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iiiidnighit. But there wvas a thousand
feet of climbing to do, so there wvas
only tiine to put a forget-me-not in
my notebook and begin the ascent.
Once the steep Wall is scaled one
llnds himself on the usual. ndulat-
ing floor of the N1ýorwcgiian fjelds,
covered withi loose stones, between
which, mosses and llowers made
a hiard struggle for life. Blocks of
-white quartz gave a ghastly toucli
here and there arniid the sombre
greys. The granite column com-
iiiemoratingy King, Oscar's visit a few
years ago wvas only a half-mile's wvalk
from whlere we ascended, and a
youngr Norwegian and I, who were
the flrst up, were soon there.

The rising ground behind slmt
the othiers out of view, and the sunilit
billows, sweeping'c in tili lost to sight
before breaking at the foot of the
clff' far below, were simply glorions.
There was a strange sCIIse of vast-
ness anda solitudfe about the scene.
It was the spot and time f or dream
and sentiment. Would the icy and
unconquerable polar sea soften in
the gentle sunshine, and in the
mufled roar of lier w'aves disclose
to the awe-struck listener sorne of
lier long-kept secrets ? ,Alas ! if
people would only let one alone!
Bère cornes a motley crowad, jokzing
and exclairning in haif the ian-
guages of Europe-and sentiment
vanishes at .the pop of champagne
botties.

A French lady came up with great
display and took a suitable pose en-
circled by lier admnirers. A sailor
had pulled from before, and a-nother
had propelledl frorn behind ; stili
how she got up at-ail in those slioes
vas a mystery, and commanded al
admiration. But meantime a dark
line of fog erept up from. the north
and sprang suddenly upon us, whirl-
ing in vapour wreaths up the gorges,
hiding the sun with its dun clouds,
and turning hues of gold to brass.
The sailors hurried us back to the
ship, for losing one's self in a fog on

these dreary fjelds has its unplcas-
ant features.

Whlen we rcached the edge of the
steep descent to the fjord the slip,
seemed close beneath ns, and was
stili bathed in warni light ; but the
fog closed in whlen we got on board,
and in a few minutes the gloomy
North, Cape and the rosy mountain
across thc fjord faded from view.

It was hialf-past two, and most of
us turned in to sleep as well as the
annoying daylighit would permit.
Blessed is darkncss whien you want
to sleep. N-\othing delighted mie
more on oir way south than to see
the lamps lighitcd again about ten
o'clockz one evening. Thieir dingy
light, and the semi-darkness outside,'were charming. We are haif crea-turcs of dlarkness anyway, and some
of us even love darkness rather than
liglit in a very proper sense.

In the mnidst of my dreams, sadly
dihitcd rs they w'ere by the daylight,
came a strange grating noise. The
ship sliuddered in every timber. and
tipped tili we were rollcd ont of our
berths amid the crashing of lamips
and srnashingr of everything loose
and breakable. There -was a rush
and seramble to, reach the deck,
wvhich wvas no easy matter frorn the
pounding of the ship and the great
slope of the companion staircase to
one side. Once on deck, our alarin
fled. There beside nus wvas a solid
rock, stretching off into the mist, 80,

there was no danger. The ship's
bows were well up on the rocks. If
she had struck the Northi Cape in-
stead of Knivskjaerodden very few
conld have escaped, for there is deep
ivater np to the beetling ciifs them-
selves and she would have sunk im.-
mediately. There would have been
but littie foothold for swimmers in
the icy water to climb tlie perpendi-
cular face of the North Cape, and
even if one rearhed the top, the p- j
peet would have been pretty hope-
]ess, for it is part of a desolate and
deserted island.
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