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Formali

Arid 1989 gaf Anna S. Snorradéttir Byggdasafni
Skagfirdinga kver um Mark Watson, velunnara safns-
ins um langt arabil. | &r (2006) eru 100 ar lidin fra
feedingu pessa mikla Islandsvinar og velgjordamanns
Skagfirdinga, en hann gaf tvéhundrud sterlingspund
ario 1938 til ad heaegt veeri ad gera vid gamla bainn i
Glaumba og bjarga honum. Framlag hans gaf byr i
segl peirra sem hoéfdu hug a ad setja & fét minjasafn
og tiu &rum sidar, &rid 1948, var Byggdasafn Skag-
firdinga formlega stofnad, en pad er elsta byggdasafn
landsins. Anna gaf safninu, godfuslega, leyfi til ad
endurutgefa kverid, sem vid pokkum keerlega fyrir.
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Mark Watson og Glaumbeer

A nylidnu sumri (1988) voru lidin 50 &r fra pvi ad
tveir Gtlendingar foru i ferd fr4& Akureyri til Skaga-
fjardar en hofundur, sem pa var unglingur, atti ad
heita leidsdgumadur. | fasinninu & arunum fyrir
heimsstyrjoldina sidari var slik ferd stérvidburdur i
lifi ungrar stalku og minningin er enn i dag
ljoslifandi, pott 6tralegt megi virdast.

Madur sa sem hér verdur 6gn fjallad um var enskur
adalsmadur, Mark Watson ad nafni. Vafalaust eru
margir sem muna hann og minnast sem 6venju mikils
Islandsvinar og hofdingja i okkar gard, pott ymislegt
hafi skolast til i frasbgnum um manninn.

Hofdingsskap sinn syndi Mark Watson & marg-
vislegan hatt m.a. med pvi ad gefa pjodinni fyrsta
dyraspitala landsins med 6llum buanadi. Spitalinn er i
Vididal skammt fra hofudborginni og ber nafn
gefandans. bjodminjasafni okkar gaf hann m.a. &
annad hundrad vatnslitamynda eftir W.G. Colling-
wood, breskan malara, sem ferdadist um landid i lok
sidustu aldar. Ekki ma gleyma ad nefna hid stormerka
bokasafn, sem hann arfleiddi Landshdkasafn ad, en
hann hafdi um langan aldur safnad bokum um island
og Fareyjar, auglyst vida um heim eftir sjaldgeefum
bokum og ekkert til sparad. Oftsinnis sat ég i
bokaherbergi hans i Lunddnum par sem hann syndi
mér fageetar baekur um land okkar og pjod. Safnid,
sem Landsbokasafn féekk ad honum latnum, er &
fimmtanda hundrad binda eda alls 1310 verk og er
par m.a. ad finna heildaratgafu verka Williams
Morris, 24 bindi, sem kom Gt & &runum 1910 -
1915. Ahugi Marks Watson & bokum um fisland og
islensk malefni var otrulega mikill, og safnadi hann
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bokum ritudum a mérgum erlendum tungumalum fra
ymsum skeidum ségunnar, en elsta bokin i safninu er
fra arinu 1558 og prentud i Feneyjum.

Sannur dyravinur

Mark Watson var mikill dyravinur og til marks um
bad er ad sjalfsogou dyraspitalinn fyrrnefndi. Pa ma
nefna, ad hann kynnti sér naid islenska hundastofninn
og skrifadi bok um pad efni. Bokin heitir & ensku
»THE ICELAND DOG 874-1956" og undirtitill: ,,A
Research on the Iceland Dog“ og kom Ut arid 1956,
en pa var héfundurinn busettur i Nicasio i Kaliforniu.
Einnig samdi hann bdkina ,HUNDURINN MINN*
um medferd og uppeldi hunda, sem gefin var Ut hér a
landi i pydingu Halldérs Porsteinssonar.

Hofundur pessarar greinar & systur busetta vid San
Francisco fléann, ekki langt fra Nicasio, og hefur hin
sagt frd heimsoknum & bugardinn til Marks Watson.
Auk hundanna hafdi hann par um skeid lika islenska
hesta, sem fluttir h6fou verid hédan, alla leid il
Kaliforniu. Hundarnir voru valdir fra afskekktum
stooum t.d. austan af Breiddal og Jokuldal og hétu
allir islenskum néfnum. Sama var ad segja um
hvolpana, sem faeddust i Kaliforniu, peim voru
&vinlega gefin islensk néfn. Gunnhildur systir min
var pa stundum fengin til pess ad adstoda vid
nafnaval. Hvorki fyrr né sidar sagdist hin hafa séd
jafn vel buid ad nokkrum dyrum eins og a
bugardinum hja Mark Watson. Ahugi hans & islenska
hundinum hélst avilangt og enginn vafi er & pvi ad
vardveisla islenska hundastofnsins er ad miklu leyti
honum ad pakka.



Margt fleira metti nefna um ahuga pessa meta
manns & Islandi, um gjafir hans beaedi til stofnana og
einstaklinga, og verdur sa listi seint teemdur.

Hver var Mark Watson?

Fullu nafni hét hann Richard Mark Watson og var
feeddur i juli 1906. Hann lést & heimili sinu i London i
mars 1979. Hann var sonur Joseps Watson, sidar
Mantons lavardar, sem feeddur var 1873 en vard ekKki
langlifur, do arid 1922. Eiginkona Mantons lavardar
var Francis Claire, fedd Nickols og lifdi hin mann
sinn. Hun lést & styrjaldardrunum (1944). bessi hjon
eignudust fjora syni og var Richard Mark yngstur
braedranna, sem allir létust & undan honum. peir eiga
afkomendur i Bretlandi, en Mark Watson kvantist
ekki og eignadist ekki born. Fjolskyldan var audug,
atti bagard i Skotlandi, sumarbustad i Austurriki og
bjo glaesilega i Lundinum. betta er i storum drattum
pad sem hofundur kann ad segja fra fjolskyldu pessa
goda vinar. bott kynnin veru ordin 1éng, eda ramir
fjorir aratugir, var aldrei reett um einkamal hans.
Hann var famall um sjalfan sig og fjolskyldu sina,
eins og algengt er medal Breta ur yfirstétt. Mark
Watson var vel menntadur og hafdi ad langmestu
leyti haft einkakennara, pa bestu sem faanlegir voru.
Hann taladi reiprennandi fronsku og allgéda pysku.
Fyrir ~ heimsstyrj6ldina  sidari  var hann i
utanrikispjonustu lands sins adur en hann foér til
Parisar til starfa i breska sendirddinu, pa 24 ara
gamall. Hann ferdadist vida um heim og hafdi mikinn
ahuga & listvidburdum af margvislegu tagi. Oft fér
hann til hofudborga meginlandsins til pess ad sja og
heyra pad helsta sem var ad gerast & svidi lista. A
hverjum vetri for hann til Sviss til ad stunda par
skidaiprottina, sem hann hafdi mikla anagju af.
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Fyrir styrjoldina 1939-1945 &tti  hann forn-
gripaverslun i New York og I6ngu sidar, eftir ad hann
var aftur fluttur heim til Bretlands, - en hann var
busettur i Kaliforniu & sjotta aratugnum, - rak hann
verslun um skeid i South Kensington i Lundinum og
seldi einvordungu forna muni, sem hann keypti i
Bretlandi. Hofundur var i Lundinum pegar su verslun
var ad komast & laggirnar og poétti mikid til um hve
allt var par gert af miklum og gédum smekk og
nostursemi. En smekkvisi og ndkvemni & 6llum
svioum var mjog einkennandi fyrir pennan mann.
Hann var t.a.m. svo stundvis ad peir sem ekki pekktu
hann lentu stundum i vandredum. Hja honum var
klukkan tvo, ndkveemlega sa timi en hvorki fimm né
fleiri minatum meira eda minna. Ymsum potti petta
ganga full langt, en pannig var madurinn, og
midnetursol vildi hann sja klukkan tolf @ midneetti en
alls ekki tiu eda tuttugu minatum fyrr!

Mark Watson var har madur og grannur med jarpt har
a yngri &rum. Hann var skemmtilegur, vidlesinn og
hamenntadur, en sumum pétti hann nokkud sérvitur,
0g vist er um pad ad hann var élikur flestum ménnum
sem ég hef kynnst um avina, en sérvisku hans kunni
ég ageetlega vio.

Sja Skogafoss og deyja

Eitt sinn kom hann hér med haaldradan vin sinn fra
Bretlandi. Daginn eftir komuna 6k hann med gamla
manninn i leigubil austur ad Skogafossi og sendi
sidan gest sinn heim til Englands med nastu flugvél.
Pegar vid hofdum ord & pvi ad dvolin hefdi verid i
styttra lagi hja blessudum gamla manninum svaradi
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Mark: ,,Eg gat ekki hugsad mér ad hann dai an pess
ad sja Skogafoss.*

pessa merka manns hefir verid minnst i nokkrum
timaritum og bokum m.a. ,,A SOGUSLODUM*, sem
Menningarsjédur gaf Gt ario 1969, en par ritadi
Haraldur Hannesson um W.G. Collingwood og segir
par nokkud fra Mark Watson. | pessari umfjollun
segir Haraldur svo fra ad i skyrslu Pjédminjasafns
pad ar hafi verid talad um malverkagjof hans til
safnsins sem einhverja hina mestu sem safnid hefdi
nokkru sinni fengid.

Fyrsta Islandsferdin

Mark Watson kom hingad til lands fyrst sumarid
1937. 1 fylgd med honum voru prir audmenn, einn
pyskur, annar austuriskur og sa pridji senskur. |
sumum frasdgnum um hann og ferdir hans hingad
fyrir strid hefur verid talad um ,,Englendingana“ m.a.
i timaritinu ,,SULUR®, en par er margt mishermt.
Hid rétta er ad adeins einn Englendingur var i ferdum
hans 1937 og 1938 og pad var hann sjalfur.
Hasumardag 1937 komu pessir ferdalangar nordur til
Akureyrar og par hofst mikill undirbaningur fyrir
pbriggja vikna ferdalag & hestum um Pingeyjarsyslur.

Haukur Snorrason ritstjori, sem var afburda
enskumadur, rédist sem tulkur og fylgdarmadur i
bessa ferd og vard upp fra pvi nainn vinur og
adstodarmadur Marks Watson medan hann lifdi, eda
til vors 1958. I bréfi sem Mark skrifadi mér ad Hauki
latnum segir a einum stad: ,,For me Iceland will never
be the same without Haukur® (Fyrir mér verdur
island aldrei pad sem pad var, an Hauks). Vel man ég
sumardaginn pegar Haukur brédir minn kom heim
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med pennan havaxna Utlending, en vid vorum pa
badi enn i foreldrahisum & Akureyri, og modir okkar
bar gestinum kaffi og ponnukokur. Sidar i lifinu
minntist Mark pessa dags og sagdist aldrei gleyma
fyrstu kynnum sinum af islensku pénnukékunum.

Gaman hefdi verid ad eiga & kvikmynd, poétt ekki
hefdi verid nema upphaf ferdarinnar, pegar tuttugu
trassahestar, hestamenn og fimm glesilegir og vel
ridandi menn 16gou af stad upp Vadlaheidi. bad var
mikil lest og 6gleymanlegt & ad horfa.

Afburda ljosmyndari

petta sumar hafdi Mark Watson medferdis geysigodar
myndavélar og tok mikid af ljdsmyndum vida um
land. Pad voru ekki adeins pessi godou teki sem
skiludu arangri, heldur var madurinn sjalfur frabeer
Ijésmyndari og hafdi nemt auga og listraent innsei til
pbess ad taka Gvenju gédar myndir. Hann tok einnig
kvikmyndir i pessari fyrstu ferd, en svo illa tokst til
ad pessar filmur glétudust hja landa okkar sem fékk
beer ad lani og skiladi aldrei aftur, en Mark gerdi
itrekadar tilraunir til pess ad hafa upp & peim, an
arangurs. Hann lagdi ad mestu nidur ljésmyndun og
ekki er mér kunnugt um ad hann teeki ljosmyndir &
islandi ad neinu radi i 6llum sinum mérgu ferdum til
landsins, nema petta eina sumar, pétt svo kunni ad
hafa verid pau ar sem ég var busett erlendis (1952-
1958).

Eftir heimkomuna hélt hann syningu i London &
arvali mynda ar pessari fyrstu islandsferd og voru
Ingiridur paverandi kronprinsessa Danmerkur og
Friorik paverandi Danaprins, sidar konungshjon
Danmerkur, vid opnun syningarinnar. Hauki, talki
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sinum, sendi hann urval steekkadra ljésmynda i tveim
forkunnar fallega gerdum bokum og hafdi Haukur
baer med vestur til New York & Heimssyninguna 1939
par sem hann starfadi ramt ar, og voru peer til synis i
[slandsdeildinni, og par voru kvikmyndir Marks
einnig syndar.

pad var alltaf tilhlokkunarefni ad ferdast med Mark
um landid sem hann dadi mjog. Island atti sérstakan
sess i hjarta hans og vid brostum stundum pegar hann
hélt pvi fram ad allt veeri best & Islandi.

Ferdaldg og frekari kynni

Sumarid 1938 kom hann hér 6dru sinni, en pa er
adeins einn gestur med i for, Bo Nisbeth, sanski
félaginn fra fyrra sumri. betta sumar kynntist ég
Mark Watson betur og fra peim kynnum spratt vinatta
sem entist &vilangt, pott stundum veeri vik milli vina.
Hann heimsotti okkur hjonin pegar vid vorum basett i
Kaupmannahofn og margoft vorum vid gestir hans i
Lundinum, badi i borginni og i sveitinni par sem
hann &tti yndislegan bulstad, og & Islandi ferdudumst
vid med honum oOtal sinnum og férum margar
skodunarferdir vida um land.

pegar 100 ar voru lidin fra pvi ad William Morris
ferdadist hér & landi forum vid, i bodi Marks, i
fétspor hans. Var pa ekid vida um Borgarfjord,
Snafellsnes og Dali. Onnur égleymanleg ferd var i
Herdubreidarlindir og Oskju, en pessi enski
adalsmadur var aldrei hrifnari en pegar vid vorum
komin i 6byggdir eda inn i einhvern afdal par sem
fjallakyrrdin ein rikti. | ferdalagi um Austurland
heimsotti hann sveitabai, sem hundar hans voru
&ttadir fra, og margar skodunarferdir voru farnar og
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gist & Hallormsstad, en par kunni hann alltaf mjdg
vel vid sig. Hvergi sagdist hann hafa fengid betri
sveskjugraut en par!

Sumarid 1938 voru farnar margar skodunarferdir fra
Akureyri m.a. flugferd til Grimseyjar, sem sagt var
fra i atvarpi pegar 40 ar voru lidin fra peim atburadi,
sem var sogulegur sokum pess ad pad var i fyrsta sinn
ad flugveél lenti vio Grimsey. Flugstjéri i peirri ferd
var Agnar Kofoed - Hansen.

En adal ferdalagio petta sumar var, eins og sumarid
1937, nokkurra vikna ferd a hestum. Ad pessu sinni
var farid austur um sveitir og alla leid austur fyrir
Vatnajokul, til Hornafjardar og padan ad
Kirkjubajarklaustri. 1 peirri for var Orn Snorrason
kennari & Akureyri talkur, og kunni hann margar
skemmtilegar sogur ad segja, pegar heim kom. En
minningin um eina af pessum stuttu skodunarferéum
sumarid 1938 og su stadreynd, ad fimmtiu ar eru lidin
sidan, er i raun asteda pess ad spjall petta er sett &
bl6d, enda vard eftirmalinn all merkilegur, sem sidar
verour vikid ad.

Sumarid 1938

Ferdin til Islands sumarid 1937 vard til pess ad Mark
Watson tok sliku astfostri vid landid, ad hann beid
ekki bodanna og er kominn til Akureyrar hasumardag
ario eftir asamt Bo Nisbeth, eins og fyrr var nefnt.
Haukur Snorrason var enn sem fyrr tdlkur og um-
sjonarmadur med 6llum ferdum og annarri pjonustu.
Sjalfur atti hann dvenju annrikt petta sumar og gat
ekki tekid patt i skodunarferdum ad radi en fékk adra
til ad hlaupa i skardid. Dag nokkurn i blidskaparvedri
kom Haukur ad mali vid mig med beidni um ad fara
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til Skagafjardar med peim félogum og reyna ad segja
fr4 pvi markverdasta a leidinni. Hreedd er ég um ad
leidsdgumadur hefdi fallid & profi stéttarinnar i dag,
en pott fakunnatta veeri mikil gekk petta vonum
framar. Vid okum upp Ur hadegi fra Akureyri og
hafdi Kristjan Kristjansson & B.S.A. leigt okkur sinn
besta bil og eftirleetisbilstjora. betta var soélbjartur
dagur, hlyr og fallegur. Ekki bar neitt sérstakt til
tidinda & leidinni, en ad sjalfségdu var staldrad viod a
Vidimyri og Kirkjan skodud. bad leyndi ser ekki ad
Mark Watson var yfir sig hrifinn af gomlu kirkjunni,
sem hann hafdi po séd arid adur. Sidla dags komum
vid til Saudarkroks og gistum & Hétel Tindastali.

Kvoldid & Saudarkroki var undurfagurt og pessir
erlendu gestir nutu pess ad ganga medfram sjonum og
horfa & Skagafjordinn badadan kvdldsol. pPa bettust
nokkur ord i enskuforda fylgdarmanns, lysingarord,
flest 61l til ad dasama fegurd nattdrunnar.

I heimsokn hja skolasystur

bjorgu Gudmundsdottur og var akvedin i ad lita til
hennar &dur en vid ferum ad sofa og sagdi peim
felogum fra pvi. Hafdi ég i huga ad fa fréttir hja
heimafolki, hvort ekki veeri einhver stadur i
grenndinni sem gaman veri ad syna pessum erlendu
gestum & leid heim til Akureyrar nzsta dag.

Meér var fjarska vel tekid & heimili Sigurbjargar, og er
ég spurdi fodur hennar hvort hann geeti bent mér a
einhvern sérkennilegan eda &hugaverdan stad til ad
syna pessum moénnum og sagdi honum ad Mark
Watson hefdi mikinn &huga a fornminjum hvers
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konar, svaradi hann ad bragdi: ,,Blessud goda, fardu
med hann i Glaumba*.

Madur pessi var Gudmundur Sveinsson, fulltrdi hja
Kaupfélagi Skagfirdinga, pegar petta var. Eg er
honum pakklat enn i dag fyrir abendinguna, en
aldrei datt mér i hug ad pessi stutta heimsdokn etti
eftir ad hafa jafn afdrifarik ahrif og raun vard a.
Gudmundur lysti fyrir mér hvar fara atti 0t af
veginum til pess ad komast nidur ad Glaumbe, og ég
kvaddi glod og hlakkadi til morgundagsins.

Neasta morgun komst ég i kynni vid hafragraut,
bykkari og meiri um sig en ég hafdi &dur kynnst!
Sidar i lifinu attum vid Mark vinur minn oft eftir ad
brosa pegar petta var rifjad upp. begar ég var bdin
med mjolkina allt i kringum grautarfjallid, og peir
félagar hofou lokid snaedingi og fararstjori sat enn
med skelfingarsvip yfir diski sinum, segir Mark: ,,Eat
your porridge* (Bordadu grautinn pinn). pa vard ég
ad jata ad mér veeri pad um megn. ,,Skipadi ég pér
ad éta grautinn?*“ spurdi hann eitt sinn, og vid hldgum
datt ad pessu, en ég skammadist min alltaf svolitid
fyrir ad hafa verid svo vandlat a grautinn.

Glaumbeer

Pad sem gerdist naesta dag lidur mér seint ar minni.
Eg hafdi sagt bilstjoranum okkar ad beygja ut af
bjodveginum pegar vid kemum & mots vid Glaumbee,
an pess ad hafa til pess nokkra heimild eda segja fra
pbvi, hvad til stdd. ,,Hver hefur bedid um ad hér sé
beygt Gt af pjodveginum*“? spurdi Mark, pegar bil-
stjorinn okkar breytti um stefnu. P4 greip leidségu-
madur til einnar af fum setningum, sem tilteekar
voru: ,,Just wait and see“ (Bidid bara og sjaid), og
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vonadi ad pad dygdi. En ekki var gesturinn anagaour
med petta tilteki og kvadst hafa etlast til ad farid
veeri beinustu leid til Akureyrar.

Vid satum hljod faeinar minatur, en svo var ekid i
hlad & Glaumbe. Parna st6d pessi merki burstabeer,
fallegur i sumarsélinni og virdulegur, préatt fyrir
fateeklegt utlit og toéluverda hrornun. En grasid a
pokunum var grent og samhlida stafnar blostu vid
augum. Er skemmst fr4& ad segja ad parna urdu
keerleikar vid fyrstu syn. Mark Watson hvarf inn i
bainn, kom ad vormu spori aftur Ut til okkar og sagdi
6damaéla, ad vid skyldum halda ferdinni afram til
Akureyrar, pvi ad hann atladi ad dvelja hér pad sem
eftir veeri dags og reyna ad fa gistingu nastu nott. Ad
svo meltu hvarf hann aftur inn i baeinn. Bo Nisbeth
sem pekkti hann betur en ég tok mig afsidis og sagdi
ad vid skyldum fara i gonguferd, hann myndi jafna
sig. Og pad gekk eftir. begar vid komum aftur Gr
langri gongu, stod vinur okkar a hladinu, faordur en
tilbdinn til ad halda forinni afram til Akureyrar.

Peningagjof

Sagan geti endad hér, en pad sem a eftir fylgdi er po
kjarninn. Mark Watson vildi kaupa Glaumba og
hafdi &form um ad endurreisa hann i upprunalegri
mynd og gera ad safni. petta sagdi hann mér I6ngu
sidar. pegar til atti ad taka var beerinn ekki falur.
Naest gerist pad ad pegar hann er kominn heim til
Bretlands sidsumars, &kvedur hann ad senda
tvéhundrud sterlingspund til islands, svo ad hefja
megi vidgerdir & Glaumbe. betta var mikid fé arid
1938, og ég held, ad ekki verdi um pad deilt, ad
gjofin frd& Mark Watson skipti sképum, hvad vardar
orlég gamla beejarins, sem nd er medal fallegustu
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minjasafna landsins. Hann e&tladi ad koma sumarid
eftir og fylgjast med framkvemdum, en pa voru
styrjaldarblikur & lofti og ekki vard ur peirri ferd.

pad gladdi hann til zviloka ad fylgjast med pvi,
hvernig mal préudust i Glaumba. Hann kom par
nokkrum sinnum og hafdi ord & hve vel hefdi tekist
til.

Vid forumst & mis

A (tmanudum 1979 var greinarhéfundur nokkra daga
i Paris ad heimsakja tvd uppkomin born vid nam.
Akvedid hafdi verid ad fara heim um London og
héfoum vid Mark skrifast & um ad hittast, en hann var
pa 6nnum kafinn vid ad hafa upp & gémlum myndum
fra Islandi i ymsum séfnum i LundGnum. Vegna
yfirvofandi verkfalls heima & Froni vard breyting a
azetlun oumflyjanleg og flaug ég til Luxemborgar og
padan heim.

Faum dogum sidar barst fréttin um lat hans. Hann
hafdi latist i svefni. petta voru mikil sorgartidindi og
bad hryggdi mig lengi ad hafa ekki getad hitt hann i
London eins og um hafdi verid samid. En hér vard
engu breytt. Horfinn var mikill islandsvinur, merkur
madur og gédur fjolskylduvinur i fjora aratugi, madur
sem endalaust hafdi tilbdna handa okkur adgéngu-
mida a bestu ténleika og leikhds, fylgdi okkur um
konungleg s6fn og veitti rausnarlega, hvort heldur var
i borginni eda sveitinni. NU var hann skyndilega
horfinn og ekki veentanlegur til Islands framar.
Minningarnar einar eftir.

Kannski var pad engin tilviljun, ad morguninn, sem
komid var ad honum latnum & heimili hans i Eaton
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Place i Lunddnum, sat greinarhéfundur inni i hinu
mikla gudshusi, Notre Dame i Paris, og lét hugann
reika, an pess ad eiga par nokkurt augljést erindi.

Texti pessa litla baeklings birtist i Lesbdék Morgun-
bladsins & jélum 1988 og var skrifadur sidsumars pad
ar, en pa voru ligin résk tiu ar fra Iati hins mikla
Islandsvinar Marks Watson. Engum erlendum manni
hef ég kynnst, sem unni landi okkar og pjod a jafn
folskvalausan hatt og hann.

Eins og fra greinir & pessum blédum syndi hann hug
sinn til pjédarinnar og orlaeti & margvislegan hatt.

Landsmenn syndu honum pann séma, ad gera hann
heidursfélaga i Hinu islenska fornleifafélagi og seema
hann storriddarakrossi hinnar islensku falkaordu med
stjornu. Eflaust hefur hann kunnad ad meta petta, en
fatt tel ég hafi verid honum dyrmetara i lifanda lifi
en ad kynnast landinu okkar. Ekki hefi ég t6lu &
hinum fjéImoérgu ferdum hans hingad til lands, en
beer hofust arid 1937 og stdédu par til skémmu adur en
hann lést. Ad styrjaldardrunum undanskildum og
sidustu aratugi kom hann ner arlega. Hann pradi ad
sja landid i vetrarham og upplifa stérhrid, og hann
gerdi tilraun til pess, en pad var segin saga, ad sélin
skein avinlega pegar hann kom. ,Eg fa alltaf gott
vedur, pegar ég kem til Islands, sama hvada arstimi
er, sagdi hann eitt sinn, er hann var hér ad vetrarlagi,
og beetti vio: ,,Eins og mig hefir lengi langad til ad
upplifa islenska storhrio®.
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MARK WATSON
AND

GLAUMBZR

by Anna S. Snorradottir

ENGLISH TRANSLATION

18



A few comments by the author

My text was originally written as an article for a
newspaper. It was subsequently made into a small
booklet (in 1989), which | gave to Glaumber in
memory of a dear friend. | had never thought it would
be translated into another language. When reading
the translation, | used the opportunity to change a
few things in my text and make some modifications. |
have for instance corrected the name of Mark
Watson’s mother, Lady Frances, which was not right
in the first edition but is here corrected.
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Foreword

Skagafjorour Folk Museum is glad to have the oppor-
tunity to introduce this great admirer of Iceland to
you. The author, Anna S. Snorraddttir, gave her kind
permission to have her text submitted for translation
and we greatly thank her. We hope that you enjoy
reading this booklet and thank you for visiting us.
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Mark Watson and Glaumbaer

This past summer (1988) celebrates some 50 years
since two foreigners went on a trip from Akureyri to
Saudarkrokur with the writer, who was then a
teenager and substitute “‘tour-guide”. In the
monotony of the prewar days such a trip was a big
event in the life of a young girl, so much so that the
memories are still very fresh despite the many years
gone by.

The man who is the subject of this text was an
English nobleman by the name of Mark Watson.
Without doubt many people remember him and
regard him as a great friend and benefactor of
Iceland, although a few inaccuracies have crept into
some articles about him. Mark Watson showed his
generosity in many ways - for example in giving the
Icelandic nation its first fully equipped veterinary
hospital. The hospital is in Vididalur close to
Reykjavik and bears his name. He also gave the
National Museum of Iceland more than a hundred
watercolours by W.G. Collingwood, a British painter
who travelled in the country late in the 19th century;
in addition, he gave to the Museum many other works
of art. One should not forget to mention the
extraordinary collection of books, which he
bequeathed to the National Library of Iceland. He
had for a long time collected rare books about
Iceland and the Faeroe Islands and even went to such
lengths as advertising around the world for rare
books on the subject without regarding the cost. The
collection, which the National Library received after
his death, adds up to almost 1500 volumes or all in
all 1310 works, among which are the total works
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of William Morris, 24 volumes published from 1910
- 1915. Mark Watson’s interest in books about
Iceland and Icelandic affairs was very great and he
collected books written in many languages and
from various periods in history. The oldest book in
the collection is from 1558 and was printed in
Venice.

A true animal lover

Mark Watson’s gift of the veterinary hospital
exemplified what a true animal lover he was. He
studied the Icelandic Dog and subsequently wrote a
book called “THE ICELAND DOG 974-1956 - A
Research on the Iceland Dog” which was published
in 1956 while he was living in Nicasio, California,
USA. He compiled another book about the training
and raising of dogs, which was published in
Iceland and translated by Halldér Porsteinsson
under the title “HUNDURINN MINN”* (MY DOG).

The author of this booklet has a sister who lives near
San Francisco not very far from Nicasio, and she has
related stories from her visits to Mark Watson’s
ranch. Apart from the Icelandic dogs, he also had
some Icelandic horses there, for some time, which
were exported from Iceland all the way to California.
The dogs were selected from remote places, such as
Breiddalur and Jokuldalur in the eastern part of
Iceland. All the dogs had Icelandic names. The
puppies, which were consequently born in the United
States, were also given Icelandic names. My sister,
Gunnhildur, was sometimes asked to assist in
choosing names. She told me she had never in her
life seen such good care taken of animals as at
Mark Watson’s ranch. His keen interest in the
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Iceland Dog was lifelong, and one might even say
that the preservation of this particular breed was
due in many ways to his help and interventions. Much
more could be said about this man’s interest in
Iceland, about his gifts to individuals and institutions,
but that list would take a long time to complete.

Who was Mark Watson?

His full name was Richard Mark Watson, and he was
born in July 1906 and died in his home in London in
March 1979. He was the son of Joseph Watson
(1873-1922, later Lord Manton), and Frances Claire,
maiden name Nickols. Lady Manton outlived her
husband and died in 1944. They had four sons. Mark
was the youngest and survived his brothers. The elder
brothers have descendants in Britain, but Mark never
married and did not have any children. The family
was wealthy, had an estate in Scotland, a summer
residence in Austria and a permanent address in
London. This is a short summary of what the author
knows about the family of this good friend. Although
our acquaintance extended over a long period of
time, some 40 years, personal matters were never
discussed, which is common among the British
aristocracy. Mark Watson was well educated mostly
by the best of private teachers in Britain. He spoke
fluent French and good German. In his thirties he
joined the Diplomatic Corps before he went to Paris
at the age of 24 to work in the British Embassy. He
travelled all over the world and had a great interest
in art. He often visited the capital cities of Europe to
see and hear for himself what was taking place in the
world of art. He would go regularly to Switzerland
in the winter to ski and enjoyed it a great deal.
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Before World War 11, he owned an antique shop in
New York and years later, having lived in California
in the fifties and having returned to Britain, he ran
a shop for a while in South Kensington in London,
selling exclusively antique articles which he had
bought around Britain. The author was in London
when the finishing touches were being added to the
shop and was impressed by the good taste and
infinite care taken in every small detail. But good
taste, neatness and accuracy in all aspects were
typical for this man. For example, he was so punctual
that those who did not know him often got into
trouble. In his reckoning, two o'clock meant on the
dot of two, not a few minutes before or after. Some
people thought this punctuality a bit trying, but that
is how he was; he wanted to see the midnight sun at
twelve midnight, not ten or twenty minutes before!
Mark Watson was a tall, slender man with brown
hair in his younger years. He was an entertaining,
widely read and a cultivated man. Some thought him
a bit eccentric, he was unlike most people I have met
in my life, but his eccentricity suited me perfectly.

To see Skogafoss

Once Mark Watson came to Iceland with an elderly
friend of his from Britain. The day after they arrived,
he hired a car and drove east to see the waterfall
Skogafoss, and then sent his guest back to England
on the next aeroplane. When we mentioned that his
old friend’s visit to Iceland had been rather on the
short side, Mark answered: “I could not bear to think
of him dying without having seen Skdgafoss”.
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First trip to Iceland

Mark Watson came to Iceland for the first time in the
summer of 1937, travelling with three other wealthy
gentlemen, one German, another from Austria and
the third a Swede. Sources about him and his travels
to Iceland before the war mention the “Englishmen”,
for instance the “Sulur”” magazine - which is quite
inaccurate. The fact is that there was only one
Englishman on his travels in 1937 and 1938 and that
was Mark himself. On a summer day in 1937, these
travellers came north to Akureyri, where prepar-
ations began for a three weeks journey on horseback
around bingeyjarsyslur.

Haukur Snorrason, editor, who had an excellent
command of the English language became translator
and guide on this trip and was from then on a close
friend and assistant of Mark Watson’s until he died in
1958. In a letter, which Mark wrote to me after
Haukur had died, he says: “For me Iceland will
never be the same without Haukur.”” | recall very
well the summer day when Haukur came home with
this tall foreigner. We were both still living with our
parents in Akureyri, and my mother served the guest
coffee and pancakes filled with jam and whipped
cream. Later in life Mark frequently mentioned this
incident and his first taste of Icelandic pancakes. It
would have been fun to have had a movie camera to
film the train of five elegant riders, 20 packhorses
and their assistants, moving slowly up Vadlaheidi.
The trail was long and the memory of this sight is
unforgettable.
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An excellent photographer

Mark Watson brought with him that summer an array
of top quality photographic equipment, and took
many photographs in the country. It was not only the
superb equipment which produced the best results,
but the fact that the man himself was a brilliant
photographer and had a good eye and an artistic
insight to take unusually good pictures. He also had
a movie camera on this first trip, but unfortunately
the films were lost here in Iceland. He had lent them
to a man who never returned them. Mark tried on
many occasions to locate their whereabouts, but in
vain. As far as | know he gave up photographing in
Iceland on his many trips, except for the first journey,
although he might have taken some pictures during
the years | was living abroad (1952-1958).

When he returned to London, he held an exhibition of
his best photographs from the first journey to
Iceland. The former crown princess of Denmark,
Ingrid and crown prince Frederik, later queen and
king of Denmark, were his guests at the official
opening. He sent Haukur, his translator, a selection
of enlargements of the best photographs in the form
of two exceedingly beautiful books. Haukur took
these with him when he went to New York where he
worked for over a year at the World Exhibition in
1939; Mr. Watson’s books were on show in the
Icelandic section, as well as some of his films.

Return for a better acquaintance

He came again in the summer of 1938, and then only
with Bo Nisbeth, his Swedish friend from the previous
summer. | got to know Mark Watson better that
summer, and from then on our friendship grew and
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lasted all his life, although we were sometimes
oceans apart. He visited me and my husband when
we lived in Copenhagen, and we were often his guests
in London, both in the city and in the country where
he had a lovely house, or *““a cottage” as he would
call it. We also travelled together in Iceland several
times and went on sightseeing trips with him to many
places in the country.

To travel with Mark in Iceland, which he adored so
much, was always something to look forward to.
Iceland had a special place in his heart, and we often
had to smile when he maintained that everything was
best in Iceland. To observe the centennial of William
Morris™ travels in Iceland, we were invited by Mark
to retrace Morris” footsteps. We then drove to many
places in Borgarfjordur, Snafellsnes and Dalasysla.
Another unforgettable trip was to Herdubreidarlindir
and to Askja. This English nobleman was never more
pleased, than to be in some remote valley, where the
stillness in the mountains was undisturbed. When he
was travelling around the Eastern Fjords, he visited
the farms from where his dogs were descended. Many
other sightseeing trips were taken with overnight
stops at Hallormsstadur, which he liked very much.
He claimed that he had never been served better
stewed prunes than there!

In the summer of 1938 many short trips from
Akureyri were made, and one of them was by plane to
the island of Grimsey. The author was a guest on
that exciting flight and, 40 years later, recalled it in
a program she put together for the Icelandic State
Radio. This flight was a historic event, as an
aeroplane had never before landed on the ocean
close to the island. The pilot on this flight was Agnar
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Kofoed-Hansen (later to become the Director of Civil
Aviation in Iceland).

But the main trip this summer was, as the previous
summer, a few weeks ride on horseback. This time the
riders went east over the mountains to Hornafjérour
and then to Kirkjubajarklaustur. Orn Snorrason, a
teacher in Akureyri, was the translator and guide on
this trip and told many amusing stories on his return.
But the memory of one of these short sightseeing
tours during the summer of 1938, which had far-
reaching consequences, is the real reason for this
article.

Summer 1938

Mark Watson’s trip to Iceland in 1937 completely
hooked him and enticed him to return the following
year. He arrived on a midsummer’s day in Akureyri
with Bo Nisbeth, as mentioned before. Haukur
Snorrason was again their translator and organiser.
As he was particularly busy this summer and could
not manage to go on all the tours, he arranged for
other people to fill in for him. One day he asked me
to go to Skagafjorour with the two foreigners and to
try to tell them about the most important places and
sites on the way. | am afraid that the ““guide” would
have failed the exams stipulated for guides today, and
although there was quite a lack of knowledge, the trip
turned out better than | expected. We set off around
midday from Akureyri, having hired the best car from
Kristjdn Kristjdnsson of B.S.A. with an excellent
driver.

The sun was bright and the day was warm and
beautiful. Nothing exceptional happened on the way.
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Of course we stopped at Vidimyri to have a look at
the old turf church. It was obvious that Mark Watson
was absolutely enchanted by the old church, which he
had seen the previous year. Late in the afternoon we
arrived at Saudarkrokur and checked in at Hotel
Tindastoll.

Visiting a school mate

The writer had a friend from Menntaskélinn a
Akureyri (The Grammar School in Akureyri) who
lived in Saudarkrokur named Sigurbjérg Gudmunds-
dottir, and had decided to pop in and see her before
going to bed. The purpose of this visit was to try to
find out from the local people what might interest my
guests the following day.

Sigurbjorg’s family welcomed me and her father was
asked if he could suggest a place to show my foreign
visitors. | told him that Mark Watson had a great
interest in all kinds of antiquities. He immediately
replied: “My dear girl, take him to Glaumbeer.” His
name was Gudémundur Sveinsson, a manager at
Kaupfélag Skagfirdinga (the local co-operative
society). I am still grateful to him for this suggestion,
but | never thought that the consequences of this
short visit would be so great. Gudmundur explained
to me where we had to turn off the road to get to
Glaumbeer. | took my leave, looking forward to the
coming day.

The next morning | was confronted with porridge, the
thickest | had ever seen. Many times later in life
we had a good laugh about it when the subject
was brought up. When the two gentlemen had
finished their breakfast, and the “guide” was still
sitting staring in horror at her dish, Mark said: “Eat
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your porridge!”” It was then that | had to admit my
dilemma. “Did | really order you to eat your
porridge?”” he asked me once, and we laughed again,
but I was always a bit ashamed for being so fussy.

At Glaumbaer

What happened the following day | will never forget.
The ““guide” ordered the driver to turn off the
main road when we came to the farm Glaumbeer,
without having any permission to do so or having
told the foreign visitors what was about to happen.
“Who has asked you to turn off the main road?”
Mark enquired, when the driver had changed his
course. The “guide” then grabbed at a few words,
available in her English vocabulary and said: ““Just
wait and see,”” hoping that it would be sufficient. The
Englishman was not too happy with the reply and
expressed his intention of travelling the shortest way
back to Akureyri. We sat in silence for a few minutes
until the car was parked in the driveway at
Glaumber. There it was, this remarkable traditional
farmhouse in all its splendour in the sunshine, though
the appearance had become poor and rather rickety.
But the grass on the roofs was green and the many
fronts, standing side by side appealed to the eye. To
put it briefly, the English nobleman became
absolutely enthralled.

He disappeared into the farmhouse and reappeared
soon afterwards saying that we should continue our
journey to Akureyri, as he intended to stay the rest of
the day and try to find accommodation for the night.
He then disappeared again into the farmhouse. Bo
Nisbeth, who knew his friend better than the “guide™,
took her aside and said we should go for a walk, and
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Mark would come around again, which did, in fact,
happen. When we returned from a long walk, our
friend was standing silent in the driveway, but ready
to continue the drive back to Akureyri.

Donation

My story could end here, but what follows is at the
heart of the matter. Mark Watson wanted to buy
Glaumber and conceived the idea of renovating
the farmhouse to its original state and turning it into
a museum; this he told me many years later. When
he made enquiries, the farm was not for sale. The
next thing he did upon returning home to Britain late
that summer, was to send 200 pounds Sterling to
Iceland, in order to commence renovations on
Glaumber. This was a lot of money in 1938, and |
think, that Mark Watson’s gift determined the future
of the old farmhouse, which is now one of the finest
museums of its kind in Iceland. He intended to return
the following summer to observe the renovations, but
then World War 1l was imminent, and he did not
come. It pleased him for the rest of his life to observe
the progress of the restoration work at Glaumber.
After the war he visited it a few times and remarked
how well it had turned out.

Our paths did not cross again

Early in the year of 1979, the author was in Paris for
a few days visiting her two grown up children
who were studying there. A decision had been made
to travel home via London and meet Mark, who was
busy tracing old pictures from Iceland in various
museums in London. He was aiming at having these
pictures published in a book. Due to a threatening

31



strike in Iceland, my itinerary was changed and |
flew home via Luxembourg.

Some days later, the news of his death was
announced. He had died in his sleep. This was tragic
news, and what grieved me for a long time was that |
did not manage to meet him in London, as we had
arranged. But nothing could be done about it. Gone
was as great admirer of Iceland, a remarkable man
and a dear friend of my family for over forty years.
He, who always was happy to book the best seats for
us at concerts and theatres and who treated us like
royalty whether in the city or in the country, was now
suddenly gone. Only memories were left. Perhaps it
was no coincidence, that the same morning he died in
his home in London, the author was sitting in the
great Cathedral of Notre Dame in Paris allowing her
thoughts to wander, without having had any reason
for going there.

The text of this booklet appeared in the “Lesbok™ (a
supplement of the newspaper Morgunbladid in
December 1988). By then ten years had passed from
the death of this great friend of Iceland. | have never
met a foreign person who loved our country with as
much sincerity as Mark Watson did. He demonstrated
his feelings and generosity in many ways. The nation
reciprocated by making him an honorary member of
the Archaeological Society and bestowed on him the
Grand Knight’s Cross with Star. No doubt he
appreciated this honour, but I know that he treasured
more than most things just knowing our country. | do
not know exactly how often he came to Iceland but
the first trip was, in the summer of 1937. He
continued visiting the country until a short while
before his death, with the exception of the war years.
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He wanted very badly to come during winter and
to experience a snowstorm. He even made an attempt,
but the sun always came out when he arrived. “I
always get good weather when | come to Iceland™ he
once remarked, “and | have for a long time wanted
so much to experience a blizzard in Iceland™.
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