
Day 12: Torvik–Maloy–Floro–Bergen. 26 July 2013 

I had a very bad night. No matter what, I could get no sleep. The cabin was just too bright 

and my eye bandana kept falling off, causing me to wake up. So, I never did get a proper 

night’s sleep on this whole trip. 

I did manage to get ashore at Floro from 08:05 to 08:15 hrs. The skipper was late, so all I 

could do was run across to the small boat harbour and grab a shot. I had a late breakfast 

afterwards. 

At 09:00 I placed my suitcase by the sixth deck elevator. 

Then at 10:00 I vacated my cabin to sit in the seventh deck lounge. 

I had a late lunch at 12:45 and left a tip. 

By 13:15 we were in the equivalent of the Muskoka cottage country. We were buzzed by a 

constant parade of runabouts and day sailers. 

Although the sun was shining brightly, it was just boring cruising in what had become quite 

ordinary land and seascapes. It was not that interesting. In fact, it would almost qualify as a 

wasted day, except for the those who sun worshipped. 

A number of bridges announced our arrival in the Bergen area. It was not unlike West 

Vancouver. 

As forecast, we docked at 14:30 and, being a sixth decker, was one of the first off the ship. 

The total voyage distance Bergen to Kirkenes to Bergen was 4,963 kms. 

I walked across the fifth deck bridge and got down to the ground floor where I picked up my 

suitcase off the belt. I trundled my load about 100 yards and boarded the transfer bus to the 

Strand hotel. I used a voucher to pay, but I think the cost was NOK 80 ( $ 16 ). 

I was checked into the Strand hotel by 15:30 and decided I had better take some photos 

while the sun was still shining. I also tried to find a Sissel CD and other trivial souvenirs to 



burn off my nearly useless Norwegian Krone. Sissel, was nowhere to be found and neither 

was a rubber troll – the trolls were all fridge magnets or plaster mantle piece decorations. 

In one of the old Hansa warehouses, now a gift shop, on the waterfront, I overheard a 

Norwegian shop clerk trying to explain in fractured German to a young woman why this 

area used to be German. I could not resist the opportunity to give a mini lecture on the 

Hanseatic League, in German. The German girl was a student at the University of Freiburg, 

which is about an hour south of Lahr, Schwarzwald. It was in Freiburg that I went to my one 

and only Nana Mouskouri concert. But, I had visited Freiburg many times. 

I had some Norwegian Krone to spend because the money changers at the airport just take 

advantage when you leave a country. I had enough hats and did not need scarves or gloves. 

Again, I found the clothing stores were having sales. I saw a T-shirt and a light sweater that 

would be great for cruising. But, I had to have enough money for dinner. 

I was horrified at the prices the restaurants near my hotel were charging. I was right on the 

harbour, the ultimate tourist trap. So, I took to the back streets and found a No-name 

supermarket. I got two litres of pop, a deck of sliced cheese and sliced bread for ONLY 71 

NOK. Then I went back and bought the two items of apparel on sale. I had four NOK, or 

about 75 cents left – I will add it to a US dollar bill as the tip to the transfer driver to the 

airport. 

My room in the Strand was horrible. I think the hotel was built by Leif Olafson before he 

was exiled to Iceland. It was super hot and had no air conditioning. I opened the window, 

but it had restraints so there was not much air circulation. Then I discovered that the mini 

fridge was pumping out hot air, so I pulled the plug. The last time I did that the fridge 

defrosted and dumped a puddle of water on the floor. I got away with it this time – no 

puddle. But, after watching the death spiral in Egypt on CNN, it was time to get some sleep. 

But, I had to leave the window open to get some air and downtown Bergen was noisy. I also 

had the “White Night” problem as the curtains were flimsy. So I put my pillow at the foot of 

the bed so that my toes pointed the darkest part of the room and pulled my scarf over my 

eyes. Miraculously, I got about four hours sleep. 
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