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Scandinavian Wilderness
and the Northern Lights

6 days from £1099
Jan 4, 11, 18, 25; Feb 1, 8 & Mar 8, 15, 2007 departs from London Stansted 

This exclusive six-day holiday will introduce you to the incredible natural beauty of Sweden's
Fulufjallet National Park. During the winter months it is transformed by the snowfall in to a
white wilderness, offering a thrilling range of activities and excursions. You will drive your
own team of huskies, enjoy a snowshoe walk that culminates with the amazing display of
the Northern Lights, and take control of your own snowmobile and head in to the depths of
the National Park to see elk and beaver and to search for wolves, lynx and bear tracks. 

Price includes
• Return flights from London Stansted to Oslo
• Return coach transfers from Oslo to Fulufjallet National Park
• Five nights' chalet accommodation, including breakfast, lunch and dinner each day
• All excursions, including Husky Dogsled Safari, Snowshoe Walk and Snowmobile Adventure
• Specialist clothing whilst on the excursions
• The services of an expert tour guide
• Contribution to PAN Parks' conservation programme, www.panparks.org

Call 0870 836 0835Quote Advert Code GUA

For a selection of Reader Offer holidays visit: guardian.co.uk/travel/readeroffers
Email: gua@newmarket-group.co.uk
Call charges may vary depending on service provider. This holiday is organised by Newmarket Air Holidays
Ltd, McMillan House, Cheam Common Road, Worcester Park, KT4 8RQ, ABTA V7812 ATOL Protected 2325
and is offered subject to availability. Prices do not include travel insurance. Fax: 020 8330 6819.

We welcome letters. Email escape@
lonelyplanet.co.uk or write to Lonely 
Planet, 72-82 Rosebery Avenue, London 
EC1R 4RW. The writer of the week’s 
star letter wins a Lonely Planet guide of 
their choice, so please include a daytime 
telephone number and postal address. 
No individual correspondence can be 
entered into. 
! To order discount Lonely Planet 
books, call 0870 066 7989.

YOUR LETTERS

! In September  my girlfriend and I 
are embarking on a gap year. We 

have decided on a large proportion of 
where we want to  go, but are having 
diffi  culty fi nding  round-the-world 
tickets that allow us to fl y in and out 
of both North and South America. 
Is it easy to travel from North  to 
South  by bus/train? We would like 
to stop in Costa Rica and Mexico, but 
I hear  there can be safety  problems 
throughout Central America and 
Colombia ; is it easy to travel through 
these countries  safely?
Barnaby Day, London

 
The only part of Central or South 
America that can’t be safely traversed is 
the Darien Gap, separating Panama and 
Colombia. It’s the haunt of smugglers, 
drug traffi  ckers and paramilitary groups 
as well as being dense rainforest and is 
where orchid hunting backpackers Tom 
Hart-Dyke and Paul Winder were kid-
napped in 2000.  Take a fl ight over the 
Darien Gap. Check the Foreign & Com-
monwealth Offi  ce Travel Advice (www.
fco.gov.uk) for more  information .

The best  round the world ticket 
including North and South America is 
One World Explorer. It  uses American 
Airlines, which fl ies into Central and 
South America from the US; and also 
has LAN, the continent’s largest airline, 
should you wish to fl y within South 
America. A sample itinerary  taking 
in major South and North American 
cities, Australia and Hong Kong before 
heading home costs a bout £2,000 . 
Round-the-world tickets includ-
ing South America always cost more 
than more commonly travelled routes 
because of the additional miles and 
lack of competition on key routes .

Once in South America,  you can 
make your own arrangements and  take 

an internal fl ight or two. If you are 
planning a lot of hopping around, there 
are several air passes,  which must be 
 bought before you arrive . These are 
often very good value, with individual 
fl ights working out at as little as £30. 
 Trailfi nders (0845 058 5858; www.
trailfi nders.com)  sells all major air-
passes for the region

 

! We are going  to visit relatives 
in Adelaide for four weeks in 

November/December  and looking 
to take a break at a coastal resort in 
South Australia, probably self-cater-
ing. We will have our own transport. 
We want somewhere with  bars and 
restaurants that’s not too isolated 
 but is not a major tourist destination.  
Pete and Rita Dawson, 
 Cheadle, Greater Manchester

 
South Australia is underrated and 
under-visited by many British visitors 
to Australia, but  has a beautiful coast, 
a cosmopolitan capital and thousands 
of miles of  outback scenery . Plenty 
of British travellers will be visiting 

Adelaide for the second Ashes test 
match at the start of December, so bear 
this in mind when planning travel into 
and around the city. 

The Encounter Coast, 50 miles from 
Adelaide, is made for the sort of trip you  
are thinking about. Victor Harbor is the 
best known of the coastal escapes from 
Adelaide, but Port Elliot has the edge for 
a charming, laid-back atmosphere. The 
beaches  are great for swimming, easy 
cycling and dolphin and seal cruises. 
Rental of holiday cottages can be organ-
ised through  estate agents Dodd & Pa ge 
 (00 61 8 8554 2029; www.doddandpage.
com.au).   

LETTER OF THE WEEK
Why do Ordnance Survey Explorer maps of the Scottish Highlands not show 
footpaths? Last weekend I ended up in a  hairy situation because the path we 
were following as night  approached was not marked on the map.  More infuri-
atingly still, parliamentary constituency boundaries are   displayed in thick, 
obscuring lines. Are these really more relevant to walkers than paths?
James Dunn, London

Scotways, the Scottish Rights of Way & Access Agency,  notes : ‘ In Scotland, 
where there is no list of legally agreed  rights of way that everyone subscribes 
to, OS  is more reluctant to include routes, no matter how well-used.’  This could 
soon change.  Part of the  Land Reform (Scotland) Act 2003, which allows access 
to most wilderness land , requires  authorities to survey     ‘core paths’ for  every-
day and recreational use. This will improve signage  and eventually result in the 
paths appearing on OS maps, although no time frame has been set. OS adds that 
it is revising Explorer maps and removing constituency boundaries (at last!).

Tom Hall of Lonely Planet answers your 
questions about worldwide travel

ASK
TOM  The road less travelled is usually less 

travelled for a reason. The Amtrak route 
from Chicago to New Orleans, for instance: 
900 hickey, hillbilly, huckleberry miles in 19 
hours.  American Airlines off ers a perfectly 
sensible two-hour alternative but Big Bern, 
my fl ibbertigibbet of a mother, has cocked 
up our fl ight arrangements. We need to 
be at a wedding in the Deep South so an 
overnight train to New Orleans it is.  

The outsize double-decker retro-toaster 
that is the ‘City of New Orleans’ inter-
state isn’t quite the lean, mean, comfort 
machine it says on the pack. It’s a shabby, 
scruff y, whiff y aff air. The basic sleeper cab-
ins are elephants-in-a mini silly and it’s no 
sightseeing trip; when Amtrak’s planners 
mapped out its North-South route, clearly 
only the ugliest urban wasteland/scrub-
land vistas would do.

A few hours into the journey, we return 
from dinner to survey our ‘roomette’. It 
has been reconfi gured  into a ‘couchette’.  
There’s a lower bunk neatly made up with 
lots of head room. It’s long and wide. It has 
its own reading light and a squishy pillow. 
It’s the master bedroom. And suspended 
up near the ceiling, there’s a plank. No 
ladder. No light. A sliver of foam for a pil-
low.   My heart sinks, because I know what 
a dutiful daughter has to do. ‘I’ll have the 
upper-erm-thing ,’ I say, desperately hoping 
Big Bern’s maternal instincts will prevail . 
‘Okay,’ says Big Bern, diving into the plump 
lower mattress, whipping out jim-jams, 
face cream and sugared almonds quicker 
than you can say ‘Bad Mother’.

I set about hurling myself in the general 
direction of the ceiling. A bit of me should 
snag onto the plank eventually. Big Bern’s 
already tucked up, reading  and sucking on 
almonds. I apologise facetiously for dis-
turbing her, each time I slither past into a   
heap on the fl oor, and think dark thoughts 
about using her head as a stepping stone.

Finally I’m wedged in, fl at on my back, 
nose skimming the ceiling, the trillion watt 
‘nightlights’ trained directly upon my face. 
It’s hot, stuff y and claustrophobic. ‘You 
okay up there, love?’

I glower at the ceiling.  Soon  Big Bern’s 
snoring. I’m seething. There’s no way I’m 
going to get to sleep.  Which means I’m 
going to be pale and tragic and tired 
and testy for the wedding.  And it’s all 
her  fault. I huff  and puff  loudly in 
a bid to alert the  Heartless One 
to my plight but my eff orts are 
lost to the interminable rumble 
and clatter of the train.

From the corridor, Scary 
Attendant peers in through 
a chink in the curtain and I 
 recall our earlier  dining  ordeal. 
Rumpled, stiff  and grouchy, 
I refused on principle to go 
through the charade of smarten-

MY CRAP HOLIDAY

Throw momma from the train

Have you had a crap holiday? If so, write 
in and tell us about it. The writers of 
stories we publish will receive a copy of 

the Idler Book of Crap Holidays. 
Email crap.holidays@

observer.co.uk
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AZED No. 1,796 Plain

ACROSS
 1   Spurt in support, causing poet’s recoil (12)
10  Botanist’s receptacle like this receives a bash (8)
12  No longer glorified, British catalogue of second-class celebs (5)
13  Frizzy hairstyle, a crude Frenchman’s cut (not good) (4)
14  Fate: is carried off – negligence (6)
15  Manor-house, what procrastinating Frenchman looks to! (6)
17  Hebridean lives with old paramour (7)
19  Mordant about what gets laughter going? (5)
20  Novel girl giving Jack zing (name withheld) (6)
21  Aim high when e.g. turnover’s about right (6)
24  Screens historically endless voyage (5)
27  Holiday destination I had, stuck in jam as before? (7)
29  Monash ploughed one sharing rank with growler?  (6)
31  Like Loch Fyne kipper, providing stuffing for entrée (kiev) (6)
32  Sandy ranges round so (4)
33  Old secret: affection should avoid letter introducing sex (5)
34  Rarely unwell, entering part of hospital Jock’s shy (8)
35  ‘Clear of WMDs’ (re idea Uncle S. botched)? (12)

DOWN
  1   Hot-gospeller in rehab’s reformed following something close 

to tripe? (11)
  2   Teaching body twice cast stick as potentially wounding (6)
  3   Strong drink – or what heavy drinker utters when it’s imbibed 

in tea? (6)
  4  Porridge that’s part of babushka’s handiwork? (5)
  5   I love honey: sticky stuff I tucked into went quickly (8)
  6   Surrounded by support pockets millions (4)
  7   Pastries filled with glacé bananas, almost throw up (8)
  8   Old brand I designate ‘fine inside’ (6)
  9   What got into old beak? Flash Aussie, one hauled up (6)
11   What do twins share? Direct a dramatic piece about common 

time (11)
16  Disturbance I detected in muscle – it’s near the stirrup (8)
18  Not a great ball, but her pulse is racing (8)
22  Old riddle: what drives witness round the bend? (6)
23  Criticize info as in Darwinian unit (6)
25  Monkey hidden in a kauri (6)
26  What one hears at Ibrox as right inside attacks? (6)
28  Source of Scottish pork pies? There’s one in the oven (5)
30  Shady walk set amid formal lawns (4)

PRIZE RULES
£25 in book tokens for the
first three correct solutions
opened. Solutions postmarked
no later than Saturday to
AZED No.1,796, The Observer,
3-7 Herbal Hill, London EC1R 5EJ 

Across  1, lit = drunk; 7, to RC; 10, all 
Africa with AN for I; 16, ref. S. Tawdry, 
character in Gay’s The Beggars’ Opera; 
17, see entry for grande; 20, rod (qv) 
in as tomes; 32, cf year dot; 33, s in no. 
a hark.
Down  2, I slum (all rev.) in Orion; 3, 
tu(an) in dak; 8, ‘… upon a time’; 9, car + 
anag. + L; 14, anag. less I; 16, and in star 
d; 33, ad don; 25, ref. Gene Pitney song, 
‘Twenty-four hours from T.’; 28, H oik.

AZED No. 1,793 Prizewinners
1 T.P. Hoatson, Otley, W. Yorkshire
2 F.B. Lang, Irby, Wirral
3 W. Wetherall, London E8

AZED 1,793 Solution & notes
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The Chambers Dictionary (2003) is recommended.

ing up for dinner. In the restaurant car we 
went to slip into one of the four-seater 
booths, opposite one another. ‘No, no, 
no!’ Scary Attendant wiggled her fi nger 
at us. ‘How y’all gonna make friends?’ she 
boomed. Meekly,  we pushed into the same 
side of the table and awaited our fate.

I got silent, cud-chewing Dwayne. Big 
Bern got Luc, an unfeasibly dishy ex-pat 
Frenchman. We all got canteen fodder . I 
sulked and kicked myself for not  making an 
eff ort. Big Bern simpered and tittered and   
got on famously with Lothario Luc.    

The hours pass and the discomfort 
becomes unbearable. I grimly count the lit-
tle black splats on the ceiling and fantasise   
about hostile US airport offi  cials barking 
at me to take my shoes off .  The antiquated 
ventilation shaft next to my head  wafts 
germs from the coughing, spluttering man 
next door .  By 4am – nose blocked, mouth 
dribbling, pores sweating – I think I’m dying. 
The train slows.  The big selfi sh snuffl  e lump 
senses a nicotine fi x opportunity and her 
eyes snap open, Dracula-bride fashion. ‘You 
still awake, love?’ she asks. ‘Coming for a 
cigarette?’ That’s it. ‘I-CAN’T-BEAR-THIS-
ANY-MORE!’ I wail. Unperturbed, Big Bern 
pats me on the arm, promising to bring me 
a cup of water from the cholera machine 
in the corridor.  Post- platform-puff , I’m 
Alright-Jack   munches a few sugared nuts 
before snuggling down for more shut-eye.

She wakes, tho roughly refreshed, 
around seven and polishes off  her infernal 
almonds by way of a pre-breakfast snack. 
‘Want one, love?’ She twitters on excitedly 
about the remainder of the journey and 
the Greyhound leg to come, until Scary 
Attendant comes to bundle us off  to 
breakfast so she can transform Big Bern’s 
bed back into seats and throw my plank 
out of the window. If it weren’t for sheer 
exhaustion and the safety strap tangled 
around my neck, I’d pounce.  
Lucy Kilfoyle 


