


Stefan Mani —
Odadahraun.

Soon to be
translated
Into Danish.




AEvar Orn
JOosepsson —
Land
teekifaeranna




AEvar Orn
JOosepsson —
Blodberg.
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In Danish:
Blodbjerget.




Sjon — Mea titrandi tar.
In Sweedish: Med skalvande tarar.
Steinunn Sigurdardottir — Joklaleikhusio.
In Danish: Jgkelteatret. In Sweedish: JOokelteatern.

JOKLALEIKHUSID

STEINUNN SIGURPDARDOTTIR

SKALDSAGA




Auour
Jonsdottir —
Tryggoarpantur.

Soon to be
published In
Danish and
Sweedish.



Arnaldur Indridason — Synir duftsins.
Stella Blomkvist — Mordid i Stjornarraoinu.



Arnaldur
Indridason —
Myrin.

In Danish:
Nordmosen.
In Norwegian:
Myrin.
In Sweedish:
Glasbruket.



brainn
Bertelsson —
Daudans
QViISSI timi.



Bragi Olafsson —
Sendiherrann.

In Danish:
Ambassadgaren.



Eirikur Orn Norddahl —
U & fasismann



Kristin Svava
Tomasdottir -
Blotgeelur



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



Auour Jonsdottir
— Folkio 1
Kjallaranum.

In Danish:
Dem | keelderen.
In Sweedish:
Folket | kjallaren.






Auour
Jonsdottir -
Vetrarsol



Alfran
Gunnlaugsdottir
— Yfir
Ebrofljotio.

In Sweedish:
Over
Ebrofloden.



Alfran
Gunnlaugsdottir
— Ran.



Alfran
Gunnlaugsdottir
— Yfir
Ebrofljotio.

In Sweedish:
Over
Ebrofloden.



Alfran
Gunnlaugsdottir
— Ran.



Steinunn
Siguroardottir —
Astarljod af
landi.






Stelinunn
Siguroardottir —
Soélskinshestur.

In Danish:
Solskinshest.
In Sweedish:
Solskenshast



Einar Mar Gudmundsson — Fotspor a himnum, Draumar & jorou,
Nafnlausir vegir.

In Danish: Fodspor pa himlen, Dromme pa jorden, Navnldse veje.
In Norwegian: Fotspor pa himmelen, Drommer pa jord, Navnlose
veier. In Sweedish: Fotspar pa himlen, Drémmar pa jorden,
Namnlosa vagar.



Einar Mar
Guomundsson —
Englar alheimsins.

In Danish:
Universets engle.
In Norwegian:
Universets engler.
In Sweedish:
Universums anglar.



Einar Karason — Par sem dj6flaeyjan ris, Gulleyjan.
In Danish: Djaevelens g, Guldgen . In Norwegian:
Djeveloya, Gulloya. In Sweedish: Djavulson, Guldon.



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 Bill6 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 Vidar 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
Grjoni’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 Karason
— Ofsi.



Einar Karason —
Ovinafagnaour.

In Danish:
Fjendemgde.



Einar Karason
— Ofsi.



Halldor Laxness — Gerpla. In Danish: Keempeliv i Nord. In
Norwegian: Kjempeliv i nord. In Sweedish: Gerpla: en
kampasaga.

Svava Jakobsdottir — Gunnladarsaga. In Danish: Historien om
Gunlgd.

Thor Vilhjalmsson — Morgunpula i straum.



Viktor Arnar
Ingodlfsson —
Flateyjargata.



brainn Bertelsson — Daudans ovissi timi.

Yrsa Sigurdardottir — bridja taknid. In Danish: Det tredje
tegn. In Norwegian: Det tredje tegnet. In Sweedish: Det
tredje tecknet.

Stella bldmkvist — Mordid i Drekkingarhyl.
Arnaldur Indridason — Konungsbok.
borunn Erlu-Valdimarsdottir — Kalt er annars blo.






Bl6dregn —
Embla Yr
Barudottir og
Ingolfur Orn
Bjorvinsson






Sjon —
Argoarflisin.

In Danish:
Splinten fra
Argo.

In Norwegian:
Flisen fra Argo.
In Sweedish:
Fisk och kultur.






Sjon -
ROkkurbysnir



Sjon — 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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