
Day 13.  Bergen. July 27th 

I woke up with the knowledge that my cold had gotten worse. 

As predicted, Bergen was dull, overcast and absolutely bucketing rain. 

I had breakfast in the hotel’s second floor restaurant, where it was hotter than my room. The 

butter was a puddle. I filled up not knowing when I would get my next meal. 

I only went outside to check the temperature. I would guess it was 18 Celsius. 

By some miracle, it stopped raining just as I left the hotel to wait for the bus. The bus 

arrived five minutes late so my blood pressure was high. Once on the bus, I was given a free 

tour of all the hotels in downtown Bergen. I made it to the airport by noon. 

Then I could not find the KLM counter and suspected that it was a check in with another 

airline. Fortunately, I found a young guy with an “Ask Me” T-shirt. He told me that KLM 

would not open until 12:30, two hours before my 14:30 flight to Amsterdam. 

At 12:30 I started looking for the KLM check in and I spotted one of those robots that hassle 

you to death before grudgingly printing boarding passes. This machine would only give me 

the first pass from Bergen to Amsterdam, even though it did pop up the details of the second 

flight and asked to scan my passport. 

After waiting in line for half an hour, the human checked in my bag all the way to Toronto, 

but reiterated that I would have to go to a service desk to get the boarding pass for the 

second flight. In theory I had bags of time as the Amsterdam to Toronto flight did not depart 

until 17:40 – but, I have travelled enough to know that things go wrong. 

I got through security at 14:00 and then the first thing went wrong. The departure was 

shifted from 14:30 to 15:30, and I had no second boarding pass.  My safety time had 

vanished and now it was going to be touch and go. 

To waste time I walked through the Duty Free. The 1000 ml bottle of Famous Grouse scotch 

was going for NOK 149 ( $ 25 ) – truly duty free compared to the price I had seen in 

Hammerfest. 



I watched the baggage handling on the ramp. Trucks loaded with baggage sat waiting for 

airplanes with no coverings. I don’t know if they keep the bags under cover in the terminal 

building if it is raining. But, it confirmed my habit of lining my suitcase with plastic to keep 

water out. 

When we were finally ready to board the delayed flight, the door to the boarding skyway 

would not open. 

Half way through the flight from Bergen to Amsterdam, we ran into some of the worst Clear 

Air Turbulence that I have ever encountered. One the cabin staff literally threw herself into 

an empty seat in front of me and buckled up. 

As we started to descend, I realized my ears were so stuffed up with my cold that my 

Eustachian tubes were not clearing. For the first time I suffered real pain from not being 

able to clear my ears. In Amsterdam I could hear very little. 

Then the Great Race started. I had to make it from arrival gate D62 to departure gate F6, I 

had 25 minutes, no second boarding pass and I had to get through passport control and 

security. 

KLM had arranged what they called “A Short Connection”. Translation: They delayed the 

departure by about 20 minutes and the connecting passengers had to run like hell. I ran 

about 1,000 yards and I made it. Twice I went to Transfer Desks to get a boarding pass and 

twice I was refused. When I got to Gate F6 I was presented with a boarding pass upgrading 

me to the upstairs business class cabin in the 747 aircraft. 

I was so frazzled that the glass of wine the steward offered evaporated. The flight was not 

that long, but my ears were bothering me and the cabin was freezing cold. I made a tent out 

of a blanket, plugged in my MP3 player and hibernated. 

I got into Pearson about 19:00 and had no hassle at the airport. I was home by 08:30 and 

watching the original MASH movie. That did not last long as I kept falling asleep. 

I woke up at 06:00 the next morning and felt absolutely drained. I did two loads of laundry 

and then went back to bed until noon. 



I continued my Scrooge routine on the ship. My bar bill was zero, I took no ship’s excursions 

and I did my own laundry. 

The weighing scale indicated that I had not put on any weight, even though I had three 

meals a day. I attribute that to the fish-heavy menus on the ship. Omega 3 forever! 

Conclusion: This was the most exhausting trip I have ever taken. I am very light sensitive 

with excellent night vision. So, the lack of a blind on the cabin window really made it hard 

for me to get to sleep. Added to that, I am a light sleeper, so the round the clock operation of 

the ship’s docking and undocking kept waking me up. 

Bottom Line: I never got a proper night’s sleep from start to finish. 
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