











asksifanybody haslostthis, viz: my pannikin,thank heaven: Eyrar-
he found it just at the beginning of the Skeid, and Einar was bakki
for letting it lie there on the score of honesty,but our {riend,

having an inkling of my ways, let us say, insisted on bring-

ing it on.
I.‘%’Vell, we pile the luggage up in the boat, every scrap of it,
string more of the horses together, Faulkner and I on one
side taking two each, and Magnusson and Evans other two;
we perch ourselves on the saddles, the horses are lugged and
driven in and off we go again: to me unused it is rather ex-
citing work ; we have orders to do our best to help any horse
that seems flagging, and on no account to let go; however,
they mostly swam very well with their noses up, snorting and
blowing furiously as the ice-cold water washed right over
their heads every instant ; we were swept a long way down by
the tide, so far as to be quite close to the rocky bar, on which
we could see the breakers dashing, while we ourselves seem-
ed almost level with the cold grey sea outside. Well, we
scrambled ashore presently and walked along the strand to-
wards the place opposite to where we started: now I that
morning had forgotten to put my slippers away in my box
till it was duly on the pack-saddle, so thrust them into the
pocket of my waterproof coat,and had found them safe when
I put it on on the other side of Olfusd during a shower: but
now a misgiving coming over me, I put my hand into my
pocket, and draw out only one slipper—well there is no help
for it, so on I trudge, till I come up with the others, and tell
them of my loss with some hesitation on my part and much
jubilation on theirs; then we mounted, and rode about 2 mile
into the trading station of Eyrarbakki, our resting place that
night: a collection of a few turf-built houses, a big wooden
store and the merchant’s house, all clustered about a bit of
green close tothe low rock-strewn beach: a schooneralso was
lying just off the bar of the Olfusa, for nothing bigger than
a row-boat (if that), can get into it* from the sea: the place
looks, and is, a very insecure roadstead.
We went straight to Mr. Thorgrimsson the merchant’s
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house* to ask for quarters; he was out, but Magnuisson saw
his wife and set the matter straight, and presently Thor-

msson himself came in with another man, the doctor of
the Westman Isles, and greeted us, of course in that queer
shy way that made one doubt at first if we were welcome:
however in we go and wash, and get to talk with our host,
who as well as the Westman doctor, and a Danish partner
Le-Folij, talks English very well: the fellow-traveller also
comes in presently: he calls himself an Italian and looks like
one and talks with a foreign accent; but his name is no more
unenglish than just—Dapples. Thorgrimsson makes us
great cheer and 1s very talkative and merry: his house is a
pretty wooden one with big low-ceilinged rooms of the ship’s
cabin aspect: we have a big supper at a round table of roast
mutton and all the northern delicacies,which I am quite used
to now, and so to bed in various dens, I in acomfortable little
room with a real clean bed, of course of the northern type,
i.e. a feather bed under you and another over you: never-
theless sleep came easy.



