








the surfaces are not metalled, and they would be judged very
poor by European standards. An additional hazard is that most of
the available maps of the country are out of date; so that a track
which may have been marked as 'passable in Summer' in 1932 is
now practically impassable (the main road, did the ,map but
show it, is perhaps just over the hill). We therefore found that on
several occasions we had to improve the track with spades and
crowbars before the Land Rover could get through - we com­
forted ourselves with Ruskin's precedent - and once we got fairly
and squarely stuck in a river. A safe wide road now leads round
the cliff of Bulandshof~i of which Morris was so terrified ('...
about which I had been feeling serious these two days, and had
pretty much made up my mind for the worst'). It has only
recently been finished, however, and not far away is still in the
process of being built. The bulldozers were working on it when
we arrived, and seeing us making our way over the uneven land,
one of them came over to us and ploughed a road specially for us
through the grass and scrub. We waved a cheery 'Thank you';
but a few moments later we found ourselves skidding and sliding
down the loose earth on the other side of the incline. So the bull­
dozer, this time a little impatient of the helpless English Land
Rover, came thundering over to us again, and actually shovelled
us to rights with its enormous metal pusher. .

But to return to Morris. One interesting fact we did discover,
which is probably not generally realised, is that, whatever the
vicissitudes of fashion in England, his name is very well known in
Iceland and always has been. Even among the humbler people
that we met it served as a useful introduction and ice-breaker.
And although with some the response was of the mild sort which
implies familiarity with the name only, with many others it was
one of genuine interest. He is remembered there chiefly as 'a
great English poet', and for having been interested in Iceland; but
many other reasons are given too - that he translated the sagas
into English, that Iceland First Seen was translated into Icelandic,
that he was mentioned in Icelandic poems, that he did much for
the Icelandic Famine Relief Fund in the '80S, even that 'we learn
about him at school'. But it was Professor Sigur~ur Nordal's
answer (to a question we became very used to asking) which, I
think, went to the root of the matter. ' You see', he said, 'so little
happens in Iceland.' This was even truer in 187 I than it is today:
Iceland was a remote farming-community with negligible com-
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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 Markfieet from the south side'looking
north-west. The three figures are RichCird Haxworth,
Anthony Wilson, and Hugh Bushell.
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