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crop of wild oats while they watch the
sheep upon the foothills pick theirs. (avena
Jatua), “comrades of the wolf and owl.”
One of the great randieros told me that
during one year he employed on his
ranch a bishop’s son, a banker, an edior,
a civil engincer and a book-keeper; at
least two of them being college alumni.
The brilliant and eccentric. Lockwood,
sometime an ornament of the San Fran-
cisco bar, once found congenial refuge for
a brooding melancholy in. the vagabond-
izing of a_sequestered sheep-walk. At
least one of the poets of Australi—a race
among whom the monstrous custom of
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suicide seems to be contagious—while
away some of his heavy hours in the oc-

cupation made illustrious by “Jamie the

poeter. )

T have scen following the sheep a bank-
rupt genius who was always carryin,
about with him and reading 4 quantity o
poems and pagraph clipped fiom the
newspapers. “Alexander the Great,” he
said, “always carried with him a piece of

d litemure—Homer, to wit, lid
nightly under his pillow. In my humble
way, sir, 1 imitate his examplé; and to
make sure that the literature shall be good,
T write it myself.”
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H, well, we will
have to wait for
our extra men
and ponies, and
that will be
three or four

leer region.
four days.
rematks took place in the
visitor's toom of an Icelandic hut
situated on the banks of Myvaru (Mid
e), in the northem part of the island.
This oom was the familiar Icelandic spare
room, just off the dark, narrow burrow,
which in this country answers for the en-
trance, store-room, dog kennels and work-
shop. It differed from all the other rooms
in the house by having a board floor and a
window, in which were stretched several
picces of translucent sealskin, through
which the sun’s mys fitfully penetrated.
The walls and roof were of lava and sod,
while a small whisky keg, wich both ends
out, answered for a chimney and ven-
tlator. In  this ¢ 8 fo

seated around a goeasy deal table, st
several young and prematurely bronzed
men, répresenting Several nationalities.
All Short, stout and thickly set; none of
them very clean or freshly shaven. They
were a small party of explorers and

ists, not o mention the jolly pair of

g sts, wh

reing
‘We'll be back in three or
These

scientists,
‘special correspondents” and ar
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were hand and glove with a few ardent

nglish sportsmen who had joined the
party in order to partake of the advantages
that a fully-equipped exploring expedition
offered them, ©rz, safe conduct, pleasant
companions ‘and the best native' guides
and interpreters. After a hard journey of
two weeks from the capital, these Nimrods
had reached their grounds, and here in-
tended to spend some five weeks in pur-
suing their ‘sport; while we were less for-
funate, having as yet only reached the

rder, whence our severe and dangerous
work was to be pushed straight actoss the
unknown desert in the interior.

As it would take several days to rest,
cut our lug%lage own to the smallest
possible weight and size, make our pem-
Inican, test our instruments, and wait for
our dilatory natives, 1 concluded to go
north and ‘see if there were reindeer in
that bleak and uninviting_region, both as
a matter of sport and information; hence
the_conversation quote X

night we ‘were all busy cleanin
ovethaniane: ifles: Topaciang:
dles, picking ponies to take with_us, pack-
ing ' provisions, sorting ammunition and
studying charts. Our good host and many
of his neighbors, who had ridden miles to
see the “crazy Englishmen,” stood look-
in in utter astonishment at our
activity, not being able to understand
how we could count our doings by fime,
and wondering why we would” exert our-
selves to do in one night what could be
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done so_easily by taking a week for it
Every little ‘article of ours would be
icked up several times by mine host and
is friends, who would ask the most ludi-
crous questions and receive the answers
with an extremely incredulous_expression
on their generally immobile features, In
return for our kindness they would tell us
the most startling stories regarding the
terrors of the country we were about fo
penetrate. Mine host begged of us not to
go, and tried to frighten us off by repeat-
ing the general belief of the existence of
fertile valleys in the heart of these deserts,
ilegumen—lurking in

ing expanse of

the lava crags; of

owliny
wildemness, and of ghosts, phantoms and
at any moment might dis-
d spirit you away to their
5 ile these oft-

watched by our peasant friends as closely
as a cat watches a mouse. Now and
then confidential remarks were passed
between the Icelanders and our guides,
who, T am inclined to think, tolg them
many a Munchausen story which would
have put our correspondent of the Daily
Prodromos to task if he tried to equal them.
Our guides delighted in the self-glorifica-
tion of telling them tremendous stories of
our_ fabulouswealth, abilities, knowledge
and plans. Now and then the young
people of the household would”come
timidly into the room and ostentatiously
take from an old Norse bureau some tri

of dress, omament or book, holding it so
as to be seen by all present, and looking
very chagrined if no attention was paid t
it, but at the same time attempting to ap-
pear very unconscious of anything that
wwas goinig on around them. This is their
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simple method of exhibiting their little
treasures, which we would find placed in
some incongruous position in other parts of
the hu for us to notice. I remember with
what pride the eldest daughter, ably as-
sisted E;)y her mother, extracted from their
treasure box a pair of embroidered ladies’
unmentionables, made for 2 woman who
must have had the build of a Titan, and
placed them upon my saddle where I found
them when going to get it before turning

Eight o'clock found us ready to start,
but as the Doc. wanted a few hours’ sleep)
we gave him until two A. M. As it was in
mid-summer, we had the sun_practically
up during the whole twenty-four hours.
Awakening the Doc, at the appointed
time, we were soon devouring (we never
eat) our frugal breakfast. Doc. caught our

ponies, Gisli packed our boxes, while

sorted our provisions, which con-
sisted of dried stock fish, pemmican, coffee
and canned milk. Tt took us over two
hours to get our packs properly adjusted
so as to be secure, as one of the most
tiresome and aggravating experiences one
has traveling in Iceland is the continual
feaking, faling or wetting of one’s most
precious impedimenta. We packed our
ammunition and instruments upon our
tallest pack-horse, our sleeping bags, pro-
visions, etc., upon another, and took a
spare tiding pony apiece, as well as one
for the luggage, so severe is the traveling
here as fo necessitate the changing of
ponies every two hours. ;

Whistling to the dogs and shouting back
some forgotten orders, we trotted down
the deep and narrow path leading to the
Volcano Krafla [pronounced Krablal,
distant a day’s ride.

We were going into a bleak and barren
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where we should be obliged to
way across burning caldrons,
springs, hornitos, cones and
craters with sundry outliers. Our first
stage led up sulphurous hills, upon which
onr horses’ hoofs would throw up solid
balls of sickening sulphur, burning and
terrifying our animals. Huge bowlders of
solid sufphar, weighing soveral tons, were
passed. Beyond, Stretched hot sand de.
serts, which we must soon pass, and we
could already see the bleaching skeletons
of former adventurers shining in the sun.
But this is not the place to describe this
immense sonfricre. The scenery
the Red Sea is a fertile oasis compared
with this burnt-out_hell frst._camp
was in the midst of “little hell” where a
blinding storm compelled us o’ halt, and
we were soon surrounded by the mephitic
vapors, without a blade of grass to be seen
for our tired and hungry nags. A more
desolate-looking place I have never seen.
Possibly, like Don Quixote's market wo-
man on’ the ass, it was susceptible of im-
provement under the influence of an
ardent imagination; but all but the cor-
respondent lacked the proper amount of
imagination.
he noon of the second day found us at
the northern base of Krafla, where we
intended o locate our camp. To the north-
cast and west stretched the vast Icelandic
desert, while away off in_the south-east
could be seen the much disputed Herdu-
bried, looking like an inverted toy top, its
apex appearing in 2 beautiful eomine
mantle. Around us in all directions loom-
ed up the volcanic mountains, tall, gaunt,
black and weird. Here and there could
be seen streams of lava from the old, rusty
cones of Burnt Nial time down fo the
black, slow-moving one of to-day; each
streain showing its incised course as
plainly as the powerful and destructive

Tacial river Yokulsa, which we coul

iscern in the east, tearing and roaring
along, looking like a tarnished silver
streak, ungil it reaches its falls—higher
than_any Europe can boast of—when it

radually sweeps everything
cfore it, and carries its prey into the arms
of the pere arctigue.

We immediately turned in for a few
hours sleep, as we should be obliged to
start early in the afternoon to reach_the
feeding grounds of the reindeer. The
camp was aroused at four p.n., and while
discussing our dinner we settled upon the
plans for the hunt.

district,
ick o
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We had noticed while ascending Krafla
several freshly cast-off horns in a long,
narrow gorge. It was decided that Doc.
should conceal himself at the entrance to
this gorge and that Gisli should ascend
to_the summit of the mountain with a
air of binoculars and signal flag, and
cep a sharp look for the deer; while T was_
to go to the north to find the remnants of
a sheep hut which had existed before it
was, with its once smiling acres, destroyed
by Tcelands curse, volcanic activity
"We thought that possibly some few
feet of the former pasture might still be
remaining, in which case it would afford
good feeding ground for our game. This
proved to be true, for after an hour's ride,
Picking my way over yawning chasmns
iling springs and mihiature volcanoes,
T arrived at a broken-down kva and tu
hut. The lwva stream had swept by the
entrance so close as to burn and char the
wooden posts that made the door-way,
but on cither side lay several acres of rich
grass, and, better still, fresh reindeer
tracks and Several discarded pair of horns,
While just at the cdge of the small fva
stream, a_small stream of water percolated
through the spongy scoriae, forming a pool
of fresh water.

t took me over an hour to dig my way
into the hut, but 1 was well paid for my
Tabors. On_eéntering 1
hidden, with room enough inside to hide
my small pony, and apertures enough in
the walls to_command all points of the
compass, and with my powerful glass to
keep a_good look-out for Gisli upon the
mountains, where he may—

“Toil and sweat, and yet be freczing cold.”

Knowing that it would be useless to
expect the deer for several hours, I opened
my sleeping bag, took out my pipe and
sat down to write up my notes. Thar
done, I went out and brought in my pony,
a0l thon, ok up iy gk !
Now, a word or o concerning the e
istence of reindeer in Iceland.
Although several bears, arctic foxes,
etc., are Kled each year upon the island,
none of them are indigenous to the island,
but come over, either voluntarily or other-
wise, from Greenland on the ice. The
country is pre-eminently a volcanic one;
too poor to support any animal in_the
interior, and the game which land from
Greenland, soon becomes weak and hun-
ry and falls an easy prey to the Icelander.
“have seen several dead bears in the
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lava fields, who had escaped the eye of
the peasant on the coast, and wandering
o the interior soon starved. The rein
deer fure differenlys they, can run er
the lava fields, and feed upon the moss,
and the weedy, sedgy and spumy grass
found azound “the sulphur flds. e
over, they have never known any
existence, and have their own rums, con-
ined to be sure, but until our mml
pever molested by bumnan beings. Som

years ago a drove of reindeer were im-
Ported Trom Norway with the intention
of domesticating them; bur cither through

my
the carelessness of rhe natives or the cruel
dxsadmnmgee of the island, it was thought
].\ . But the last few years has
p that & fow fou
xsrence in the interior,
incognita never being traveled over
natives, the reins deer increased, until at
present there are severl hundreds in the
northern desert. It redxcr that
the rifle of the humer .md ever-in-
creasing volcanic_forces will s ar,
terminate these few. Until three years
u o ro tell a native that you had “seen
indeer was to put yourself on a
level wuh lunatic, in’ their estimation.
ven now, there is not one native in two
hundred who will believe that the reindeer
exist; and in two years' residence upon
the xslmd I never met with but three na-
tives outside of my party who had ever
seen the animals. Even these thought it
was sure death to try and reAch rhmr
country.

For three hours I sat in the hut keepin
a close 1oukm\( down the ravine, as we
as upon n the mountain, My
watch begAn to be wearsome, md T wis
first contemplating moving further on to
scour the country, when
aking frantic and absurd si
feet, hands and signal flag.
mean?. ad proper msm\cuons for
sxgmlmg the approach of any game.
ave an attack of that disease so
prevalent in his_country—epilepsy> What
i the name of Thor is the trouble? I
turned around and surveyed the country;
not a sign of a living beirig could be seen.
rned around and leveled my lass at
the mountains; Gisli was gone! What in
the name of all that's volcanic does he
mean by deserting his post? These
thoughts’ passed through my mind as 1
stoo% wondering what to do. Then
knowing that T could do nothing but wait,
sat down and turned my thoughts to
what a scolding T would give Gisli when
e came back. Still, T thought, upon
second reflection, he may drive the deer,
if such he has seen, towards the Doc. or,
better still, towa ]
assed away, and 1 had given up all
opes of seeng the deer and was now
only v g for my comr\dest come to
the” hut 1s Agreed n. T began to feel
leepy and gminterosted, and gradually
found myself reclining and. going into a
sleey

ang! whirr! whire! pater! patter!
patter! startled me from what must have
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been a sound sleep. 1 sprang up, bump-
ing my head against the turf roof of my
hut in the fa;“, grabbed my rifle, and
oked my head through the orice window.
What 2 grand Sight 1 sawl Not fifty
yards front me, on a high mass of lwa,
stood a magnificent gray buck, his ex-
tended nostrils panting, and his eyes
gleaming with terror, while behind Him
were the trembling forms of his famiy.
Wich excited and shaking hands T poked
my rifle through the aperture, and had
ot sighted, when a human head appeared
just to the right of the drove. With a cry
ight the leader of the drove made a
magnificent spring and ran_down the
ravine. At that moment 1 fired, and—oh,
—T missed him! I fired again
ly, and this time a young buck,
just in the rear of the leader, stumbled
fell on his fore-legs, arose again, and
rolled over dead. Before 1 had time to
emerge from the hut the drove had disap-
peared down some of the numerous ritfs
and T had lost them. I ran over to where
my trophy lay, and found that my bullet
had entered the shoulder, crushed through
the bone and touched the heart. I joy-
fully sat down, lighted my pipe, and
Blested my go0d e And T had season
to do so, for this was the second reindeer
known to have been shot in Iccland; and
1 had boasted before leaving the capital
that 1 would bring one back if they ex-
isted there. In 4 Tew minutes the Dot,
appeared; crest-fallen_he certainly did
Took, and it was some time before 1 could
get his story from him.
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While attempting to reach his grounds
he found that there were fresh tracks going
around the other side of the mountain.
He followed them for several hours, and
discovered that the reindeer had a régular
track running along the bottom of these
tremendous riffs in the lava bed. He
found the right one, through which ran a
streamlet on the banks of which grew the
small willow upon which the deer fed.
After getting into the riff it grew deeper
and deeper, until it was impossible for
him to make any signs to the upper world,
or to inform Gisli where the deer were.
He hurried on, and must have gone some
cight miles when the riff opened almost at
the door of my hut. Here he caught
sight of his game, and, too excited to wait
for a good shot, he banged away at a
pair of antlers. This was the shot that
caused me_to_awake so hurriedly. “Had
he seen Gisli" “No; not since we left
him at the base of the mountain.” When
T told him of the pantomime that I last
saw Gisli_attempting, he was rude enou
to think it was a good joke, and heartily
laughed over its recital.

After putting our game upon my pony
we started for the mountain; Doc. to as-
cend to where we last saw Gisli; I to take
the ponies and go around to the other
side ‘of the voleano. After reaching the
point where Doc. should descend, I tied
the ponies head to tail, shouldered my
sifle, and went in search of Gisli. 1 had
been searching for over an hour, shouting
most of the time, before I met with any
success. At last 1 heard a voice answer-
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ing me, and following the direction from
where it came, 1 discovered my man., He
was sitting on the edge of a chiasm, at the
bottom of which lay @ small deer, singing
to himself, and when he discovered me
jumped up, and pointing down into the
left of the rocks, shouted, “Me shoot
him; me shoot him rapid; 'me in Rey-
Kjavik bring. See, he dead” all of which
was delivered in 4 rapid manner, mingled
with expressions of joy in his own tongue.
1 first looked around for his gun, and, s I
expected, it was nowhere fo be found,
He hadn't thought of a lictle matter like
that. In fact, he was too excited to think
of anything but the deer and what a hero
e would be among his people. 1 soon
v from the position of the reindeer that
he never could have shot it from where
he stood, and the entrance to the riff was
too great a_distance for him fo have come
from, 1 soberly asked him how he shot
the deer, and fie proudly told me that the
deer was running down the Gja (iff), that
he fired at it and killed it instantly. 1
asked him where his gun was, and he
actually had the brass to tell me that it
was up on the mountain. I found the
foot-prints of the deer right where we
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stood, and asked him if the deer didn't
come’ down this way. “Oh, yes I thou-
sands of them go here; me ‘shoot one!”
“Wlhere is the buck, Gisliz’ “He no
died; off go” I thought it was wicked to
ask him to lie any more, as I knew he
would do enough of that when he reached
his people. So 1 compelled him to return
to my pony, which he did ‘sorrowfully.
On sceing my deer he regained his former
glee, and grew almost frantic when he
saw its grand proportions, and if my
Boxes only had had half the care on

journcy that he took of that deer,
could safely have carried a crockery”
shop with me.

Upon the return of Doc. I told him of
the joke, and we explained it in this
manner: Gisli had caught sight of a poor,
lost fawn, hardly weaned, had dropped
everything in his excitement, rushed down
the mountain, and chased after it. The
animal, frighténed so as to lose its head,
rushed headlong over the precipice. Gisli,
forgetful of everything else, sat down and
contemplated his trophy. 1 feel con-
vinced thatthis later-day Munchausen
believes to-day that he has proven o us
his art to shoot deer without a gun.

THE MAN IN THE MOON.

Do you remember the clouds in the sky,
And the man in the moon peepin thiough,
ith twinklin

How he winked at a star witl

g eye

The night | was whispering to you?

The music and chorus of insect bands
ng vespers to valley and

The sof, fender clasp of tvo trembling hands—
o they live in your memory still?

The summer has gone and the bat lies hid
"hat was watching the moment of bliss,
When you askd me to tell what it was Katy did,
And T silenced your lips with a kiss.

The sad willow weeps, the oak sighs and grieves
For the voices that then filled the air,

And storms hurl a mountain of autumn dead leaves
O'er my hopes, lying tomb'd in despair.

The man in the moon has gone to his rest,
And our star sheds no twinkle of light

The clouds, like a pall, overshadow my breast,
And my love-dream has ended in night.

Raszr Ben Tomr



