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HANS OF ICELAND.

CHAPTTR T.
THE MORTUARY AND ITS VISITORS,

“Ah! Neighbor Niels; look where love leads to.
Poor Grath Stersen would not be lying there, on that black
slal, like & star-fish forgotten by the tide, if she had
thought of nothing else but her father’s boat and mend-
ing his nets. May Baint Usuph, the fisherman, conscle
our comrade in vhis trying afliiction. ™

“And what about her betrothed?" was the sharp re-
joinder, given in quivering accents; “*(GGill Stadt, that
handsome voung fellow, now stretehed out by her sidet
Ha would have iccn alive now, had ho not fallen in lova
with Grath, and in eonsequence gone to seek his fortune
in the Reeraas mines, He should have remained ot home,
anietly rocking his young brother's cradle, hanging from
the smoky rafters of his mother's cottuge.™

“Your momory gets weaker with age, Mother Olly,"
interrupted Neighbor Niels, = Gill never had a brother;
that deepens poor Widow Stadt’s grief, for her cottage is
now desolate : and if to console hersclf she casts her cyes
upward, she finds hetween heaven and themy the roof of
her cottage, with the ampty ermlle of her child still hang-
ing there, the son who now lies dead in the height of his
proime”

“Toor mother!” said Mother Olly; “as for the young
man. he bas only himself to blame, Why did he go to
Eivraas, and become a mineri”

“1 thoroughly believe." muttered Niels, *that in thoss
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infernal mines a man’s life is sacrificed for every ascalin
of copper that they rield. What is your opinion, Neigh-
bor Braall ¥

“haners are mad, " replicd the fisherman. “ A fish can-
not live out of water; ootan should not dive into the
powels of the earth.”

“But,” objected o young man in the erowd, * if to gecurs
his betrothed, it were necessary for Gill Stadt to work in
the miinesi"

We onght never to exposs our lives,™ interrupted Olly,
“for the sake of matters of far less importance. A fine
dowry Gill has gained for his Guth 1™

“Thd this young givl drown herself in despair, on hear-
ing of Brer lovors death 17 inguired another.

W ho sryve w0t excloinuad o soldier, ronghly, who was
passing his way through the crowd. “1 knéw the girl
well s and sho was eertainly engaged to a young miner,
who was eroshed to denth by the fall of a rock, in one of
Ehe subtercanecan . galleries  of Storwaadsgrute, near
Hoorans, Bha was also the mistress of one of my comrades ;
mid tlus day betors yesterdiy =he was venturing secretly
to Aunckholin, 19 cclebeate with her lover the death
f lier betrothed, when her boat struel om & rock, and
she was drowned.™

A confused hobbonh of voices grose, in the midst of
which the old womsn exciained :

“Jmpogsible ! brave sir,"

The young ones vemained silent, Neighbor Niels mali-
ciously recalled the figsherman’s remark ;

ot ie where love leads Lo

The soldier was getting seriously angry at the old
wornen's fnersdulity. He hid alveady erlled them “a
prareal of old witches fram the Cave of Quiragoth,” and
they were not disposed to endnre so gross an insult, when
a sharp and conmmanding voice pul amwend to the debate,
exelaiming

YRilence ! silenee, you old dotards 1™ All became silent ;
as the cock's crowing cnuses the hens to cease their
elitcking. Befors picturing the remainder of the scene,
it would perliaps bo as well to give some idea of the place
in which it oceurred.

It was, as the veader no doubt aleerdy guesses, one of
those drendful Dbuildings which public pity and social
forethought have ercctod for the reception of unknown
corpses, the last asyhun of the dead who bave for the
most part lived an uphappy life, and to which erowd



THE MORTUARY AXD ITS VISITORS. 7

those persons who are moved by simple corviosity, as well
as others filled with morbid or kindiy feelings, Often the
friends or weeping relations of tho decossed come to sea
their worst fears realized, after o period of long suspense.

In times long past, in the only partinlly eivilized coun-
try to which I have transported my readers, it had not
entered into the minds of the anthorities, as it has to
those model cities of muad and gold, to make these places
a receptacle for monuments, ingeniously ghostly and
elegantly funerenl.

The light did not fall through a tomb-shaped window
of an artistieally sculptured vanlt, vpon sorts of couclies
on which tha comforta of the living seem to have been
accorded to the dead, and where the very pillow appears
to eourt but shomber.

If the guardian's door were 1eft open, the eve, wearied
with the sight of nude and hideons eorpees, could not
then, as it dees now, repoce itzelf by the sight of smiling
children and elegant furniture.  Derili was here in all its
bhideousness—in all its horeor.  As veb they had never
ventured to deck the fleshlesz skeleton with bows and
ribbons.

The hall in which the Iate conversation tonk place was
vast, and so gloomy that it had the appezrance of even
being of greater extent. The anly light came through a
low aquare entrance door, and from a gap ronghly pierced
in the eeiling, through which a fechle and dnil light fell,
together with the rain, hail, or snow, aceonding to the
geagon of the vear, on the corpses stretrhod divectly undap
it. An iron balustrade ran o acrosd the hall, dividing it
into two parts. The outer one towned the sguare door
was for public admittanee ; in the inmer were two long
black granite slabs, placed flat down and arranged paral
lal to ench other,

In each division there was n side door, which served as
entrances for the cuardian nal his nesistants, whose quar-
ters ware situnted in the rear of the building, which ran
baclk toward the asa.

The miner and his hetrothed orcupied two of these

nite beds. The large hlne amd purple spots plainly
enoted that decomposition bad already commenced in
the voung mirl's hoddy,

Gill's featnres woere harsh and rigid ; his body was so
terribly mutilatad, that it was imnnssible to judge if he
had been as hand=ome as Dame 001y had asserted.

It was before these disfigured remains that the conver-
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sation we have just related took place. An old man, tall
and thin, with folded arms and head bowed down, was
seated on a broken atool in one of the darkest corners of
the hall. He geemed to pay but glight attention to what
was going on around him, until the moment when he
aroge, suddenly exclaiming : “Silence, dotards, silence "
il seiged the soldicr's arm.  All then hecame silent.
Tha soldier turned ronnd, and burst into a rude shout of
laughter at the sight ol the person who had interrupted
him g0 strapgely, whose pale face, scanty hair, and long
lingers, together with his complete snit of reindeer leather,
Fully justificd so mirthfol a grecting. A murmur rose
from the erowd of women, who had remained silent a
while,

“It ia the guardinn of the Spladgest” (dead-house at
Drontheim). “Tha accurssed porter of the dead. The
diabolical Epiagudry., The wicked sorcerer.”

“Peace, you dotards, pence! IF to-day is your devil's
Eabbath, hasten for your broomsticks, or they will fily off
nlone, and leave in peace this valiant descendant of the
goil Thor.™

Then 8piagudry, trying to twist his countenance into a
gracious amile, addressed the soldier.

“You were saying, my brave fellow, that this wretched
woman——"

* The ald seoundrel I muttered Olly ; “we are wretched
women, a5 {ar as he iz concerned ; w hpn we have the mis-
Foetnne 1o fall into his Dlutnhns hiz fee i3 only thirty
nacaling, while the miserable carcass of a man brings him
in Forty,™

“Silence, haga!" said Spirgudry,  “In truath, these
daugzhters of ‘int«un are like their nwn kettles; when they
bail, they must sing.  Tell me, my king of the swords,
will your romrade be likely to kill li'inlﬂﬁlf in despair at
the Ioss of Guth, his mistress ™

Here the lnng-repressed explosion burst forth.

“isten to the miscreant, the old heathen ' eried simul-
taneansly twenty gharp nnd diseordant voiees,  "He is
nt thae lookont for another dead body, for the sake of
the fort v asealins. ™

AVl if aa, what then?” rotorted the guardian of
Spladgest. “Doea not onr gracions king, Christian V.,
whom may Saint Flospice protoct, does he not declare
himself the horn guardian of all miners in the kingdom,
sa that lie may envieh him=clf with the miserable pittance
thoey may possess ot their death $9



THE MORTUANL Y AND ITS VISITORE g

“You do great honor to hiz majesty," said Braall, the
fisherinan, * to compare the royal treazury to the strong-
box of your charnel-house, and yourself to him, Neighbor
Epmgl. .I'_‘u'.."

“Neighbor, indead 1" snecrcd the gurrdinn, diszusted at
tho familinrity. * Your neighbor, say rathor, your host ;
some day, my dear cilizen ol the =ea, T'll offer you one
of my s5ix stone beds for a weel, Besides,” he continued,
*I alluded to the death of this soldier =imply to know if
suicide, committed on account of the passions inspired by
these ladies, was to becomes a regular custon. ™

“Weall, you guardian of corpses, much like one yourself,
what is the meaning of that amiable expression of counte-
oance, more like a smile on the face of o dying man "

“3plendid, my gallant sir,” replied Spiagudry. * I have
always thought thore was more wit under the halmet of
the saldier Thurn, who defeated Satan both with saber and
songuag, than uoder Bishob [sleef s mitre, he who wrote
the * History of Iealand,” or under the eollege cap of Pro-
'fiES!!lj‘l; Schoenning, who has sa well deseribed our cathe-

rai. ‘

“In that case, take my advies, old Tenther-coat, forsake
vour charnzl-house, with all its prafits, and betake vour-
self to the Vieeroy of Berghen's Muscum. I swear to you
by Saint BE:lphegor, that they give their weight in goid
for ?Priﬂus beasts. Now tell me, whab do you want with
e

* When bodies are fished ont of water and breught to us,
wa have to give half our fee to tho fisherman. I there-
fore wishoed, noble heiref Soldier Thurn, to ask sou fo
drge upon your unhappy eomreade oot to dreown himself,
but to choose some other form of deatly; i6 can litkle mat-
ter to him, and I am sure that hes woitll not wish to
wrong the poor Christian, who is hospitable ecnough to
raceive hid body, if Guth's loszs shoubl drvive him to such
an act of destruction.™

*You decoive: yourself, most charitable and hospitable
guardian of tho dead; my esmewle will oot have the
satisfaction of hainr recoived into your charming retreat,
with itz gix beds. Don't vou think he hns nlrondy con-
soled himself with another? Why, he was tived of Guth
a long time ago, ™

At these words the etorm, which Spiagudry bad fora
while drawn upon humself, burst with rodoublel violence
upon the soldier's head,

“8o, you scoundrel " shrieked the old women, “it is



