














munications, little visited by foreigners except the Danes, and the
fact that four men from the important country of Britain should
come specially to explore it, was news in itself. Added to this, the
knowledge that Morris had a considerable reputation in his own
country must have enhanced the story — perhaps it had even pre-
ceded him to Iceland through Magnusson —and thus the legend
sprang up.

William Morris is a good person to go to Iceland with: his
imagination and feeling for the place makes one’s experiences
much richer than they would otherwise have been. And so we
arrived back in England, none too pleased with this enforced
‘return to civilization’. We must place on record our gratitude,
both to the Society as a body, and to the many individuals to
whom we are indebted, for all the help so generously given to us.
And we like to think that, had Morris known that four members
of the Society named after him were going to Iceland, with his
Journals for a guide, ninety years afterwards, he might himself
have been a little amused.

The valley of the Markfleet from the south side looking
north-west. The three figures are Richard Haxworth,
Anthony Wilson, and Hugh Bushell.
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