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_EINAR STEPHENSON

In memoriam

Even though it is no longer then last summer,
two of those who offered us some of the greatest hospitality
on our visit to the Icelandic settlements in Canada have
already passed away. Mrs. Lalah, the wife of the Consul
of Iceland in Winnipeg, Mr. Grettir Johannsson, died
last autumn, and now, on the last day of winter, Einar
Stephenson of Red Deer, Alberta, died.

Finar was born on December 18th 1894 in Markerville,
Alberta. He was brought up in a farming community, studied
agricultural science, proved an outstanding student, and
subsequently became a big farmer in the Province of Alberta.
Einar was among the pioneers in Alberta in specializing
his farming operation, and most of the time laid the main
emphasis on the raising of beef cattle., A few years ago
his health gave way, whereupon he moved to the town of
Red Deer, which is situated not far away from his birthplace.
It was quite obvious that Einar was among its most respected
citizens, and he owned an attractive house there, in a very
fine location. Einar had an English-speaking wife, and
they had four children, two daughters and two sons. I did
not meet the two daughters,  but made the acquaintance of
both sons. Neither of them spoke Icelandic, while both
had a warm feeling of affection for the old country. At
least one of them said he was determined to visit Iceland
as soon as he could. He had studied pharmacology and lived
in Red Deer. The other one is a farmer just outside the town,
and father and son ran the farm together, where the main
activity is that of fattening beef cattle for the market.
The calves are bought from those who are known to own a
good stock, and then fattened for a few months. The aim
was to have each one of them gain two kilos a day, and
Einar said it paid much better to feed them on grain and
other fodder, than to let them graze in the field, since
this way they did not gain as much weight because of the
movement .

It was not only interesting to discuss farming with

Einar, but no less the life and living c¢onditi

ons of




Canadian-Icelanders in earlier days. He himself

was brought up in close vicinity with Stephan G.
Stephansson, and although the difference in their

age was considerable, he knew him and his people

very well indeed. Stephans daughter, Mrs. ROsa
Benediktsson, also lives in Red Deer, and they were
good friends until the very last. Stephan, nevertheless,
was no prophet in Einar”s eyes, and it was certainly
most interesting to hear the poet and his views
described by an intelligent neighbour, who had chosen
for himself a completely different role in life.

Perhaps the most interesting thing of all, though,
was to hear Einar speak of Iceland, which he had not
seen until a few years ago, then in poor health. What
he saw then he compared with the descriptions he had
heard as a child, and the great change that had taken
place for the better was quite clear to him. I think
I have met very few peonle who understood better than
Einar Stephenson what feats the Icelanders have performed
in settling Iceland anew and changing 1t ereatly for the
better in two or three generations. This insight I
appreciated all the more since Einar himself was a hero
in his own right who had made great achievements in life.
Dr. Sveinn Pérdarson, who wrote me of his death, said 1in
his letter: "And now he is gone, he loved Iceland more
than most other things in life, and was proud of his
Icelandic lineage". The Icelanders can also be proud
of their kinship with a man such as Einar Stephenson,

and one thing is certain: There are few people whose

acquaintance has afforded me greater pleasure than that of

Einar StephensOn,

Bjarni Benediktsson.
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