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Stefán Máni –
Ódáðahraun. 

Soon to be 
translated 

into Danish.



Ævar Örn 
Jósepsson –

Land 
tækifæranna



Ævar Örn 
Jósepsson –

Blóðberg.

In Danish: 
Blodbjerget.



Sjón – Með titrandi tár.
In Sweedish: Med skälvande tårar. 

Steinunn Sigurðardóttir – Jöklaleikhúsið. 
In Danish: Jøkelteatret. In Sweedish: Jökelteatern.



Auður 
Jónsdóttir –

Tryggðarpantur. 

Soon to be 
published in 
Danish and 
Sweedish.



Arnaldur Indriðason – Synir duftsins. 
Stella Blómkvist – Morðið í Stjórnarráðinu.



Arnaldur 
Indriðason –

Mýrin. 

In Danish: 
Nordmosen. 

In Norwegian: 
Myrin. 

In Sweedish: 
Glasbruket.



Þráinn 
Bertelsson –

Dauðans 
óvissi tími.



Bragi Ólafsson –
Sendiherrann. 

In Danish: 
Ambassadøren.



Eiríkur Örn Norðdahl –
Ú á fasismann



Kristín Svava 
Tómasdóttir -

Blótgælur



Night porters

the steam inside the window panes is a thick mud
like tar the sweat pours out of those

who still haven’t quite hooked up
arm in arm with the night and the coming day

here we do our duty and our nails rattle on the glasses
and the rock music trembles in locks of hair plastered to the temples

the house is bobbing up and down it takes a dive into the valleys and rises on the
peaks

black towering flammable walls of sea water
sea sick men and full to the brim walk the plank step by step across

the rising falling floor my hand on the wet back of a shirt and flesh underneath
warm flesh underneath the shirt wet from beer and sweat

helpless men loose their ground and disappear quickly down the staircase
but we rock with the waves

shaking fumbling for something firm with our damp hands clasping
windowsills glasses and one another

wet and sweaty one another



Auður Jónsdóttir 
– Fólkið í

kjallaranum. 

In Danish: 
Dem i kælderen. 

In Sweedish: 
Folket i kjällaren.





Auður 
Jónsdóttir -
Vetrarsól



Álfrún 
Gunnlaugsdóttir 

– Yfir 
Ebrofljótið. 

In Sweedish: 
Över 

Ebrofloden.



Álfrún 
Gunnlaugsdóttir 

– Rán.



Álfrún 
Gunnlaugsdóttir 

– Yfir 
Ebrofljótið. 

In Sweedish: 
Över 

Ebrofloden.



Álfrún 
Gunnlaugsdóttir 

– Rán.



Steinunn 
Sigurðardóttir –

Ástarljóð af 
landi. 





Steinunn 
Sigurðardóttir –
Sólskinshestur. 

In Danish: 
Solskinshest. 
In Sweedish: 
Solskenshäst



Einar Már Guðmundsson – Fótspor á himnum, Draumar á jörðu, 
Nafnlausir vegir. 

In Danish: Fodspor på himlen, Drömme på jorden, Navnlöse veje. 
In Norwegian: Fotspor på himmelen, Drömmer på jord, Navnlöse

veier. In Sweedish: Fotspår på himlen, Drömmar på jorden, 
Namnlösa vägar.



Einar Már 
Guðmundsson –

Englar alheimsins. 

In Danish: 
Universets engle. 

In Norwegian: 
Universets engler. 

In Sweedish: 
Universums änglar.



Einar Kárason – Þar sem djöflaeyjan rís, Gulleyjan. 
In Danish: Djævelens ø, Guldøen . In Norwegian: 

Djevelöya, Gullöya. In Sweedish: Djävulsön, Guldön.



From the Devil’s Isle

Two louts from this group went over to some girls who were sitting at a table 
listening to the band; the girls were barely fourteen years old, and one of them 
was Veiga, the girlfriend of Buddy Billó who was at present singing ‘A fool such 
as I’. The other was her sister. The louts sat down at the table with the girls and 
passed a few comments, but the girls looked away in annoyance. The louts 
began to pull at them and push at them to try to get them to react, but the girls 
seemed to be half-frightened.

These rowdies were called Viðar and Tryggvi, trawler-hands from a 
small village up-country, fat, puffed-up and muscular. At last Tryggvi grabbed 
hold of Veiga’s wrist. She winced, and he dragged her on to the dance-floor. 
She looked terrified, but Tryggvi held her tightly round the waist and moved in 
time to the music.

Baddi saw what was going on and gave Buddy a signal. Buddy 
stopped abruptly in the middle of the verse ‘Pardon me/if I’m sentimental/when 
we say goodbye’. He climbed off the stage, ran to the middle of the hall and 
felled Tryggvi with a single punch. Then he took the girls over to Baddi and 
Grjóni’s table and quickly jumped back up on the stage again. It all happened 
so fast that the band even managed to fill in with the melody, and then Buddy 
was back at the microphone, continuing a little breathlessly: ‘Now and 
then/there’s a fool/such as I.’



Einar Kárason 
– Ofsi.



Einar Kárason –
Óvinafagnaður. 

In Danish: 
Fjendemøde.



Einar Kárason 
– Ofsi.



Halldór Laxness – Gerpla. In Danish: Kæmpeliv i Nord. In 
Norwegian: Kjempeliv i nord. In Sweedish: Gerpla: en 

kämpasaga. 
Svava Jakobsdóttir – Gunnlaðarsaga. In Danish: Historien om

Gunlød. 
Thor Vilhjálmsson – Morgunþula í stráum. 



Viktor Arnar 
Ingólfsson –

Flateyjargáta. 



Þráinn Bertelsson – Dauðans óvissi tími. 
Yrsa Sigurðardóttir – Þriðja táknið. In Danish: Det tredje 
tegn. In Norwegian: Det tredje tegnet. In Sweedish: Det 

tredje tecknet. 
Stella blómkvist – Morðið í Drekkingarhyl. 

Arnaldur Indriðason – Konungsbók.  
Þórunn Erlu-Valdimarsdóttir – Kalt er annars blóð.





Blóðregn –
Embla Ýr 

Bárudóttir og 
Ingólfur Örn 
Björvinsson





Sjón –
Argóarflísin. 

In Danish: 
Splinten fra 

Argo. 
In Norwegian: 

Flisen fra Argo. 
In Sweedish: 

Fisk och kultur.





Sjón -
Rökkurbýsnir



Sjón – Skugga-
Baldur. 

In Danish: 
Skygge-Baldur. 
In Norwegian: 

Skugga-Baldur. 
In Sweedish: 

Skugga-Baldur.



From The Blue Fox

The vixen sprang forth on to the floor of the cave. She spun in a circle, plumped 
down on her rump – and began to lick herself like a house cat.
Rev. Baldur was quick to recover, a man with a priestly training; the naturalist 
rose up in him. He watched the beast’s behaviour with scientific detachment:
She was damn sprightly considering that she had been out cold for six days 
and nights. It was ridiculous how she worked away at herself so frantically. She 
licked the bloodstains from her pelt and bored her muzzle to the roots of her 
fur, gnawing at herself as if she were de-lousing for Doomsday.
The nature-observer shut one eye:
– Look at the creature, faugh!
He slapped his thigh:
– Ha, a vampire drinking its own blood!
At that point the vixen spat out the first piece of shot. It pinged against the 
priest’s cheek. He moaned aloud and swore. But the vixen ignored him. She 
continued to preen herself until she had cleaned from her flesh all that the rifle 
had delivered to her: bloodstained lead ricocheted around the fissure, and great 
sparks flew from the rock where the shot struck.
The priest was hard-pushed to avoid the hail of lead that whined around him 
like a swarm of midges.
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