	and	Hethin	replied	that	it	was	true	enough—"for	he	did
not	come	short	of	me	in	any	feat	 that	we	tried,	and	so	we	declared	ourselves	a
match."



"Yet	you	two	are	not	equal,"	said	she.
"And	why	not?"	asked	Hethin.
"For	this	reason,"	replied	she:	"Högni	has	married	a	wife	of	high	birth,	whereas
you	have	no	wife."
He	replied:	"Högni	will	marry	me	to	Hild	his	daughter	as	soon	as	I	 like	to	ask
him,	and	then	I	shall	be	as	well	married	as	he."
"Your	 honour	 will	 be	 impaired,"	 said	 she,	 "if	 you	 ask	 Högni	 for	 a	 marriage
alliance.	 If,	as	you	profess,	you	 lack	neither	courage	nor	valour,	you	would	do
better	 to	carry	off	Hild	by	force,	and	put	the	Queen	to	death	by	taking	her	and
laying	her	down	in	front	of	the	prow	of	your	warship,	and	letting	it	cut	her	in	two
when	it	is	launched."
The	wickedness	and	forgetfulness	contained	in	the	ale	which	Hethin	had	drunk
had	so	got	the	better	of	him	that	there	seemed	to	him	to	be	no	alternative,	and	he
had	not	the	slightest	recollection	that	he	and	Högni	were	'foster-brothers.'
Presently	they	parted,	and	Hethin	went	back	to	his	men.	This	took	place	in	the
late	summer.
Then	Hethin	ordered	his	men	to	get	ready	the	warship,	saying	that	he	intended	to
go	home	to	Serkland.	Then	he	went	 into	 the	 ladies'	bower	and	 took	 the	Queen
and	Hild	by	either	hand	and	 led	 them	out.	Hild's	 clothes	and	 jewels	were	also
taken.	There	was	no-one	in	the	kingdom	who	had	the	courage	to	do	anything;	for
they	were	afraid	of	Hethin	and	his	men—he	glowered	so	fiercely.
Hild	asked	Hethin	what	his	intention	was,	and	he	told	her.	She	besought	him	to
think	better	of	 it,	 adding,	 "My	 father	will	marry	me	 to	you	 if	you	ask	him	 for
me."
"Ask	for	you?"	echoed	Hethin;	"I	will	never	do	that."
"And,"	she	continued,	"if	you	really	must	carry	me	off,	even	so	my	father	will
make	it	up	with	you.	But	if	you	do	anything	so	wicked	and	unmanly	as	to	put	my
mother	to	death,	my	father	will	never	make	it	up	with	you.	I	have	had	a	warning
in	dreams	that	you	two	will	fight	and	slay	one	another.	Yet	I	am	afraid	that	there
must	be	something	still	more	terrible	in	store.	It	will	be	a	great	sorrow	to	me	if	I
have	 to	 be	 the	 means	 of	 exposing	 my	 father	 to	 the	 ruinous	 effects	 of	 magic
spells;	nor	shall	I	have	any	joy	in	seeing	you	in	difficulties	and	toils."
Hethin	replied	that	he	cared	not	at	all	for	the	consequences,	and	that	he	would	do
as	he	had	threatened.
"You	cannot	mend	it	now,"	said	Hild,	"because	in	this	case	you	are	not	your	own
master."
Then	Hethin	went	down	to	the	sea-shore,	and	now	was	the	warship	launched.	He



thrust	the	Queen	down	in	front	of	the	prow,	so	that	she	perished.	Hethin	stepped
into	the	warship.	And	when	it	was	quite	ready,	he	took	it	 into	his	head	to	land
alone,	 leaving	his	men	behind;	and	he	went	 into	 the	same	forest	where	he	had
gone	before.	And	when	he	came	into	the	glade,	there	he	saw	Göndul	seated	on
her	throne.	They	greeted	one	another	cordially.	Hethin	told	her	what	he	had	done
and	she	expressed	her	approval.
She	had	with	her	the	horn	which	she	had	carried	before,	and	she	offered	him	a
drink	from	it.	He	took	it	and	drank;	and	when	he	had	drunk,	sleep	fell	upon	him,
and	he	let	his	head	sink	into	her	lap.	And	when	he	had	fallen	asleep,	she	slipped
away	from	under	his	head,	saying,	"Now	I	devote	both	you	and	Högni	and	all
your	followers,	and	lay	you	under	all	the	spells	imposed	by	Othin."
Then	Hethin	awoke	and	saw	the	fleeting	shadow	of	Göndul,	but	she	appeared	to
him	now	to	be	big	and	black;	and	he	recalled	everything	and	realised	how	much
mischief	he	had	done.	He	decided	now	to	go	away	somewhere	a	long	way	off,
where	he	would	not	each	day	have	his	wicked	deeds	cast	in	his	teeth.	So	he	went
to	 his	 ship,	 and	made	 haste	 to	 free	 her	 from	 her	moorings.	A	 fair	 breeze	was
blowing	off	the	land,	and	so	he	sailed	away	with	Hild.

VIII
When	Högni	returned	home,	he	learnt	that	Hethin	had	sailed	away	with	Hild	and
the	warship	Halfdanarnaut,	 leaving	 the	 dead	 body	 of	 the	Queen	 in	 his	 tracks.
Högni	was	furious	and	bade	his	men	start	up	on	 the	spot	and	sail	 in	pursuit	of
Hethin.	This	they	did,	and	a	fair	breeze	sprang	up.	Every	evening	they	reached
the	harbour	from	which	Hethin	had	sailed	away	in	the	morning.
It	happened	one	day	that	as	Högni	was	making	for	a	harbour,	Hethin's	sails	were
sighted	out	at	 sea;	 so	Högni	and	his	men	gave	chase.	As	a	matter	of	 fact,	 it	 is
said	that	at	this	point	Hethin	got	a	head	wind	against	him,	whereas	Högni	had	the
luck	to	have	a	fair	wind	as	before.	Hethin	then	lay	to	off	an	island	called	Hoy,
and	there	he	rode	at	anchor.	Högni	quickly	came	alongside,	and	when	they	met,
Hethin	greeted	him	courteously.
"I	 must	 tell	 you,	 foster-brother,"	 said	 Hethin,	 "that	 so	 great	 a	 misfortune	 has
come	 upon	 me	 that	 no-one	 save	 you	 can	 remedy	 it.	 I	 have	 carried	 off	 your
daughter	 and	 your	warship,	 and	 put	 your	wife	 to	 death,	 yet	 from	 no	 personal
wickedness	 of	my	 own,	 but	 rather	 from	promptings	 of	 evil	 spirits	 and	wicked
spells.	My	wish	now	is	that	you	shall	have	your	own	way	entirely	in	this	matter
between	 yourself	 and	 me.	 I	 also	 offer	 to	 give	 up	 to	 you	 both	 Hild	 and	 the
warship,	 and	all	 the	men	and	money	contained	 in	 it,	 and	 to	go	 to	 such	distant
lands	that	I	can	never	return	to	the	North	nor	into	your	sight	as	long	as	I	live."
Högni	replied:	"Had	you	asked	me	for	Hild	I	would	have	married	her	to	you;	and
even	in	spite	of	your	having	carried	her	off	by	force	we	might	have	made	up	our
quarrel.	Now,	however,	since	you	have	been	guilty	of	such	an	outrage	as	to	put



the	Queen	to	death	in	a	most	shameful	manner,	I	certainly	will	not	make	terms
with	you.	We	will	try	here,	on	the	spot,	which	of	us	is	the	more	valiant	fighter."
Hethin	replied:	"It	would	be	best,	 if	nothing	less	than	fighting	will	satisfy	you,
that	we	two	should	measure	our	strength	alone;	for	you	have	no	quarrel	with	any
man	 here	 save	with	me.	 There	 is	 no	 use	 in	making	 innocent	men	 pay	 for	my
crimes	and	evil	deeds."
Their	 followers	 all	 swore	with	 one	 accord	 that	 they	would	 rather	 fall	 dead	 in
heaps	 than	 that	 they	 two	should	exchange	blows	alone.	And	when	Hethin	 saw
that	nothing	would	satisfy	Högni,	save	that	they	should	fight,	he	ordered	his	men
to	 land,	 saying,	 "I	will	 no	 longer	 hold	 back	 from	Högni,	 nor	make	 excuses	 to
avoid	fighting.	Let	every	man	bear	himself	bravely!"
They	 thereupon	 landed	and	fell	 to	 fighting.	Högni	was	 full	of	 fury,	but	Hethin
was	both	dexterous	with	his	weapons	and	mighty	in	his	stroke.	It	is	told	for	fact
that	so	potent	was	the	evil	charm	in	the	spell	that	even	when	they	had	cloven	one
another	to	the	very	shoulders,	yet	they	started	up	as	before	and	went	on	fighting.
Hild	sat	in	a	grove	and	watched	the	battle.
This	 harrowing	 torment	 continued	 to	 oppress	 them	 from	 the	 time	 when	 they
began	to	fight	until	Olaf	Tryggvason	became	King	of	Norway.	It	is	said	to	have
gone	on	for	a	hundred	and	forty-three	years,	until	it	fell	to	the	lot	of	this	famous
man	 that	 one	 of	 his	 retinue	 released	 them	 from	 their	 grievous	 calamities	 and
tragic	doom.

IX
In	the	first	year	of	King	Olaf's	reign,	it	is	said	that	he	came	one	evening	to	the
island	 of	 Hoy	 and	 anchored	 there.	 It	 was	 a	 regular	 occurrence	 in	 the
neighbourhood	of	this	island	that	watchmen	disappeared	every	night,	and	no-one
knew	what	had	become	of	them.	On	this	particular	night	it	was	Ivar	the	Gleam
who	kept	guard.	And	when	all	 the	men	on	the	ships	were	asleep,	Ivar	 took	the
sword	that	Jarnskjöld	had	had	and	that	Thorstein	his	son	had	given	him,	and	all
his	armour,	and	went	up	on	to	the	island.	And	when	he	had	landed	on	the	island
he	 saw	a	man	coming	 towards	him.	He	was	very	 tall	 and	covered	with	blood,
and	his	face	was	full	of	sorrow.	Ivar	asked	him	his	name,	and	he	replied	that	he
was	called	Hethin,	the	son	of	Hjarrandi,	and	that	he	had	come	of	a	stock	in	far
Serkland,	adding:
"I	am	telling	you	the	truth	when	I	say	that	the	vanishing	of	the	watchmen	must
be	laid	to	the	charge	of	me	and	Högni,	the	son	of	Halfdan.	For	we	and	our	men
have	been	laid	under	such	powerful	and	destructive	spells	that	we	go	on	fighting
night	 and	 day;	 and	 this	 has	 continued	 for	 many	 generations,	 while	 Hild,	 the
daughter	of	Högni,	sits	and	looks	on.	It	is	Othin	who	has	laid	this	spell	upon	us;
and	our	only	hope	of	redemption	is	that	a	Christian	man	should	give	battle	to	us.
—When	that	occurs,	he	whom	the	Christian	slays	shall	not	stand	up	again;	and



so	will	each	one	be	freed	from	his	distress.	Now	I	would	pray	you	that	you	will
come	 to	 fight	with	us,	because	 I	know	 that	you	are	a	good	Christian,	and	also
that	the	King	whom	you	serve	is	very	lucky.	I	have	a	feeling	too	that	we	shall	get
some	good	from	him	and	his	men."
Ivar	agreed	to	go	with	him.
Hethin	was	glad	at	 that	and	said,	 "You	must	 take	care	not	 to	encounter	Högni
face	to	face,	and	also	not	to	slay	me	before	you	slay	him;	because	no	mortal	man
can	encounter	Högni	face	to	face	and	slay	him	if	I	die	before	him,	for	the	glance
of	his	eye	strikes	 terror	and	spares	none.	Therefore	 this	 is	 the	only	way:	 I	will
attack	him	in	front	and	engage	him	in	battle,	while	you	go	behind	and	give	him
his	death	stroke.	You	will	find	it	an	easy	matter	to	slay	me,	when	I	am	left	alive
last	of	all."
Then	they	went	into	the	battle,	and	Ivar	saw	that	all	that	Hethin	had	told	him	was
quite	true.	He	went	behind	Högni	and	struck	him	on	the	head,	and	clove	his	skull
down	 to	 the	 shoulders,	 whereupon	 Högni	 fell	 down	 dead	 and	 never	 rose	 up
again.	After	that	he	slew	all	the	men	who	were	fighting,	and	last	of	all	he	slew
Hethin,	which	was	no	great	task.
When	he	 returned	 to	 the	ships	 the	day	was	dawning.	He	went	 to	 the	King	and
told	him	what	he	had	done.	The	King	was	very	well	pleased	with	his	work	and
told	him	that	he	had	had	great	good	luck.	Next	day	they	landed	and	made	their
way	to	the	spot	where	the	battle	had	taken	place;	but	they	saw	no	sign	of	what
had	happened	there.	Yet	the	bloodstains	on	Ivar's	sword	were	visible	proofs;	and
never	again	did	watchmen	disappear	on	that	coast.
After	that	the	King	went	home	to	his	realm.
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Nora	Kershaw
Nora	 Kershaw	 Chadwick	 CBE	 FSA	 FBA,	 1891	 –1972,	 was	 an	 English
medievalist.	 She	was	 born	 in	Lancashire,	 the	 first	 daughter	 of	 James	Kershaw
and	Emma	Clara	Booth,	married	in	1888.	Her	sister	Mabel	was	born	in	1895.
She	received	her	undergraduate	degree	from	Newnham	College	at	the	University
of	Cambridge,	where	she	was	later	an	Honorary	Life	Fellow,	and	lectured	at	St
Andrews	 during	 World	 War	 I.	 She	 returned	 to	 Cambridge	 in	 1919	 to	 study
Anglo-Saxon	 and	 Old	 Norse	 under	 Professor	 Hector	 Munro	 Chadwick.	 They
were	married	in	1922.
The	Chadwicks	 turned	 their	 home	 into	 a	 literary	 salon,	 a	 tradition	which	Mrs.
Chadwick	maintained	after	the	death	of	her	husband	in	1947.
Most	 of	 her	 life	 was	 spent	 on	 research,	 particularly	 in	 her	 later	 years	 on	 the
Celts.	 She	 was	 University	 Lecturer	 in	 the	 Early	 History	 and	 Culture	 of	 the
British	 Isles	 at	 the	University	 of	Cambridge	 from	1950	 to	 1958.	 She	 received
honorary	 degrees	 from	 the	 University	 of	 Wales,	 the	 National	 University	 of
Ireland	 and	 the	 University	 of	 St	 Andrews,	 and	 was	 made	 Commander	 of	 the
Order	of	the	British	Empire	in	1961.
The	Chadwicks	 took	 an	 interdisciplinary	 approach	 and	wrote	 on	many	 topics,
and	influentially	in	the	study	of	multiple	"early	cultures	of	north-west	Europe".
They	brought	comparative	evidence	to	bear	on	heroic	literature.
Nora	 Chadwick	 died	 in	 Cambridge,	 leaving	 a	 bequest	 to	 the	 University	 of
Cambridge	to	endow	a	readership	in	Celtic	Studies.
	

Andrew	Lang
Andrew	Lang	FBA	was	a	Scottish	poet,	novelist,	literary	critic,	and	contributor
to	 the	 field	of	 anthropology.	He	 is	best	known	as	 a	 collector	of	 folk	and	 fairy



tales.	The	Andrew	Lang	lectures	at	the	University	of	St	Andrews	are	named	after
him.

Lang	was	born	on	31st	March	1844	 in	Selkirk.	He	was	 the	 eldest	 of	 the	 eight
children	 born	 to	 John	 Lang,	 the	 town	 clerk,	 and	 his	 wife	 Jane	 Plenderleath
Sellar,	 who	 was	 the	 daughter	 of	 Patrick	 Sellar,	 factor	 to	 the	 first	 duke	 of
Sutherland.	On	17th	April	1875,	he	married	Leonora	Blanche	Alleyne,	youngest
daughter	 of	 C.	 T.	 Alleyne	 of	 Clifton	 and	 Barbados.	 She	was	 (or	 should	 have
been)	variously	credited	as	author,	collaborator,	or	translator	of	Lang's	Colour	/
Rainbow	Fairy	Books,	which	he	edited.
He	was	educated	at	Selkirk	Grammar	School,	Loretto	School,	and	the	Edinburgh
Academy,	as	well	as	the	University	of	St	Andrews	and	Balliol	College,	Oxford,
where	 he	 took	 a	 first	 class	 in	 the	 final	 classical	 schools	 in	 1868,	 becoming	 a
fellow	 and	 subsequently	 honorary	 fellow	 of	Merton	College.	He	 soon	made	 a
reputation	as	one	of	the	most	able	and	versatile	writers	of	the	day	as	a	journalist,
poet,	critic,	and	historian.	In	1906,	he	was	elected	FBA.

He	 died	 of	 angina	 pectoris	 on	 20th	 July	 1912	 at	 the	 Tor-na-Coille	 Hotel	 in
Banchory,	survived	by	his	wife.	He	was	buried	 in	 the	cathedral	precincts	at	St
Andrews,	where	a	monument	can	be	visited	in	the	south-east	corner	of	the	19th
century	section.
Lang	 is	 now	 chiefly	 known	 for	 his	 publications	 on	 folklore,	 mythology,	 and
religion.	The	 earliest	 of	 his	 publications	 is	Custom	and	Myth	 (1884).	 In	Myth,
Ritual	and	Religion	(1887)	he	explained	the	"irrational"	elements	of	mythology
as	survivals	from	more	primitive	forms.	Lang's	Making	of	Religion	was	heavily
influenced	by	 the	18th	century	 idea	of	 the	"noble	savage",	 in	 it,	he	maintained
the	 existence	 of	 high	 spiritual	 ideas	 among	 so-called	 "savage"	 races,	 drawing
parallels	with	the	contemporary	interest	in	occult	phenomena	in	England.
His	Blue	Fairy	Book	(1889)	was	a	beautifully	produced	and	illustrated	edition	of
fairy	 tales	 that	 has	 become	 a	 classic.	 This	 was	 followed	 by	 many	 other
collections	of	fairy	tales,	collectively	known	as	Andrew	Lang's	Fairy	Books.	In
the	 preface	 of	 the	 Lilac	 Fairy	 Book	 he	 credits	 his	 wife	 with	 translating	 and
transcribing	most	of	the	stories	in	the	collections.
Lang	was	one	of	the	founders	of	"psychical	research"	and	his	other	writings	on
anthropology	 include	 The	 Book	 of	 Dreams	 and	 Ghosts	 (1897),	 Magic	 and
Religion	(1901)	and	The	Secret	of	 the	Totem	 (1905).	He	served	as	President	of
the	Society	for	Psychical	Research	in	1911.
He	 collaborated	 with	 S.	 H.	 Butcher	 in	 a	 prose	 translation	 (1879)	 of	 Homer's
Odyssey,	 and	with	E.	Myers	 and	Walter	Leaf	 in	 a	prose	version	 (1883)	of	 the
Iliad,	both	still	noted	for	their	archaic	but	attractive	style.
Lang's	 writings	 on	 Scottish	 history	 are	 characterised	 by	 a	 scholarly	 care	 for



detail,	a	piquant	literary	style,	and	a	gift	for	disentangling	complicated	questions.
The	Mystery	of	Mary	Stuart	(1901)	was	a	consideration	of	the	fresh	light	thrown
on	Mary,	Queen	of	Scots,	by	the	Lennox	manuscripts	in	the	University	Library,
Cambridge,	approving	of	her	and	criticising	her	accusers.
Lang	was	active	as	a	journalist	in	various	ways,	ranging	from	sparkling	"leaders"
for	the	Daily	News	to	miscellaneous	articles	for	the	Morning	Post,	and	for	many
years	he	was	literary	editor	of	Longman's	Magazine.
	

Jennie	Hall
Jennie	 Hall	 was	 a	 teacher	 in	 Chicago,	 working	 at	 the	 beginning	 of	 the	 last
century.	Jennie	Hall	wrote	a	number	of	engaging	history	books	for	children.	In
addition	to	Viking	Tales,	 she	authored	Buried	Cities,	Four	Old	Greeks,	Men	of
Old	 Greece,	 The	 Story	 of	 Chicago,	 and	 Our	 Ancestors	 in	 Europe,	 An
Introduction	to	American	History.
Viking	Tales,	originally	published	in	1902,	follows	the	story	of	Harald	Fairhair
from	the	time	he	is	given	his	own	thrall	at	the	cutting	of	his	first	tooth,	through
his	exploits	as	a	Viking	adventurer,	 to	his	crowning	as	King	of	Norway.	Then
population	pressures	at	home	and	eagerness	for	adventure	and	booty	from	other
lands	combine	to	drive	some	of	the	bolder	Vikings	to	set	forth	from	their	native
land.	 Sailing	 ever	 westward	 across	 the	 Atlantic,	 they	 hop	 along	 the	 chain	 of
islands	 that	 loosely	 connects	 Norway	 with	 America	 in	 search	 of	 home	 and
adventure.
	



ABOUT	THE	EDITOR

I	was	born	in	1962	into	a	predominantly	sporting	household	–	Dad	being	a	good
footballer,	 playing	 senior	 amateur	 and	 lower	 league	 professional	 football	 in
England,	 as	well	 as	 running	 a	 series	 of	 private	 businesses	 in	 partnership	with
mum,	herself	an	accomplished	and	medal	winning	dancer.
I	 obtained	 a	 degree	 in	History	 from	Leeds	University	 before	wandering	 rather
haphazardly	into	the	emerging	world	of	business	computing	in	the	late	nineteen-
eighties.
A	little	like	my	sporting	father,	I	followed	a	succession	of	amateur	writing	paths
alongside	my	career	 in	 technology,	 including	working	as	a	 freelance	 journalist
and	 book	 reviewer,	 my	 one	 claim	 to	 fame	 being	 a	 by-line	 in	 a	 national
newspaper	in	the	UK,	The	Sunday	People.
I	also	spent	10	years	treading	the	boards,	appearing	all	over	the	south	of	the	UK
in	 pantos	 and	 plays,	 in	 village	 halls	 and	 occasionally	 on	 the	 stage	 of	 a
professional	theatre	or	two.
Following	 the	 sporting	 theme,	 and	 a	 while	 after	 I	 hung	 up	 my	 own	 boots,	 I
worked	on	live	TV	broadcasts	for	the	BBC,	ITV,	TVNZ,	EuroSport	and	others
as	 a	 rugby	 "Stato",	 covering	Heineken	Cups,	 Six	Nations,	 IRB	World	 Sevens
and	IRB	World	Cups	in	the	late	'90's	and	early	'00's.
I	 try	 to	 combine	 my	 love	 of	 storytelling	 with	 a	 passion	 for	 information
technology,	 and	 am	 currently	 Vice	 President	 -	 Technology	 with	 a	 major	 UK
FinTech	company.
You	can	find	out	more	about	me	on	the	Bio	page	or	at:	You	can	find	out	more
about	Clive’s	work	and	contact	him	at.	www.boyonabench.com

http://www.boyonabench.com
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