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A VIEW HUNTER IN NORWAY 

BY C. R. P. VANDELEUR 

N a sunny afternoon early in July I 94 7, I arrived at the V 0ringfos 
hotel, Eidfjord, in the inner recesses of the Hardanger Fjordt 
after an eight-hours' journey from Bergen, mainly by a succes

sion of buses (the most common means of land .travel in Norway) 
though partly by ferry steamer. Fine though the scenery throughout 
had been, I was glad enough to reach my ~estination. The district 
in which I found myseJf is a very interesting one, well worth the atten
tion of any lover of grand and beautiful scenery. Narrow fjords, lakes -
and valleys, dominated by stern mountain walls, ' rushing rivers and 
fine vvaterfalls,' tliese are its characteristics, together with many beauti
ful trees and many a flowery glade, especially in the Simodal, beyond 
the eastern extremity of the fjord. From a purely mountaineering 
point of view, however, the district can scarcely be recommended. 
The most usual rock formation is huge ' boiler plate ' slabs at quite 
impossible angles ; and though, no doubt, there are fairly easy ways to 
all the summits, few of the latter are specially worth attaining. · The 
only summit in the district that I actually reached was the ,0ktanut 
(about 4215 ft.), a mo~ntain which rises steeply from the fjord just 
S .W. of the hotel. Getting too far to the right vvhile low down, and 
not caring to traverse over to the left higher up, I found myself com
mitted to a most unpleasant route, the feature of 'vhich was innumer
able stones lying on steepish slabs, in a state of unstable equilibrium. 
The whole N. side of the mountain, in fact, consists of slabs, though to 
the E. of my route these are covered with turf and grass almost up to 
the skyline, the lower slopes being well wooded. The actual peak juts 
out northward, and to,vered immediately above me in an imposing cliff, 
which prevented me from going further to the right. I took the 
incredible time of about 6 hours to reach the crest of the range. Once 
on it, a ~hart and enjoyable ascent. northward, up easy rocks and grass, 
brought me to the top of the peak. The view was perfectly clear, but 
only moderately interesting, there being an almost total absence of 
bold outlines. I descended by a wide grassy ridge, having to circum
vent several slabs among the trees lo'v ~dovvn. It may be of interest 
that, a year or two ago, a big rock avalanche, which has left a great 
yellow scar extending far up the mountain side, occurred a short 
distance to the E. of my route. 

Some days before my ascent of 0k.tanut, I visited the V0ringfos, a. 
grand road walk of about 12 miles, returning by bus from the Fosli 
hotel, which is perched high above the famous falL The latter, fine 
though it is, is only one element in the grand scenery of the abyss 
into which it plunges. Till recently, it had a formidable rival in the 
Skjreggedalsfos, which Slings by considered the ·finest fall in Norway, 
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and thus in Europe. - Lovers of nature will be grieved and indignant to 
learn that it has been destroyed to supply power to a miserable factory 
at Odda.1 . 

However, there still remain, amongst others, the great waterfalls of 
Simodal the Rembesdalsfos· and Skykjefos which I am inclined to 
prefer to the V 0ringfos. Another day, I went to see them, and also 
to attain a certain view point which looks somewhat sensational in the 
picture postcards. What I chiefly remember about that _venture is that 
on my way back somewhat late in the evening, I got into difficulties in a 
wood on a steep mountain side. I had made a late start, and, not turn
ing for home till about 6 P.M., had found that I could not cross the 
stream above the Skykjefos, owing to the bridge having been partly 
demolished. Then, unwilling to retrace the whole of the circuitous 
path by which I had ascended, I yielded to the temptation to try a short 
cut down to the Simodal through the above mentioned wood. For a 
short time I made fair progress, then I began to be hindered by fallen 
trees, and presently by steep slabs, which often compelled me to traverse 
and sometimes to ascend. I soon became somewhat exhausted, and 
more than once thought I would have to give up the struggle and stay 
in that wood all night, without food or drink. Fortunately, however, 
it never became really dark, and, struggling on, I at last reached a faint 
path, and eventually got to the foot of the mountain at 9·45. I still 
had a lorig trek home down the Simodal (the first part of the way being 
marked only by small cairns), and then by the road along the fjord. 
But so relieved was I to have got out . of that nightmare wood (where I 
was afterwards· told rightly or wrongly that nobody had been for 
about ten years) that I could take everything else cheerfully. It was 
2 A.M. when I got home, six and a half hours late for -dinner ! 

Before leaving this district, I may mention that a few sheets of an 
excellent map of it on the scale I : zoo,ooo are obtainable. It is 
by far the best map I saw of any of the districts I visited, much better 
than one on the scale of I : Ioo,ooo of the Romsdal district, which I used 
later. It is much to be regretted that no other sheets of this good map 
seem to exist at present. La~k of reliable maps is a real hindrance to 
mountain travel in Norway, mainly, no doubt, because the Germans 
took all they could fin.d. ~ 

Retracing my way to Bergen, where I spent a very hot week end, I 
next travelled by fjord steamer to 'Loen, at the head of Nordfjord. 
Sailing at to P.M. on a fine July night, the early part of the voyage was 
most enjoyable, our first call being at Floro, reached in the small hours. 
After breakfast, we passed the 3000 ft. cliff of Hornelen (' that grandest 
of sea cliffs,' as Slingsby calls it), at the eastern end of the desolate 
island of Bremanger. After that, the journey became somewhat 
tedious, owing to the long stops we made at various small places to 
unload cargo. The scenery of the Nordfjord did not, for the most part, 
seem to me very striking, though to the S. one gets a glimpse of the 

1 E. C. Rashleigh : Among the Waterfalls of the World, p. 276, suggests that 
the Skjreggedalsfos was the most beautiful in the whole world. En. 

• 



' 
A VIEW HUNTER IN NORWAY 

' 

extensive glaciers of the Aalfot Bra and the Gjegna (5653 ft.). During 
the second night (for the journey from Bergen to Loen took 45 hours, 
most of the time being spent in the Nordfjord and its branches), we 
passed by the foot of those mountains, where several fine waterfalls 
leap down into the sea ; and I managed to be awake just at the right 
time to see them. The next afternoon, the m0untains at the head of 
the fjord, notably the Skaala (6358 ft.) became prominent. . But alas I 
As we drew near to Loen, an ominous change came very suddenly over 
the weather. ·The mountains became heavily clouded, and before I 
disembarked a few drops of 'rain had fallen. The Norwegians have ·a 
saying like ours about St. Swithun's Day, that if it rains ort July 23, it 
will go on raining for a month. This was July 23, and the weather 
continued unsettled a full fortnight. In the Loen district, I had _hoped · 
to climb Lodals Kaupe (68zo ft._- the highest peak near the west 
coast) and Ravrie Fj'eld (66o8 ft.), or at least one of them, besides the 
easy Skaala; but I had to give up the two former. 

As one bad day followed another, and my time at Loen drew to a 
close, it began to seem unlikely that I would even get up Skaala. But 
one afternoon, when there seemed to be some chance of a clear evening, 
I decided to start, and make an evening ascent. As it never got dark, 
I need not fear being benighted. Accordingly, I set out a few minutes 
bef~re 4 P.M., though with some misgivings as to the weather. This , 
mountain (of which t}le name is pronounced Skola) is something like 
a bigger Ben Nevis, having a stony western slope, and a fine precipice 
dropping on the N .W. side from the flat top to a glacier basin. Like 
Ben Nevis, too, its superior height and commanding position make it 
an exceptionally fine view point. 

On the top is a stone tower where one may spend the night. More 
than half way up is a small lake. Nearly as far as that there is a path, 
after which one must make one's own way up the stony slope. On the 
gently sloping summit plateau, the way is at first marked by ' varder ' 
(cairns) ; but before reaching the highest point ·one strikes a paved 
path which leads to the tower. When I got near the lake ·I got also 
into the mist. But after a few minutes it cleared, and I got a fine view 
of the nearby Sandenib, a rugged· outlying peak of yellowish rock, 
which should give a good climb. For a short while it seemed that I 

• 

might indeed get my view, but soon the mist closed down again, and , 
this time it came to stay. I found the stony slope steep enough, but 

.. easy, the stones being stable and well behaved, very different from those 
of the 0ktanut. Slanting up toward the left, I made for the edge of 
the N .W. face, and I then kept close_ to that edge until I struck the 
paved path a few minutes' walk from the tower, which I reached at 
9.10. A stiff N. wind was blowing, but it did nothing to disRerse the 
thick mist that surrounded me. The on.Iy thing of interest I could see 
was the top part of the precipice on the edge of which I was standing, 
sheer or overhanging. From far below the sound of a stream came up· 
to me. I could imagine much of the glorious view I ought to have had : 
the whole length of Nordfjord with its mountains, with a strip of open 

. 



A VIEW HUNTER IN NORWAY 

sea beyond ; the jagged, purple ridges of Sendmere away to the N .W. ; 
the long white roof of the J ostedals Bra to the S., with the dark rock 
peak of Lodals Kaupe rising at its left end ; and, further round to the 
right, the glacier ridge of Ravne Fjeld beyond the · abyss where . Loen 
Vand lies.. These and many other things I ought to have seen. Few 
things can be less satisfactory than trying to picture to oneself a pano
rama one has never seen : that one would certainly have given me 
many a fascinating surprise, if only the clouds h~d condescended to roll 
away. It was cold enough, and after I had eaten some ',late dinner' 
and half an hour had slipped by, .I began the descent. All went well, 
except that I had some little difficulty in finding the faint path in the 
mist near the lake. It was 3.0 A.M., and almost broad daylight, when 
I got back to the hotel. I was glad to find some food, and a bottle of 
beer, awaiting me. The following evening was· beautiful. I had been 
24 hours too soon ! _ · 

The next day, too, was very fine; but I was tired after the Skaala 
effort, and could not use it to advantage. Moreover, there was now 
scarcely time to attempt another mountain. I was ·looking forward to 
0ie, my next ~topping place, and, on the whole, was glad to get away 
from Loen~ 

The fine weather was only a' bright interval,' and on the day of my 
motor journey to 0ie, dark clouds wer~ again drifting over from theW. 
However, the last part of the journey, made in an open car from 
Hellesylt, was very enjoyable. After climbing for a few miles, we 
reached the head of the Norangdal, with cloud-capped Kviteggen, 
highest of. the Sendmere mountains, on our left. This, though only 
5S90 ft., is a fine massive mountain, with black precipices and wild
looking glaciers. The Norangdal, through which the rest of our way 
lay, is a wonderfully wild valley, a sort of glorified Glencoe, but with
out the modern motor road. · In front of us rose the imposing Smers
kredtind a most unsuitable name, for I was told that it means 
' Butter Mountain ' ! At one place the valley is extremely narrow, and 
here the precipice of Staven, one of the great rock walls of Norway, 
towers nearly 4400 ft. overhead, the angle of the lower 3000 ft. at least 
being probably not less than 8o0

• On our left front was Slogen, 
· looking very steep, and with the mist playing about its curiously shaped 

summit. . 
As we approached 0ie, .the peaks and precipices on our left were 

very fine, while ahead, beyond the Norangs Fjord, appeared the lovely 
group of the Miendalstinder, a beautiful jagged outline. I was 
intoxicated ·with grandeur, as Herr Dahl, the genial proprietor of the 
Union hotel, came forward to greet me . 

. Of all the places I stopped at, this is the most a ·mo~ntaineer's, and 
the least a tourist's resort. Herr Dahl and his son are excellent people. 
The former speaks English . well~ and the latter is an efficient and 
~harming guide to the mountains. Herr Dahl treasures a very interest
ing climbers' book, in which the names of Patchell and Slingsby, 
especially the former, bulk large. 
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· Of the mountains, Slogen is easily the favourite. It will be remem
bered that Slingsby considered it the most beautiful mountain in all 
Norway, and its view one of the noblest in Europe. But it will be seen 
how easy is the ascent by the ordinary route, when I mention that (as 
the book records) it has been done by a girl of nine. 

~ Unfortunately I had only allowed myself four clear days in this 
paradise, and the bad weather continued for the first three, allowing 
me only to walk up the yalley as far as Staven. On the third and worst 
of these days, however, the radio promised that the next day would be 
fine, and so indeed it was, at last ! 

Although nothing more ambitious than Slogen by the ordinary way 
was my aim, I decided to take young Dahl with me, both because I 
knew that the track through the woods on the lovver slopes was not easy 
to find and also because I was not sure that I would be able to manage 
the final rocks by myself. I certainly did not regret having taken him, 
especially as he insisted on relieving me of my rucksack. We ~scended 
quickly, with an occasional very brief halt to enjoy the view down into 
the valley, with the blue fjord beyond, with its background of shapely . 
mountains. In just over 3! hours from young Dahl's house, at the foot 
of the ascent, we were on the summit. 

Though the ascent had been little more than a walk, the summit 
gave me a feeling of ' airy isolation ' in a remarkable degree. The 
precipices which drop from it on the W. and S. are very impressive, 
and I felt an uncomfortable inclination to slide over the edge. It 
seemed as though one could throw a stone into the fjord over sooo ft. 
below, and it was easy tp believe that the direct' ascent from the shore 
is exceptionally severe. Clouds still hung obstinately about the tops 
of most of the mountains, and the panorama was never complete. 
Still, I saw a view of great beauty, finest, I thought, towards the W ., 
looking down on the long v.raterway of the Norangs Fjord and Hj0rund 
Fjord, with its grand mountain background. We stayed on the summit 
over three hours, and then I was loth to leave, for the view was steadily 
improving. We dawdled down the top part of the peak, for the 
Jostedals Bra was revealing itself more and more, and I wanted to 
identify Skaala·. Before we reached the foot of the mountain, the sky 
was quite cloudless and of the most intense blue, while a rich glow · 
bathed mountain, valley, and fjord. 

Early next morning I was again driving through the Norangdal, 
seeing it this time in conditions of perfect clearness. From Hellesylt 
I had a pleasant steamer trip to Sylte, at the mouth of the Valdal, 
whence I travelled by bus to the Park hotel, Romsdal, my last stopping 
place. At the highest point of the road there is a new restaurant, 
whence the Troldtinder and the Isterdal peaks are generally climbed. 
From here a wonderful new road, the Troldstigveien, runs down the 
Isterdal, along theW. side of the Troldtinder, to join the Romsdal road 
to Aandalsnaes. The Park hotel is about three miles from Aandalsnaes, 
on the road to the Romsdal and Isterdal, and is much to be preferred to 
the hotels in the village itself. 
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I arrived there on a Saturday afternoon, and, the weather continuing 
fine, I was anxious to do a cli!J).b the following Monday. This district 
is so fortunate as to have two guides, I-Ierr A. Randers Heen, a 
well · known climber of much experience, and his young colleague 
H. Berg, also a very good and careful climber. Of the mountains, the 
grandest is undoubtedly th·e Troldtinder, which does not, however, 
quite attain the 6o1o ft. formerly assigned to it, being somewhat lower 
than the Vengetinder (5960 ft.). It is especially to· be regretted that 
no map is at present available on which the Troldtinder are adequately 
showh. Also there is some confusion as to nomenclature, the name 
Semletind being applied to three different peaks by different persons. 
The Store Troldtind, the most northerly important peak, is held to be 
the highest, but is rivalled by the more massive and less interesting 
peak at the S. end of the range, which is one of those called Semeltind, 
though also called Store Breittind.. The whole E. side of the range, 
above Romsdal, is a wonderful mountain wall, one of.the greatest and 
sheerest in Europe. From the top of the central peak (another 'Semle
tind'), a splendid b~ttress sweeps down, narrowing from top to bottom, 
and separating two ' cooms ' of extreme steepness, a masterpiece of 
mountain ·architecture ; while the ridge connecting this central peak 
with Store Troldtind, and called the' Bridal Procession '(Brudef0lget), 
is the most fantastic I have seen. The precipice Jailing from it into 
the more northerly of the two cooms is, for the most part, absolutely 
perpendicular, and of great depth. 2 Store Troldtind also sends down 
a tremendous precipice into Isterdal, on the W. ; but S. of this there is 
.a break, giving access to a high lying valley in the heart of the group. 
From there all the peaks are most conveniently climbed. 

I wanted to attack the Troldtinder the Monday after my arrival. 
But, of the two guides, Berg was away, and Randers Heen spent the 
Sunday climbing a small pinnacle on the same mountain, and had to 
rest on the Monday. Accordingly, I had to content myself that day 
with admiring ~he Troldtinder from the valley. Randers Heen came 
to see me in the.late afternoon, and we agreed to start next morning 
for Store Troldtind, going up the N. end .of the range. But before 
we had finished our conversation the weather had shown signs of 
deterioration. A gusty N. wind had sprung up, and ugly-looking 
clouds had appeared. Randers Heen did not think seriously of these 
signs, but, after he had le£~ me, I saw the too familiar sight of black 
clouds coming rapidly from the S.W. I concluded that the fine weather 
was over, and that it would be useless to start in the morning. Looking 
out, however, early next morning, the conditions s.eemed a little better. 
There was still much cloud, hiding the mountains, but the wind seemed 
to have dropped. My friend the hall porter, who had called me, 
thought that the day might be good, and, for all I knew, it might be 
better than those which were to follow. Then Randers Heen tele
phoned to confirm that he was coming, and so I was persuaded to start. 

2 (See illustration facing p. 388 in Norway, the Northern Playground; also 
A.J. 44· illustration facing p. 282, etc.) . 
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As we were about to start (we motored to the foot of the mountain), 
I noticed that the N. wind was blowing quite strongly, and that gave 
me hope . 

. We began the ascent at about 7 .20, going up thickly wooded slopes 
on the N. spur. Owing to the popularity of the route from the res· 
taurant, nobody had been up our way for some years, and the path was 
not always easy to find. It continued to be very cloudy, and at one time 
we had a little rain, but the N. wind was still blowing, so I still felt 
hopeful. As we got near the glacier that lies on this N. side, it seemed 
actually to be clearing, and from the glacier we even caught a momentary 
glimpse of our summit. But, to my dismay, I suddenly saw clouds. 
coming rapidly· from the S.W. The good wind and the bad wind 
were fighting, and the bad seemed to be winning as alas ! it did. The· 
glacier was easy, its crevasses presenting no serious obstacle, though it 
became steep as it approached the rocks above. Like all the glaciers in 
the parts I visited, this one has shrunk much o( late : seme snowfields 
have entirely disappeared. The upper rocks of Store Troldtind ri~e 
in a precipitous wall all along the S. side of this gla<;ier. Roping at the 
foot of this wall, we climbed it by a sort of gully (it is too wide to call a 
chimney), near its W. end. At the top we found ourselves on the N.W·. 
ridge, which, a very short ·distance to the N .W. of where we struck it, 
breaks off suddenly on the edge of the great precipice descending to 
Isterdal. The ridge is broad and gives the easiest of walking, except 
where it is broken by two deep notches, the first and second ' skar .' 
When we came to the edge of the first skar, I was dismayed at having 
to lead down the fearsome-looking place; for, looking down, I could 
see little but white mist, and not the vestige ot a hold. Here I would 
have turned back, had not Randers Heen urged me on. Once over the 
edge, of course, it turned out not to be so bad after all ; in fact, the 
place is not nearly difficult enough to interest a real rock climber. 
We did not climb the -opposite cliff, but traversed to its left, gradually 
ascending the face overlooking the glacier' which was hidden by mist. 
This brought us to the edge of the second · skar, the Lavskar. The 

·descent into this was easier than into the first. Qn the further side, 
~anders Heen pointed out to me a fearful pinnacle which he had 
climbed: it leans dizzily over the great gully which here descends on the . 
S. side. There now only remained the 'final rocks to be climbed, and 
there was a choice of routes. I was all in favour of the easiest. Randers 
Heen tried one way, but came down again, doubtless as a concession 
to me. Then we went up by another, which probably had not been 

• 
climbed before. It was not a recognised .way, Heen told me: but he 
sav1 it could be done, so up we went. Above this was easy ground 
leading to the summit. Before we reached it, we had on our right a 
veritable forest of great rock pinnacles, towering up black and weird 
like so many sea stacks, an extraordinary formation. We reached the 
summit at about 2.40 P.M. Clouds were still coming over from theW., 
allowing partial glimpses in that direction, but never permitting more 
than a momentary sight of the tip of one or another of the Brudef0lget 

• 
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pinnacles, nor any view . at a11 into Romsdal. This was the more 
tantalising as blue sky was visible at intervals overhead. I threw down 
a couple· of stones into the mist, and heard them crash far below. The 
sound of a ·train came up from Romsdal. Just below the highest 
point a ~iny shelter is built into the rocks, and Randers Heen busied 
himself with cleaning this out and stopping up chinks. He produced 
a book in which the ascents are recorded, and in which I noticed the 
names of Edward Backhouse, Raymond Bicknell, and A. M. Binnie. 

At about 4.30 we began the descent, to me a wearisome business, and 
no doubt a trial to Heen, owing to my slowness : I am always pheno
menally slow coming down. When we reached the lower slopes, ~the 
wind had die.d down and there was a great calm. Overhead the sky 
was clear, and stars were beginning to appear. Only a belt of cloud 
still lay on the mountains. I knew then that the next day wol!lld be fine. 
Still lower down, all Heen's skill was needed to find the way in the dark 
through the thick growth of small trees. _Almost mechanically I fol
lowed his white cap bobbing up and down in front of me. The descent 
seemed almost endless, but at last it was over ; and the hotel car, 
summoned by telephone, brought me. home between I I anq midnight. 

The next day, as I had anticipated, was brilliant, but I could not use 
it. What of the day after ? Should I use it to climb Store Vengetind, 
highest of the Romsdal peaks, which Randers Heen said commanded 
the finest view of all ?· He promised to ring up the evening before, to 
tell. me the weather forecast for that day ; and it was agreed that, if the 
prospects were good, Berg· should take me up Store. Vengetind. The 
forecast, when it came, was that the next day would be similar to the 
one then closing, though not quite so bright. That seemed good 
enough, and I decided to start. The Vengetinder are climbed from 
the Vengedal, an upland valley E. of the lower part of Romsdal. There 
is, I believe, an uninviting direct way up to it from Romsaal, 3 but it 
is usual tp go some miles E. fro.m Aandalsnaes by road along the fjord,. 
and then to turn up S. to the Vengeda:l. Berg called for me about 
7.30 with his car, but this needed petrol, which caused us to be delayed 
at Aandalsnaes till after 8. There were other delays as well, and it 
must have been about 9 A.M. when we reached Berg's hut at the lower 
end of Vengedal, perhaps Iooo ft. above sea level. The walk up this 
valley was pleasant. ·Presently we came within sight of the little 
Vengedal lake. Ahead of us was the Romsdalshorn, with the Trold
tinder standing up grandly to its right, .beyond the unseen Romsdal.4 

On our left rose the Vengetinder, an attractive mountain, though not 
comparable in grandeur with the Troldtinder. T.he drawing on p. 405 
of Norway, th'! Northern Playground exaggerates the steepness and 
formidable appearance of these peaks ; nevertheless, $tore Vengetind 
is a fine sharp summit, easy though it is to climb by the ordinary route. 
Just short of fhe lake, we turned up toward the mountain, and attacked 
a long slope, at first grassy, later rocky and with loose scree, leading up 

3 See Norway, the Northern Playground, pp. 399-400~ 
4 See drawing on p. 397 of Norway, the Northern Playground. 
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to a skar between· Store V engetind and an outlying shoulder to the left. 
I pressed on as fast as I could, more than once declining Berg's sugges
tion of a halt for food, for I was afraid of being once more robbed of 
the view. All day so far there had been a ceiling of grey cloud far. 
above the mountain tops. But would the clouds continue to confine 
themselves to 'those upper regions of the air ? Even before we reached 
the skar, wisps of mist had begun to form around the upper rocks of 
our peak, quickly, however, to disperse again. A short distance below 
the skar we roped, and a little rock scrambling then led us up. to the 
gap, whence we had a clear view eastward of multitudes of mountains, 
none of them very striking. Then we turned sharp to the right, 
almost doubling back on our previous direction ; and nqw our route, 
almost to the summit, was up easy slabs. Berg tan up these in his 
rubber-soled shoes, and then waited for me to follow laboriously in my 
mountaineering boots. A few minutes below the top the mist closed 
around l,IS, before I had been able to get any view on the Romsdal side. 
I sat on the cairn in a very disconsolate frame of mind, not in the least 
elated at having made the ascent, and unable to take any interest in the 
record of ascents (for Store Vengetind also is honoured with a visitors' 
book), still less in Berg's efforts to photograph me. Presently1 however, 
after I had made myself look through the book, there was a partial 
clearance ; and then, in the intervals between successive light clouds 
which kept rushing up out of Romsdal, we saw a good deal : the valley 
and fjord near Aandalsnaes ; most of the Troldtinder, clouds continuing 
to cling obstinately to the two highest summits of the range; a wild, 
much crevassed glacier immediately below us to the S.E., with Mjelnir, 
easily recognised by the ' hammer ' 5 beyond it ; and various other 
mountains. I was surprised to see snow showing over the Brudef0lget 
ridge of the Troldtinder, belonging to a cloud-capped mountain which 
I afterwards found to be one that rises behind (i.e. S .W. of) the Isterdal 
peaks, the King, Queen, and Bishop. It appears to be the one called 
Finnan on maps, but the height of 1268 m. assigned to it is an absurd 
understatement : it must be about 18oo m. or not far short of 6ooo ft. 
A clear view was obtained of the glacier I had crossed on the way up 
Store Troldtind, and it was interesting to trace the course of the stream 
that flows from it, and to note how presently it plunges down the pre
cipices to Romsdal in a great fall, or series of falls, which is a feature 
of that wonderful valley. 

Our descent was without incident, but by the time we got near the 
lake the sky was quite clear, and a warm, rich glow, promising a perfect 
day on the morrow, had begun to bathe the whole landscape. Trold
tinder, Romsdalshorn, and Vengetinder behind us, all looked perfect. 
And as we tramped down the Vengedal, the range 0f peaks northward 
beyond the fjord, though under sooo ft. high, fascinated me by their 
beauty. After I had admired Berg's comfortably furnished hut, we 
started ; and the evening drive down through the woods, along the 
fjord, and up to the hotel, was delightful, one of those unlooked-for 

6 See drawing on p. 401 of Norway, the Northern Playground . 
• 
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pleasures which are sometimes sent as some compensation for dis
appointment over things on which one had set one's heart. 

I was anxious to climb another peak of the Troldtinder, that central 
peak which is often called Semletind, and which looks so specially fine 
from the Romsdal. This I did with Berg and another young Nor
'vegian, from Isterdal by the high lying valley I have mentioned. The 
ascent from that side is easy, a scramble amongst boulders bringing one 
to the main ridge a little way S. of the top. This time, at last, I 
managed t9 hit on a perfectly clear day, and the view of Romsdal. more 
than a mile below was fascinating indeed, while Store Troldtind, a half 
mile away across the N. coom, and rising perhaps zoo ft. above us, 
was very impressive. The horizon was marked by a long procession 
of snow-flecked heights~ but again I was struck by the lack of character 
of these inland mountains. Only far away to the W.S.W., in S0ndm0re, 
a fine-looking mountain rose up. · 

There were other fine days before I left, but I made no ni.ore ascents, 
postponing to a future year (I hope !) a plan to visit the grand mountains 
at the head of Sundalsfjord, of which Sl·ingsby has written in this 
JouRNAL.6 I might have attacked the Roms'dalshorn, which looks so 
fine from the valley, though when seen from the greater heights of the 
Vengetinder or Troldtinder it becomes insignificant ; or Kong en (the 
King), grandest of the Isterdal peaks, a magnificent flat~topped tower 
with a tremendous E. face, which, however, is easily climbed from the 
back, I vvas told; or the higher but milder Finnan, behind. (Being a 
clergyman, I could not, of course, think of attacking the Bishop !) But 
I decided that, on the whole, it would be most enjoyable to wander by 
myself at lower levels. The mountains should, after all, be seen from 
below as well as from above ; and I certainly do not regret my several 
walks through the Romsdal, than which there is surely no grander 
valley in Europe, and which I suspect of being at least a worthy rival to 
theY osemite its_e]f._ Rut its road, in ~dry weather, is the dustiest I know. 

Speaking generaJly, the coastal belt that I visited is a kind of happy 
combination of the Swiss Alps and the west coast of Scotland, yet 
with a distinct' character of its own, the finest country for scenery 
that I know. 

• 
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BY WILLIAM C. WEST 

T is most gratifying to be reminded once again that the members 
of the Alpine Club are interested in the progress of the Mountain 
Club of South Africa. A request to contribute an article to the 

JOURNAL has reached me. from the Editor, couched in such terms that 
not to comply would indeed be churlish, though I cannot, even 

6 'The Ice-axe in Troldheim,' A.J. 23. 513-530. 
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