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Kerlingin (/the anonymus woman in Icelandic folklore)
og djofsi (/and the devil who was never taken serously in Iceland)
- og myndin af Jesii (/ - and the picture of Jesus Christ)

The woman and the Devil - and the picture of Jesus Christ

Vid Islendingar tokum pennan herra Djéful i Helviti aldrei alvarlega. Frekar
ad vid dadumst ad hitunarkerfinu hja honum. Kannski virkadi hann parna
sudri 16ndum, en sko ekki hér nordur i rassgati.

We Icelanders never took that churchian invention “Mister Devil in Hell”
seriously. We rather admired his efficient heating facilities.

He may have worked as a threat-tool for obedience down South, but in the
far North not.

Hver sem er gat platad hann, lofad honum sal sinni, en alltaf sigrad hann i
hvada praut sem var - pad sem salin var ad vedi.

Everyone could cheat on him, promise him the soul, but always beat him in
any competition - in which the soul was at stake.

[ upphafi voru pad heidnir vitkar sem sneru a kélska, en par ed pessar ségur
voru lifseigar og 6mogulegt ad kveda paer nidur, breytti kyrkjan peim i ad
prestar gatu haft kélska undir med gudlegum krafti sinum.

To begin with, a heathen vitki (wise man), heathen vitkar (wise men), could
have the Devil under, but as these persistent stories irritated the church,
they turned vitkar (wise heathen men/women) into churchian priests so
powerful that they could win over the Devil.

Engu ad sidur eru otal pjodségur um kerlingar sem gdébbudu skrattann.
Logdu sal sina ad vedi, og h6fou svo alltaf betur. Hann bara atti erfitt
uppdrattar hér a Islandi. Kerlingin var alltaf 6tralega ordheppin og keen.
Nu a timum veeri petta kallad einelti og jafnvel kiigun (a aumingja djofsa).

But yet, women kept on - in folklore stories - cheating on the poor little
Devil, nick-named skratti, here in Iceland. He never had a good life here.



Kerlingin (/the woman) was unbelievably felicitous, and really cunning.
Nowadays this would be termed as mental bullying
and even black-mailing (on the poor little devil).

Kerlingin i pjods6gunum hefur aldrei nafn. Alltaf bara kerlingin.

Women never had names in these folklore stories, derogating “kerlingin” (the
woman) was always used for these cunning and clever folklore-women.

(--Note: karl is a male-human, kerling a female human.
Funnily enough, in folklore karlar have names,
but any kerling is just kerlingin.

Contrary:
In the Icelandic Sagas women have names.
Sometimes they are crucial main characters.--)

Kerlingin og djofsi - og myndin af Jesu
The woman and the Devil - and the picture of Jesus Christ

Einu sinni var kerling nokkur ad skura kyrkjugolfio i litilli kirkju sem enginn
vissi um. Kella var hreint ekki kat, pvi golfid var allt annad en hreint. Menn
meettu 1 kyrkju adeins til ad geta sezt nidur og hvilt sig pessa messustund,
jafnvel pott bekkirnir veeru 6skaplega opeegilegir. Menn gatu jafnvel dottad
sma, pvi presturinn var alltaf mjog leidinlegur.

Hoétanir um eilifa kvél bitu litt 4 Islendinga. Peir h6fdu um annad ad hugsa.

Once a woman, “kerling”, was scrubbing the church-floor in a little church
in a remote place of which almost no-one knew. She was not happy at all,
because the floor was dirty. People showed up in church only to be able to
sit down and rest from all that hard work, even if the narrow, wooden
church-benches were awfully uncomfortable. They could even take a nap,
because the priest was always awfully boring.

Threats of eternal suffering had little impact, as Icelanders had other things
to think about.

Eftir messu purtfti kerlingin ad skura kyrkjugolfid.
After mass, kerlingin had to wash the church-floor.
Djofsi kom inn i1 kyrkjuna, par sem hann sa ad kerlingin var ein, skrabbandi
golfid.
-Hee, kerling, sagdi djofsi.
The Devil entered the church, as he saw that kerlingin (/the woman) was

alone, scrubbing the floor.
-Hi, kerling, said the Devil.



Kerlingin leit upp, gretti sig adeins, spurdi svo snubbaralega:
-Hvern fjandann ert pu ad gera hér? betta er kyrkja!

Kerlingin looked up, frowned a bit, then asked snappishly:
-What the hell art thou doing here? This is a church!

Djofsi:

-Eg veit, kelli min. Petta er kyrkja. Og ég sé ad pu ert ad skura skitugt
g0lfid. Er petta ekki nidurleegjandi vinna -- ad minnsta kosti i samanburdi
vi0 prestinn sem aldrei gerir neitt, en feer helling af peningum fyrir petta ekki
neitt.

The Devil:
-I know, my little kerling. This is a church. And I can see that thou art
scrubbing the dirty floor. Is not that a humiliating job, at least compared to
the priest that never does anything, but gets lots of money for that nothing?

Kerlingin:
-Ja, ju, herra Kolski, kannski er pad svo. Ekki er 61l vinna vel launud.
Og svo hélt hun afram ad skura.

Kerlingin:
-Well, Mister Devil, there could be a point in that. Not all work is well
appreciated, not all work is well paid.
She went on with her scrubbing.

Djofsi:
-Og presturinn er ansegdur, og presturinn er virtur, medan enginn
tekur eftir pér.

The Devil:
-And that priest has all the fun, all the prestige, too, but thou art not
noticed at all.

Kerlingin (akvedin og skipandi — reisir sig upp og horfir beint i augu koélska):
-Geturdu ekki bara tekid pennan prest i pitt helviti? Hann er alltaf ad
kafa a stulkunum og ungu konunum.

Kerling (demanding (and determined), straightens her back
and looks the devil in the eyes):

-Canst thou not just take that priest to thy hottet Hell?

He is always bothering the girls and the young women.

Djofsi (nu haveer og eestur, neerri pvi aepir):

-Nei ! Nei nei ! Helvitid mitt er allt fullt af prestum og djaknum og
biskupum og pafum, og ég hef ekki plass fyrir fleiri. Og pu hlytur ad vita ad
pid faid bara annan engu betri ef ég tek pennan. Peir eru kynodir upp til
hopa.



Devil (determined, almost shouting):
-No no no! My Hell is full of priests and deacons and bishops and
popes, and I have no place for more of them. Besides: If | take that one, you
people will just get another one no better. They, most of them, are sex-
maniacs.

(Djofsi neer adeins tokum a skapi sinu, og heldur afram:)

-Kapolski biskupinn a Islandi matti ekki giftast en atti samt konu og bérn
— kapolskir prestar og biskupar mega adeins gera du du an pess ad giftast.
bagd er til pess ad peir eigi enga logerfingja, og eigur peirra renna pa til
stofnunarinnar.

(Djofsi (/the devil) now makes an effort to calms his feelings, and
continues:)
-The Catholic bishop in Iceland had a wife and children, even if he was not
supposed to get married - Catholic priests and bishops should only have sex
without getting married. That is because then they have no legal heirs, and
their possessions go to the institution.

Kerlingin:
-En hann er siskrékvandi lika. A hverjum sunnudegi. Hann segir ad vid
skulum eigi segja 6satt, en svo lygur hann meir en hann migur sjalfur.

Kerling:
-But this priest is a liar too. He is lying to us in church every Sunday.
He says that we should never lie, but then lies a hell of a lot himself.

(Note: lygur meir en hann migur is an Icelandic proverb;
literally: he lies more than he urinates
(miga is an impolite word).)

Djofsi:
-bad er nu vinnan peirra.
Eg vinn nu fyrir pessa snidugu stofnun peirra lika, en fae ekkert borgad.

Devil:
-That is their profession.
I, actually, work for that institution of theirs too, only I do not
get paid for my part in the trickery.

Kerlingin:

-Prestarnir segja ad djéfullinn sé til. Eg veit andskotann ekki hvort peir
eru nogu heimskir til ad trua pessu sjalfir. Nu, kannski fa peir bara kaup
fyrir ad segja manni petta.

Ef madur eetlar ad gabba heimskingjana, segir madur peim bara ad madur sé
ad vernda pa gegn 6vini peirra. Svo bara byr madur til 6vin, ha?

Kerling:
-Priests even claim the Devil to exist.



I do not know if they are stupid enough to believe that themselves. Or
perhaps they only get paid for saying this.

If we want to fool the stupid ones, we tell them we are protecting them
against an enemy. And we invent an enemy. Right?

Djofsi kinkar kolli til sampykkis.
The Devil nods as a consent.

Kerling (afram):

-Eg sagdi prestinum ad pad sé ekki til neitt sem heitir djéfull. Hann
hafdi 1 reidum héndum svar til ad sanna mal sitt:
,,Kf pu telur, kerling, ad Satan sé ekki til, 6 pu synduga og aumkunarverda
kona, er pad sénnun pess ad pu ert svo haldin djéflinum ad pu sérd hann
eigi.

Kerlingin (cont.):
-I told the priest that there were no such thing as a Devil,
but he had a contradicting fool-prove answer ready:
“If thou claimest, kerling, Satan not to be for real, thou sinful and pitiful
woman, then that is the reliable evidence of that thou art so possessed by
Satan that thou seest him not.”

Djo6fsi hleer og svarar:

-beir fa borgad fyrir alls konar innprentun sem kemur stofnuninni
peirra til g6da.
Eg skal kenna pér sannleikann i pessu mali, og i 6llum malum.

Devil (laughing):
-They get paid for all kinds of brain-washing that can benefit their
institution.
I shall tell thee the truth in these matters.

Kerlingin (skribbandi nu af miklum madi):
-Ja, en, hvernig get ég truad pér par sem pu ert ekki til?

Kerlingin (vigorously going on with her scrubbing):
-But how can I believe thee when thou dost not to exist at all?

Djofsi:
-Lofadu mér sal pinni og ég skal segja pér allan sannleikann.
En sjadu, kerling: Pessi mynd af Jesu er ordin oskép illa farin. Malningin er

bara farin ad flagna af. Eg held ad bu eettir ad flikka svolitid uppa hana.
Skrubba hana upp, skitinn af, og gera hana flotta aftur med nyrri malningu.

The Devil:
-Promise me thy soul, and I shall tell thee the whole truth.



But, by the way, kerling. This picture of Jesus is getting shabby, and the
paint is all starting to peel off. I think thou shouldest refresh it a bit, scrub
off the dirt, and make it beautiful again using some new paint.

N er petta ad verda ad verulega efnismikilli sogu
Now this is becoming a really juicy story

pvi kerlingin fann malningu og pensla og tok til vid ad lagfeera pessa annars
flognudu mynd af Jesu Kristi. Bara alveg til skammar ad hafa hana svona.
Og hun maladi og maladi, alls stadar par sem malningin var flognud af.

because the woman found some paint and pensils, and started to repair that
otherwise pealed-off picture of Jesus Christ. It was really a shame to have it
so shabby. So she painted and painted, everywhere where the paint was
peeling off.

Jesu Kristur:
-Eg er dalitid 6pekkjanlegur ntina.

Jesus Christ:
-I am a bit unrecognizable now.

Djofsi:

-bad eru til 6tal myndir af pér, Jesu Kristur, og enginn peirra er einsog
pu.
Varstu ekki lausaleiksbarn? Var pessi Josep settur i sbguna sem keerasti, og
ekki buinn ad gera neitt dudu fyrir brudkaup, til pess ad mamma pin veeri
ekki grytt til dauda? Og pu ert alls ekki feeddur i Betlehem. Veistu nokkud
hveneer pu att afmeeli — nt1 eda hvort pu varst nokkurn tima feeddur!!
Eg vona bara ad pessi gud kalladur Gud sé alls ekki pabbi pinn. bu ert gédur
en hann er barasta vondi karlinn i heiminum notadur af vondu kérlunum i
heiminum.

The Devil:
-There are endlessly many pictures of thee, Jesus Christ, and none of them
as thou really art.
Thou warst an illegimate child, right?
Was that guy Josep put into the story as a boyfriend, and he not having
done any “blib“ before marriage,
as otherwise thy mother would have been stoned to death?
And thou warst not born in Betlehem at all.
Dost thou know when thy birthday is — or — even if thou ever warst born!!
I hope that this god named God is not thy father at all. Thou art good,
but he is an all-worldly bad guy, used by the bad guys in the world.

Kristur pegir. betta var raunar alveg satt.
En hann beetir vio:



-bessar ségur i Nyja testamentinu eru bara ekkert um mig neitt.

Christ says nothing. This was actually quite true.
But Jesus adds:
-These New Testament stories have nothing to do with the real me.

Kerling:
-Lattu frelsarann i fridi, Skratti. — b0 seerir hann med pessu bulli.
Kerlingin hefur engan ahuga a midaldaséguleidréttingum og romverskum

lygaségum.

Kerlingin:
-Stop talking like that to our Saviour, Satan. Thou canst
hurt his feelings with that silly talk.
Kerlingin is neither interested in correction of medeival history,
nor in invented Roman stories.

Djofsi (horfir a vidgerda malverkid af Jesu):
-Mér finnst pu svo seetur svona, Jesus minn.

The Devil (looking at the newly refreshed painting of Jesus):
-I find thee so cute like this, my dear Jesus.

Presturinn (kemur inn i kirkjuna — a sér einskis ills von):
-Jesiis minn Kristur !!! - apir hann i 6sképum sinum, pegar hann
sér viogero kerlingar. -Hvad ertu ad gera, kerling!?

The priest (entering the church — not aware of what awaits him)
grasping his breath he exclaims:
-My Jesus Christ! Kerling ! What hast thou done !!?

Kerling:
-Hann var ordinn svo illa farinn, blessadur.

Kerlingin:
-He was getting too shabby, the blessed Lord Jesus.

Kristur pegir,
og djofsi felur sig a bak vid skirnarfontinn.

Christ does not utter a word, and
the devil hides behind the font.

Prestur stamar:
Hvernig i 6sképunum fékkstu pessa hreedilegu hugmynd, kerling!?
bad er engu likara en ad skrattinn sjalfur hafi hlaupid i pig!



The priest:
What on earth made thee get this horrible idea, woman!
Looks as if Satan himself has overtaken thee!

Kerling:
-bad var sko hann.....

Kerling:
-Actually it was he who.......

(djofsi sleer 1 hana med sinum langa djéflahala, til pess ad minna hana a ad
hun ma ekki tala af sér med pvi ad segja sannleikann)

(the devil whips her by his long tail, so reminding her that she must not tell

the truth)
(kerlingin stamar 1itid eitt) .... -pad var sko pannig ad mér fannst Jesu
vera ad flagna af spytunni.
..... (kerling stammers a bit) .... it was, actually, so, that, eh, I had the

feeling that Jesus was getting peeled of the picture.

Skemmst fra ad segja, var kerlingin skommud fyrir ad eydileggja myndina af
Jesu Kristi. Og sagan for ad kvisast ut - pessi hreedilegu afglop kerlingar.

Oll s6knarbérnin komu i kirkjuna til ad skoda myndina af Jesu Kristi, og
aldrei hafa svo margir komid friviljugir i kirkju.

To make a long noisy story short,
the woman was scolded for having ruined the painting of Jesus Christ.
The story became a gossip, all about this terrible mistake that woman made.
All the people belonging to this church showed up in church, not really to
listen to the priest, but to look at that gossip-famous, ruined picture of
Jesus Christ.
Never ever have so many people come to church by their own initiative.

Bladamadur komst i s6guna og pa for hun ad berast um alla fésbok.
Myndin af Jesu Kristi og vidgerd kerlingar barst um allan netheim.

A journalist overheard the story somewhere.

Then the story rushed through Facebook.

The painting of Jesus Christ and the repair done by the woman hit the world
wide web.

begar einhver stadur verour freegur i svona heimi, purfa allir a0 fara ad
heimseaekja pann stad. Einsog vid vitum stjorna fréttir lyonum, og lydurinn
for ad streyma ag.

When some place becomes famous in that web-world,
everyone has to go and visit that place.



As we know, news drive the mob, and the mob showed up.

/E fleiri komu 1 kirkjuna,
kerlingin pvodi golfid, og pvodi golfid, kirkjugolfid, pvi alltaf sporadist meira
og meira.

More and more people visited the church,
kerlingin washed the floor and she washed the floor (the church-floor)
because more and more people made the floor ever dirtier and dirtier.

Ferdamenn toku sjalfur af sér og Jesu Kristi - pessum vidgerda -

Jesu Kristur brosti fallega & myndunum, pott vidgerda andlitid veeri ekki svo
fallegt.

betta for allt a fésbok - sem var audvitad til ad auka a forvitnina.
Snjoboltaahrifin, pid vitid. Kallast lika mugsefjum stundum.

Tourists took selfies of themselves together with the repaired Jesus.

Jesus Christ tried to smile lovingly on the pictures, even if the repaired face
was not so pretty at all.

All hit Facebook - to evoke more curiosity.

We have the words snezzing, snow-ball effects, and peer pressure, right?

En pad var einn kostur: Menn settu smapeninga i baukinn, og sumir
smasedla, pvi audvitad var baukurinn vid dyrnar, sast vel pegar menn gengu
ut.

One good thing came out of it though, as people dropped coins into the
begging-box — which was, of course, placed by the door so that no-one
leaving the church could miss it.

bad purfti ad teema baukinn reglulega, og stundum komu heilu raturnar.

The box had to be emptied regularly,
and sometimes full bus-loads of curious people showed up.

A0 visu voru sumir adeins med kort - og baukurinn réd ekki vid svoleidis —

Well, some only had credit cards
— and the begging-box could not cope with that.

En presturinn sa vid pvi, pvi helsti heefileiki presta er ad hala inn pening ur
annarra manna vasa, svo hann setti kortagreidslu- eda kortagjafaméguleika
vid hlidina 4 bauknum. Posa med pinni og GEFID HER.

But the priest could cope with that chalenge, as priests talent is mostly to
suck in money from other peoples‘ pockets. He put up facilities for cards,
right on one side of the begging-box: DONATE HERE (card in slot and your
pin number).



Kerlingin skrubbadi og skrubbadi kirkjugolfid, og pad purfti lika ad hirda kuk
af leioum i kirkjugardinum, pvi par var eina afdrepid - bakvid legsteina - sem
ekki sast af vidavangi.

The woman, kerlingin, scrubbed and scrubbed (the church-floor).
Some of the visitors left their fecs in the cemetary

(as behind grave-stones they were not seen

in times of such needs).

Sjodur kirkjunnar gildnadi, sem audvitad var kerlingunni ad pakka.

The church became rich,
which of course was because of what the woman did.

Nei, pad var nu raunar ekki henni ad pakka, manstu. Enda var dj6fsi nu
ordinn gulur og greenn af 6fund og pirrelsi, pvi hrekkurinn hans var ad verda
fépufa handa erkiovini hans, kyrkjunni. Afleidingar sem hann reiknadi ekki
med. Hann var bara ad hrekkja Jesu sma.

No, remember, it was not the woman, but the devil who caused these riches.
The devil was annoyed, of course, as his prank turned into lots of money for
his cardinal enimy, the church. He did not count for that.

He was only going to make some cute little fun of Jesus.

Kerlingin settist a kirkjubekk, urvinda af preytu, pegar adeins var hvild fra
ferdamannastraumnum.

Kerlingin sat down on the bench in the church, completely exhausted, when
there was a little break between loads of visitors.

Djofsi kemur nu til hennar, ljufur einsog lamb, og segir:

-Mér finnst nu ekki sanngjarnt ad helvitis presturinn fai alla pessa peninga,
pegar pad vorum nu vid sem attum hugmyndina. Fardu nu bara og steldu
ar bauknum. bad er andskotans nog handa honum petta sem fer inna
reikninginn hans.

Djofsi (the devil) says to her, as sweetly as he possibly can:
-I don‘t think it is fair that the blasted priest gets all that money as it was
we, thou and I, who got the idea. Just go and take the money from the
begging-box for thyself. What he gets into his account is more than enough
for him, that blasted..... - He does not deserve all this money.

Kerlingin:
-STELA ur BAUKNUM!

Kerlingin:
-STEAL from THE BOX!!



Jesu Kristur:
-bu skalt eigi stela.

Jesus Christ:
-Thou shalt not steal.

Djofsi:

-betta er ekkert ad stela. Vid eigum petta i raun, pu og ég.
Mig vantar t.d. peninga i reksturinn hja mér. bad er allt ad kulna hja meér.
Buid ad leggja hreinsunareldinn nidur af pafanum, m.6.0. pad hétunar-
fyrirteeki for a hausinn. Allt er a leid til helvitis, allt a leid i gjaldprot. Enginn
sem truir a petta helviti lengur.
Allt heila fyrirtzekid er gert fyrir kirkjuna. Ekki neitt gert fyrir mig. Eg parf ad
kynda.
Hja meér fyllist allt af prestum og biskupum, pvi peir eru alltaf ad kafa a
konum og drengjum, algjérlega kynodir.
bad eru peir sem eru alltaf ad segja ad ég sé til, svo helviti er peirra hagur.
A ég ad bregdast lyginni peirra?

Djofsi (/the devil)
-This is not stealing! We own this, actually, thou and I.
need money for my enterprise, as hell is cooling down.
Purgatoir (the soul-cleansing fire) has gone bankrupt. It used to be a threat-
institution, but the pope has now closed it down. Everything is going to hell,
in the sense bankrupt. Nobody really believes in that hell any longer.
The whole hell-enterprise is for the church. Nothing for me. But I need to
keep the fire alive.
My hell is filled with priests and bishops, because they are sex-maniacs,
always bothering women and little boys.
They claim me to be for real, and hell is for their benefits. Should I just fail
them, meaning: fail their lies.

Jesu Kristur:
-bu skalt eigi stela.

Jesus Christ:
-Thou shalt not steal.

bad fauk i djofsa. Polinmeedi hans og kveikipradurinn eru pekkt fyrir annad
en langlundarged. Hann sparkadi i baukinn, sem flaug beint uppi
predikunarstolinn.
The devil lost his temper. Patience is not his strong point. His fiery
temperament easily explodes.
He kicked the begging-box, which flew right into the pulpit.
-Mark, sagdi Kristur.

-Goal, Christ said



(pessu Mark, sagdi Kristur er ni raunar stolid ur speenskri ségu um Don
einhvern spaenskan, en petta passar svo vel hér -

vonandi engin héfundarréttarmal utaf svona smastuldi.

Sagan um vidgerd a Jesumynd er audvitad pjofagoss hér lika — og hvad um
pad og hverjum er ekki sama?)

(This Goal, Christ said is, actually, stolen from a Spanish story about some
pastor Don, Spanish, but this fitted so perfectly here;

hopefully no suing for theft due to author‘s rights — this is such a small theft.
The story about the repared Jesus picture is also stolen, - so what

and who cares?)

Djofsi (neer adeins tokum a skapinu):
-Elsku kelli min! Pbu skalt fa sal mina ad launum ef pu teemir baukinn
handa mér.

Devil (trying to pull himself together):
-Thou shalt get my soul as a revard if thou wilt empty the begging-box for
me.

Jesu Kristur:
-bu skalt eigi stela.

Jesus Christ:
-Thou shalt not steal.
Djofsi:
-bad er 6llu stolid. T.d. er allt i pessari pjods6gu meira og minna
eitthvert pjofagoss.

Devil:
-Everything gets stolen. For example is almost everything in this
particular folklore stolen stuff - more or less.

Jesu verdur adeins hugsi;
Jesu Kristur (frh.):
-Heyrdu mig, Satan! bu hefur enga sal.

Jesus gets a second thought;
Jesus Christ (cont.):
-Hey, Satan! Thou hast no soul.

Djofsi:

-Nei, audvitad ekki. Eg er ekki til. Bara helber lygi, einsog bt hlytur ad
vita manna best. Fallinn englill ! Hver fjandinn er nu pad?!
Kannski pu ekki heldur. Var pad ekki likid sem steig upp til himna? Og
grofin tom?
En, kelli min, ég lofa pér sal minni og helmingi alls sem pu neerd i.



ba geturdu fengid pér adstod vid ad prifa, ja bara hringt i reestiteekni og
borgad raestiteekni fyrir ad prifa golfid og kukinn, ha?

Devil:
-No, of course not. I do not exist. [ am a lie from beginning to end, as thou
shouldes know. A fallen angel! What the Hell is that?!
Perhaps thou art too? Was it not thy dead body that rose up to the sky? And
the tomb empty?
But, my kerling (/woman), I promise thee my soul and the half of all the
money thou canst get hold on.
Then thou canst get a professional cleaning person to clean the church floor
and pick up the fecs in the graveyard. Just pay for that work. hmmm?

Djofsi (heldur afram):
-Vid getum lika flutt Jesu uti fjos, kelli min, og haft okkar eigin bauk par.
Hengjum Jesu upp par.

Setjum upp pilu: JESU > i pessa att >

Devil (cont.:)
-We can also, my good woman, take Jesus to the cow-shed,
and there we can have our own begging box. Hang Jesus up there.
We put up a sign with an arrow:

JESUS - this way -

Jesu:
-bar er ekki Gudshus.

Jesus:
-That is not the house of God.

Djofsi:

-N1, varstu ekki feeddur i fjarhusi, madur. AEttir ad pola sma fjosalykt.
Auk pess ertu bara mynd i ramma til ad hengja upp. P og pessi gud
kalladur Gud eru bara notadir i romversku heimsyfirradin.

Devil:
-Well, thou art said to be born in some kind of a shed for sheep. Should be
able to tolerate some typical cow-shed smell. Right?
Besides, that thou art just a picture in a frame to hang up on a wall.
Thou, and that god named God, are simply used in that Roman Conquest of
World-dominance.

Kellingin (hvislar hastarlega ad dj6fsa):
-Vertu ekki ad minna hann a petta ,hengdur upp*. Osmekklegt.

Kerling (whispering, scolding the devil):
-Stop reminding him of that ”hung up”. Rude and inappropriate.



Djofsi (upphatt og hvislar sko ekkert):

-Hann eetti nu bara vad vera montinn af pvi. Medan menn tria pessu,
koma inn peningar. Kyrkjan storgreedir a pessu.
Jesu var lausaleiksbarn, ekkert feeddur arid null, og ekki feeddur i Betlehem.

The Devil (not whispering at all):
-He should simply be proud of it. As long as men believe it, money flows to
the church. This is what makes the church so rich.
Jesus was born by an unmarried girl, not the Anno Domini zero, not in
Bethlehem.

Jesu:

-Eg er ekki romverska kyrkjan. Eg pekkti ekki petta romverska
dagatal, og var bara notadur i pessar ségur peirra.
Eg sagodi allt annad en pad sem Romverjar segja ad ég hafi sagt.
Konstantin akvad ad nota pad sem einreedinu hans hentadi. bad var kokkad
upp og sampykkt arid 325.

Jesus:
-I am not the Roman Church. I know not this Roman calendar.
[ was only used in these stories they wrote.
I told truth, entirely opposed to what the Romans claim me to have said.
Emperor Constantine decided to use what served his empire.
That was composed and agreed upon their Roman year 325.

En kerlingin hefur ekki ahuga a sagnfreaedi, né heldur kristologiu,
og djofsi var um annad ad hugsa.

Kerling takes no interest in history, nor in Christology,
and the devil was thinking about something else.

Kerlingin var nu farin ad sja ad allir pessir peningar voru henni ad pakka, og
pad eina sem hun sjalf hafdi uppur pvi --fyrir utan skammirnar sem hun
féekk fyrir ad skemma myndina af Jesu Kristi-- var endalaus vinna vid ad
prifa golf og kuk, kyrkjugolf og kyrkjugard.

Hun hringdi i reestiteekni. Hun borgadi reestiteekninum ur bauknum.

Og pbau, hun og djoéfsi, fluttu myndina af Jesu Kristi uti fjos.

Kerling now realized that all this money was coming in due to

-— or thanks to -- what she did,

and her only share was scrubbing floor and picking up fecs.

--Apart from the scolding she got for ruining

the picture of Jesus Christ.--

She phoned the cleaning ladies‘ company,

she paid the cleaning lady with money from the begging box.

She and djofsi (--nick-name for the devil--) moved the picture of Jesus Christ
to the cow-shed.

bar var fyrir kerling ein, mjog svo kimin og ibyggin a svip.



There sat an old woman, or kerling, with a grin on her face, obviously
thinking about something spooky.

Kerlingin (okkar) spyr hana:
-Hver ert pu, veena min? Og hvad ertu ad gera hér uti i fjosi?

Our kerling (/woman) asks her:
-Who art thou, and what art thou doing here ?!

Djofsi (verdur fyrir svérum):
-betta er amma. begar skrattinn hittir dmmu sina, gerist eitthvad enn
verra og skemmtilegra en mér hefdi nokkru sinni dottid i hug sjalfum.

Djofsi (the devil; anwers for her):
-This is my granny. When skrattinn (the Devil) meets his gandmother, then
something happens even worse and more fun than if I myself, aka skratti,
ever would have gotten an idea for.

Amma djéfsa:

-Eg er adeins til 4 Islandi. Pu hlytur, kelli min, ad hafa heyrt min getid.
Stundum hittir skrattinn 6mmu sina, sem er enn verri en hann.
Eg er ad setja upp kortagreidsluadstédu hér handa pér, vaena. Reikningurinn
er a pinu nafni. Verd pér innan handar.

Devil‘s granny:
-I am only to be found in Iceland. Thou art sure to have heard about me,
kelli min (/my kerling; --kelli is a nickname for kerling--).
Sometimes the skratti meets his grandmother, who is much much worse
-—and much tougher-- than he is himself.
[ am putting up here some facilities for paying by credit cards.
That is for thee, dear. The account is in thy name,
and I shall help thee out if anything bad happens here.

A fjésbitanum 1ti i fjosi situr puki og hleer.
Here, in the cow-shed, a puki (/little devil) sits, laughing.

Pukinn:
-A pinu nafni i Jesu nafni, innan handar, amen.

Pukinn (the little devil):
-In thy name, in the name of Jesus, shall help thee out. Amen.

Kerling segir (vi0 onytu myndina af Jesu):
-Kristur minn, ekki attirdu nu neina trausta vini, pvi Pétur afneitadi

pér -- su arans heybrok — og haninn gol.

Our kerling now says (to the ruined picture of Jesus):



-Oh, my dear Christ, thou haddest no thrustworthy friends,
as Peter claimed not to know there — that blasted coward — and the cock
yelled out his cock-crow kookoo.

(Til skyringar: ,su arans heybrok® er freegt spassiukrot annarrar kerlingar,
sem greinilega var aest og pirrud uti Pétur fyrir ad afneita Jesu.

Spassiukrot eru tid i handritum, og hafa sum (misvitlaus, misgafuleg) komist
inni textann til frambudar. — Textar ur handritum eru nu venjulega uppfullir
af sidaritimaskaldskap og ambdgum hvort ed er.)

(That blasted coward phrase has to be explained, as it is a famous addition
on a manuscript made by another kerling (woman) who really disliked Peter
for renuncing Jesus.

These later-on written comments are quite common in manuscripts, and
some of them....

(--stupid, misleading, not at all containing any intelligent
additions/explanations--)

...were there to stay, i.e. got into the stories for good.

--- We know only too well that all texts from manustripts are, anyway,

full of later-time additions and ambiguities.)

Jesu segir:
-bad matti nu ekki krossfesta Simon Pétur a pessum timapunkti, kona
min god, pvi pad purfti ad nota hann sidar i s6gunni.

Jesus says:
At this time-point in the story, my good woman, they could not have
Simon Peter crucified, as he was to be used later on in their story.

En verst af 6llu var (--heldur Jesu afram, mjég sorgmaeddur--) pegar
Konstantin Romarkeisari for ad nota mig i heimsyfirradabruggio sitt.

But worst of all (Jesus continues, --and becomes very sad--) was when the
Roman Emperor Constantine started to use me in his conspiracy of world
dominance.

Jesu téfrar fram, med e.k. kraftaverki, myndir af Konstantin Romarkeisara,
til pess ad syna kellu:

"Flﬂéf@buflci‘
of N %

N\

Jesus now, as by some miracle, charms out pictures of Constantine,
the Emperor of the Roman Empire.



Jesu (frh.):
-bad var 1 baenum Miceu, a pvi romverska tilbuna herrans ari (Anno
Domini) 325 & kyrkjupingi. Eg pekkti nu aldrei petta tilbiina dagatal.

Jesus (cont.):
-That happened in the town Micea, in the Roman invented Anno Domini
(Lord‘s Year) 325 on a Churchian Assembly.
I never knew this invented almanak of theirs.

Kerling (sem ekki hefur hinn minnsta ahuga a sagnfraedi midalda):
-Rosalega djofulli a hann flott f6t, karlinn! En er svona spanskgraenn
lika?

Kerling (who takes no interest in medieval history and past events):
-Wauw! That blasted bastard has some fine clothes, man!
But is also copper-green?

Jesus (heldur afram):

-Hann lét pa sampykkja mig sem teeki til ad na tékum a lyonum.
beir strikudu ut pad sem ég sagdi Tomasi, pad sem stendur i Daudahafs-
handritunum:

Svo sem 1 peim durnum: * himnariki er innan allra manna — sem var pad
eina sem slapp i gegn.

Jesus (continues):
He had them agree upon me as a tool to get a firm grip on people.
They took out all the truth that I told Thomas; that what is written in the
Dead Sea scrolls.
My teachings were more like --what was the only that survived--:
* Heaven is within all men.

Kerlingin:

-Elsku Jesus minn! Ef ég feeri ad segja svona héldu menn kannski ad ég
veeri Gud!
(--Pessu er stolid fra Dario Fo, einsog allir sja nu.--)

Kerling:
-My beloved Jesus! If I would say such things,
people would start thinking that I were God!)
(--This is stolen from Dario Fo, obviously--)

Jesu (heldur afram ad utskyra hvad hann raunverulega sagdi):
-Eg sagoi:
* Allir menn geta verid einsog ég. Allir menn geta uppljomast

-I said (--Jesus still tries to tell (and correct) what he really said--):
* All men can be like I am. All men can become enlightened.



Kerlingin:

-Hvad er nu pad? Presturinn segir manni ad vera fataekur, gefa allt til
kyrjunnar, og pa komist madur i himnarikio til pin. Holpinn.
Hann, presturinn, er a fullu kaupi vid ad segja manni petta sem hinn eina
sanna sannleika.
Hver heldurdu ad skilji petta sem pu ert ad segja, Kristur minn?

Kerling:
-What on earth is that! The priests tells us to be poor, give what we have to
the church, and then we shall enter thy Heaven. Salvation. Be with thee in
Heaven forever.
He gets his wages for telling us that this is the only true Truth.
Whom dost thou expect to understand what thou sayest now!?

Jesus (--reynir afram ad leidrétta sinn malstad
en audvitad er enginn ad hlusta. Kella og dj6fsi eru a kafi i skipulaginu--):

Jesus (--still trying to amend the misleading flaws
that have been imprinted

but, of course, nobody listens).

Djofsi and kerling are too busy arranging things--) :

Eg sagdi ménnunum:
* Beenin er ekki ord, heldur kemur fra hjartanu a pvi mali sem samsvidid
skilur. Vid sameinum hugann og hjartad i eitt.

What I always taught is:
* A prayer is not just words, but comes from the heart
using the language that the Unified Field undsrstands.
We unite heart and mind to one.

I stadinn settu peir kanénur um hitt og petta sem hentar einrzedisherrum:
* adeins ein aevi svo upp eda nidur,

0g

* sa sem ekki hlydir pafanum (--pafi var nyr titill & Romarkeisara--) kemst
ekki i neina himnaseaelu eftir andlatid.

Og ad

* adeins 1 gegnum Romarstofnunina (--sem kallast nu kyrkja--) fai menn
saluhjalp (ef peir borga pening og gefa eigur sinar til keisarans, ...€g meina
pafans).

* Allir adrir fara i hreinsunareldinn og til helvitis.

* AQ salir pjaist — en sannlega sannlega segi ég your: Salin pjaist aldrei.

-Instead they put canones that serve despotic emperors — such as:
* Only one life-span and then up or down,
and
* he who obeys not the pope (--pope was a new title for Roman Emperor--)
enjoys no heavenly bliss after death of the body.



And that
* only through the Roman Institute (--now named Church--)
men are saved (if they pay money and give their possessions
to the Ceasar, .... I mean the Pope.
All other men go to Purgatoir and to Hell.

They imprinted that *souls suffer - but truly truly I tell thee: Soul never
suffers.

Djofsi:

-Nu ! betta er bara ordid salfraedividtal, Jesu minn. Mikid hefur pu
pjadst a myrkum middldum, drengur. bjadist ekkert i lifanda lifi.
Hvad ef menn vissu ad salin pjaist ekki i helviti !! Allt apparatid onytt,
madur. Eg bara hlaegileg figura?
Heettum pessu, Jestl minn. Vid héfum verk ad vinna hér.

The Devil:
-Well, well, my Jesus Christ. This is becoming a psychotheraputic treatment.
Thou hast suffered a lot during the dark middle ages, oh, boy!

What if men knew that a soul does not suffer in Hell !!
The whole enterprice ruined, man!

I would simply be a stupid funny figure?

Now stop this, dear Jesus. We have a work to do here.

Kerling:
-bad truir pessu nu enginn, Jesu minn. bu veist ad prestarnir fa rosa
kaup fyrir ad kenna lygina sem pessi flotti Konstantin bjo til.

Kerling:
-Nobody will believe this, my Jesus Christ.
Thou knowest that the priests get good wages for imprinting the lies
that this handsome Konstantin invented.

Djofsi:
-Constantine var bara klar i sinum hernadarbrellum. Ekki vanmeta
romverska hernadarlist. Heimsyfirrad krefjast klokinda, Jesu minn saklausi.

Djofsi:
-Constantine was simply clever when it came to strategy.
Do not undermine Roman strategy.
World Empires need cunning strategy, my little innocent Jesus.

Kerling (mjog leid):
-bagd vill heldur enginn vera einsog pu nuna eftir ad ég skemmdi
myndina af pér, Jesa minn. Alveg 6vart. Eg er bara ekki godur listamadur.

Kerlingin (very dismayed):
-Besides, that nobody wants to be like thou art now,



as I have completely ruined the picture of thee.
[ am simply not a good artist.

Djofsi:
-En pu ert fraeeg og rik, kelli min. Hvad er list eiginlega?

Djofsi:
-But thou art famous and rich, kella (shortening for kerling).
What is art, anyway?

Kerling:
-bagd vill enginn vera svona, Jesu minn. bad vill enginn vera einsog pu,
Jesu minn. Mér pykir petta leitt.

Kella:
-Nobody wants to be like that, my good Jesus.
No-one wants to be like thee, my good Jesus. | am so so so sorry.

Jesu Kristur var nu hengdur uppa fjosbita. (Pau stalu, semsagt, myndinni ur
kirkjunni og foru med hana 1uti fjos.)
Hingad skyldi ferdamannastraumnum nu beint.

Jesus Christ is now hung up on a beam in the cowshed.

(That is to say: the stole the picture from the church and carried it to the
cowshed.)

Here is where the flood of tourist will be led.

=>» Jesii -- pessaleid >
= fjarhas Jesu -

=>» Jesus -- this way =
=>» Jesus‘s cow-shed =

Hefdi nu verid smekklegra ad pau leggdu myndina i jétuna. Peim bara datt
pad ekki i hug, pvi myndir eiga alltaf ad hanga, ekki liggja.

Would perhaps have been more appropriate if they had laid the picture
into the hay in the feeding-stall,

only, they didn‘t think of that.

Pictures are meant to hang, not to lie.



Jesu Kristur:
-bu skalt eigi stela.

Jesus Christ:
-Thou shalt not steal.

bad hafdi engin ahrif a kerlinguna nuna, enda atti hin ntna, med fullum
rétti, sal djofsa og noégan pening.

The woman, kerlingin, was not touched by that.
She, now, rightly owned the devil‘'s soul and bunches of money.

[ fjésinu var bzedi betlibaukur og posi fyrir hvada kort sem vera kann.

In the cow-shed there were both a begging-box by the door,

and
facilities for any credit and debit cards could be used here to pay
-- I mean donate.

Gud kom malinu ekkert vid lengur, enda er hann nu ordid talinn vondi
karlinn, alls ekki eins godur og haldid hefur verid ad okkur. Jafnvel talid nu
a timum ad sagan sé 6ll a haus: Nu er sagt ad kolski sé godur fallinn engill
og i raun godi karlinn i ségunni.

That god named God was not in this story any more.

Besides, that he is now considered to be the bad guy,

definetely not as good as we have been told.

Even, nowadays it is suggested that the whole story is upside down:
Now some say that the devil is a good fallen angel, and

actually the good guy in the whole God-story.

Amma skrattans skemmti sér vio utbreida pa utgafu: 6mmubarnio mitt er
g60i karlinn.

Og hun tok ad sér ad sja um ad presturinn gat ekkert adhafst 1
Jesumyndarmalinu.

Amma Skrattans er miklu skeedari en fjandinn sjalfur, segir pjodsagan. Og
pjodsagan er pad sem menn trua.

The devil‘s grandmother took great deligth in
spreading that new version of the story: My grandson is the good guy!

She also undertook the amusing task of keeping the priest away from the
picture-theft case, see to that there was nothing he could do about it.

The devil‘s granny is much much more powerful than the devil himself, our
Icelandic folk-lores claim. And folk-lore is what people believe.
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