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The author crossing an inflow into lake Irggášjávri
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View of lake Altevatnet towards mount Kistefjell







We haul our backpacks ashore and turn back. The shuttle boat is already heading westwards, back to civilization, its wake cleaving the tranquil blue of the Altevatnet, Norway's largest lake north of the Polar Circle. The deafening noise of the high-powered outboard engine is ebbing away. I feel as if I have not truly arrived: yesterday still hurrying through a hot Munich summer day, just now breathing the fresh air of a subarctic autumn morning at one of the remotest places of all Europe. The glistening yellow of the mountain birches, the vivid orange of the dwarf shrubs and the glowing red of the blue berry leaves dazzle my eyes. A gentle breeze ripples the lake's surface while a tender cloud clings to the majestic Rohkunborri massif. “You should come for a week, the weather is brilliant,” Mattis phoned me some days earlier. He picked me up at the airport. “This will certainly be my last visit,” I laughed. Friends since almost forty years, he knows that I already had succumbed to the Lapland virus when I was a university student. Particularly in early September, when the short autumn of the North turns Lapland into fireworks of colours, I can hardly resist. Like many of the local people, I feel this urge to enjoy these days in the spectacular nature of Northern Norway. If such a chronic disease once is established, easing the symptoms is probably the most pleasant option. Well, that is just what we are going to find out. There is hardly another place that suites better for experiencing autumn at its best than the heartland of the province Troms. Sky blue lakes reflect snow-white mountaintops. Neither roads nor power lines cross the golden birch forests or the purple heathland beyond the treeline. We should not obscure the price for gaining access to the kingdom of colour: bearing all the outdoor gear and foodstuffs on the back, sleeping in a tent, wading rivers, crossing mires. However, an award is waiting for those ready to meet the challenge: the discovery of silence.
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