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Except deeds and documents, and always of course except-
ing what may be of local composition in the Orkneyinga Saga,
we have in Shetland little or nothing of local literature from
the early or even the late Norse period. The same may be
said of personal ornaments or property, though it is true that
a good many years ago a fine specimen of the large oval-
shaped Viking brooch, which must have decorated the breast
of a Northern warrior, was found in the island of Unst. Itis
now to be seen in the National Museum of Antiquities,
Edinburgh.

The “ Visecks,” or songs, and ballads, which were formerly
recited and sung, and the “ Sword Dance” of Papa Stour, may
be last flickers of survivals from the Norse period; while
many burial mounds, stone circles, and standing stones, in
different parts of the islands, may commemorate departed
Norsemen ; but it is difficult, without examination by excava-
tion, to discriminate what is Norse from what is Celtic in
such remains. The learned Worsaae, Minister of Public
Instruction in Denmark, now deceased, in his book which
has been done into English as “An Account of the Danes
and Norwegians in England, Scotland, and Ireland” (1852)
has included Orkney and Shetland in the scope of his re-
searches, and has given some valuable observations on the
traces of the Norsemen in these islands, as these traces
present themselves to the eye of a learned and sympathetic
foreigner.

There are only two other characteristic objects of native
use to which I may allude, viz.,, the Shetland Boat and the
Bysmar, both essentially Scandinavian survivals in their
form and equipments.

‘The larger trading and fishing boats, with high prow and
stern post and square sails, to be seen on the Norwegian
coast, are strikingly suggestive of the Viking ships of other
days: and the smaller boats, though the points of difference
are very apparent to the eye of an expert, wonderfully
resemble in their general look the small craft common in
Shetland. And when, in Bergen, we call a boat with the
summons ‘‘Ho, flot!” (or flod), the mental apparition for a
moment of the Lerwick ‘flit-boat ” is irresistible, though the
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flit-boat has acquired a more specific meaning in Shetland
than its congener has in Norway, the significance in the
latter case being much more general. It is no wonder that this
strong resemblance should exist between the boats of Shet-
land and Norway, seeing that the boards for the clinker-built
Shetland boats were, until comparatively recently, imported
ready-made from Norway.

The bysmar, for long the ordinary weighing instrument in
Shetland, as in Orkney, is now wholly discontinued, though
I have myself seen it in use. Bysmars were formerly tested
periodically, and stamped if correct, and a standard bysmar
was kept for reference. The weights and measures, which
corresponded with those formerly in use in Norway, were as
follow, viz. :—

8 Ures (or ounces, Norse, dr¢) = 1 Mark.
24 Marks = 1 Lispund, Span, or Setteen.
6 Lispunds = 1 Meil.
24 Meils — 1 Last.
48 Cans of Oil or 15 Lispunds } 1 Barrel,
Butter
12 Barrels, 180 Lispunds, or| _ I Last.
576 Cans J

In the measurement of land 8 ures made 1 mark, and 18
marks 1 last: this land measurement being not a matter of
extent, but of estimated value. Thus a mark of land of good
quality might be small in extent, while a mark of inferior
quality would be very much larger. The graduation of quality
was fixed at an early date as so many pennies the mark—
4, 6, 8, or 12, as the case might be (probably the amount of
skat or other duty originally levied upon it). These dis-
tinctions in the description of land continued in legal instru-
ments from age to age, and are probably still in use, though
for long unintelligible even to the conveyancer, and practically
of no value.

Wadmell (cloth), used in payment of rents and duties, was
measured by the cuttel/, or ell ; and this native cloth was used
for clothing until recently, if indeed it is not still in use.

These weights and measures, and the partition of the land
descriptively into marks and ures, have been in use probably
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from the early days of the Norse settlement; but the
British standard of Imperial weights and measures has
written the doom of all these, and the bysmar itself 1s
now only a relic preserved by the curious. It has fallen out
of use in Norway and Sweden in the same way; and I have
seen it in one museum at least in those countries, preserved
as an object of antiquity, precisely as it is in the National
Museum in Edinburgh. But from very early times it was,
with the Pundlar, the universal steel-yard, or weighing
machine, of Scandinavia. It is figured somewhat roughly,
but fairly accurately, in the Hisloria de Gentibus Seplenirion-
alibus, by Olaus Magnus, Archbishop of Upsala, in Sweden,
printed at Rome in the year 1555.

It is perhaps unnecessary to allude to the native Kollie, or
oil lamp, now also fallen into disuse, though it was in almost
every dwelling-house in Shetland, and in many houses in
Orkney, until after the middle of the present century, because
its use was not confined to these islands, an almost exactly
similar form of oil lamp having been common in former times
throughout Scotland and elsewhere. It is only its name,
which is simply the Icelandic or old Norse kola, that gives to
it its significance in connection with the present enquiry as a
direct derivative in name and in use from the primitive lamp
of the early Scandinavian settlers.

I have not, in this fragmentary sketch, referred to physio-
logical tests, whether of stature, form, cranium, or complexion,
nor to characteristic predilections, such as the love of the
seaman’s life, the stern courage that confronts danger and
death on the ocean wave, though these all testify emphatically
to the Shetlanders’ claim of affinity to the Sea-Kings and the
Vik-ings of ancient story. But I have endeavoured to glance
at some of the outstanding features of the settlement of the
isles by the Norsemen, at the form of land tenure and social
condition in the course of time developed, at the Church and
her possessions in the islands, and at the native laws and
system of local administration during the Norse period,
gradually subverted and assimilated to Scottish forms after
the pledging of the isles to Scotland in 1468 ; while the still
surviving traces of the Norsemen in the language, the place-



316 Saga-Book of the Viking Club.

names, the historical remains, and the forms and usages of
common life, have also passed briefly under notice. The fact
of this kinship with the Norsemen for which I have contended
has been recognised by competent authorities in Norway and
Denmark. Reference has been made to the works of Wor-
saae and Munch, and to the philological researches of Mr.
Jakob Jakobsen; and quite recently I have received from Dr.
Daae, of Christiania, an extremely interesting pamphlet (in
Norse) on the points of connection between Orkney and
Shetland and the motherland of Norway since the date of
the mortgage to Scotland in 1468.

There is also in my possession a Danish book entirely
relating to Shetland, “£da. Et Sagn fra Shetlandsoerne,” i.e.
“Eda. A Tradition of the Shetland Isles,” published at
Copenhagen, 1862. It contains sixteen poetical sketches,
among others the following, viz. :—

Shetlandscerne, t.e. The Shetland Isles.
Patrick, ,,  Earl Patrick Stewart.
Fiskerlejet, yy  The Fisherman’s Station.
Hytten 1 Melby, »w  The Cottage at Melby.
Markedet 1 Lerwick ,, LThe Market in Lerwick.
Grunista, ,,» Grunista.

Natten paa Scalloway, ,,  Night at Scalloway.
Natten paa Grunista, ,, Night at Grunista.

As is well known, 7The Pirate was translated into Danish,
(“Soroveren”) as into most European languages; but this was
due no doubt rather to the fame of the author than to its
specialty of interest. But upon the whole, in view of these
contributions from Norwegian and Danish sources to the
literature of the isles, it is a gratifying reflection that if we
continue to cherish a longing esteem for our friends of
Scandinavia, they too are not forgetful of us.

I trust that in working together the material which has
passed under review I have in some measure succeeded in
my contention that the Shetland Islands have been, and are,
truly and essentially a settlement and home of Norsemen.




The Norsemen 1 Shetland. 317

DEEDS IN THE NORSE LANGUAGE RELATING TO
SHETLAND.

I.

No fewer than twenty-five deeds, in the old language, relating to Shet-
land, some in the Arna-Magnaan Collection, Copenhagen, and mostly
printed in the Diplomatarium Norvegicum, have been reproduced in
the Diplomatarium Hialtlandense, published (anonymously) by the late
Mr. Arthur Lawrenson, Lerwick, 1886-1888.

II.

The following are printed in ‘ Deeds relating to Orkney and Shetland,
1433-1581"—a small collection of ancient northern documents printed
anonymously at Edinburgh in 1840 :—

1. Deed of Sale, land in Walol, from Andrew Williamson to Simon
Hognason. Signed in Unst, 1465.

2. Deed of Conveyance, by Olave Persson, Fedie, Norway, to David
Sanderson, Reafirth, Yell; land in Whalsay. Bergen, 24th April, 1567.

3. Deed of Conveyance, by Niels Monson, native of Shetland, to
David Sanderson; land in Yell. Bergen, 27th April, 1567.

4. Deed of Conveyance, Marion Sigursdaughter, of Bergen, to her dear
relative, David Sanderson Skott; land in Fetlar. Bergen, 16th August
1575.

5. Deed of Conveyance, Anna Sandersdaughter, widow of Hans
Fonbois, Bergen, to her dear brother, David Sanderson Scott; land in
Reafirth. Bergen, 18th August, 1575.

I1I.

The tollowing documents have been discovered in recent years (1873-
1894) by the writer of the preceding paper, either among the public
records of the county, or in the charter chests of Shetland families.
All of them have been translated and described in the Proceedings of
the Society of Antiquaries of Scotland, from time to time :—

1. Confirmation, dated at Ayth, in Aythsting, 26th April, 1545, of a
Succession settlement (or .Skzuynd Bill), of date 1516.

2. Confirmation, dated at Bergen, 1544, of a Sale by Niels Angusson
to Jon, son of Magnus the Bonde, of land in Shetland. Done at Bergen,
1536.

3. Confirmation, by King Frederick the Third, of Denmark and
Norway, of sale of land at Sumburgh, parish of Dunrossness. Dated at
Copenhagen, zoth October, 1661.

4. Attestation of Sale of land in Unst, by Ingemund Endresson
(Henderson) to William Skogsson. Dated at Sodereyd, 2nd August, 1551,
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5. Agreement by Christian Jonnson Forsell (Fraser), burgher of Bergen,
a native of Shetland, in reference to certain lands in Yell belonging to
him. Dated at Bergen, 1594.

6. Mandate by the said Christian Jonnsson in favor of William
Donnellssonn Forssell, in Shetland, to act for him in drawing the rents
of his property in Shetland. (Endorsed on preceding document.)

7- Receipt by Marete Suensdaughter (Margaret Shewan?) to James
Spens. 1602.

8. Acknowledgment by William Monson (Manson) of his indebted-
ness for nine and a half dollars to Séerren Spens. Dated 18th December,
1607.

9. Deed of Sale by Herluff Lauritzon (Laurenson), burgess in Bergen,
acting for behoof of Urim in Hardanger, of lands in Hillswick Bay, Shet-
land, to Andrew Smith. Datea at Bergen, 27th July, 16or.

10. Deed of Sale by Anna Oluffsdaughter to Magnus Thomessone
(Thomson) in Scatsta, of a farm in Hamnavoe in Lunnasting. Dated at
Bergen, 1537.

11. Acknowledgment by Anders Maath, of Houckeland (Andrew
Mouat, of Hugoland), and his dear wife Else Trondsdaughter, of
Erisfiordt, in Norway, of their indebtedness te the extent of 300 Rix
dollars to Eftuart Sincklar (Edward Sinclair) in Shetland. Signed at
Gierisvig (Gierswick), in Norway. 2oth June, 1597.

12. Commission by King Frederick the Fourth of Denmark to Magnus
Sinclair, Captain of the ship Zeoparden (The Leopard). Issued at
Copenhagen, 21st April, 1627.

It is singular that, while so many original documents in Norse have
been brought to light in Shetland, only one such document is known to
have been found in Orkney, viz, Deed of Sale by Henrik Soost to
Guttorme Georgeson and William Georgeson, of the land of Holland in
Papa Westray. Dated 1452. One other Norse deed is in the posses-
sion of the representatives of my deceased friend, Mr. Arthur Laurenson,
Lerwick. I despair of ever having the opportunity of introducing any
more of these interesting old waifs and strays to public notice.




A BOAT JOURNEY TO INARI.

By ALFRED HENEAGE COCKS, M.A.

IT will hardly be offering an insult to the geographical
knowledge of the members of even so learned a Society as
the Viking Club, if I venture to assume that very few among
my audience had ever heard the name Inari before they read
it in the announcement of this evening’s meeting.

And yet Inari, in Finland (or Enare, as the Norwegians
call it; Swedish—Enara ; or in Lappish—Anar Javre), is one
of the principal lakes of Europe, only exceeded in size by, I
think, four others in Russia, and one in Sweden.

The Swiss and North Italian lakes, which probably a large
majority of well educated persons take to be the principal
lakes of Europe, are very considerably smaller. The largest
of these—the lake of Geneva—is only some fifty miles long,
by ten at its greatest breadth, while Inari covers something
like seventy miles from north to south, by fifty from east to
west ; or, while Geneva is not much more than one-third the
size of the county (Buckinghamshire) in which I live, Inari
is far more than double the area of that county; that is to
say, Lake Inari is just seven times the area of the Lake
of Geneva.

Its surface is said to be studded with 1,700 islands, on
which Scotch firs grow, without taking the smaller holms
into account.

The boat journey I propose to describe was along the
frontier of Norway and Russia, and into Finland, up the
river Pasvig (as it is called in Norwegian, but more correctly
by the Lappish name Patsjok), and across the magnificent
Lake Inari, of which this river is the principal outlet. The
river is not the mere “silver thread” that one usually
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associates with the word, but is rather a succession of beauti-
ful lakes, connected by short reaches of river tumbling over
numerous waterfalls and rushing over frequent rapids; in
some places two rivers, and even two series of lakes, run
parallel for several miles, before they again join their forces
in another lake. The whole of this tract of country, and
many hundreds of miles further than I penetrated, is covered
with virgin forest, except in those places where low mountain
ranges raise their grim heads ; and no accurate map of it exists,
As T could not learn, while in the country, that any good
map was to be had, I subsequently made enquiries in the
Map-room of the Royal Geographical Society, where the
courteous librarian showed me all that there are, but with-
out adding much to my knowledge.

In venturing to give the following sketch of my journey, I
may say that I have less hesitation in doing so, because, so
far as I have been able to discover, in no language has this
route been described, though three scientific Norwegian
gentlemen of my acquaintance have published an account
of a journey they made over a portion of it, and a French
friend of mine, and whilom fellow-traveller, has likewise
published in Le Tour du Monde an account of his journey
over about the same portion. 1 also have been told of an
Englishman who traversed about a like distance. Even in
my own case, a friend started with me, but he was tied to a
fixed date for his return to England, and had to turn back on
the way.

Therefore, however badly I may tell my little tale, it will at
any rate be one that you cannot find, better told, elsewhere.

Neither Murray, nor Beedeker, nor any other guide-hook
has a word to say about this part of the world. There is no
road through it, but the swirling river provides the only
means of transit through the virgin forest; and on the
approach of night one is thankful if one finds oneself within
reach of the tiny hut of a Laplander, or of a Finnish colonist,
instead of having to pass a cold, very possibly frosty, night
in the open air.

Along the river banks, as just suggested, is found a very
sparse and partly migratory population, consisting of a few
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Russian Laplanders; and Finns, or, as the latter are more
properly called, to save confusion, Kveens; the name Fin
being, throughout Scandinavia, generally used to signify a
Laplander. Towards the coast are a few Norwegian Laps,
and further inland are a few Finnish Laps.

Of course the Kvaens or Fins are a civilised nation, and
I need only mention the name of one individual—Baron
Nordenskiold—in proof; but those families who, forsaking
civilisation, push their way to these out-of-the-way parts as
colonists, are, in many instances, the scum of the nation,
and include some very rough customers, far more brutish
than the wildest Lap; though it would be ungrateful not to
record that even among these Kveen colonists some are most
worthy and kindly members of society.

With the exception of the Samoyeds, living in the north-
east of Russia—exclusively to the east of the White Sea—
the Laplanders are far and away the most primitive people
in Europe. They have diminished in numbers and prosperity
very considerably since the harsh law was passed by the
Russians, in 1811, which stops all Laplanders who are not
Russian subjects from grazing their herds of reindeer on
Russian territory. As the greater portion of Lapland proper
is now included in the vast domains of the Czar, while
comparatively few Laps cared to become his subjects, and
those few have hardly any reindeer, it will be in some degree
understood how cruel an edict this was to this diminutive
people. I say diminutive advisedly, because few LLap men ex-
ceed five feet four inches in height, while the women are very
frequently under five feet—four feet eleven inches being
perhaps their average height.

The Laplanders are now divided among four nations,
Norway, Sweden, Finland, and Russia. Each have their
own idiosyncrasies; but while excellent accounts have been
published of the two former branches, very little is known in
literature about the two latter divisions. The Laplanders
have always had an attraction for me since I first, as a very
small boy, saw a highly coloured fancy picture of a Laplander
travelling in his £jeriis or reindeer sledge, with the aurora
borealis blazing away behind him. But in later days I find

VOL. I K
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the reality hardly less interesting—for instance, their extreme
primitiveness, and the fact that they do not belong to the
great Aryan family of mankind. That is to say, before
the nations now iooked upon as the natural inhabitants of
very nearly the whole of Europe, first made their appearance
on this continent, the Laplanders were already in Europe;
and, though their early history is a mere blank, there is no
doubt that they were distributed much further south, and
were an Infinitely more important nation than now.!

Professor FTriis, of Christiania, in his “ Lappisk Mythologi”
(published 1871) estimates their numbers to be :—In Norway,
17,178, besides 1,900 half-breeds; in Sweden, 7,248; in Fin-
land about 1,200; and in Russian Lapland about 2, o000.
That 1s, under 30,000 in all.

A fortnight after leaving England, if we go direct, one
arrives, bag and baggage, at the nastly little town of Vards,
at the north-east extremity of Norway. On this most dreary
little island I have spent, in different years, many weeks,
as it is about the best place to see whales and whaling.

Whales getting scarce as the season of 1888 came to an
end, my friend Captain Ingvald Bryde, of the whaler Thekla,
gave my companion Mr. Balfour, and myself, a passage across
in her to Syd Varanger, where he was going for the double
purpose of visiting his wife’s relations and putting his ship on
a convenlent ground for scraping the barnacles, etc., off the
bottom before running home.

On our passage we passed three whales being towed in by
whalers to the whale establishments in Bussesund; and in due
course entered Bogfjord, and, steaming some forty miles up
it, and up the inner Klosterfjord, we dropped anchor just at
the mouth of the river Patsjok, and right in front of the
windows of Elvenees, the hospitable house of another old friend
of mine—Herr Klerk*—whose ancestor—by name Clark—
had emigrated from Scotland some two centuries or more
ago.

After a sojourn at that desolate spot, Vardo, the only variety

' Even if we do not accept the theory that these people are the
modern representatives of Palzeolithic man.

® Since then, I regret to say, deceased.
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FIG. 1.—KLOSTERFJORD FROM ELVENES, LOOKING N. (MOUNTAINS 40 MILES DISTANT, THE WHALER POINTS TO
MOUTH OF PATSJOK, OR PASVIG).
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to which during some weeks had been the frowning cliffs and
barren rocks of all the rest of the Finmarken coast, the con-
trast afforded by the comparatively low hills, and valleys
thickly covered by birch and other trees, that we find all
around us on entering Klosterfjord? is extremely pleasant.

The view of Klosterfjord from Elvenees, looking north
[Fig. 1], I took just in front of the house, so that this is actu-
ally the view seen from Elvenaes. The mountains far down the
fjord are about forty miles distant. At anchor, at the head
of the fjord, lies the little whaler 7/ekla, which brought us
to this beautiful spot. Just behind the low bushes, almost at
the spot to which the vessel's head points in the view, the
river debouches into the fjord. The road which is seen
running across the foreground is something to be made much
of, for it is not less than fourteen miles in length, and runs
from Kirkenzes on the west, to Jarfjord on the east, and is the
only specimen of a road within hundreds of miles.

The second illustration [Fig. 2] gives a view taken a few hun-
dred yards from the previous one, but looking in the opposite
direction—south or #p the river. The nearest piece of water
shown Is the actual head of the fjord, and is sea-water. Im-
mediately above is the house ““Elvenaes,” which means “River-
promontory,” and there the promontory is, dividing, up to the
very last possible moment, the salt water from the fresh. It is
a lovely country, possessing almost every combination of hill
and mountain, wood and water, that is wanted to insure charm-
ing scenery. A short scramble up the hills to the left of the
picture, the view 1s even more beautiful ; I counted seventeen
lakes 1in sight at once, without reckoning small mountain
tarns. A short distance up the west bank of the river, that to
our right hand in the picture, Russia begins ; and at the bend,
about two miles distance from Elvenzs, is the little Russian
Lap village of Boris Gleb. It is past there, and away into the
dim distance, that our journey lies. Those two miles of water
which look so smooth are really far worse to get up, even at
the best of times, than the Thames is in the biggest flood ;
and at ebb-tide it is simply an impossibility to do so.

' Monastery fiord.



FIG. 2.—ELVEN.ES, LOOKING SOUTH (RUSSIA I

BACKGROUND, HEAD OF FJORD IN FOREGROUND).
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Herr Klerk kindly sent a messenger to the Russian Lap
village to say we wanted men, and made the preliminary
arrangements for us, specially arranging that a man named
Philip Ivanivitch should be one of the number, because he
could speak Norwegian fairly well—which, as my knowledge
of the Russian language is limited to about a dozen words,
and of the Lap language to an even smaller number, was a
point worth considering.

Philip had once sailed a voyage in a Norwegian sailing-
smack to the White Sea, as cook ; and had accompanied the
smack all the way back round the coast as far as Throndhjem,
and in consequence, considered himself quite a man of the
world.  Amongst other accomplishments, he had learned
to smoke, being the only Skolte (as the Russian Laps are
called), at least among those that I have met, who does so. It
is perhaps rather incongruous that I, who am a non-smoker,
should be putting forth the use of tobacco as a sign of
civilisation, but if you will just think how universal a habit
smoking is, you will realise that its non-practice, which may
be overlooked in an individual, becomes very marked when
characteristic of an entire nation, or of a branch of a nation.

A characteristic of the Russian Laps, differentiating them
from the other three divisions of their nation, is their extreme
light-heartedness and cheerfulness ; and Philip having a full
share of this individuality, he was, at least in this respect, a
very good travelling companion. He was a great character,
and many of his sayings and doings were extremely comic.

It was a matter of some interest, in meeting so simple a
child of nature, who had once in his life been to a town
(T'hrondhjem), to glean from him what had specially struck
him in this artificial state of society. I found that what had
principally impressed him was the .immense aggregate of
lights in the windows of the houses after dark. In their
primitive way of living the Russian Laps have neither
candles nor lamps, and their only way of distinguishing
objects in their huts at night-time is to stir the wood fire into
a blaze. What they do during the long winter darkness I
do not know. We may, therefore, to some extent appreciate
the astonishment of this man, suddenly landed in a town, at
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finding a bright light shining from one or more windows of
every house wherever he wandered in the long streets.

When we had come to terms to our mutual satisfaction at a
personal interview, we suggested a start within the next day
or so; but the idea of hurry was quite beyond the Laps’
comprehension. They said they could not be ready under
some three days, and explained, in answer to my enquiries,
that they would have to wash their clothes. If you could
see these dirty little scarecrows, the idea of washing their
clothes would be irresistibly comic, and also the further idea
which suggested itself, as to what they were to do while their
wives were busy at the wash-tub ; for, by their own showing,
the clothes they stood in were their only suit. They must, it
followed, go about meanwhile ¢ puris naturalibus, for lying
in bed would not solve the difficulty, because they possess no
bedclothes !

However, on August 29th we at last made a start. The
boats have to be as small and light as possible, on account of
the porfages, and also because a tiny boat can dodge in and
out in innumerable instances between rocks in a rapid, where
a large boat would stick hopelessly fast. My friend and I
each therefore occupied a separate ‘Bask,” as these little
Lap boats are called, accompanied by two natives apiece;
Philip being headman of my boat, and the spokesman and
general ¢ gaffer” of the party.

When we reached the Lap village [Fig. 3], our men begged
leave to go home and dine. These Russian Laps are, as I
have already said, with the exception of the Samoyeds, the
most primitive people in Europe ; and except that they nowa-
days buy most of their clothes instead of making them for
themselves, and have added to their food-supply such luxuries
as coffee and sugar, are living now almost exactly the same
manner of life as their ancestors did thousands of years ago,
ages before Julius Ceesar first set foot in Britain. They have
huts built in various localities, some singly, others in groups
forming quite a little village, as this one; and they migrate
from one to another according to the fishing season.

This tribe or community, consisting of twelve households,
has its headquarters at a spot about three days’ journey
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higher up the river. At Christmas they come down to a
place about one day's journey above Boris Gleb, and they
only reside here (at Boris Gleb) for a few weeks about
Easter ; and even then the men are away a great part of the
time at the sea-fishing. Individuals, however, move about as
suits their own convenience, and there are generally, as was
the case at this time, some few residing there, from among
whom we had engaged our boats’ crews.

Boris and Gleb were two Russian Saints, and their names
are given to a tiny Russian church, built of logs, which has
been standing here for some three hundred years. The
history of it is as follows :-—Some time in the sixteenth
century a monk from Novgorod, named Trifan, set out for
the north to convert the savage inhabitants to Christianity.
After, as we may well suppose, long wanderings, about which
I regret that I know nothing, he reached this beautiful spot
fully eight hundred miles from Novgorod as the crow flies, but
we should be safe in estimating his journey at more like double
this. At first, and before he had established himself in that
neighbourhood, he used to live in a cave in the face of the
cliff, near the head of the fjord, which is only accessible at
high water. (He may, of course, for all I know, have got
over the inconvenience of being dependent on the tide, by
a ladder, but tradition does not mention this detail.) To
this day ‘ Trifan’s Hole” is considered an object of great
veneration among the Russian Laps; in fact, except in
name, it 1s regarded precisely in the same way as were the
old heathen Seidas, or idols, consisting of some particular
rock or boulder, of which I much doubt whether the worship
has entirely died out even now. Whenever Russian Laps
pass down the river on their way to the sea-fishing, they
stop at Trifan’s Hole, and try to ensure good luck by a
propitiatory offering to the Saint of a small coin, or a little
bit of bread that has been blessed by the priest.

There are, also, up the river, a few Norwegian Laps who
are Lutherans, and when Ziey pass down to the sea-fishing
they also visit Trifan’s Hole, not to propitiate the Saint with
further ofterings, but to appropriate to their own use those
which they may find there. When the Russian Laps return
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FIG. 3.—RUSSIAN LAP HAMLET OF BORIS GLEB (SNOW SHOES ON SIDE OF HOUSE, REINDEER SLEDGES BENEATH).
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trom the sea they again visit the cave, and, far from being
upset at the disappearance of the votive gifts, are delighted
to think that the <holy Trifan has deigned to accept their
little offerings! On a visit 1 paid to the cave I found it
decorated with a dilapidated old Russian sacred picture,
picked up from a wreck, and several little scraps of mouldy
bread, too far gone then to be worth any Norwegian Lap’s
while to appropriate.

Most of the Russian Lap villages or settlements are only
used for a certain number of years—I think a little over two
generations, or, say seventy years, would be about an average ;
then when the fuel within easy reach is all burnt, and the
bulk of the fish caught, they desert that exhausted spot and
build fresh huts elsewhere. Boris Gleb however, being
handy for the sea-fishing, and also no doubt partly on
account of the sacredness of the spot associated with the holy
Trifan, is a permanent settlement.

The huts are very tiny: they consist of a single room eight
or nine feet square, some having the addition of a small
entrance-lobby or passage. In the room is an open fire-
place (no grate, of course, as the fuel is wood, not coal). A
plank bench running along one or two sides, forms the
family’s beds; there are no bedclothes of any description,
everyone sleeping in his or her clothes. If the family are
more 1n number than they can squeeze, small as they are, on
to the benches, they lie about on the floor.

Sometimes there is a small bracket table, and occasionally
a low stool or two; but these are not universal luxuries. A
small ¢zkon (Russian sacred picture) of the commonest kind,
a woman's workbag, a flint and steel and tinder bag, an iron
pot, a small kettle, and perhaps a knapsack or box, and one
or two wooden spoons (Russian pattern), complete the
furniture. As not one of them can read or write, one never
finds a book of any description among the Russian Laps.
This is in marked contrast to the Norwegian and Swedish
Laps, who (so far, at least, as my experience goes) can very
nearly all read and write, thanks to the excellent provision of
itinerant school-masters provided by Government.

The cupolas of the church visible in the picture are not those
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of Trifan’s little old church, which lies to one side, but they
belong to a more imposing modern edifice, which was built by
command of the Czarivitch (the last Czar), after a visit he paid
to the place in 1874. No doubt the Czarivitch was a very
good man, who, struck with the senile decay of the little old
church, in a very commendable spirit of paternal care for the
spiritual welfare of this handful of despised Laps, thought
they ought to have a newer and larger church: but, at the
same time, one cannot help the uncharitable thought that
this spot is a sort of promontory of the Russian Empire, a
wedge running far into other people’s territories, which
might at some not distant date prove of great value, and so
old-established a church would be a very good title-deed.

The only Russians here are the priest and his family, and
the clerk and /s family. The priest, or pope as he is styled
in Russian, is an old friend having made his acquaintance
in 1881. His name is Constantin Schecoldin. I photographed
him standing at the doors of the new church: the old
church would almost pass through them. He cannot talk
much Norwegian, and as he has a habit of bursting into a
laugh every time a word fails him, his conversation in that
language is not easy to follow. His wife, however, speaks
Norwegian well. They are a most kindly couple, and while
the Russian priests generally bear, if one is to credit even
half the stories one hears about them, very indifferent
characters, this pope is, I fully believe, a most worthy man.
I have travelled occasionally in company with him and his
wife ; and have several times been in his house, and on one
occasion had supper there, and I hope it is not a breach of
hospitality to say a little about this supper. Before supper-
time, we refreshed ourselves with a glass or two of vodki, the
universal Russian spirit, besides a cup of tea from the never
failing samovar, or urn. When supper was ready, the
principal dish consisted of a bolshar pirok, or big pie, and big
it certainly was, for it consisted of a whole salmon, skin,
bones, and all, rolled up in pie-crust. To drink we had
unlimited libations of tea. Russians always drink tea out
of a tumbler, and add a slice of lemon instead of milk; but
my hosts, being aware of the eccentric habits of foreigners,





