
Day 3: Kristiansund-Trondheim–Rorvik. 17 July 2013 

Note: There is no blind in my cabin and the flimsy curtains block little light. So much so, 

that I do not need to turn on any lights at night. So, to get to sleep I wore my black toque 

pulled way down to cover my eyes. This is a trick I have used before on night flights on 

aircraft. 

I woke up at 06:30, well before the alarm that I had set for 07:00 hrs, not wanting the panic 

of the morning before. A glance outside revealed even worse conditions than yesterday – fog 

and rain. I glanced at my bottle of sunblock ruefully. 

In the tiny writing desk drawer, which I had not spotted the first two days, I found The New 

Testament written in Norwegian and English. 

As per the ship’s timetable, we arrived in Trondheim at 08:15 with a departure at 12:00 hrs. 

The Excursions Manager had warned us not to be late and had quoted some outrageous 

prices to take a taxi, train or plane to the next port of call. 

I had an early breakfast with a couple from Minnesota and a couple from Melbourne. The 

Minnesota man had been an executive with 3M and had studied in Trondheim for one year 

of post-graduate work 50 years ago when it had one third the population. I swapped war 

stories with the Aussies about Moomba, the Great Ocean Road, the Twelve Apostles, the 

Little Penguins and the Tram Dinner. 

The Minnesotans had tried to cancel the Geiranger to Molde trip when the ship was so late 

yesterday. Their request was denied. They also confirmed what I had concluded. It is a great 

trip on a nice day. 

After breakfast I passed a door that was marked “No Entry”. I had a flashback and 

recognized it as the entry to the boat deck we used on the MS Nordnorge when taking the 

Polarcirkel boats to the beach in Antarctica. 

We docked next to the southbound Hurtigruten MS Nordlys. Our captain effortlessly 

brought the MS Nordkapp into a postage stamp size berth. 

Hurtigruten got its name from the Norwegian “hurtig ruten” which means ‘the fast route’. It 

all started With Captain Richard Will’s steamer DS Vesteralen in 1893. 



Trondheim was founded by Viking Olav Trygvasson in 997. The big Tee is Norway’s third 

largest city (I assumed Oslo and Bergen as first and second) and has a population of almost 

170,000 citizens. It was a brisk 20 minute walk into the city centre. Most senior citizens 

would take half an hour. 

Wearing four layers – undershirt, shirt, sweater and rain jacket – I left the ship at 08:40 as 

it had stopped raining and I thought I had better grab the window. Given the threat of rain, I 

once again relied on the TS4 waterproof camera. 

The Nikon D5200, with its new 18-300mm lens, had done yeoman service coming down the 

fjords the day before. The upgrade from 18-200mm made a real difference. 

I dropped into a local grocery store to check prices. A small Coke was three dollars. 

I have now learned three immutable Norwegian rules: 

1. If you think you know the price, double it. 

2. Never leave the ship without an umbrella. 

3. If it is not raining now, it soon will be. 

BTW, I heard this morning that it rains in Bergen 253 days of the year. No wonder some of 

Edvard Grieg’s music can be so doleful. 

I thought I knew where I was when I crossed the bridge into the Old Town. There was a 

familiar row of gentrified warehouses on the waterfront. But, as I got further into town, I 

realized that the Insight tour of about eight years ago had dropped us at the opposite end of 

the Old Town. As soon as it started raining, I abandoned any plan to revisit and stuck to my 

new surroundings. 

The town was quite empty. McDonalds and Burger King did not open until 10:00, which 

tells you that the typical Norwegian does not grab breakfast in a fast food store. There was a 

local tramp on a beater bike stopping at every garbage bin checking for treasure. 

I took enough photos to prove that I had visited Trondheim, but could see little point in 

getting soaking wet. 



Coming back to the dock I saw the port security officer and prepared my pass. He was not 

interested. Unless you are driving a truck or a forklift with a pallet of goods, security is not 

interested. This is the first of about a hundred ports where I was left unchallenged. 

The GPS said I had walked five kilometres. 

Note to self: Do not drink three cups of Norwegian coffee before heading into town on a cold 

damp day! 

So far I have concluded that Norway is wet, safe, tidy, unhurried, orderly, multi-lingual and 

full of tall people with blond hair. 

Back on board I looked back into town and the cloud deck had dropped such that the spire 

of the cathedral had disappeared. 

From what I have observed on the ship, the dress code is “jeans”, day and night. But, I have 

also seen a lot of Norwegian day trippers wearing pedal pushers. In the pouring rain they 

look ridiculous. 

A fresh batch of day trippers joined the ship. They are easy to spot. They tend to be young, 

fit adults with huge back packs, sleeping bags and all sorts of dingle-dangles hanging from 

their kit. Given local prices, they must stay in youth hostels when they leave the ship. I note 

that they do not eat in the ship’s dining room, but graze in the coffee shop, where a 

hamburger is only ten dollars. 

We left Trondheim at noon and headed towards Rorvik. We passed the small Monk Island 

just off the city that the Vikings had used as an execution site. About five minutes out we 

passed the inbound Costa Pacifica. 

The Trondheim fjord is 130 kms long. 

There was a ship’s pipe announcing spot of sun. We all ducked for shade fearing sun stroke. 

Fortunately, the threat soon passed before we had to deploy sunblock. 

I waited until 14:00 to have lunch as the herd had flooded the restaurant. It was the same 

buffet as the day before. In other words SALT ( same as last time). 



About 14:30 an historic lighthouse dating from 1880 loomed out of the mist and was 

dutifully photographed. 

At 15:30 I went to a lecture on excursions that was nicely illustrated with sunny photos 

When I arrived the Amundsen lecture room was full to overflowing (120) with German-

speaking passengers. They departed, but the English-speakers numbered only about 24. 

The equivalent room on the Nordenorge, which I think was coincidentally called Nordkapp, 

was where I learned the power of anti-seasickness pills. We were crossing the Drake Passage 

to Antarctica in Beaufort Scale 10 out of 12. I took the tablets and fell off my seat three times 

falling asleep under the influence of the pills. Since then I have sometimes used the pills to 

fall asleep on night flights. I almost fell asleep thinking about the Drake Passage. 

The Excursion Manager gave a nice presentation of all the remaining excursions up to and 

including Kirkenes. Funny, but the sun was shining in every photograph. 

Unfortunately, I have done all that he had to offer. But, I did learn a new word. I had not 

known that a skerry is a tiny barren bit of rock suitable only for lighthouses or sinking ships. 

Who knew? 

Right afterwards he told us to report on deck to witness the passage through a very narrow 

gap. The gap was not more than 70 metres. It was really raining, but I took some photos 

with both cameras, using a towel to minimize the damage. 

At 17:45 we were back into the Amundsen room to watch a movie on the northern culture. 

The area surrounding Rorvik used to be very sparsely populated. Reminiscent of 

Newfoundland, after Word War Two the scattered population was gathered into larger 

communities. It has also had some significant ship building, ‘The World’ and the 

Hurtigruten ‘Midnatsol’ being two such builds. 

The evening meal started with asparagus and Parmesan cheese wrapped in cured ham. Then 

we had entrecôte loin of veal, with herbed butter, green beans, baked tomatoes and cream 

potatoes. Dessert was an orange creme brule with strawberry and pineapple salsa, flavoured 

with peppermint. 



After dinner I entered the draw to guess the exact time that we would cross the Arctic Circle 

on the morning of July 18th. My guess was 07:03:42 – you had to guess right down to the 

second. This had been won the last nineteen times by women so the men were requested to 

give some competition. 

A large modern suspension bridge announced our pending arrival in Rorvik. In fact, we 

slipped in just behind the Hurtigruten MV Richard With (1893) at 20:45 hrs. We stayed 

only half an hour and bade farewell to a number of day trippers. But, I did note a dock sign 

that we were now at 64 degrees north. 

For a nightcap, I went back up to the lounge on deck 7 and had two cups of mint tea. There 

was a piano guy singing quiet background music. It was relaxing to watch the barren 

landscape slip by. 
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