
 

T HIS MAGICAL CRUISE-HOLIDAY ABOARD THE FABULOUS FIVE-STAR KONINGSDAM IS DEPARTING MAY 16, 2018.  
For 14 pampered days we’ll explore Baltic capitals & seaports, Czarist palaces & treasures, Viking museums & 
medieval towns. Then, for those who want more, we’ll enjoy an extra 7 days cruising Norway’s gorgeous fjords.   

If you’re a fun-loving Mad Midlifer, we’d love you to join us. But you need to hurry – 
there are just 8 places left! Email midlifemadnesstours@hot.co.nz now 

                  or phone Glen on 0800 323 333 tollfree! 

 
F YOU’RE EVER OUT ON A AND 
you find yourself in the North Sea, take a right turn 
once you’ve gone past England and Scotland, and 
you should end up in Norway. You probably 
won’t see any Vikings, because no Vikings 

have been seen on Sunday afternoons for almost 
1000 years. But you probably will see some of the 
most mouth-wateringly gorgeous landscapes in 
the world …  

  The Norwegian fjords are quite simply 
sensational. These huge clefts in the coastline 
were created by glacial action a squillion years 
before tourists showed up, when the whole of 
Scandinavia was buried under ice. Like water-filled wedges, 
they stretch inland for hundreds of kilometres – in some 
places emerald green-and-serene, in other places misty 
wet-and-wild … here edged by pocket-sized farms and 
fishing villages, there framed by teetering cliffs and 
plunging waterfalls.  

  There are some roads in this wilderness, and more 
than a few float-planes and helicopters. But we chose to do 
our sightseeing hanging over the deck-rails of a cruise-ship 
– drifting through the deep reflecting stillness and oohing-
&-aahing on cue: 
 In the long, skinny Sognefjord, we rode a coach past 

snowy peaks and around 13 hairpin bends, to a tiny 
village called Gudvangen. 

 In colourful Kristiansund we learned about ‘klippfish’ … 
and the town’s history as a cod processing centre.  

 In Aalesund, a larger town with fairytale turrets and 
spires, we drove through some of the world’s longest 
undersea tunnels … and climbed to the top of an ancient 
wooden lighthouse. 

 In Hellesylt, surrounded by waterfally cliffs, we 
eyeballed hilly farms, one of them only accessible from 
the water, by way of a flimsy rope ladder. 

  By this stage, we were 1000 metres 
above sea level, in the middle of a summer ski 
field, with blinding white snow all around us. 
Ignoring my wife’s protests (“What on earth will 
you do with THAT?”) I bought myself a Viking 
helmet (“Just call me Olaf the Magnificent!”). 
Then, after skirting the shores of a magnificent 
glacial lake, we were driven up this steep, zig-
zagging, heart-stopping road to the summit of 
Mt Dalsnibba, 1500 metres above sea level.  

  Oh, boy! Our floating hotel was waiting for us way, 
way, way down there – a tiny toy ship on the spectacular 
Geirangerfjord. And as we up-anchored that evening and 
cruised out through the mirror-like waters, I couldn’t help 
thinking: Take your breath away? Absolutely!  

(John Cooney) 


