








Bolavellir into hummocks as so much of the grass land in Iceland is, I
don’t know why : this got worse and worse till at last it grew
boggy as it got near another spur of the lava-field, and then
we were off it on to the naked lava, which was here like the
cooled eddies of a molten stream: it was dreadful riding to
me unused, but still as I stumbled along, as nervous as
might be, I saw the guides galloping about over it as they
drove the train along, with hard work, at a smart trot: for
me, [ didn’t understand it at all, and hung behind a good
way in company of Faulkner: but we were getting near our
camping ground now, and the peaked mountain-wall lay
before us, falling back into a flat curve just above our rest-
ing place: streamsoflava tumbled down the mountain-sides
here and there; notably on one to our north, Hengill by
name; on whose flank its tossed-up waves looked most
strangely like a great town in the twilight we were riding
through now. Well, Faulkner and I pushed on as well as we
could, and at last saw the lava end in the first green slopes of
the hill-spurs, where Magnusson stood by his horse waiting
for us; we rode gladly enough on to the grass, and, turning
a little, cantered along the sfopc and down into a plain that
lay in the bight under the hills, in the middle of which I saw
the train come to a stand: so riding through a moss at the
slope’s end we came into a soft grassy meadow bordered by
a little clear stream and jumped off our horses after a ride of
six hours and a half. It wasa cold night though clear and
fine, and we fell hard to work to unpack the tents and pitch
them while the guides unburden the horses, who were soon
rolling about in every direction, and then set to work dili-
gently to feed: the tents being pitched, Magnisson and
Faulkner set to work to light the fire, while Evans and 1
went about looking for game, about the hill-spurs and the
borders of a little tarn between the lava and our camp: it was
light enough to see to read; wonderfully clear but not like
daylight for there were no shadows at all: I turned back
often from the slopes to look down on the little camp and
the grey smoke that now began to rise up,and felt an excite-
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ment and pleasure not easy toexpress: till [ had to get to my Bolavellir
shooting which I didn’t like at all; however I shot two
golden plovers and came back to camp with them, where I

ound Faulkner rather deje@ted over his fire, which was
sulky: but we soon got it into a blaze, boiled our kettle and
made some tea, for we had brought some cold mutton from
Reykjavik and did not want any other cooking: so we eat
our supper, and then heated more water for grog while the
guides lay about watching us, till they having a dram from
us went off to a little hut of refuge near the tarn-side, and
we wi'igglcd into our blankets and so ended our first day of
travel.
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