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norway who have written of norway
and its people have invariably spoken
of two characteristic subjects but inin so
brief a manner as always to pique and
never to satisfy the readers natural in-
terest these are what have been
termed for a better name the eagle
nest farms 11 and the saegerssaeters or moun-
tain summer dairies

so far as I1 know no traveler whitinwriting in
our language has ever visited the for-
mer

or
and while a few have actually seen

a saeter its environment and the stranstrangee
and lonely life at the same have never
been adequately described

in sailing along the norwegian coast
from bergen to the islands
one who is closely observant of the
mainland scenery and particularly if a
powerful field glass is used will be sur-
prisedprised at the number of utterly lonely
and isolated habitation seemingly
perched against the gray crags at great
altitudes midway between sea and sky
the larger number of these are at least
20002000 feet above the sea to the eye it
seems inconceivable that place for even
their foundations could be secured the
picturemack

is always the same alineA line of
black wall thousands of feet high a
dent of purple or a depression of misty

V
blue where the speck of a home is built
and then black and somber crags behind
and above and above and beyond these
the ghostly glacier fields

I1 because from a distance their eerie
11 location and the ragged huddled struc-

tures which often surround the main
habitation recall the nest of the eagle
at the edge of beetling crags they have
come to be called eagle nest farms
sometimes the eye will follow a black
line of fissure descending from these
habitations to a cavernous rock gorged
gap beside the water in this case a
little boat house may be seen upon the
rocks and somewhere near a winding
puce like line will trail upwards and in-
to the darkening depths this tells that
the eagle nest farmer is a fishermanfisher man
too or has this means of communication
with the outer world but how he reaches
his home perch above how he subsists
in his desolate habitation and what
manner of folk these are who find con-
tentmenttentment in lives of such endless soli-
tude danger and nature grudged
ance where conjectures which haunted
ifieme until I1 found means to know

above the dincliff walls of the larger
and sterner fiordsfiorda which penetrate the
mainland from the coast the eagle nest
farms are even more numerous than
along the outer coast this is

i barly true of portions of the
sognebogne and Thrond bjern fiordsfiorda in the
lordly baero fiord a branch of the aur
lindslands brancobranch of the sognebogne and in a few
instances in the they are at
such lofty altitudes that they appear
like specks of snowor ice or like poispoisinging

i
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birds upon edges of the clifeclif I1 had
noticed a few located at PYOprodigiousdi

r heights between styve and Hol1101menaSmenas
on the northern wall crests of this fiord
which all the way beyond dybdal to
the waterfall of the ytreatre baaken that
tumbles feet is like some black
and terrible waterway to the realms of
eblis and on landing at the esque
station of bakke where snow capped
mountains rise thousands of feet sheer
above the village leaving not a spare

foot between habitations and the tower-
ing walls of stone I1 determined that
even if the endeavor should end in a
broken neck I1 would first have seen a
norwegian eagle nest farm

four days passed at bakke four days
of contemplation of scenery so sombre
and awful that it continually suggested
the infernal before I1 found any one
either competent or willing to act as a
guide then good fortune came to me
in the person of a strapping young fel-
low a native of Grin dedal who had
been lured away from his own inmountain
home to australia and tired of a roving
life in the antipodes was returning as
best he could with a look of homesick-
ness in his eyes almost savage in its
intensity the little he was to receive
as boatman guide and interpreter
would on our return pay his passage on
the fiord steamers around through aur
lands fiord to bejos and still leave him
as many dollars as a peasants hard
labor for a whole year will give for sav-
ing in norway so we were a happy
pair as we rowed in our small boat hiredhired
at bakke to the northeast towards styve
and Dyrdadyrdalols ice fields above the clouds

I1 could not have found in all norway
a more fitting companion for this partic-
ular adventure not so very long ago
the old method of stages by rowboatrow boat
along many of these nords was still in
vogue travelers were then taken from
one station to another in cumbrous
shsharpbarp pointed boats the crew of each
would return with other passengers to
its home station and frequently these
crews from stress of travelers haste
or when hired by the week or month
would make voyavoyages9es the entire length
of a fiord and its various lesser
branches

this often brought thetha real vikings of
our generation that is the dwellers on
vicks or creeks along the fiordsfiorda into
acquaintance with the peasant folk of
another fiord and the tatherlather of my
guide whose name was peter erickson
was the master of such a boat whenpeter was a lad those who dwelt at
bejos had come to not only know the
lowly of bakke but many had acquired
the almost unconscious cunning of the
indians woodcraftwood craft or the coast sailors
unexplainableble eighth sense of instinctive
pre consciousness of location in fair
weather or foul this made clearer to
these boatmen than an ordinance chart
every hidden chasm sequestered water-
fall or unseen home nest upon the crags
while the very cragsman whom he had
set out to visit had been in the days be-
fore the steamers whistle awoke the
sleeping echoes of the sombre baero
fiord one of the crew of peters fathers
boat

it was well we had provided food and
blankets the enthralment otof the
savagely majestic scenery of the fiord
the loite rings at chasms gorges anand
narrow valley openings where odd and
fantfantastictic hamlets and half hanging clus-
ters of farm buildings toppled at the
edges of precipices or seemed trtremblingemblin
from the furies of roaring torrents anaand
above all the meetingsgs and partingspartingS with
quaint peasant groups to whom the
shadowy fiord was the only highway
ever known and who always shook
hands with us as though we were old
and dear friends they had not seen for a
decade and never expected to see again
shouting and waving Fafagelsvels to us as
long as we were in sight brought us
only to the real beginning of our cliff

journey when it was already fairly night
down there at the bottom of the narrow
walls of the fiord

the place 1into which peter dexterous-
ly guided our boat was the most forbid
ding and grugruesomeesom I1 ever had the for-
tune to enter from the middle of the
stream the opening was wholly unob-
servable but my guide informed me
that hundreds more like it could be
found among the tremendous walls of
the norwegian fiordsfiorda it was practically
a vertical fissure 2000 feet high andeerand per-
hapshaps as deep below the wwatersaters susurfaceace
0onene edge was almost as smooth and
rounded as a hewn pillar for all its
mighty height the other correspond-
ingly hollowed would have closed
against it had the same inconceivable
nature force which separated it set it
again in place with perfect lamination
and without an inch of variance or waste
space the two edges of these for-
mations reaching above the clouds were
not fifteen feet apart at the entrance but jy
away in there were weird and awful
depths for while sight could not pene-
trate them the whispers murmurs plain-
tive songs and hoarser threnodiesthren odies of
fallingfailing watersvaters told the wondrous stostoryry
of erosionsero displacements boat battles
and all the elemental struggles which
the dead centuries had known

not fifty feet from the entrance our
boat grated against a shelving rock it
was almost as level as a floor and but
a few inches above the water joeybeyond0nd
this the rock had perhaps centuries be-
fore been eaten away or had given away
forming a covered hollow like half of a
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truncated cone this spot resembling A

a section of the prehistoricprepro historic bee hive
huts of ireland was to be our resting
place for the night a place which had
probably sheltered more human beings
before me than the greatest and oldest
hotel in norway and I1 thus learned of
another interesting custom of norweg-
ian

pa
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peasantry As I1 have before pointed
out the fiordsfiorda are their real highways
journeys of hundreds of miles are still
made by entire families or parties too
poor or too thrifty to seek shelter anandd
food at the fiord side hamlets they
have for centuries used these nature built
stations their food fuel and sheep
skins for covering are brbrought0 aught with
them in their boats and water t
sweetest purest coldest water in the
world is leaping or trickling from every
rock

peter had no sooner built a cheery
fire for each halting party from imme-
morial custom contributes to the public
supply and there is always fuelfeel at
hand than he explains torch in hand
some olof the curious characteristics of
this quaintestquain test hospice I1 had ever beheld
A genuine norwegian inninn without land-
lord station without master hotel with t
out host on the same rocky level but
just around a projection of the fissure Awall was a tiny paddock with tittlelutle
walls knee high built of loose stones
the source of certain unaccountable yi
sounds I1 had already heard with dire
forebodings were now made clear iprthree tiny norwegian cows were munch I14
ing their green lodderfodder and two of th
tiniest calves I1 had ever seeseenn atz
gravely beside them these might bbaft
long to the cragsman we were about to
visit peter told me ittin any event
the peasantry who often changed the d
grazing places of their little herds
pennedpanned the animals at night and the
wisewise little things conscious as their v
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