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are reflected in sea and sky until the eye
is almost dazzled with the loveliness of
the scene. I believe if I were banished
to Alaska I would sleep in the daytime

—

say from 8 a. m. to 5 p. m., — and revel

in the wakeful beauty of the other hours.
But the winter, and the endless night

of winter!—when the sun sinks to rest in
discouragement at three or foar o'clock

in the afternoon, and rises with a faint

heart and a pale face at ten or eleven in

the forenoon; when even high noon is

unworthy of the name— for the dull lu-

minary, having barely got above th^ fence
at twelve o'clock, backs out of it and
sinks again into the blackness of darkness
one is destined to endure for at least two
thirds of the four and twenty ! Since the
moan is no more obliging to the Alaskans
th;m the sun is, what is a poor fellow to
do? He can watch the aurora until his

eyes ache ; he can sit over a game of cards
and a glass of toddy—he can always get
the latter up there ; he can trim his lamp
and chat with his chums and fill his pipe
over and over again. But the night
thickens and the time begins to lag; he
looks at his watch, to find it is only 9 p.
m., and there are twelve hears between
him and daylight. It is a great land in


