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dest.  As s00n as the coucort was over 1 eat in tho bows lookinx]; ut tho
most splendid panorswn it has ever been wy lot to see. It was 50 liot that
a liin white gown was comfottable, though tho wind was high. It was a
rogular sirocco and camo in warm puffs,

Saturday, 17th.  Woarrived at Hammorfest at 6 &, m, nud wont eatly on
¢hore. It 18 not a pretty place and is chiclly roemarkablo ns bwing tho most
gorthery town in the world, I got a chair lout me and sat in oue of tho
uatrow stroots with quite & littlo coutt round me, many of tho children
knitting stockings, cr makiug crochot edyinge. Somo of thom came with
me to show me tho ahops. 1 bought o moat charming stick, sud a bell of &
seculisr shapo which they havg around their cows’ nocke. ‘The furs are
ood and choap too. Thero is a Roman Catholic church both hero and at

Tromso, but both weve shut 1 was sorry, as I think a chuich ought always
tobo open.  Tho hoat was too groat to bo ploasant, and thoro is a porvading
el of cod liver oil. 1 was glad tv got out to sea again, as when wa did it
becamo at cnco cool and pleasant. Wo reached the North Cupoe the samo
evening ot 10 p. . For an hour or ¢o hoforu thore was a good deal of sen
on, thure always is moro or less thoto. It faces the immenso Arclic ocean,
of which ono hug always hoard 80 much that at last to sco it uven was a
delight. Lho North Cape itsolf is a dark groy slate-colored rock, ouc of a
chait: ; ou ono side thero is & curious horn, exactly tho shapo ol that of a
thinoceros.  Grim and atern it stands, tho uncompromising guardisn of
tho 1sud from the ancroaching sea. I saw a glacier in one of the crevasses
and patches of snow here and thero. 1 suppuso in wintor it is quito
coversd, 1 had hoard that thero was no vegutation horo, but that is a mis-
take, &s I returned to tho ship with my arms full of flowera, Thoy grow in
profusion, among others the yollow pausy. There wero two Norwegiaus
thore, who, during tho short summer, livo in n woodon hut and sell wine to
visitors. It was « steep climb, but thore is a ropo to help pooplo by the
sido of tho path. We had to climb quickly to see all we could as we had
to return o tho ship as soon aftor midnight us possible. Thoey wure nervous
about a fog coming on or the wind getting up. However, I sat down sowe-
times in a grasty placo ulmost buried in wild flowers, whils o balmy wind
helped to cool we. I was glad to reach tho top, where thero is au immenso
siretch of tableland and the air was so light and pure, I felt almost as if I
could fly. At tho highest point an obelisk has been placed to commoutorate
the visit of King Oscar in 1873, and the viow therv is indescribably grand—
oue saw nothing but bouudless sea and sky all round, the stecp clills and
precipices stevped in a clear pale light which had something uuearthly
about it. ‘I'ho sun never set, but as ut Tromso, sank noar the horizun aud
then slowly ruse again. After my climb I must confess 1 was glad to have
some Hock, which Genoral L., who had gone on before, had ready for me.
The Norwegians had brought it to the obolisk. I stayed with the othors
only a short time and thun went back by myself. [ wanted to get some
flowers, and also, to thoroughly sp).reciato such a scene, ouo ovught to be
alone or with soman kindred spirit. How true it iz that it is wo ouselves
who give the color to everything, as in all naturo ‘Fennyeon ounly heard aud
saw tho voize and form of him he loved, and sang:

“Thy volee is on the rolliug alr,
1 hear thee where the watem run ;
“Thou standest in the rising sun,
At in the setting thon avt fuir,
. . . - - .

And every pubse of wind and wave
Recalls, in change of light or gloow,
My old affection of the tomb .
And my prine passivn in the grave.™

Ou that wind-swopt height, nothing but the immensity of sky aud ses
near me, no soutd to be hoard but the “note of some fur off Lird,” the
wind as it rushed past wo scemed to speak of other “ lonely lands” whoro
sleep my best Seloved, soldiers all, brave mon and true, and as that voice
of daysdeparted died away, it seomed to sigh ¢ thotender graco of a day that
is dead will never come back to me!"  Never horo, forover there. Ah'!
when and whero is that « there?” One uever folt oue's own nothingness
moro than all alone thore, with ouna's back to Kurope, und facing that
wysterious sea from which so many have never returned. Uno realised that
“time pssses away liko a shadow, bat thou art tho samo, and thy yoars
shall not fail”

At widnight a gun from tho ship waraed us it was timeo to Jdescend, and
everyons hurried down c. fast as thoy could. Que, & professor of geology,
who was probably looking move at his beloved svonee than at his feet, foll
and rolled over and over. I shought ho would never stop, but at last he did,
uuch to my relief and no doubt to hisown.

It was rather difficult gotting into the boats, as the stones ware slippery,
but the sailors helped us, and wo were soon rowed back over Lhe swolling
waves aud safely on board, thoroughly dolighted with the expedition.

We found everyono on board up still. Some had boen fishing and had
aught somu curious looking fish, A charming supper was ready, in which
all joiued, and champagne, which was most acceptable after our climb. The
wenu was dated, ¢ North Capo, Midnight Sun Supper.” Tho hoalth of our
host, tho owner of the ship, who was on board with his wife, was proposed
by Sir ——, ono of tho passengors, and drunk with onthusiasrn. How the
poor stewards managed 1o oxist with no slesp is an onigwa to mo. Tho
pumser, too, is worthy of all praise; he is kind to overyone and always
pleasavt.  After supper 1 folt quite remontde aud went on deck, whero the
sun was shining more brightly than bofore, and wo wore stoaming south. I
slood and looked at the North Capo as it faded slowly out of sight, and
thought of the darkness in which for a great part of the year it is shrouded,
only lightened by tho stars and Aurora Rorealis, and the moon when thore
Is one, and of those times of black darkness whon thore is bad weatber or
afog, which is at all times so frequent and so much droaded horo, I should

lik(l) to liave gono on Lo Spitsbergon, that land of ‘co, grisly boars, soals and
waliuges,

We played cricket with a tied Lall until 3,30 a, 1., whon we wont for-
ward on tho fos’sloto seo Bitd Ialand, which looked lovely in tho clear
worniug light.,  As wo passed it the ship fired o gan, which brought out
myrinde of white birde, their wings glistening m tho sun, They darkenod
tho air and looked liko a heavy snow-shower.  Horoe and thato, there was a
puflin, bigger and darker than the rest.  ‘They wheeled round nud round as
long ax the ship was in sight.  Biedeckor sayr, the owner of this island, who
lives ou it, makes a groat doal of monoy by the «le of the gulls’ cggs,
“while the birds themselves aro used for foddor, and aro prepared for this
Jurposo by boing buried in the earth for a timo, and are afterwards packed
in casks,” but as ¢ fodder ’ for whnt kind of man or hHowt ho sayeth not.
A# soon 88 wo had passed tho island wa rotired and it must have been 1
u m. before wo slept, comforted by the thought that breakfast was not to
be until 12 o'clock.

Sunday, July 18th, I got upat 9a. m. Really one secms to be ablo to
do vory littlo sleop in this ciimate, und able, like n dog, to curl ounesell up
and go to sleep ut any moment ono chooses.  All day we continued to pass
gplendid sconery, 1ango after rango of snowy mountains. At 3 p. m. wo
had servico in the saloon, read by a clorgyman, one of the pasiengers, and
aftorwards a collection for tho Aged Morchant Seamon’s bonofil, to which I
gladly gave what 1 could, as I think sailors deserveall wa can do for them, sud
when one thinks of how much they suller so constantly and so bravoly, ono can
but wonder at thoir courage and ondurance. I think firomen are porfect
martyra. A short time ngo in the Red Sea, ono camn up from tho ongino
room and jumped overhoard, poor follow : one could hardly help thinking
he was well out of it.

In tho ovening wo touched at Tromso for our lettors, which had not
arrived when wo were liero boforoe. The woeathor was colder and misty,
Weo had some music after dinnor in tho music room on deck.

Monday, 19th. It pourad all day, but ¢leared towards the ovoning, I
vceupied myself wiiting, reading and sleoping until dinner, which was half
an hour carlier, as there was to be s coucerl in tho saloon, given by the
“Coylon Minstrels,” as the stowards called th-.msclves, and they really
amnused us vory much. ‘Tho piano accompaniment was plaved by s young
stoward without sny music ; he played everything by ear.  Ho must bave
a great natural talont as ho does not kuow his notes. ‘I'ho songs wore both
comic and sentimontal. One which was much appreciated began—

“Oh ! the beautiful, bewtiful ocean !

Oh ! the up and down, up and down wotion **
and reealled all too vividly the sufferings somo of us had undergone. When
it was over we went ou deck to seo a spleadid sky and the last view of the
lofoden Islunds. The sun made un effectual attompt at seiting at about
11.20 p. m, but it nover got dark, as it roso again in about an hour. It
was much colder and our poris were shut, but 1 muuaged to get tho scuttlo
in mine opened ras the little round window in the middle is called) and so
could breathe.

‘Tho noxt day wo passel tho famous Malstrom, which has heen so much
oxnggorated, and where, save in oxceptional conditions of wind and tide,
thero is nothing fo be seen, oxcept indeed that tho sea appesrs o little more
agitated in its neighborhood. Wo saw a whale spuuting quite closo {o 13
after dinper. [t began to rain, so we wont down o the saloon for a littlo
wusie, belors going to bed,

ALpiyiy Munrnay Rorrasp.
(7o be continued.)
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LIVING.

Living, like common sense, is a great invention. We all like it, and,
although wo grow weary and gray, arc never quite ready to stop. Wo hold
on o it, as wo do {o a rich rolation, and appeer to forgot that it may load us
to a happier Jand, whero thero aro no taxes nor lawyers, Living in Nova
Scotia 1s pleasanter than straugoers sometimes think. Qur American cousins
may not like our Province, but they like to take our fish, aud come over and
oujoy our summers. Perhaps our winters aro frusty, but they always have
a Christinas full of presents and kind wishes. Our springs, though slow,
bring back the birds and the flowers . and our sutumns are the prettiost in
tho world. Queon Victoria rules us, and wo sing and pray for hor every
day ; and her fiftioth yoar of reign wo colobrato to show our loyalty and love.

But living anywhoro is not all sunshino. Sorrows aro mingled with
joys, toothache with teoth, and mothor:-in-law with girls. Tears and good-
byes aro as plonty as music and holidays. There moe comforts and {roubles
made for everybody. Ono gots monoy and rheumatism, while another gets
a big farm and a lot of lazy boys that don't like to milk, but want to learn
to smoke. One has talents, but no mother to love. Somo aro blind, but
cau sing o sweatly that the angels listen., Tho weak have friends who aro
wi‘llling to lond their arms; and all are equal, and ono can’t laugh at tho
othor.

Thore is a good deal of work and roscine candy those days, but thoere
never was a better timo to live. Tho yecars have mado improvemonts.
LEverything movos rapidly. You can live more now in twonty minules
than you could in threo yesre whon Isaiah was & boy. Methuselah was an
old man, 8o old :™at ho got his name in a catochism, but a man to-day at
sixty is about a3 old, and has scon moro telegrams, and lisimeont, and dog-
churra than over he did. People livod slower then, Probably Methuselah
was sovonty or cighty years old before ho was weanod, and not likely he
ovor wont homo with a girl until after ho was two hundred and fifty. But

this is a faster ago.  You cin now falk far, and farm oasy, aud get choatod



