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1. Honningsvåg 
 
 

 
he little town of Honningsvåg huddled around the harbour, wearing 
the steep hills like a muffler against the icy north wind. Avalanche 

barriers on the mountains gave a hint of what winter would be like here.  
It was midday on July 31st, and five degrees Celsius. I zipped up my 

fleece and pulled my woolly hat down over my ears.  
It was only my inner pessimist that had stopped me from leaving all 

my foul-weather gear behind. I’d stood in Ginger Cat’s bike shop with a 
look of scepticism on my face as he insisted we probably wouldn’t need 
it. “I lived in Finland for a year,” he said as he took the tandem into the 
workshop for its pre-expedition MoT. “Believe me – it gets really hot in 
the summer. In fact, I’d rather get wet and dry out again naturally than 
lug waterproof trousers around with me. You’d probably be better off 
riding in sandals, too. Maybe even naked.” Never trust a ginger cat. 

The MV Trollfjord would be in harbour for a couple of hours, giving 
the passengers time to make a coach outing to Nordkapp. Then it would 
sail east for another day, to Kirkenes and the Russian border, before 
turning round and beginning the long journey back down the Norwegian 
coast. 

“If we don’t like the look of the place, maybe they could let us have 
our cabin back,” I suggested to Kathryn in the hope that the possibility of 
an emergency bolt might give us – or at least me – courage: Kathryn is a 
crunchier biscuit altogether. 

“I haven’t come all this way just to go back again. Well – only the long 
way.” 

We spent an hour or so riding aimlessly along the main road, getting a 
feel for the bike under its creaking load, finding our bearings and looking 
for anything that might have been worth spending five days and nights 
on a ship to see. There was the church, tidy and white, but it was the only 
survivor of the destruction of the town by the Nazis in 1944. All the 
buildings looked new and functional; most of the houses were oblongs of 
wood and concrete which would have been bland but for their bright 
colours. The map told us there would be a campsite here but we never 
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tracked it down. We didn’t expect to get all the way back here before 
evening anyway. So we turned round and headed to the harbour in search 
of lunch.  

We found it soon enough at what appeared to be the town’s main 
watering hole, a pub called the Bryggerie. It was indeed a brewery as 
well as pub, but we weren’t about to blow our entire trip budget on a 
half-litre of lager. We did, however, cash in our pensions for an order of 
salad and pizza and even sat outside for a while to eat it in a sudden burst 
of sunshine, optimistic that this might amount to the start of a heatwave. 
After a few mouthfuls it began to pour with rain and we ducked inside.    

The bar was warm and cheery; one large room round a central counter, 
and it seemed popular with the locals. Families and work colleagues 
were tucking into lunches and little groups of retired ladies shared 
coffees. People came in fully wrapped against the cold and wet but 
didn’t seem at all surprised that they should need to dress this way in 
July. Everyone remembered to shut the door, though. We asked one of 
the bar girls if it was always this cold at this time of year.  “We’ve had a 
really bad summer,” she told us in perfect English. “Very cold and wet”.  

“Will it get any better now?” I asked.  
“Summer is almost over.”  
We looked at each other with slight alarm. We had come here under 

the impression that Scandinavian summers were warm; the winter ice 
and snow boiled away into vapour by a sun that shone 24/7 as the jargon 
has it, from May until – well – today, as it happened. July 31st was the 
last day this summer when the sun would not sink below the horizon at 
Nordkapp. 

“If the sun’s up all night as well as all day, shouldn’t it be twice as 
warm?” Kathryn asked. 

“Up, but not out,” I said. “There’s a difference.” 
We should have come here earlier, of course; but Kathryn had to finish 

her school term before she could start her year off and we’d made 
ourselves even later by taking the slow boat north. Hurtigrtuten is the 
daily boat from Bergen. It takes almost a week to reach its turning point 
at Kirkenes. For four days and nights we’d hardly dared sleep for fear 
we’d miss any of the ravishing coastal scenery that glided serenely by. 
The weather had been fine and warm – hot, even – at least until we’d got 
to Tromsø when thick cloud had rolled in, the temperature had promptly 
plunged from 30ºC to single figures and the Norwegian coast had turned 
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instantly from a benign and magical wonderland to a ruthless wilderness. 
At Hammerfest a fresh wind had ripped the polythene cladding from the 
scaffolding around a new building on the harbourside and set it flapping 
violently like a giant blue flag. Even so, when we arrived at 
Honningsvåg we were still nurturing the hope that this was a temporary 
blip. 

 
Eventually the downpour eased and we had to concede it was time we 

at least got to the starting point of the ride. So we drank up, made use of 
the toilets (a sign over the urinal ordered “no fishing”) and ventured out. 
We freed the tandem from its lamp post mooring, rolled it out onto the 
road, pointed it north and pushed off for Nordkapp. 

Two minutes later we stopped, dug out from our panniers every item 
of warm and waterproof clothing we possessed, and pushed off for 
Nordkapp again. 

The road led us out past a large hotel of remarkable ugliness and, 
opposite, an establishment that offered arctic adventures including cycle 
tours, but that was shut and appeared not to have conducted any business 
for some time. This chimed with our rising unease about what we were 
undertaking. Nobody else wanted to do even this little piece of it. We 
rolled on past some fish processing factories and wooden fish drying 
racks. We’d seen a few of these on the Lofoten Islands as we made our 
way north, though it was the wrong time of year for the fish to be on 
them. The harvest comes in winter when the cod breed around the 
Norwegian coast. They are gutted, split and hung up to dry in the salty 
wind. “What a tedious job,” said Kathryn. “It must be worse than 
hanging up socks.”  

The broad cycleway alongside the road expired abruptly where we 
joined the E69, on its way south from Nordkapp to the tunnel. We would 
have to go that way the next day and we were worried about the prospect 
of surviving a ride of almost seven kilometres through the dark, under 
the sea bed and at the mercy of the traffic. Until the tunnel was built the 
crossing had to be made by boat and we were still hoping, against any 
evidence, that there might still be a ferry alternative. We examined a 
roadside information board that boasted the engineering prowess of the 
tunnel. The ferry link was most certainly not there. We’d also got an 
impression from some of our – admittedly rather slack - research that the 
tunnel might not even be open to bicycles. “That would be a flying 
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start,” I said. “Stuck with a bike thirty kilometres from Nordkapp with 
no way to get back to the mainland,” We added this thought to our 
growing bundle of anxieties and pushed on.  

The road hugged the shore of a fjord of rugged loveliness; the sea as 
calm as a lake in the shelter of the high hills around it and the edge 
dotted with little red wooden cabins, which stood on stilts over the water. 
Then it began to climb, and quite steeply. The bike immediately took on 
the handling characteristics of a Chieftain tank and we warmed up 
considerably as we toiled into the rocky hills. For a first day out this was 
promising to be quite a demanding ride. We kept spinning, though, 
refusing to have to get off and push so soon into the expedition. We 
diverted our attention from the burning sensations in thighs and calves 
with the rapidly expanding views and, closer at hand, the roadside flora 
of violets and butterworts. The hills and sheets of water (whether lake or 
sea inlet it wasn’t always possible to say) had a strong flavour of North 
Wales, while the climate reminded us of upper Teesdale, sometime 
around late February. I remarked to Kathryn that we might have got all 
this at home.  

“Let’s just imagine we’re out for a Sunday spin. Crumpets for tea 
when we get home!” said Kathryn. 

We stopped for a breather and a drink outside the Youth Hostel, which 
we’d earmarked for a stop on our return; but the motel-like complex and 
vast coach park would have looked more in place alongside the M6 
motorway and didn’t appeal. It would be quite a while before we worked 
out that many of the Scandinavian hostels were actually attached to 
hotels and there was nothing strange about taking cut-price lodgings at 
quite expensive establishments. We could have camped there too – we 
made an inspection of the toilet and shower facilities, which were fine, 
and looked at the rates, which were less fine. As far as we could make 
out, we had to pay for the tent pitch, the people to go in the tent, i.e. 
ourselves, and then pay again to use the hygiene facilities. “It seems a bit 
daft to pay to put a tent up when you can camp for free pretty much 
anywhere you like”, I pointed out. But Kathryn spoke up in favour of hot 
running water and flushing lavatories and I had to admit she had a point. 
We agreed to put it on our “possibles” list. 

The E69 to Nordkapp was finished in 1956. Before that the Cape was 
only accessible by boat. Visitors disembarked on the shore and climbed a 
stair case up the cliff face. Knowing 19th century tourists, this would 
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have been done in full-length skirts or top-hats and spats. Now there was 
easy access for a procession of coaches, and some of them passed us on 
their way back from the Cape. We guessed they were carrying other 
passengers from the MS Trollfjord, heading back to their lovely warm 
cabins and more relaxing sailing, seeing the north coast from the 
reclining comfort of the panoramic lounge. The boat would be gone by 
the time we got back. I felt suddenly homesick; for the boat, not home. 

The landscape itself didn’t seem to be all that happy about the 
intrusion of the road into the wilderness: here and there it appeared to be 
shrugging off the asphalt which was cracking and creeping down the 
steep hillside. As we climbed higher the terrain became more barren and 
rocky. There was even some snow lodged into sheltered depressions and 
it felt cold enough that more might be added. Every now and then a 
squally shower would blow in from the sea, battering us with large, icy 
raindrops, before the silver sun would break through again to cast 
glittering spotlights onto the ocean. 

We’d been looking forward to seeing reindeer and knew that at this 
time of year most of the herds would be near the coast where they 
migrate to breed and, so we were told, to get away from the mosquitoes 
of the interior. It’s estimated that Lapland’s reindeer population stands at 
around two hundred thousand so it should have been no surprise when 
we came across a herd grazing on the mountain side close to the road. Of 
course, though, we were as excited as kids on Christmas Eve to see 
Donner, Blitzen, Prancer, Dancer, Charva, Gazza, Shazza and all the 
other furry-nosed cuties. They didn’t seem too relaxed around tandems 
though, and scattered at our approach. There wasn’t much sign of the 
Sámi reindeer herders. The only evidence of Sámi culture was in the 
lonely roadside souvenir stall we passed: a typical Lapland tepee called a 
lavvu and a wooden hut decorated with reindeer hides but closed for 
business, all the coaches that were likely to pass that day presumably 
having already done so.  

After what seemed an unreasonably long time for what was supposed 
to be a thirty kilometre ride, the cliffs of the North Cape began to creep 
into the views. Beyond, for the first time, we could see the Arctic Ocean. 
The cliffs were sheer and black; the sky too was growing blacker and 
inevitably we found ourselves riding into a fog bank that wiped out all 
the views and engulfed us in a fine soaking drizzle. 
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This is how we arrived, at around 6.30pm, at the barriers marking the 
entrance to the Nordkapp visitors’ centre car park. A young, pony-tailed 
lad sat in the ticket booth with clearly not much to do at this time in the 
evening. The admission prices on the board said NOK200 per adult. 
“Twenty pounds each!” Kathryn said. “Let’s go home!” But the laid-
back youth looked at us on our tandem, said “No charge for cyclists”, 
and raised the barrier. 

The car park was vast and unattractive in the fog, as stony and as clear 
of any vegetation as the surface of Mars. A handful of cars, a few motor 
homes and a Mars Explorer were already there. We wheeled the bike 
across the rubbly expanse to the sliding doors of the visitor centre and 
looked for somewhere to park it, deciding in the end to bring it into the 
entrance lobby where it stood quite happily. Nobody seemed to mind. 

Search the internet and you will find many scenic photographs of 
Nordkapp, but suspiciously few of the Nordkapp Hall as the visitors’ 
centre is officially named. This is because it is a building of squat 
intrusiveness, with a white golf ball perched on top that from a distance 
makes it look like a missile tracking station. Perhaps this is its day job. 
Closer up, the building isn’t bad, being stone and slate and plate glass 
with a circular viewing hall. Much of the development is actually under 
the ground so the violation of what should be one of the world’s great 
wildernesses is no worse than it could have been. 

 At this point we were mainly interested in getting warmed up, so we 
happily remortgaged the house for cups of coffee and hot chocolate and a 
waffle (we could only afford one between us), which we shared as we 
waited for the rain and fog to clear. I made a tentative attempt to order in 
Swedish which I had been told would work OK in Norway too, but I was 
wasting my time: “I don’t speak Norwegian. I’m from Spain” said the 
young man behind the counter.   

“Crikey. Do you commute?” I asked, but he went off to serve someone 
else. 

From the café we could look out to the outdoor viewing area where a 
few hardy souls were having their hair blown sideways. When the clouds 
lifted suddenly we realised this might be our only chance and headed out 
to do the Nordkapp “thing”. Actually, we realised we didn’t know what 
you were supposed to do at Nordkapp, so we made it up as we went 
along. I wheeled the bike round the side of the building and met Kathryn 
below the skeletal metal globe sculpture that features on every postcard 
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of the Cape, usually with the rays of a perfect golden midnight sun 
piercing its steely hoops. A family group was busy photographing each 
other under the ten-foot high ball in every possible combination and we 
were concerned it would be polar night before they finished, so we 
helped speed things along by offering to snap the whole lot of them 
together. That done, they returned the favour, capturing the obligatory 
“Start of Ridiculous Tour” moment with the three of us (Kathryn, me 
and a racing green Thorn Adventure tandem) under the globe in the 
rapidly dwindling light. 

Provided one keeps one’s back to the visitors’ centre, the Nordkapp is 
a rugged spectacle. The cliffs drop three hundred metres to the sea, 
which stretches into a distance made more thrilling by the knowledge 
that it will only be broken by the remote Svalbard, an island haunt of 
polar bears, and the Arctic ice shelf itself a few hundred kilometres 
north.  

Away to the left a long, low headland thrusts out into ocean. If it looks 
as though that must reach further into the sea than the point at which you 
are standing, that’s because it does. The whole Nordkapp tourist merry-
go-round is a marketing swizz based on a useless piece of seamanship. In 
1553 an English sailor called Richard Chancellor used the cliff at 
Nordkapp as a navigation aid as he rounded the coast, searching for a 
north east passage. He gave it its name, thinking it was the most 
northerly point, but he was wrong. The neighbouring headland called 
Knivskjellodden sticks out an extra kilometre or more, but the name 
stuck. The Cape became a tourist attraction with Royal approval when 
King Oscar II of Norway (and how can you have a king called Oscar?) 
scrambled up the cliff face in 1873, and the damage was done.  

Still, we were a long way north. As every T-shirt, ash tray, sew-on 
badge and cuddly reindeer for miles around will remind you, Nordkapp 
lies at 71˚10’21”N. It is over 1,400km from Oslo and 2,500km from 
London as the crow flies. It is 750km further north than the Shetland 
Islands and only a tad south of Point Barrow on the northern tip of 
Alaska. To get melodramatic for a moment, a lot of people had died 
travelling to these latitudes. If it wasn’t for the Gulf Stream, which 
prevents the ocean from freezing around the Norwegian coast, we’d have 
needed a lot more than a fleecy jacket and a bobble hat to save us from 
the same fate. 
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So, having looked at the sea in a spiritual kind of way for about as long 
as we usefully could, we ducked back out of the perishing cold for a 
quick tour of the exhibitions, and an odd assortment they were. We 
followed a corridor hewn into the depths of the cliff, lined on each side 
with glass-fronted grottoes containing tableaux of scenes from 
Nordkapp’s (admittedly sparse) history, including the aforementioned 
royal visit and another by the King of Siam in 1907, which had resulted 
in a bust of His Highness in the main hall and this fanciful recreation 
posed by foot-high dolls. The King himself, scaled down to one fifth of 
his proper size, bore an alarming resemblance to Captain Black from the 
TV show “Captain Scarlet”. The king had signed his name on a rock 
onto which visitors had been carving their initials since they first started 
coming here. After that, the whole thing had been dug up and brought 
into the visitor centre, which brought an immediate halt to that little 
tradition. 

One feature in particular stood out as particularly redundant. It was an 
artificial cliff, covered in stuffed seabirds. To make up for the fact that 
they were dead their recorded screeches (or those of some of their luckier 
friends) were relayed from speakers somewhere in the “cliff” face. Now 
let’s remember, we were actually underground – looking at, if you like, 
the inside of the cliff we were supposed to be visiting.  “If I want to see a 
cliff covered with seabirds, couldn’t I just go outside?” Kathryn asked, 
with some justification I thought. By the time we got to the Arctic 
cocktail bar, housed in an artificial cave inside the cliff face and serving 
Midnight Sun champagne cocktails at lottery-winner prices, we were 
ready to flee.  

Rather better was an account of a frightful sea battle of World War 
Two, fought somewhere out in the remote waters off Nordkapp on 
Boxing Day, 1943. A German battleship, Scharnhorst, was torpedoed, 
taking more than 1,900 crew to their unimaginably awful deaths. The 
ocean looked bleak enough in real life. The grainy black-and-white 
pictures of the encounter looked worse.  

The weather had closed in again and there seemed little point in 
hanging around to see the midnight fog. Besides, would the sun look any 
better at midnight than it had at 11.40pm on that perfect evening on the 
Trollfjord on the way up to Tromsø? We took a look around the gift shop 
for the sake of form, knowing we had no room for souvenirs anyway, 
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although we stopped for more than a few minutes at a pile of reindeer 
hides.  

“We could find room for a couple of them!” Kathryn said. They were 
very warm and soft to touch and surprisingly light, though they carried 
heavyweight price tickets. “Don’t talk soft!” I said. How I wish, wish, 
wish that instead I had said, “Great idea! Let’s do it!” 

A pair of Nordkapp fleece gloves was a different matter – Kathryn had 
only brought short-fingered summer riding mitts with her in the 
expectation of a balmy Scandinavian summer – and right now she would 
happily have donated my kidneys to science in a jam jar in exchange for 
warm hands. It was a fully justified and practical purchase and the first 
of several we would make as we travelled south in weather that 
stubbornly refused to treat us with mercy. 
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2. Heading South 
 

 
 

e turned our back on the North Cape, wished each other luck and 
then without more ado we were off, closer to Malta already. This 

was easy! It would be all downhill to Honningsvåg, seeing as it had been 
such a lot of climbing to get here. This was rubbish, of course. The road 
had rolled across the centre of the island. Long descents had punctuated 
the climbs and now we had to re-conquer them. Even gentle gradients 
make climbing a toil when you’re riding something the weight of a 
loaded cement mixer. Nevertheless we were haring down at a good lick 
when we reached the junction for Skarsvåg, where a sign pointed us to 
the world’s most northerly campsite. “What kind of an accolade is that?” 
Kathryn asked. All the same, we were cold and tired, time was getting on 
and we wanted to get our heads down. So we swung left.  

A few minutes of pedalling brought us to the site – a collection of 
wooden cabins of a sort that would become familiar over the next few 
weeks (though at this stage we didn’t realise you could rent them at a 
moment’s notice), some touring caravans and a collection of service 
buildings next to a little lake and looking down the valley to a harbour. 
We booked in, found a pitch between the service block and the water’s 
edge and had the tent up in a few minutes.  

I’ve always had a vague feeling, whenever I arrive at a new place to 
stay, that I’m breaking some obscure house rule. It leads me to 
investigate everything timidly, concerned that I might be nosing into 
somewhere reserved for some more privileged class of resident. 
Everyone else there, I imagine, is just coming to the end of their second 
week, knows all the rules inside out and is on first name terms with the 
owner. They are all watching us, waiting for us to make some beginner’s 
blunder so they can smirk at us and whisper while the owner comes 
stomping over scowling and rolling up his sleeves. The unease was there 
as we poked our heads into the little wooden kitchen, which was a 
surprise anyway. Whoever heard of a camp site with a fully fitted 
cooking area and heated dining room in polished pine? Camp in England 
and you’re lucky if you find a dripping cold tap over a cracked Belfast 
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sink, bolted to a wall in a farmyard. Yet here it was, and lovely and 
warm too. We said “hi” to another couple who were finishing off their 
meal and when they didn’t shout at us to be off at once, we reckoned it 
was OK to make a cup of tea. I was ready to eat too. “What do you want 
for dinner?” I asked Kathryn.  

“Nothing much.” 
 “Well, I’m cooking anyway – I can’t ride all day tomorrow without 

having had an evening meal”. 
“I’m too tired to eat; I just want to go to bed.” 
Suddenly my own appetite deserted me, but I cooked a hasty pasta dish 

anyway and ate it from a plastic bowl with one of the Sporks that we had 
bought specially for the trip. A Spork is a cunning Swedish design 
combining fork, spoon and knife in a single lightweight utensil in 
colourful unbreakable plastic (we broke one).  It has its drawbacks - you 
have to cut food with one end; then turn it round to use the other to lift it 
to your mouth. You end up with dinner all over your hands. However, it 
has become an icon among lightweight camping freaks, such as the Bee 
Gees who wrote a song about it: 

“Well you can tell by the way I use my Spork 
I’m a” ….etc. 
 
By the time we zipped up the tent it was nearly midnight and still light. 

We snuggled down in our sleeping bags and I was soon away; but some 
indeterminate time later I surfaced, subconsciously aware of Kathryn’s 
evident distress next to me:  

“Oh my God, I’m absolutely freezing”. 
It was the middle of the night and rain was pattering on the nylon 

flysheet but a sickly light was showing through. I realised I was cold too 
and pulled her close to me; but it was more than the cold that was 
making me shiver. My body was wracked by spasms of trembling that I 
hadn’t experienced since I was a child. They would plague me whenever 
I got over-anxious and over-tired; usually when we had to travel a long 
distance. Even the prospect of that would be enough to set me off, weeks 
before departure. I’d sit there rigid, my muscles unable to relax as the 
tremors flowed through me. Mum used to give me a quarter of a little 
white tablet to calm me down. I found out years later it was Valium or 
something like it. It certainly used to do the trick and I’d drift off into a 
cotton-wool sleep, pixies singing happy songs in my head. I could 
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certainly use some of that now as I lay on the cold ground, wondering 
what in the name of everything we were doing here.  

Actually, this was quite timely as I need to tell you what in the name of 
everything we were doing here. So join me as I lie here shivering and 
reviewing the chain of events and decisions that have brought us to 
Nordkapp. 

Personally, I find this bit in travel books boring. The usual explanation 
is something about “finding ourselves” and the book has to turn into a 
journey of discovery that ends up with the traveller(s) finding out that – 
guess what! Happiness was waiting all along, right there at home. We 
were here because we got drunk. There was only a dribble of red left in 
the bottle of Merlot when I said to Kathryn, “We should do something 
like this!” I showed her the page in the travel supplement of a cycling 
magazine I was reading. It showed a map of Europe, covered with a web 
of cycle routes that linked the furthest corners of the continent. They 
were called “Eurovelo” and each had a number. Route 2 linked Galway 
with Moscow and Route 5 London with Rome.  

“How about number 7?” said Kathryn. “Eurovelo 7: The Sun Route. 
Nordkapp to Malta. That sounds good!” She traced the line with her 
finger; through northern Norway, cutting across a corner of Finland to 
enter Sweden at its top end and exiting through the bottom left hand 
corner. Then there was a bit of a jumble through Denmark before the 
route struck due south through the former East Germany and on to the 
Czech Republic, Austria and all the way down the length of Italy to end 
up in the sea somewhere off the coast of Africa. It had a lovely sense of 
purpose about it that some of the others lacked – it joined the northern 
and southern tips of the continent. It began and ended with the sea. It 
took in the frozen north and the sunny south. It didn’t go through 
anywhere too scary. I’d always fancied seeing Scandinavia. I like 
Germany. I’d never been to Italy. 

“OK,” I said. “Which way shall we go? Top to bottom or bottom to 
top?” 

 
Around five o’clock I gave up on the prospect of sleep and crawled out 

of the tent, feeling thoroughly wretched. It had rained most of the night 
and the morning was dull and cold. I picked my way through the mud to 
the toilet block. A herd of reindeer had made their way down to the 
campsite and were browsing placidly between and around the huts. I 
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watched them for a while, marvelling at the scale of their antlers. How 
could they possibly function with that lot on their heads? It wasn’t so bad 
here where there were no trees, but in the forests that had to be a 
handicap. Still, nature knows best. 

I took Kathryn a cup of tea – she looked as bad as I felt. Even so, she 
managed to get it together to make a pan of porridge and we sat at the 
kitchen table where I forced some down. That done, we set about 
packing up the sodden tent.   

There was another tent not far from our own. The zip was still firmly 
fastened at this hour, but outside were two mountain bikes, one with a 
trailer attached and flying a little flag bearing the legend “Grenoble – 
North Cape”. They must have just completed their challenge. Respect! 
Their achievement gave us a little lift. We never saw them, though.  

We rode down to the harbour at Skarsvåg before we headed back to 
Honningsvåg, interested to see what is reputedly the world’s most 
northerly fishing village. It was very trim, with a sweet little wooden 
church and tiny harbour with a few small boats moored alongside the 
wooden jetty. There was even a shop (closed), devoted entirely to 
Christmas, though we never found one where you could buy a pint of 
milk, which would seem rather more of an urgent priority in such an 
isolated spot. They must be tough people to live here, all year round, 
even now.  Fifty years ago there wasn’t even a road. It was boat or 
reindeer sledge. 

The day was cold and heavy with cloud as we made our way back to 
the main road into town. A stiff wind whipped across the bleak tops, 
making it difficult to stay on the bike at times, and it began to rain 
heavily as we rolled down the last, fast descent into Honningsvåg. We 
bailed out into the steamy warmth of the Bryggerie for a coffee, pizza 
and a rethink. 

The pizzas were the size of a dustbin lid. It was a pity I was feeling so 
nauseous that I couldn’t eat more than a couple of slices. Kathryn begged 
some “doggy boxes” and we took the remains with us, resolved to 
abandon for the day, book into a hotel, and start afresh in the morning, 
come what may.   

We crossed the road to the big concrete bunker we had looked on with 
mild scorn yesterday and asked how much it would be for a room. The 
nice lady on the desk mentioned a price that would have amounted to a 



Kök & Tvätt 14 

substantial down payment on a premiership footballer, and I gladly 
handed over my grandmother.   

The room was modest but comfortable with a big bed and a duvet like 
a cloud. We spread all our wet clothes over the radiators (I hoped the 
heat would dry-bake the reindeer poo on the bottom of my cycling shoe).  
Kathryn volunteered to pop out to the supermarket to buy a few 
provisions so I climbed into bed and slept the afternoon away. 

When Kathryn returned she was full of excitement.   
“I’ve just seen an old Sámi lady in full traditional dress in the 

Supermarket.” 
“What was she doing?” 
“She was buying frozen peas!” 
  I got up and looked out of the window at the rain pouring down into 

the back street and the mist drifting across the hills on the opposite side 
of the harbour.  There had been no indoor storage for the bike, so it had 
to stand in the rain, getting what shelter was available from the eaves of 
the building and locked to a drain pipe that funnelled rainwater straight 
over the back wheel. I hoped that somebody might steal it. Even if they 
did, it seemed unlikely they’d get very far.  There was nowhere to go. 

We turned on the TV and saw some Norwegian news. Manchester 
United’s signing of a Norwegian player appeared to be the day’s most 
important event. The weather forecast was for rain all over the country. 
After that we watched an episode of “Frazier” with Norwegian subtitles, 
happy to be distracted by something cheerful and familiar.    

I tried to eat some more pizza but it defeated me again and I went to 
wash out my socks and shorts – a task that would become a daily ritual 
as the trip went on. In a quest to travel as economically as possible this 
was generally performed with the house soap or shampoo rather than my 
own valuable and limited supplies; it meant an ever-changing fragrance 
around my delicate extremities. I also took advantage of the fluffy towels 
to master a technique for getting kit dry in a hurry that I had learned 
from reading about the Old Days in the Tour de France: roll up in towel, 
wring hard. It worked – the clothes came out no more than damp and 
after a night on the radiator were ready to do battle.  
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3. Going Underground 

 
 

 
 slept like a log, but Kathryn didn’t. She was a bit freaked out by the 
impending ride through the tunnel to the main land. Among her 

concerns were:  How would we light the way safely when all we had was 
a head lamp with the power of the torch the lady in the cinema uses to 
show you to your seat? Would it be stifling and full of vehicle fumes? 
Would we be chased down by speeding juggernauts and left mangled in 
the dark, undetected for weeks until somebody noticed the smell?  
Would the tunnel spring a leak, sending us shooting out of the far end on 
a spout of millions of gallons of freezing Arctic Ocean seawater?  These 
were all reasonable questions at two o’clock in the morning, in a strange 
bed a thousand kilometres inside the Arctic Circle. 

I still wasn’t feeling too chipper at breakfast, a buffet affair in a large, 
rectangular, white room in the hotel’s basement. Armies of German and 
American tourists were laying into marinated herrings and salad (and I 
don’t know about you, but I can’t get a thing done in the mornings until 
I’ve got at least two slices of cucumber inside me). Kathryn managed a 
few trips to the sideboard herself, while I picked miserably at some 
scrambled egg. I’ve always been like this when travelling abroad.  One 
of the reasons I wanted to do this trip was to try to overcome my mild 
phobia about coping in unfamiliar places. At the same time, this was part 
of the reason why we had chosen Europe for our first long-distance tour. 
I’m sure we could have had a much more adventurous and exotic time 
navigating the Serengeti or tackling the rush hour in Mumbai. I would 
have been too busy throwing up to notice any of it. 

We gathered our ludicrous pile of belongings together and deposited 
them in the reception area for people to trip over while I went round the 
back to rescue the tandem from its cold douche.   

“Sorry, old thing!” I said and wheeled it to the front entrance where, as 
a completely unnecessary precaution, I locked it to a convenient bench. 
When we checked out, we asked the receptionist if she knew whether 
cycles were allowed through the tunnel. She assured us they were, to 

I 
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Kathryn’s disappointment. I gave her a Norwegian “thank you”, which 
I’d learned from the barman on the Trollfjord (tusen tack or “a thousand 
thanks” should you need to know), and she gave me a big smile, though 
whether this was in recognition of my multilingual politeness or because 
I’d just said something funny, I couldn’t say. It wasn’t until later that I 
asked myself whether a barman is really the sort of person I should be 
relying on for lessons in polite phrases. 

 We had a few chores to sort in the town before we could get away – 
Kathryn went to the post office and I popped into the bank lobby to top 
up our rapidly dwindling stock of Kronor from the cash point. Two 
German women were already there. I bade them a cheery Guten Morgen 
and they were soon off, telling me all about their grand tour which I’d 
love to be able to relay to you now except that I only understood about a 
quarter of it. However, I was able to tell them a little about our own 
intentions, glossing over the bit about taking refuge in a hotel at the first 
sign of hardship. They were most impressed and wished us gluck. 

It turned out that Honningsvåg was a likeable place, with all the basic 
necessities such as a supermarket, tourist office, an opticians (Specsavers 
if I remember rightly), a couple of bars, a shop selling car stereos and 
about ten cuddly troll outlets. Although it is a hundred miles from a town 
of any size it seemed well able to thrive in its remote surroundings. We 
got the feeling that it sees its status as the last place on Earth as a cause 
for celebration. It was certainly no redneck outpost. The harbour is busy 
and appealing and the knowledge that one of the Hurtigruten fleet will 
call every day, come what may, with its tourists and pallets of toilet rolls 
and Norwegian Mack beers, must add a great deal to the sense of 
security and surprisingly sophisticated air. It had the feel of a modern but 
modest alpine ski resort. We were sorry to leave. We had no hope of 
finding anywhere of similar size for at least two days.  

It was still raining fat, cold raindrops as we met the E69 agan around 
the far side of the inlet. The road was hemmed in between the sea and the 
hills, and when there was nowhere else to go it dived into a tunnel. There 
were two of these before the big one to the mainland. The first was itself 
about two kilometres long. I pulled the LED headlamp on over my 
helmet; Kathryn clipped the flashing red light to the back of hers and 
strapped on her reflective armbands. “We look completely ridiculous”, 
she said. 
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I looked at our head-to-toe waterproofs, neoprene overshoes and the 
bar bag, with its fluorescent yellow rain cover. “We already did!” 

 We were relieved to find a pavement to ride on and strips of light right 
the way through. It was a hopeful sign that the Nordkapp Tunnel might 
not be as bad as we’d feared. The second tunnel was only short and soon 
we were at the entrance to the third. A sign told us it was 6.6km long and 
ran 202m below sea level. I noticed with alarm that there was a big menu 
of very expensive tolls – something like NOK700 for a lorry – or seventy 
pounds, and that was each way. But the guy in the tollbooth cast us only 
a brief glance and waved us straight through, toll free. “I hope it’s troll-
free as well!” Kathryn quipped.  

There was no pavement this time but the tunnel was lit and we soon 
picked up speed as we freewheeled down, down and further down into 
the depths. A long downhill is always welcome but I’ve never ridden one 
like this before. I pushed the lever that operated the drag brake to keep 
our speed under control, slightly concerned that I might not be able to 
see any potholes or other nasties in the gloom. Kathryn could see even 
less from behind and had to put her trust entirely in me. Every now and 
again we passed under a bank of huge spinning blades – extractor fans to 
keep the air moving through the long passage. There wasn’t very much 
traffic, but when a vehicle did approach we would hear it coming from 
far off, the rushing sound gradually increasing until it filled the space in 
the tunnel and in our heads like a train speeding through. Somehow it 
surprised us every time when all that came past was a Nissan Micra or 
some such. 

Three and a half kilometres of descent were inevitably followed by 
three and a half of climbing. It was foggy and dank in the depths. All the 
cold, moist air from outside had sunk to the lowest point. We’d hoped, 
without reason, that it might not be so steep on the way out; but of 
course it was and we were soon steaming in the still air. We stopped in a 
cave-like lay by with an emergency phone booth where we took off 
layers, then continued the sweaty grind, looking forward to fresh air and 
daylight. By the time we emerged we were almost grateful for the 
cooling rain.   

We stopped to take a photo and answer a call of nature and as we 
prepared to set off two more bicycles emerged from the misty mouth of 
the tunnel. On board were two men, one young and handsome, the other 
older and with a grizzled, characterful face. He had a trophy sprig of 
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Nordkapp heather fastened to his bar bag. The younger spoke English 
and we learned they were from Poland: “We rode here from Krakow; 
now we have to go home again.” (That’s a seven thousand kilometre 
round trip, so remember there’s always someone a bit barmier than you 
are.)  

“How long will that take you?” I asked. 
“We have to be there in three weeks!” 
“Will you make it?” 
“I think so, yes.” 
We noticed their heavily-loaded bikes. Where we had four panniers 

between us, they had four each. We knew we would have done the same 
if we were on two bikes and the extra capacity would have been 
welcome. The extra weight would not. 

 
The decision to make our trip on a tandem came quite early on in what 

little planning we undertook. It wasn’t a wish to be different or eccentric 
either. It was a matter of pragmatism. You see, one of us (and I won’t 
embarrass her by saying which one) is slower on a bike than the other. 

“How are we going to keep together?” ‘One of Us’ had said. “You’re 
much faster than me. You’ll always be miles off the front and I’ll be 
lagging behind getting all discouraged. You’ll get fed up too, waiting for 
me to catch up all the time. There’s a serious danger you’ll be rolling 
into Berlin around the time I’m arriving in Gothenburg!” 

We knew our chances of failure would be high unless we could find an 
answer to this. We thought about ‘One of Us’ travelling light and ‘The 
Other’ carrying all the luggage, which would have slowed ‘The Other’ 
down considerably, but ‘The Other’ vetoed that idea, for very good 
reasons in my opinion.  

“OK, How about a tandem, then?” said ‘The Other’, “No danger of 
anyone getting left behind on one of those.” 

 
It was a lovely afternoon’s riding, despite the persistent rain, and the 

road rolled along pleasantly. We were sandwiched between cliffs and the 
wide expanse of the Porsangerfjord, quite unlike the narrow, deep and 
enclosed inlets of the west coast. On our right, the slate and shale piled 
up into towering stacks of finely-leaved rock, layered like filo pastry, 
drawing the eye to the wild, craggy summits above. From her vantage 
point on the back of the bike, Kathryn gave a cry – “Hey! Is that an 
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eagle?” We pulled over and squinted. Soaring above the sea and circling 
in front of the topmost part of the cliff was a big bird of prey.  

“It certainly looks like an eagle.” 
“Do you want it to be an eagle?” 
“I think I do want it to be an eagle.” 
“OK – it’s an eagle.” 
We also saw lots of ducks, which we conspired to agree were Eider; 

many cormorants, black-backed gulls, terns and all manner of rare birds. 
It’s amazing what you can see when you don’t have a clue about 
ornithology. 

This felt like the Arctic Ocean – steel grey, with weather blowing 
across the hills on the distant bare peninsula. There were numerous 
wooden huts along the way – presumably mostly holiday chalets, each 
with its little jetty and, if anyone was home, a boat tied up next to it. 
Here and there little tracks led down to bays and beaches. The wrinkled 
nature of the coast meant this was no place to be if you were in a hurry – 
the road followed it doggedly so that what appeared to be a nearby 
headland would turn out to involve several kilometres of meandering 
riding to reach. Now and again, though, a seemingly insurmountable cliff 
would jut out into the sea, at which point the road would go straight 
through it. At least the riding was relatively flat, but whenever the road 
swung round the head of an inlet we’d be hit by a gust of the prevailing 
wind. 

We found a stony beach and stopped to brew up for a cup of tea. I’d 
been looking forward to these little boy-scout moments and set about the 
business with brisk efficiency. I opened the front pannier. 

“That’s the one with the waterproofs in. The pans are in the other one,” 
said Kathryn. I opened that too. After that, I remembered I’d moved 
them to a bag on the back rack. I rummaged around for the teabags and 
mugs, measured out two mugs of water (and no more – fuel efficiency to 
the fore) and put it in the pan. I connected the stove to the little red bottle 
of petrol and set up the legs, which covered my hands in soot. I looked 
for a suitable rock to stand it on but the ones that were flat weren’t 
sheltered enough and the ones that were sheltered weren’t flat enough. 
The stove had to be primed, which involved running a little petrol into a 
dish at the base, lighting it with my Swedish Army magic fire striker and 
waiting for it to warm up the fuel supply line. That done, I turned up the 
gas to full and the whole thing went out. After about ten turns through 
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this routine, it burst into life with a flame like a blow torch and within 
thirty seconds we had two mugs of boiling water, with teabags floating 
in them. Meanwhile I hunted for the powdered milk, which was in a 
polythene bag in a pannier full of identical polythene bags containing 
things which were not powdered milk and all unlabelled. Out came 
muesli, noodles, rice, packets of soup and a tub of margarine. I found a 
teaspoon and stirred some milk powder into the tea. It went lumpy. 
Never mind; it was hot and wet. We sat on the rocky beach, enjoying the 
bracing breeze which soon took the heat out of the tea, so we drank up 
quickly. I disconnected the petrol bottle, dismantled the stove (which 
covered my hands in soot), and put it in the pan. That went back in the 
dry bag which had to be refastened to the rack at the back. Just about 
everything which had been in the front panniers was now spread across 
the shore. In went a tub of margarine, packets of soup, rice, noodles and 
muesli. We fastened up the clips and straps and fastened them back on 
the bike. 

 “Is that the teaspoon on that rock?” said Kathryn. By the time we were 
ready to leave I was ready for another cup of tea. Ray Mears would be 
spinning in his shallow woodland grave, if he was dead. 

 
As we rolled down towards Ølderfjord the weather began to improve, 

although these things are relative. Shafts of sunlight would stab through 
the cloud, briefly adding colour to the landscape, then fading. The terrain 
began to change too. There were expanses of bog cotton, a scattering of 
birch trees and more houses; then a complex of red wooden bungalows, 
one of which had the word Hotell painted on the roof in large letters. 
There was also a sign offering hytter available. 

“Hytter. Huts.” Kathryn translated at a guess. The thermometer on the 
wall outside was reading 6˚C. This was a tempting option. “What do you 
think – shall we try one?” I asked Kathryn.  We took a look around the 
site, which seemed fine, and dropped into the souvenir shop, where a 
kind young lady gave us keys to several huts and told us to go and 
choose which ever we liked. The first was cold and we didn’t fancy it.  
The next was much smaller, but when we opened the door a gust of heat 
hit us in the face. That was more like it. 

Our chosen hytte stood in a little crescent of similar buildings behind 
the hotel. It was no bigger than a garden shed really – in fact, I think 
that’s what it was - but contained a bed with two mattresses, a battered 
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wooden folding leaf table, a black vinyl chair with a footstool, a fridge 
and a single electric ring for cooking. Best of all was the electric radiator 
mounted on the wall. It wasn’t much, but it was the cheapest and still 
luxury compared to the tent. We soon had the place looking like a bomb 
had gone off.  

We got our bit of laundry done in the shower block and christened our 
magic camping washing line. This was an elastic rope, cunningly twined 
so you could trap bits of clothing between the twists and hang them 
without the use of pegs. We hooked one end to the curtain rail and the 
other to a hat peg behind the door. By chance, this meant the clothes 
hung directly over the wall heater.   

I set to work cooking a big pan of rice pudding, packed with brown 
sugar for added energy. Kathryn went to look in the shop to see if they 
had anything useful like bread or fresh milk, which they didn’t. Actually, 
she did find a carton of milk in the fridge, which she took to the 
checkout, only for the lady to point out it was already open and being 
used for the staff coffee. She did, however, return with a jar of jam, made 
with cloudberry. 

The cloudberry is the stuff of legends in Lapland. It looks like a yellow 
blackberry and grows on tussocks in boggy areas. The Norwegians call 
them multebær, the Swedes hjortron and the Finns lakka among other 
names. For the Sámi they are lyeme. They are full of vitamin C, an 
important property in Scandinavia, which is not well known for its 
abundance of citrus. The berries are renowned for warding off colds. 
Each plant sends up a single stem on top of which forms a lone fruit. In a 
good year it is found in abundance. This was not a good year. We read 
later in a newspaper that the cold summer had made the fruit very late. 
We spooned the jam generously into our rice pudding. They went well 
together. I sat at the little table, idly reading the jam jar label as we ate. 
The price sticker caught my eye. 

“Kathryn, did you notice how much this jar of jam cost?” 
“Uh – no….” 
“Eighty Kronor. That’s eight quid!” For that money I’d rather catch the 

cold. 
“Oh.  Uh – I wasn’t really looking at the price – I just thought you 

might like to try some Cloudberry jam.” 
So we enjoyed our jar of world-most-expensive jam. To be fair, 

picking Cloudberries involves getting wet feet so I suppose that makes 
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them a bit more of a luxury than your average strawberry. Even so, it 
was a lesson in what happens when you buy food from a shop with the 
word “souvenirs” in big letters over the roof. 
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4. Meet the Myggor 
 

 
 

he bicycle transmission had started squeaking annoyingly on the ride 
down to Ølderfjord. I put it down to the rainwater washing all the 

lube out of the chain, and went out the next morning to give it some 
attention. As I crouched by the side of the bike, which leant against a 
convenient birch tree, I caught sight of a small movement from the 
corner of my eye. I looked down in time to see one of the most evil 
creatures in all creation hovering over my forearm. It was my first 
encounter with the Scandinavian myggor. 

Norway made its money from producing oil and Sweden from timber 
and steel.  But their combined annual output, laid in one pan of a set of 
scales, would be outweighed if their output in mosquitoes was put in the 
other. They thrive in the swampy Scandinavian tundra and hang out in 
trees, shrubs and long grass, waiting to ambush the passer-by. Pretty 
much everyone we spoke about our plans and who knew the region said 
something like “Ooh – watch out for the mosquitoes! They’re really 
bad.”  Well, now I have some advice too for anyone thinking of visiting: 
Ooh – watch out for the mosquitoes! They’re really bad. Quite how bad 
we had yet to discover, but I slapped the bugger down and coincidentally 
noticed two more sinking their vile probes into my shin. They went to 
meet their maker too. This was all a little worrying because the standard 
wisdom for avoiding the critters is to head to the coastal areas. Well, 
here we were, a quarter of a mile from the sea, and they were hunting in 
packs. I dashed inside to get the DEET which did at least seem to hold 
them off while I finished the job; but I could sense them lurking in the 
shrubbery, waiting for their moment. 

 
We made a decision to try to cross the Finnmark Plateau to Alta on the 

west coast in one day. The plateau has a reputation as an inhospitable 
place, and we were still concerned about the weather and how easily we 
could find shelter. As it happened, it wasn’t a bad day. The wind had 
dropped and there was even a touch of sunshine now and again. We 
climbed away from the coast up a broad river valley, lush with 

T 
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birchwood and a forest floor thick with bilberry, heather and lichens. 
Orchids peppered the roadside verge, together with hawksbit and wild 
geranium. The hill was long but not too steep, and before too long we 
were speeding down into the little settlement of Skáidi, where we 
encountered that rarest of novelties at this stage in the journey – a road 
junction. Navigation in these early days was easy because most of the 
time there was only one highway. We could ride for hour after hour 
without meeting any joining roads – it was twenty-two kilometres from 
Ølderfjord to the Skáidi turn-off, and more than sixty more before we 
reached anything bigger than a dirt track heading off to left or right. 

So we enjoyed the excitement of turning left, passing a large camping 
complex which wasn’t marked on our map. This gave us some 
reassurance that we might find more accommodation than we had 
thought. It was far too early to stop, of course, so we followed the Alta 
road along through a fine gorge, above a broad river that ran fast and 
shallow on our right. We found a spot to stop to eat, and watched a lone 
angler standing in the water, casting flies across its surface. When the 
butties came out of the bag I realised I was hungry – in fact I felt like a 
new man. My stomach had settled and the depression had lifted. I knew I 
was back in control and I was ready to tackle this challenge. I took a big 
bite out of my sandwich…and took a small piece of my tongue off with 
it. 

As we climbed we broke out of the gorge onto a broad expanse of bog, 
treeless and dotted with lakes and circled at a distance with rugged 
mountains that were high enough still to have some snow on them. It 
seemed an impossible place to eke a living, yet there were reindeer 
corrals, the only signs of fencing or enclosure on this open landscape, 
and after a while we passed a small scattering of shacks which we took 
to be a Sámi settlement used for the reindeer herding. The homesteads 
were five hundred metres or so across the heath along a dirt track and we 
considered riding in for a look, but decided it would be too nosy. There 
must have been some cultural prejudice at work here as we never had 
any compunction about looking around any non-Sámi village, however 
tiny and private. Perhaps we were too quick to assume we would be seen 
as intruders. We also thought that we’d see lots more of this kind of 
thing, perhaps a village stretched along the main road that would give us 
the legitimate excuse of “just passing through”; but in fact we never did. 
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It was a missed opportunity – “take your chance when you can” became 
a motto on this trip, but we were very bad at taking our own advice. 

 Instead, we stopped a little further on at a church that stood near the 
road. It was some way from the village but there were no other signs of a 
population it could serve so we knew it must be a Sámi place of worship. 
It was a single storey building, constructed in timber, stained dark brown 
with preservative. It had a small wooden bell tower on the roof and 
simple white casement windows. It was locked, but we peered in through 
the window to see its unfussy, shaker-like interior. We tried to have a 
coffee and biscuits stop here, but the mosquitoes had latched on to us 
and were arriving in numbers, homing in from miles around on the only 
likely target for an easy lunch. 

On the far side of this great expanse we rode under a bald-domed 
mountain and we were across the watershed. Ahead ran a wide, boggy 
valley, through which we could see the road winding for miles.  
Eventually we dropped into a deep, wooded ravine and the road wrapped 
itself around the far end of a lake. We felt Alta must be near now; there 
were farms and even a road junction. But there was more to do – another 
big climb out of the valley before we saw the sea. We wound our way 
down into the outskirts of the town, past large wooden houses with neat 
gardens and under an orange cliff with a slow-moving river meandering 
around its base. 

We’d racked up over a hundred kilometres by now. Our backsides 
were cringing and we still weren’t in Alta so we investigated the first 
campsite we came to – and what a find! The kitchen was warm and 
looked brand new – more pine units with pots, pans and a complete 
dinner service - as did the toilets and showers. A helpful young lad 
greeted us in the office and told us to pitch our tent wherever we liked. 
We chose a spot on a well-manicured sward, next to a wire fence. This 
gave us somewhere to lean the bike and dry our clothes. On the other 
side of the fence was the sea – or rather, a shallow inlet. The tide was in 
that evening but by the morning it was just a flat of mud, sand and stones 
and we never saw any water in it again. It was lovely, though. The wet 
sand burned like a mirror as the sun shone obliquely across the sea, 
lighting the underside of heavy clouds in spectacular fashion. 

We spent the evening in what would very quickly become a routine: 
put up the tent, make a brew and grab a shower, rinsing out our shorts 
and socks at the same time. Then we cooked a meal in the kitchen, which 
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also provided shelter from the mozzies. We shared the space with a 
friendly Swedish couple a little older than ourselves who were interested 
in our unconventional transport and what we were doing. They gave us a 
few tips about some of the areas of Sweden we’d be going through; but a 
little doubt crossed my mind: If Sweden is so good, what are they doing 
in Norway? 

The site wasn’t busy, even though it was an August weekend. Some 
kids kicked a football about on the lawn and a little further along a 
couple had parked a Land Rover. This had an ingenious built-in tent that 
expanded out of a box on the roof to provide stylish loft living of the sort 
that would command a seven-figure sum if it was in Hampstead. 

At around ten o’ clock, a man started mowing the grass around the 
service block. We were still getting used to this all-night activity, aimed 
at making the most of all that lovely daylight. In a few weeks it would be 
dark here by mid-afternoon. People who know this do all their living 
while the sun is up. 

We’d learned a lesson from our experience of camping at Nordkapp. 
This time we zipped our sleeping bags together and put on extra layers of 
clothing. We also remembered to put on our eye-patches, which created 
an excellent surrogate night and stopped us waking up at two in the 
morning thinking we had overslept. 

We woke up at two o’ clock in the morning, when some idiot in a 
distant corner of the camp site started howling like a wolf. 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 


