A DESCENT INTO THE MAELSTROM.
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hear anything? Do'you see any change in the
water "

We had now been about ten minutes upon the
top of Helsegzen, to which wehad ascended from
the intevior of Lofoden, so that we had caughtno
glimpse of the sea until it had burst upon us from
the summit.  As the old man spoke, I became
aware of « loud and gradually increasing sound,
like the moaning of a vast herd of buffaloes upon
an Amevican praivie ; and at the same moment I
perceived that what seamen term the chopping
character of the ocean beneath us, was rapidly
changing into a current which set to the castward.
Even while I gazed, this current acquired a mon-
strous velocity. Iach moment added to its
speed—to its headlong impetuosity. In five
minutes the whole sea, as far as Vurrgh, was
lashed into ungovernable fury; but it was be-
tween Moskoe and the coast that the main up-
roar held its sway. Ilere the vast bed of the
waters seamed and searred into a thousand con-
flicting channels, burst suddenly into phrensied
convulsion—heaving, boiling, hissing —gyrating
in gigantic and innumerable vortices, and all whivl-
ing and plenging on to the eastward with a rapid-
ity which water never elsewhere assumes except
in precipitous descents.

In a few minutes more, there came ovér the
scene another radical alteration.  The general
surface grew somewhat more smooth, and the
whirlpools, one by one, disappeared, while prodi-
gious streaks of foam Decame apparent where
none had been seen before. These streaks, at
fength, spreading out to a great distance, and
entering into combination, took unto themselves
the gyratory motion of the subsided vortices, and
seemed to form the germ of another more vast.
Saddenty—rvery suddenly — this assumed a dis-
tinet and definite existence, in a circle of more
than a mile in diameter.  The edge of the whirl
was represented by a broad belt of gleaming spray:
but no particle of this stipped into the mouth of
the terrific funnel, whose interior, as fur as the
eye could fathom it, was a smooth, shining, and
Jjet-black wall of water, inclined to the horizon at
an angle of some forty-five degrees, spreading
dizzily round and round with a swaying and swel-
tering motion, and sending forth to the winds an
appalling voice, half shriek, half roar, such as not
even the mighty cataraet of Niagara ever Iifts up
in itz agony to heaven.

The mountain trembled to its very base, and
the rock rocked. I thvew myself upon my face,
and clung to the scant herbage in an excess of
nervous agitation.

“This, said I at length to the old man— this !
can be nothing clse than the great whirlpool of
the maelstrom.”

“ 8o it is somectimes termed,” said he. We
Norwegians call it the Moskoe-strom, from the
island of Moskoe in the midway.”

The ordinacy accounts of this vortex had by no !
means prepaved me for what I saw. That of!
Jonas Ramos, which is perhaps the most circum- !
stantial of any, cannot impart the faiutest concep-
tion cither of the magnificence or of the horror!
of the seene, or of the wild hewildering sense of

could neither have been from the summit of Hel-
seggen, nor during a storm. There are some
passages of his description, nevertheless, which
may be quoted for their details, although their
effect is exceedingly feeble in conveying an im-
pression of the spectacle,

“Between Lofoden and Moskoe,” he says, “the
depth of the water i3 between thirty-six and forty
fathoms ; but on the other side, towards Ver
(Vurrgh), thisdepth decreases so as not to afford
a convenient passage for a vessel without the risk
of splitting on the rocks, which happens even in
the calmest weather.  When it is flood, the
stream runs up the country between Lofoden and
Moskoe with a boisterous rapidity ; but the roar
of its impetuous ebb to the sea is scarce equalled
by the loudest and most dreadful cataracts; the
uoise being heard several leagues off, aud the
vortices or pits ave of such extent and depth, that
if a ship comes within its attraction, it is incvit-
ably absorbed and carried down to the bottom,
and there beat to pieces against the rocks, and
when the water relaxes, the fragments thereof
arc thrown up again. But these intervals of
tranquillity are only at the turn of the ebb and
flood, and in calm weather, and last but a quarter
of an hour, its violence gradually returning,
When the stream is most boisterous, and its fury
heightened by a storm, it is dangerons to come
within a Norway mile of it. Boats, yachts, and
ships have been carried away by not guarding
against it before they were within itsreach. It
likewise happens frequently, that whales come too
near the stream, and are overpowercd by its vio-
lence ; and then it is impossible to describe their
howlingsand bellowings in their fruitless struggles
to disengage themselves. A bear once, attempt-
ing to swim-from Lofoden to Moskoe, was caught
by the stream and borne down, while he roared
“erribly, so as to be heard on shore.  Lavge stocks
of firs and pine trees, after being absorbed by the
current, rise again broken and torn to such a
de jvee as if the bristles grew upon them. This
plainly shows the bottom to consist of cragg
vocks, among which they are whirled to and fro.
This stream is regulated by the flux and reflux of
the sea—it being constantly high and low water
every six hours.  In the year 1643, early on the
morning of Sexagesima Sunday, it raged with such
noise and impetuosity that the very stones of the
hous.s an the coast fell to the ground.”

In regavd to the depth of the water, T could
not see how this'could have been ascertained at
all in the immediate vicinity of the vortex. The
“forty fathoms” must have reference only to
portions of the chaunel close upon the shore
cither of Moskoe or Lofoden. The depth in the
centre of the Moskoe-strom must be immensurably
greater; and no better proof of this fuct is neces-
sary than can he obtained from even the sidelong
glance into the abyss of the whir! which may be
hiad from the highest crag of Hclseggen.  Look-
ing down from this pinnacle upon the howling
Phlegethion below, I could not help smiling at the
stmplicity with which honest Jonas Ramus records,
a8 a matter dilicult of belief, the ancedotes of the
whales and bears; for itappeared to me, in fact,

the novel which coufounds the beholder. I am'a sclfevident thing, that the largest ship of the
not sure from what point of view the writer in{line in existence, coming within the influence of

question surveyed it, rer at what time; but it

thit déadly attraction, could resist it aglittlc ag &



