
     Day 9: Finnsnes-Harstad–Risoyhamn–Sortland–Stokmarknes–Svolvaer–Stamsund. 

23 July 2013 

I had a tough time getting any good sleep, due to the extremely bright non-night. I woke up 

at 02:00 and only got two hour slices thereafter. Consequently, I was not getting into 

restorative REM sleep. I finally gave up 06:45 and opened the curtains to see the return to 

clag. 

I went up into the seventh deck lounge forward just before breakfast. There was a 

Norwegian youth stretch out under the window ledge in his sleeping bag. Cheaper than a 

cabin! 

We revisited Harstad from 08:00 to 08:30 and I got some great shots of graffiti on the 

warehouse walls. The scenes depicted grisly old Norse legends. Thereafter I noticed that 

trees were on the lower hillsides. 

Passing the Gift Shop shortly after departure, I noticed the Norwegian tabloids we had 

picked up proclaimed that Kate Middleton had given birth to a baby boy the afternoon 

before, about 16:00 London time on Monday, July 22nd. There was no huge celebration on 

board. 

Starting at about 10:20 we sailed through a five kilometre, 80 metre wide channel dredged 

in 1922. 

At 10:45 we spent fifteen minutes in Risoyhamn, population 350. The sun broke through 

just in time to show off the neat houses and tidy gardens. I cannot believe it, but I took a 

photo of a stone that three Norwegians Kings had signed – Haakon in 1922, Olav in 1959 

and Harald in 2012 – now that is a real tourist attraction. 

I got some nice shots as we passed under the road bridge spanning the Risoysundet channel 

between the islands of Andoya and Hinnoya. Shortly thereafter, I took photos of a farm with 

the fabled white “cow eggs”, once again proving we were down south again at 68 degrees 

and 58 minutes. 

My magnetic strip door opener lost its memory and I had to go to Reception to get it 

reactivated. The clerk asked if I had held a digital camera near it. Yes, on the lanyard on my 



chest thus spending several hours under the camera. So, now the door card lives in my back 

pocket, but still on a leash. 

Marco and I exchanged war stories about katabatic winds, mine at Torres del Paine at 80 

kph and his at Deception Island, Antarctica – he won with winds of 180 kph that drove the 

Nordkapp onto the rocks and put holes in the outer hull. The damage was superficial but all 

passengers were transferred to the Nordnorge for the return crossing of the Drake Passage. 

There is a bridge spanning the shipping channel just before Sortland. Marco, the Excursions 

Manager exhorted us to come out on deck to wave Norwegian flags at two of his excursion 

busses that would be at the peak of the bridge as we passed under. We waved our flags, the 

Captain blew the ship’s horn and the busses tooted back. Great fun! 

Thirty minutes is all we spent in Sortland, starting at 12:30 hrs. Two Coast Guard vessels 

were in port. The town is supposed to be painted blue, but that was not in evidence to me. I 

wandered into a sea bird nesting site and got dive bombed and screeched at with great 

vigour. But, I kept my cool as their feet combed my hair and got a couple of great attacking 

shots. The bag of the day was an oyster catcher. I first took photos of them in Tauranga 

harbour in New Zealand. 

We spent a whole hour after docking Stokmarknes at 14:15 hrs. Actually, it took 15 minutes 

to get the gang plank working, so the Captain added 15 minutes shore time. I took the 

opportunity to visit the Hurtigruten Museum, from which I learned: 

“The Coastal Express is Norway’s National Highway No. 1, the world’s most wonderful 

voyage. In July 1893 the tiny shipping company Vesteraalske Dampskipsselkab took on the 

task of a year round scheduled service along Norway’s long, drawn out coastline”. 

In the gift shop they had surplus grey Hurtigruten Antarctic outer shells for only NOK 450 

( $ 74 ). I will treat mine with much more respect. But, I have to wonder who would come to 

Norway to buy an Antarctic waterproof shell. 

Back on board Marco told me that late February and early March are very good times for a 

snowy winter cruise. I must check to daylight hours to confirm. 



It was boiling hot as the sun had come out in full force while we were visiting the museum. I 

went up to the open top deck aft and it looked like a solar panel array. All the deck chairs 

had been lined up in a perfect grid facing the sun. Only Germans could have done that. For 

the first time I fished my sunglasses out of the rain jacket draped over my sweating 

shoulder. I had to go back to my cabin to put on something lighter. 

I saw a twin prop air craft take off and got a good shot.  I suspect it was a Canadian Dash 8. 

We had magnificent sunshine as we came down the 26 km long Rafsund. At 16:50 a launch 

came alongside and took off the group that was going to look for sea eagles. As soon as the 

smaller craft left the ship, swarms of seagulls swamped the vessel fighting for the bait being 

offered. I saw one sea eagle put in a brief appearance and got a bad photo as proof. 

At 17:15 we turned into the Trollfjord and there was the sea eagle launch. Actually the 

previous experience with the Club Med Two was more majestic. This time the Captain only 

did a 360 rather than a 540 to get back out. 

At one point I got a shot of a Norwegian submarine. Actually, it was just a skerry with a 

barrel and a flashing navigation light, but at night it would have passed for a sub. 

We had a two hour stopover in Svolvaer, the capital of the Lofoton Islands, starting at 18:30 

hrs. I had to rush to get some sunny photos as dinner started at 20:00 hrs. There is a 

museum commemorating the British raid on the Lofoton Islands. The British Commandoes 

blew up tons of fish oil and glycerine which would have been useful to the German war 

effort. 

I must comment on the excellent ship handling skills demonstrated by the deck crew and 

navigation department and the shipshape manner that the hotel department displayed. 

For dinner we had parsnip soup with smoked salmon. Then cod loins with baked root 

vegetables, red wine sauce, Duchess potatoes with spiced rocket and fennel salad. We ended 

with forest berries, sour cream with finger biscuits. 

22:00 to 22:30 saw us back in Stamsund. 

In March 1890 the famous “Battle of the Trollfjord” took place. [Note: a huge painting 

depicting the action was displayed on Deck 4 aft on the MS Nordkapp ]. The fjord was full of 



cod. Several steam boats had broken the ice the night before and the owners demanded 

payment in cod from the local fishermen as they accessed the fjord. The locals refused and 

fighting broke out. The matter was discussed in Parliament and new laws were enacted in 

the Lofoten Islands.  An extract from the painting is shown in Frame 52 of the Northbound 

Slide Show 

                                             Return to 2013 Photos 
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