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Is there any vocabulary in the text you find new 

and useful for discussing books/films etc or 
giving reviews in English? What vocabulary 

items would you like to remember?   
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

1.  Below are 2 different 
reviews of the book. Take a 

look at both of them and 
decide which one is taken 

from Wikipedia and which 
one comes from a personal 

book review by a reader.  
2. Now look at the word 
diagrams. Which one do you                    

think is appropriate for the text A?   

 

3. Complete the gaps in both texts with the words offered.  

 
 

A. “Neither Here Nor There: Travels in 
Europe” is a 1991 __________  ________ by 
American writer Bill Bryson. It __________ the 
author's tour of Europe in 1990, with many 
_________ to two summer tours he made in 
1972 and 1973 in his college days.  

Bryson's trip begins in the winter, in 
Hammerfest, Norway, where Bryson's goal is to 
see the Northern Lights. He visits numerous 
locations throughout Europe, commenting on the 
various aspects of life in different parts of Europe, 
and comparing them to how he experienced them 
in his earlier visits. The book ends with Bryson 
reaching Istanbul, Turkey, and _____________ on 
how the city is the gateway to Asia, even 
considering continuing his tour. 

_________Bryson's later books, Neither Here Nor There 
is marked by his solo observations; he does not 
_________ to __________ locals in conversation in his 
travels, nor is there as much _______________about the 
history, ______________of the places visited. 

B. Here is another one of Bryson`s 
highly___________, sometimes rude, but always 
thought-provoking non-traditional __________. This 
book explores his random travels _________ Europe, 
and, once again, he manages to expose the quirks of other 
countries with a rye sense of humor while at the same 
time ___________his own crude American gaffes in 
each city he visits. If you`ve ever been to Europe you will 
enjoy Bryson`s ___________expose of a wide variety of 
European stereotypes: the pervasive overall rudeness of 
the French and the Swiss; the orderly __________of 
the Germans; the reckless _________of the Italians, 
etc. Bryson also explores numerous Scandinavian cities, 
and countries that are lesser known to the average 
American. I would recommend this book to anyone who 
has the urge to venture forth into the great expanse of 
Europe as long as they keep and a full (and well 
hidden)_______. 

 

4. Would you like to read the book after having read the reviews above? Why/ why not? Have you read any books similar to 
this one?  
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1. Read the first chapter of “Neither here, nor there” quickly. Decide what information you can get 
from this part: 

a. A kind of transport that gets you to Hammerfest 
b. An amount of time you need to get to Hammerfest 
c. When one can see the Northern lights 
d. How nice, friendly and cheerful Bill Bryson’s traveler companions are 
e. Typical Finnish food 
f. What problems the author experienced before he could get onto the bus 
g. A detailed description of the city of Hammerfest 
h. Some typical survival Norwegian and Norwegian alphabet 
i. What you need to take with you if you decide to go and see the Northern Lights too 
j. How New Year is celebrated in Hammerfest 
k. If you need to cross any borders on your way to Hammerfest.  
 

1. To the North 
In winter Hammerfest is a thirty-hour ride  by bus from Oslo, though why anyone would want to go there in winter is 
a question worth considering. It is on the edge of the world, the northernmost town in Europe, as far from London as 
London is from Tunis, a place of dark and brutal winters, where the sun sinks into the Arctic Ocean in November and 
does not rise again for ten weeks. 
I wanted to see the Northern Lights. Also, I had long harboured a half-formed urge to experience what life was like in 
such a remote and forbidding place. Sitting at home in England with a glass of whisky and a book of maps, this had 
seemed a capital idea. But now as I picked my way through the grey, late-December slush of Oslo I was beginning to 
have my doubts. A___________ 
Things had not started well. I had overslept at the hotel, missing breakfast, and had to leap into my clothes. I couldn’t 
find a cab and had to drag my ludicrously overweighted bag eight blocks through slush to the central bus station. I had 
had huge difficulty persuading the staff at the Kreditkassen Bank on Karl Johans Gate to cash sufficient traveller’s 
cheques to pay the extortionate 1,200-kroner bus fare – they simply could not be made to grasp that the William 
McGuire Bryson on my passport and the Bill Bryson on my traveller’s cheques were both me – and now here I was 
arriving at the station two minutes before departure, breathless and steaming from the endless uphill exertion that is 
my life, and the girl at the ticket counter was telling me that she had no record of my reservation. 
‘This isn’t happening,’ I said. ‘I’m still at home in England enjoying Christmas. Pass me a drop more port, will you, 
darling?’ Actually, I said, ‘There must be some mistake. Please look again.’B_____________ 
 
C__________The bus was a large double-decker, like an American Greyhound, but only the front half of the upstairs 
had seats and windows. The rest was solid aluminium, covered with a worryingly psychedelic painting of an 
intergalactic landscape, like the cover of a pulp science-fiction novel, with the words EXPRESS 2000 emblazoned 
across the tail of a comet. For one giddy moment I thought the windowless back end might contain a kind of 
dormitory and that at bedtime we would be escorted back there by a stewardess who would invite us to choose a 
couchette. I was prepared to pay any amount of money for this option. But I was mistaken. The back end, and all the 
space below us, was for freight. Express 2000 was really just a long-distance lorry with passengers. D__________ 
We bounced through a snowy half-light, out through the sprawling suburbs of Oslo and into the countryside. The 
scattered villages and farmhouses looked trim and prosperous in the endless dusk. Every house had Christmas lights 
burning cheerily in the windows. I quickly settled into that not unpleasant state of mindlessness that tends to 
overcome me on long journeys, my head lolling loosely on my shoulders in the manner of someone who has lost all 
control of his neck muscles and doesn’t really mind. 
My trip had begun. I was about to see Europe again. E_______________ 
< ……………………………………..> 

F_______________ Not long after leaving Oslo I became aware with a sense of unease that no one on the bus was 
smoking. I couldn’t see any NO SMOKING signs, but I wasn’t going to be the first person to light up and then have 
everyone clucking at me in Norwegian. I was pretty certain that the man in the seat across the aisle was a smoker – he 
looked suitably out of sorts – and even more sure that the young man ahead of me must be. I have yet to meet a 
grown-up reader of comic books who does not also have an affection for tobacco and tattoos.  G________________ 

Now I don’t know Norwegian from alphabet soup, but even I could translate that. Two thousand kilometres! Non-
stop! Thirty hours without a cigarette! Suddenly all the discomfort came flooding back. My neck ached, my left leg 
sizzled like bacon in a skillet, the young man ahead of me had his head closer to my crotch than any man had ever had 
before, I had less space to call my own than if I had climbed into my suitcase and mailed myself to Hammerfest, and 
now I was going to go thirty hours without an infusion of nicotine. This was just too much. 
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H___________________ At the Swedish border, some two hours after leaving Oslo, the bus stopped at a customs 
post in the woods, and while the driver went into the hut to sort out the paperwork most of the passengers, including 
me and the two I’d forecast, clattered down the steps and stood stamping our feet in the cold snow and smoking 
cigarettes by the fistful. Who could tell when we would get this chance again? Actually, after I returned to the bus and 
earned the undying enmity of the lady beside me by stepping on her foot for the second time in five minutes, I 
discovered from further careful study of the Express 2000 leaflet that three rest stops appeared to be built into the 
itinerary.  

The first of these came in the evening at a roadside cafeteria in Skellefteå, Sweden. It was a strange place. On the wall 
at the start of the food line was an outsized menu and beside each item was a red button, which when pushed alerted 
the people in the kitchen to start preparing that dish. Having done this, you slid your empty tray along to the check-
out, pausing to select a drink, and then waited with the cashier for twenty minutes until your food was brought out. 
Rather defeats the purpose of a cafeteria, don’t you think? As I was the last in the line and the line was going 
nowhere, I went outside and smoked many cigarettes in the bitter cold and then returned. The line was only 
fractionally depleted, but I took a tray and regarded the menu. I had no idea what any of the foods were and as I have 
a dread of ever inadvertently ordering liver, which I so much detest that I am going to have to leave you here for a 
minute and go throw up in the wastebasket from just thinking about it, I elected to choose nothing. 
I_________________ 

Instead I selected a bottle of Pepsi and some little pastries, but when I arrived at the check-out the cashier told me that 
my Norwegian money was no good, that I needed Swedish money. This surprised me. I had always thought the 
Nordic peoples were all pals and freely exchanged their money, as they do between Belgium and Luxembourg. Under 
the cashier’s heartless gaze I replaced the cakes and Pepsi and took instead a free glass of iced water and went to a 
table. Fumbling in my jacket pocket, I discovered a Dan-Air biscuit left over from the flight from England and dined 
on that.J_________________ 

When we returned to the bus, sated on our lamb cutlets and vegetables and/or biscuit and iced water, the driver 
extinguished the interior lights and we had no choice but to try to sleep. It was endlessly uncomfortable. I finally 
discovered, after trying every possibility, that the best position was to lie down on the seat more or less upside-down 
with my legs dangling above me. In this manner, I fell into a deep, and surprisingly restful, sleep. Ten minutes later, 
Norwegian coins began slipping one by one from my pocket and dropping onto the floor behind me, where (one 
supposes) they were furtively scooped up by the little old lady sitting there. And so the night passed. 

K_______________ We were woken early for another rest stop, this one in Where The F**k, Finland. Actually it was 
called Muonio and it was the most desolate place I had ever seen: a filling station and lean-to café in the middle of a 
tundra plain. The good news was that the café accepted Norwegian currency; L_________________The driver and 
his mate were given heaped and steaming platters of eggs, potatoes and ham, but there appeared to be nothing like that 
on offer for the rest of us. I took a bottle of mineral water and slice of crispbread with a piece of last year’s cheese on 
it, for which I was charged an astonishing twenty-five kroner, and retired to a corner booth. Afterwards, while the 
driver and his mate lingered over coffees and suppressed contented burps, the other passengers and I milled around in 
the shop part of the complex, looking at fan belts and snow shovels, and stood in the perishing cold out by the bus and 
smoked more fistfuls of cigarettes. M__________________ 

We hit the road again at seven-thirty. Only another whole day of this, I thought cheerfully. The landscape was 
inexpressibly bleak, just mile after tedious mile of snowy waste and scraggly birch forest. Reindeer grazed along the 
roadside and often on it itself, coming out to lick the salt scattered on the ice. We passed through a couple of Lapp 
villages, looking frigid and lifeless. There were no Christmas lights in the windows here. In the distance, the sun just 
peeked over the low hills, lingered uncertainly, and then sank back. It was the last I would see of it for three weeks. 

Just after five o’clock we crossed a long, lonely toll bridge on to the island of Kvaløya, home of Hammerfest. We 
were now as far north as you can get in the world by public transport. Hammerfest is almost unimaginably remote – 
1,000 miles north of the Shetlands, 800 miles beyond the Faroes, 150 miles north even of my lonely professor friend 
at the northernmost university in the world at Tromsø. I was closer now to the North Pole than to London. The 
thought of it roused me and I pressed my nose to the cold glass. N_________________________ We approached 
Hammerfest from above, on a winding coast road, and when at last it pivoted into view it looked simply wonderful – a 
fairyland of golden lights stretching up into the hills and around an expansive bay. O____________________.  

 
2. Now read the text again and decide how to complete the gaps (A – O) with the parts of the text you have 
on your cards (1 -7). Justify your choice to your classmates and try to convince them.  *NOTE: only 7 of the 
gaps will be completed!  
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1. We left at exactly noon. I quickly realized that 
everything about the bus was designed for discomfort. I 
was sitting beside the heater, so that while chill draughts 
teased my upper extremities, my left leg grew so hot 
that I could hear the hairs on it crackle. The seats were 
designed by a dwarf seeking revenge on full-sized people; 
there was no other explanation. The young man in front 
of me put his seat so far back that his head was all but in 
my lap. He was reading a comic book called Tommy og 
Tigern and he had the sort of face that makes you 
realize God does have a sense of humour. My own seat 
was raked at a peculiar angle that induced immediate and 
lasting neckache. It had a lever on its side, which I 
supposed might bring it back to a more comfortable 
position, but I knew from long experience that if I 
touched it even tentatively the seat would fly back and 
crush the kneecaps of the sweet little old lady sitting 
behind me, so I left it alone. The woman beside me, who 
was obviously a veteran of these polar campaigns, 
unloaded quantities of magazines, tissues, throat 
lozenges, ointments, unguents and fruit pastilles into the 
seat pocket in front of her, then settled beneath a 
blanket and slept more or less continuously through the 
whole trip. 

 

2. The girl studied the passenger manifest. ‘No, Mr 
Bryson, your name is not here.’ 

But I could see it, even upside-down. ‘There it is, second 
from the bottom.’ 
‘No,’ the girl decided, ‘that says Bernt Bjornson. That’s a 
Norwegian name.’ 
‘It doesn’t say Bernt Bjornson. It says Bill Bryson. Look 
at the loop of the y, the two ls. Miss, please.’ But she 
wouldn’t have it. ‘If I miss this bus when does the next one 
go?’ 
‘Next week at the same time.’ 
Oh, splendid. 
‘Miss, believe me, it says Bill Bryson.’ 
‘No, it doesn’t.’ 
‘Miss, look, I’ve come from England. I’m carrying some 
medicine that could save a child’s life.’ She didn’t buy 
this. ‘I want to see the manager.’ 
‘He’s in Stavanger.’ 
‘Listen, I made a reservation by telephone. If I don’t get 
on this bus I’m going to write a letter to your manager 
that will cast a shadow over your career prospects for the 
rest of this century.’ This clearly did not alarm her. Then 
it occurred to me. ‘If this Bernt Bjornson doesn’t show up, 
can I have his seat?’ 
‘Sure.’ 
Why don’t I think of these things in the first place and 
save myself the anguish? ‘Thank you’, I said, and lugged 
my bag outside.  
 

3. I consulted the Express 2000 leaflet that came 
with each seat and read with horror the words 
‘tilsammen 2,000 km non-stop i 30 timer’. 

 

4. the bad news was that it had nothing that anyone 
outside a famine zone would want to eat. 

 

5. (though I thought hard about pressing all the 
buttons just to see what would happen) 

 

6. Fortunately it wasn’t quite as desperate 
as that.  

 

7. I had pictured it in my mind as a 
village – a few houses around a small 
harbour, a church perhaps, a general 
store, a bar if I was lucky – but this was 
a little city. A golden little city. Things 
were looking up. 

 

 

 
 


