
The rushing of the waterfall was the first thing that greeted me as I kayaked to 
the sanctuary. Its noise grew louder and louder, threatening to overpower my 
senses as I entered into the mouth of a giant beast. 

As I step inside the cave, the first sensation I felt was an unexpected stillness. 
There is a quiet inside the cave, like the feeling of seeking shelter in the midst of 
a heavy storm. I am greeted by a narrow stairway that leads me to above. Taking 
my time to climb it, I notice the contrast between the outside and the inside. My 
left side, closer to the shell of the cave, catches with the raging sounds of the 
waterfall like white noise. On the other side, it is hollow and empty. 

As I near the end of my path, I start to notice the tiredness in my body from travelling so far. At the end of the stairs, there 
is - both to my astonishment and relief - a toilet, with an unobstructed view of the Fjords opening above me. What an experi-
ence, to contemplate the vast largeness of nature, in a space otherwise associated with smallness and privacy. 

A Calm Among the Storm..

I travel forward as the path twists and turns, until the famil-
iar noise of running water takes over. Here, I come across a 
much more well-lit space. I hear the sounds of water splash-
ing onto my enclosure, and look out into a large opening 
displaying the movement of the falling water. I sit for a while 
in this space, contemplating this movement in my shelter. 

Eventually, the light begins to reveal an opening be-
fore me. There is barely enough light; only a glimmer to 
hint at the space in which I must pass through. Judg-
ing from the noise, I can tell that I am somewhere out-
side of the waterfall. There are tiny, slit-like openings 
that give only the slightest glimpse of what lies out-
side. My senses are overpowering but I see nothing. 
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