
Floro-Maloy–Torvik–Alesund–Geiranger-Alesund-Molde. 16 July 2013 

The ship operates as ferry, basically it serves the same function as the Trans Canada 

Highway. So we stopped at Floro at 01:50, Maloy at 04:15, Torvik at 07:15 hrs and Alesund 

at 08:30 hrs. Alesund was the first one I saw. There are 35 ports on the northbound leg and 

34 on the southbound, for a total of 69 stops. 

At 08:20 I was rudely awakened by a ship’s pipe that we would arrive in Alesund at 08:30 

and, due to an engine fault, we would have extra time, sailing at 10:00 hrs. 

In best RMC mode, I rushed down to breakfast and gobbled down some scrambled eggs and 

coffee. That would have cost a day tripper a mere 140 NOK (about $ 23). I was off the ship at 

08:35 dressed in full rain gear as the weather was damp. I walked to the head of the small 

harbour in drizzle taking photos of myself and Bucky using the waterproof Panasonic TS4. 

In town, which was as dead as a doornail, I noticed a lot of signs proclaiming 62 degrees. I 

checked the GPS and sure enough the northing was 62 degrees. That would be the Ungava 

Peninsula in Quebec. 

I went as far as I dared given the sailing time. At the head of the harbour inlet it started to 

pour. Bucky whimpered, having just gone to the spa to get his fur fixed. So, I deployed the 

bumper chute and scampered back to the Nordkapp. 

Back on board, I grabbed a second cup of “free” coffee and half an apple. At 10:00 we were 

informed that the ship’s departure would be delayed because something else was wonky in 

the engine room. About every ten minutes we got an updated message that the delay would 

be extended. By now you could detect the anxiety in the Excursions Manager’s voice, having 

sold a lot of the Geiranger to Molde trips at only 1,350 NOK (approx $ 220). Equally, the 

Reception Desk asked people who had train connections back to Bergen to get in contact. 

We finally sailed from Alesund in the pouring rain at 11:45, in lieu of the posted time of 

09:30 hrs. 

BTW, my cabin had what is euphemistically called an “obstructed view”. That is, I had a 

great view of a lifeboat’s hull, but looking ahead 45 degrees I could see the ocean with only a 

partial blockage by a small work boat. 



All announcements were made in Norwegian, English, German and French/Italian. The 

latter seemed to depend on who was on duty. Judging from passenger conversation, I 

guessed at about 70% German. Regardless, this was a very white ship with only a smattering 

of other ethnics. It was also not a wrinkly cruise. We had a lot of younger people and several 

kids ranging from babies to obnoxious teenagers. 

We had about 450 passengers on board being served by 58 crew. So this was not a cruise 

ship. This was a ferry service and the aim was to get people and cargo from port to port in 

reasonable comfort, with the emphasis on safety. There were eleven Hurtigruten ships 

plying this circuit and we passed most of them at some point. 

I bought a ship’s magnet for 30 NOK ( $ 5) as it had the ship’s name and the midnight sun 

graphic at 71 degrees north (The North Cape). By now I had confirmed that there is no free 

lunch in Norway. Prices are definitely off the clock. 

I had my lunch at 14:00, the day trippers are charged 310 NOK, which is about $ 50. I took 

the opportunity to check the wine list. A half litre beer cost 72 NOK (about $ 12) and you 

simply could not guess the price of a bottle of wine. 

About 14:30 we started to sail into a narrow strait. Just after the small furniture producing 

town of Stranda we headed into the 20 km long fjord that led to the 17 km Geiranger fjord. 

The rain lifted long enough to get a series of shots of this magnificent stretch of water. We 

moved in and out of drizzle but I used Bucky’s tail to wipe the lens filter. We turned to port 

and into the Geiranger fjords near the hamlet of Hellesylt. 

Using the tour guide mantra, I decided that it was a good thing that it had rained so much 

because the waterfalls were quite spectacular. We passed De Syv Sostre (The Seven Sisters) 

and they were in fine form. Equally strong was the Skagefla opposite. There was snow at the 

higher elevations. 

After a time on deck my hands got chilled. When I dipped into my Voyager weatherproof I 

discovered that I had not packed gloves. Who needs gloves in July? Well I did because it was 

just as cold on deck as when I had photographed glaciers while sailing through the Magellan 

Strait in Patagonia this past winter. 



We got the head of the fjord at 15:45 just as it started to rain. There were three ocean liners 

at anchor conducting tender operations. There was the MSC Musica, the Aida de Luna and 

the Costa Luminosa. A squadron of kayaks was paddling in between the ships. 

Every timing the Excursion Manager had broadcast turned out to be wrong. The local tender 

finally took the Geiranger-Molde excursion off at 16:15 – only three hours late. By then it 

was really raining and the cloud deck had lowered and filled the passes. Knowing that the 

route took them up into the hills, I have no idea if they saw anything through the rain-

flecked coach windows. Their evening meal at the hotel in Molde was forecast for 22:00 

with a re-boarding of the Nordkapp in Molde harbour at 23:00 hrs. I was very glad not to 

have booked this trip. Several years before I had spent two sunny days in Geiranger at a 

beautiful hotel and done a side trip to Molde. I sure hope the excursion folk liked to eat late! 

My evening first dinner sitting for 18:30 at Table 21 was scrubbed in favour of a 19:00 single 

seating with no reserved seating. So many guests were off the ship that two seatings were 

impractical. By the way, when you are travelling alone, the hardest thing to do is to walk 

into the dining room when you do not know anybody. This was the second evening of that 

dilemma. Dinner costs NOK 415, almost $ 70. 

The service was rather glacial. From 19:00 to 19:30 the wait staff concentrated on bar 

service. I got a piece of bread, no butter, at 19:15 and a venalar (dried mutton) salad at 19:30 

hrs. I noticed that the chef himself was carving, with the waiters lined up in a cab rank. I got 

my slices of roast chicken in a paprika-flavoured sauce at 19:55 hrs. My goblet of pannacotta 

yoghurt with strawberry coulis came at 20:20 hrs. I took photos to record this sumptuous 

meal. 

We had left Geiranger at 16:50 and arrived back in Alesund at 20:30, just as I got back to 

the lounge to watch the docking. We tied up right on time. The large cargo door hinged up 

and two forklifts started a ballet dance, pirouetting on the rain-soaked dock. About 100 day 

trippers left the ship. I felt sorry for the cyclists strapping their panniers onto their bikes. 

We cast off fifteen minutes later. It was slick as a whistle. 

I celebrated with a cup of mint tea. This ship has not heard of Red bush tea. Pity! 



The Excursion Director had mentioned that the ventilation system really made the air in the 

cabins quite dry. He suggested that we dampen a cloth and hang it inside the cabin. Little 

did he know that I washed laundry every night. 

I lowered my bunk bed quite early and tried hard to kill some more jet lag. No way was I 

going to wait up to watch the Molde crowd came on board at 23:00 hrs. 

 

                                                   Return to 2013 Photos 
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