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			Introduction

			In some ways, this story begins with a name and a long-nurtured secret dream that one day I’d own an oceangoing sailboat, and when I did, I would christen it Polar Sun. I never told a single person of this plan, and I’m sure it would have surprised most people who knew me because I was a guy whose life had always revolved around mountains, not the sea.

			Ever since I was a young man growing up in New Hampshire amidst the storm-lashed White Mountains, I’ve centered my existence on outdoor adventure, and I suppose I sort of stumbled into the realization that it is out in the high and wild places in this world that I’ve always felt the closest to whomever it is that I really am. This never-ending search for my true self has by now led me on more than three dozen international climbing expeditions to places like the Arctic, Patagonia, the Himalayas, the Sahara, and the Amazon jungle. I’ve been extraordinarily lucky, and along the way I figured out how to turn my passion into a job. In addition to working as a mountain guide and running a climbing school, I’ve been a member of the North Face Global Athlete Team for more than half my life, and I routinely share stories about my adventures on the stage and in magazines like Climbing, Outside, and National Geographic. More recently, I’ve written two nonfiction books, The Impossible Climb and The Third Pole.

			But when I look back over all the mountains I have climbed, there is one that stands like a sacred totem of my identity as a climber: an Arctic rock tower that rises nearly a mile from the ocean in a remote fjord on the east coast of Canada’s Baffin Island. It’s called the Polar Sun Spire, and on my second attempt to climb it in the summer of 1996, Jeff Chapman, Warren Hollinger, and I reached the summit via its north face after thirty-nine days on the wall.

			Our route followed a crack system that arced through a massive overhanging amphitheater of dark gray gneiss, with rock quality that varied from diamond hard to a pumice-like choss that we could dig through with our fingers. The cliff was so steep and our line so traversing that we soon passed a point of no return—the only way off was to climb up and over and go down the back. Thus committed, we kept pushing upward, risking huge falls in the searing cold and slowly turning into madmen as we lived on the vertical and slept in a hanging cot called a portaledge. Ours was a custom-designed double-decker, with a tight two-person upper bunk and a hammock below that we nicknamed “Little Rico.”

			Since the sun never set, we went on an Arctic schedule, climbing for twenty-four hours, then resting for twelve. We had launched with food for thirty days, and when we’d been on the wall for a month and still hadn’t reached the summit, we cut rations to one Snickers bar and a single Lipton noodle pack that we’d split three ways every thirty-six hours. For the last ten days of the climb, we went to bed hungry, which, combined with the other stresses of living on the side of a cliff in a cramped space with two other people, often brought out the worst in our characters. “Your leg is on my side,” I’d say to Jeff, who’d take a long draw on his hand-rolled cigarette, then silently exhale the smoke in my face. Warren was an EMT and he would share random medical facts with me just to see how I would react. He knew that I was a worrier—and that we were weeks away from the nearest hospital. “Man would it suck if you got appendicitis up here,” he said one day as he leered over the side of the top bunk down into Little Rico.

			Maybe it was the intensity of the hardship, but when the pendulum swung the other way, as it always did, we found magic up on the Polar Sun Spire—moments of sublime beauty when the sun bathed our portaledge in auburn rays at two in the morning; a profound, pulsing silence broken only by the susurrus whispering of the wind; and pure joy that would sometimes erupt unbidden with cries of exultation heard by no one but us as we dangled high above the frozen ocean. In the Arctic, one can’t help but feel one’s place in the cosmos: tiny, insignificant, yet finely woven into the fabric that connects all things. It’s a feeling I’d never had before, and after bathing in it for so long on that wall, it became a part of my soul forevermore.

			It wasn’t until many years later that I became a sailor and learned that at sea the essential elements are similar to those found on a big wall. After years of living in cramped portaledges and suffering through storms in the mountains, I realized that life on a sailboat, where one constantly battles with self-doubt and heavy weather, felt strangely familiar—as did the transcendent moments that always punctuated the misery.

			And so it seemed fitting, maybe even predestined, that my totem mountain would become the namesake of the boat on which I would one day sail back to the land of the midnight sun.

			

			—

			First, though, I had to find my way from the mountains to the sea, and looking back, I’m not sure that would have happened if not for a chance encounter. It all started with a book called The Bounty, a magnificent telling of one of the greatest stories in the history of seafaring. Halfway through Caroline Alexander’s account of the 1789 mutiny aboard HMS Bounty, I turned the page and found myself spellbound by a circa 1825 painting by Frederick William Beechey of the Bounty mutineers rowing one of their longboats across Pitcairn Island’s Bounty Bay.

			Pitcairn, I learned, is a 1.5-square-mile rock sticking out of the middle of the South Pacific Ocean. It’s the most remote inhabited landmass on Earth, and it also has the distinction of being the place where Fletcher Christian attempted to create a utopian society after leading his mutiny against the tyrannical captain William Bligh.

			I might have just kept flipping through that photo insert, but in the background of the painting, majestic rock spires rose from the ocean into a misty sky. I, of course, focused immediately on the cliffs and wondered if anyone had ever climbed them. Pitcairn is too small and rugged for an airstrip and too remote for any kind of ferry service, so the only reliable way to get there is via a private yacht. It didn’t take me long to hatch a plan to charter a sailboat and lead the first-ever exploratory rock-climbing expedition to Pitcairn, and with financial backing from the North Face and National Geographic, I eventually found a sixty-six-foot sailboat based in French Polynesia called Picasso, which was available for private charter. And so, in the spring of 2005, I set off for Pitcairn with three friends, including a budding young filmmaker named Jimmy Chin.

			When I first stepped aboard Picasso, Captain Mike led me to the tiki-torch-lit cockpit, where a tray of hors d’oeuvres awaited. We sat down, and he showed me how I could reach between my legs to a cooler filled with cold beer. As we clinked bottles, I breathed in the scent of the tropical flowers wafting over from the verdant shore. I could get used to boat life, I thought, feeling at ease in the world.

			But a few days later, when Picasso exited the coral atoll surrounding the Gambier Islands and we sailed out into the deep ocean that encircles the globe along the Tropic of Capricorn, the world as I knew it dropped out from beneath my feet. Before we set off, Captain Mike had told me in his thick Aussie drawl that seasickness was all about “mind over matter, mate.” I’ve got a strong mind, I remember thinking. I should be fine. But I probably should have factored in that I had somehow made it well into my thirties without ever stepping onto a sailboat.

			By staying up in the cockpit and staring at the horizon, I managed to hold it together for several hours as Picasso took off on a wild rodeo ride through the waves. But later that night, when I ducked below deck to find my bunk, the boat lurched in an odd way and my stomach did a sudden somersault. That strength of mind immediately vacated my person, and I threw up for hours, eventually dry heaving so hard that I pulled a muscle in my neck. When the sun finally came up the next day, I straggled back to the cockpit, where Captain Mike was tethered to the helm with a soggy lit cigarette dangling from his lips as waves of frothy water swept across the deck. When he saw my pathetic green visage, he cracked a half smile and, without touching his cigarette, advised me that it was “time to man up, dawg.”

			A few hours later, I talked Captain Mike into turning back, and we spent the next ten days waiting for another weather window in a lagoon off the island of Mangareva. When we set off for Pitcairn the second time, I was wearing a scopolamine seasickness patch behind my ear. That night, I stood watch alone. The breeze was fair, and the sails were full. Captain Mike had prepped me enough that I knew how to read the instruments and keep us roughly on course, so I turned off the autopilot and took the wheel. As Picasso glided east, a trail of bioluminescence glowed green in the wake behind us. Ahead, a full moon lit a corridor across the sea and the waves scintillated in a light so heavenly, it felt as if Neptune himself were drawing me down the path to enlightenment. At that moment, it washed over me that I had only ever felt such tranquility before when I was deep in the mountains.

			We eventually made it to Pitcairn, where we found that those majestic cliffs in the painting were composed of compressed volcanic ash that crumbled in our hands like overbaked brownies. We didn’t climb anything of significance, but it was still the best trip of my life. By the time I got home to New Hampshire, I was hell-bent on getting a boat and learning how to sail—an enthusiasm that I quickly learned was not shared by my first wife.

			We already have enough going on and we can’t afford a boat, she reasoned. The kids need you at home. I’d heard similar arguments before when it came to the next adventure or the next mountain on my list. But then a deal fell into my lap that I couldn’t refuse, and a few months later, we were the proud new owners of a twenty-seven-foot sailboat called Capella. The price was only one dollar, but it would take some time before I realized why.
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			Years later, after sailing Capella up and down the coast of Maine, including several multiday excursions, I decided it was my turn to sell her to a friend for one dollar and invest in a more ocean-worthy vessel in which I could start venturing offshore. But I was going through a divorce and it was argued (not unreasonably) that it was an inopportune time to make a major life purchase. On the other hand, I wasn’t sure what my financial status would be when I came out the other side, and I wanted to lock down a new sailboat while I still had the means.

			And that’s how, in the summer of 2013, I found myself sailing Capella’s upgrade—Camelot, a thirty-two-foot ketch with two masts—up the coast of southern Maine. I had bought the boat in New London, Connecticut, and was delivering her with the help of two friends to her new home in Portland. I like to think it was fate that the mainsail tore apart a few miles off a small village called Cape Porpoise, because it happened to be where a woman named Hampton Kew was temporarily staying with her parents. A couple weeks earlier, I’d taken her up a climb on a cliff called Whitehorse Ledge in North Conway, New Hampshire. And I’d fallen hard for her.

			When I called Hampton to say that we had an issue and needed a port of refuge, the Kews, who are lifelong sailors, directed us to a mooring at the head of Cape Porpoise Harbor. After tying up, we rowed our dinghy to a dock where Hampton and her dad were waiting. I still didn’t know Hampton very well, but that night, over drinks on the Kews’ back patio, I told her about my dream of one day sailing to the South Pacific. It wasn’t something that was going to happen quickly, as I still had three kids to raise and my youngest wouldn’t graduate high school for another ten years. For the next decade, my plan was to focus on parenting and becoming a competent mariner. Hampton, it turned out, was a newly minted U.S. Coast Guard–licensed captain, and she had a similar dream to sail around the world.

			Hampton and I were married in Jackson, New Hampshire, in February 2015. A year later Tommy came into our lives, and that summer, before the little guy could even crawl, we rigged his car seat to hang overhead in Camelot’s cabin, counterbalanced with a milk jug on a line run through a pulley to dampen the swing. We sailed as a family for months that year, and again the year after, always following the unwritten rule that no one would ever speak of the possibility that Tommy wouldn’t take to the sea like a natural-born mariner.

			It was Hampton who suggested that we upgrade to our forever boat sooner rather than later. Camelot was capable of sailing across an ocean, but she was tired and badly in need of upgrades that would cost more than she was worth. And at thirty-two feet, she just didn’t have enough room for the whole family, which includes my three children—Will, Matt, and Lilla—from my first marriage. Hampton had grown up sailing on her father’s fifty-two-foot sailboat, so she knew how much more enjoyable cruising could be with elbow room. Why not get the round-the-world boat now, she reasoned, so that we’d have a few years to learn its idiosyncrasies before setting off on our big voyage?

			We sold Camelot and a small house I had built in Downeast Maine to fund the purchase of a forty-seven-foot sailboat built in 1982 called a Stevens 47. In the Used Boat Notebook, considered the last word on the subject, author John Kretschmer included her as one of “ten great used boats to sail around the world” and called her “a proven offshore thoroughbred.” Hurrah, as she was then named, had been sitting unused for a few years in Annapolis, Maryland, and she looked worn out. Many of her systems were old and outdated, her sails tatty and weather-beaten, her paint peeling. But during the prepurchase survey, an old mariner who’d spent time in the Taiwan boatyard where she’d been built told me that he’d surveyed thousands of boats, and while Hurrah might look a bit “like a stinker,” she was actually “a diamond in the rough.” She was cutter rigged, which meant she had two headsails. The smaller one—the staysail, which sat closer to the mast—was a storm sail built for heavy weather. The forward sail was the everyday workhorse called the jib or genoa. The cockpit had a full canvas enclosure and was situated in the center of the boat, opening up the aft end for a master suite down below. She would need a lot of TLC to get up to snuff, but she could sleep eight in three cabins and was designed to cross oceans.

			When all of my work dried up during the first few months of the pandemic, Hampton and I stocked up on beans and rice and moved aboard Hurrah with Tommy. We stayed away from towns, gunkholing along the coast of Maine, getting to know our new vessel and debating whether we dared incur Neptune’s wrath by changing the name. By now, Hampton knew about my long-held dream to name a boat after my totem mountain on Baffin Island. Hurrah was my third sailboat, but unlike the first two, I knew that she was “the one.” So after much discussion and a bit of cajoling, I took a scraper to the weather-beaten decals on the topsides and we rechristened her Polar Sun by smashing a bottle of champagne wrapped in cellophane over the bow.

			

			—

			Later that summer we were moored in Boothbay Harbor on a perfect late-July evening. I sat alone up in the cockpit watching the sun set as Hampton read Tommy a bedtime story below. The boat swung in a light breeze, and as I stared out toward the mouth of the bay, listening to Hampton’s voice, I kept circling around a question that had begun to crowd out all other thoughts in my mind: Where to next? By this point, I had poured myself into sailing for fifteen years, and my apprenticeship was close to complete. In my first book, The Impossible Climb, I’d written about my old friend and climbing partner Alex Honnold and his 2017 free solo ascent of El Capitan in Yosemite. When people asked for his autograph, he often appended it with the words “Go Big!” And now, I decided, it was time for me to find my own El Capitan.

			On that fated second date, Hampton and I had hatched a dream to circumnavigate the globe under sail. But that was still a few years out, and I wanted to take Polar Sun on a real shakedown voyage first. The most obvious objective was sitting right in front of me—a transatlantic. In recent months, I’d been researching the pros and cons of the two main routes to Europe from New England—north via Newfoundland to Ireland, which was the shortest but thorniest path; or the warm route that led south to Bermuda, the Azores, and the Mediterranean. Crossing the Atlantic is a major endeavor, of course, because unless you’re planning to park yourself in Europe (which isn’t even possible due to visa restrictions), you have to come back. The round trip is known as an Atlantic Circle, and boats from New England typically head east in May or June, spend the summer in Europe, then come back across via the Canary Islands and the Caribbean in the late fall. From there, of course, I’d still have a long trip back to Maine.

			One of the most important lessons I’d learned from climbing is that objectives matter, and there is probably nothing more elemental than making sure that one is always following one’s heart—and not the expectations of others. In fact, listening to my heart was exactly why I was currently contemplating an ocean crossing instead of climbing another mountain. And so I asked myself that night: If I could go anywhere in the world in this boat, where would that be?

			My father, who was born in Fall River, Massachusetts, in 1929, at the beginning of the Great Depression, had dropped out of high school at age fourteen to work at a factory where they made iron boxes. He’d eventually gotten his GED, gone to college at night, and then somehow found his way into the Advanced Management Program at Harvard Business School. After that, he worked his ass off in Boston for the rest of his career as a banker—a job he did not love. He’d always told me that he was paying his dues so that he could enjoy life when he retired at age sixty-five. But he also often said that he expected to live until he was eighty. I assume he must have done the math because I know I did. Fifteen years sure didn’t seem like enough of a payout to me. If my father is proof of anything, it’s that we should all envision a high number for ourselves because, sure enough, he died six weeks shy of his eighty-first birthday in 2010. I was with him in the hospital in Florida right before he passed, and he kept telling me that he needed to get the hell out of there so he could get back out on the golf course.

			My mom soldiered on without him, but before long the years caught up with her too. In her case, it wasn’t kidney disease; it was Alzheimer’s and macular degeneration. As her mental facilities and eyesight waned, she lost one beloved aspect of her life after another. The first to go was her weekly bridge game, after one of her friends politely informed her that she couldn’t hack it anymore. She became increasingly self-conscious and soon withdrew from her social life altogether. Eventually she wasn’t doing much aside from sitting in her chair staring at the wall. And when I visited, she didn’t recognize me.

			I’m not a fatalistic person, but if your parents die or lose their minds in their eighties, then odds are you probably will too. I’ve got thirty years, at the most, I remember thinking. It sounds like a lot of time, but it’s really not. To size it up, all I had to do was look back three decades, to when I was in my early twenties. I wouldn’t trade those years for anything, but maybe because they’d been so good, they had flown by.

			So what do you REALLY want to do with the time that you have left? I asked myself as Polar Sun rocked in the gentle swell of Boothbay Harbor. I wanted to spend as much of it as possible with the two human beings sleeping below and with my three other children. And I know that for a lot of people that’s probably all they want—to spend time with their families. But if I’m honest with myself and with you, the truth is that I’m someone who has always needed more than that. I need epic adventure and exploration in my life—like the kind I’ve found on Polar Sun Spire, high in the Himalaya, and deep in the Amazon jungle—and without it, I know that I’ll never be truly happy. So as Tommy and Hampton snoozed below, I looked even deeper within, and that’s when it hit me, with a conviction that I’m not sure I can adequately explain, that the compass needle of my heart was pointing north—not east. If I had my druthers and I could sail Polar Sun anywhere in the world, the place I wanted to go was back to the Arctic.

			Inspired by this sudden revelation, I sprang out of my seat and slipped below, realizing that I had just the book with which to fan this flame. Before moving aboard that summer, I’d filled a small duffel with seafaring titles that I’d grabbed off the shelf at home. I quietly reached into the teak cabinet by my bunk and grabbed a thick tome I had first read in college: The Arctic Grail: The Quest for the North West Passage and the North Pole, 1818–1909 by Pierre Berton. Back in the cockpit, as I thumbed through the 672 dog-eared pages by headlamp, I found some old notes I’d written years before in the margins of a map series that showed Arctic geography across different decades of the nineteenth century. The blank spaces slowly began to disappear.

			

			
				[image: ]
			

			Rereading Berton’s book reminded me of something I had long forgotten: that the history of early European exploration in the Arctic was intimately entwined with a popular theory called the “Open Polar Sea.” Most European explorers in the nineteenth century believed, with little in the way of supporting evidence, that the North Pole and its environs were ice-free. The origin of this myth can be traced back to a map drawn by the Flemish cartographer Gerardus Mercator in 1569. It was called Nova et Aucta Orbis Terrae Descriptio ad Usum Navigantium Emendate Accommodata, Latin for “new and more complete representation of the terrestrial globe properly adapted for use in navigation.” This was the map on which Mercator first shared his famed “projection,” which took the curved latitudinal lines you’d find on a globe and stretched them out so that sailors could use them to plot “great circle” courses across the oceans. To make his projection work, Mercator had to distort the high latitudes, making them look far larger than they are. This is why, even today, we all think that Greenland is three times larger than it really is.

			According to the math used to create the Mercator projection, the top (and bottom) of the world would approach infinity in size. Rather than distort his map even further, Mercator created an insert with a top-down view of the Arctic. But in the sixteenth century, Europeans knew almost nothing about the high latitudes. Inuit and their predecessors had lived and thrived north of the Arctic Circle for thousands of years in what would later become parts of Alaska, Canada, and Greenland, as had the Sami in northern Finland. But at this point, there had effectively been no exchange between these cultures and those in Europe and Asia.

			With little to go on in terms of direct knowledge of the Arctic, Mercator turned to some sketchy sources to fill in the gaps. Most notable among these was a book called Inventio Fortunata or Fortunate Discovery. The author of this mysterious work is unknown, but Mercator believed that it had been written by an English friar in the fourteenth century. By the time Mercator created his famous map, the friar’s original text had been lost for over a century, and some questioned whether it ever even existed. In it, the author purportedly claimed to have traveled from Norway to the top of the world, where he discovered a magnetic island encircled by a whirlpool that sucked the frothing ocean into the center of the Earth. Mercator put this island, which he called Rupes Nigra et Altissima (the “Black and Very High Rock”), directly on top of the North Pole. Surrounding this thirty-three-mile-wide lodestone, he drew four large islands separated by powerful rivers that poured into the whirlpool, where they disappeared into “the bowels of the earth.” And as if to punctuate his map with even more fantastical details, Mercator added a few dragons and a band of pygmies “whose length is four feet” living on one of the polar islands.

			The idea of an ice-free North Pole, as ludicrous as it might seem now, persisted for centuries, and by the early 1800s, it was widely accepted as scientific fact. It was Mercator and his overly active imagination that may have been responsible for this widely held fallacy, but out of all the believers in the Open Polar Sea, perhaps the most influential was a man named John Barrow, who, in 1804 at the age of thirty-nine, was appointed as the second secretary to the British Admiralty. Barrow—whom Berton describes as a “moon-faced man with short cropped hair, bristling black brows, and the tenacious temperament of a bull terrier”—had risen to the highest echelons of the British navy despite humble beginnings.

			The precocious son of a tanner from a tiny village in north Lancashire, Barrow left school at age thirteen to found a Sunday school for the poor. After a stint as a clerk at an iron foundry in Liverpool, he worked briefly as a Greenland whaler and then as a mathematics teacher in Greenwich, where he tutored the son of Sir George Staunton, the attorney general of Grenada. It was Barrow’s first brush with Britain’s upper crust, and never one to miss an opportunity for advancement, he impressed Sir George enough to get himself recommended to Lord Macartney, who had just been appointed as the first British ambassador to China.

			Macartney, who had famously written in 1773 that the British ruled a “vast empire, on which the sun never sets,” hired Barrow as his household comptroller. During his years at the embassy in Peking (now Beijing), Barrow became fluent in three different dialects of Chinese while also studying Asian literature and science. Macartney promoted Barrow to be his private secretary and then brought him to South Africa, where he helped broker a peace treaty between the Boers and the Zulus before serving as Cape Town’s auditor-general. When Barrow returned to England in 1804, Lord Melville, another patron, appointed him to run the Admiralty.

			At the time, Great Britain was embroiled in the Napoleonic Wars, and it was Barrow who sent Horatio Nelson off to the Battle of Trafalgar, in which he was mortally wounded—but not before securing a victory that would cement British naval supremacy for the next century. In the years that followed, under Barrow’s administration, the British Royal Navy wiped out the last of the French fleet in 1811, fought the United States to a draw in the War of 1812, and then finally defeated Napoleon at the Battle of Waterloo in 1815. According to some, it was Barrow who suggested St. Helena as the location for Napoleon’s exile.

			Through the course of his forty-year career at the Admiralty, Barrow would oversee the navy’s engagement in five wars, but it was the peace that ensued after Waterloo that would forever alter the history of Arctic exploration. As naval ships were decommissioned and officers placed on half pay, Barrow saw an opportunity to put these resources back to work in the name of exploration and conquest. At the time, there were two last great geographical problems that had yet to be solved: the North Pole and the Northwest Passage. And who better to solve them, thought Barrow, than the world’s most powerful navy?

			England and other European nations had been dreaming about a shortcut to the Far East by heading northwest—instead of the long and dangerous rambles around the great horns of South America and Africa—since the late fifteenth century, when Pope Alexander VI had divided the discovered world between Spain and Portugal. The Treaty of Tordesillas created a line of demarcation that ran north-south down a longitudinal meridian 370 leagues west of the Cape Verde Islands in the Atlantic Ocean. Everything to the west of this line would belong to Spain, and everything to the east, Portugal. It was a time in history when the great European powers were battling one another in a sort of cold war for control of the world’s trade markets and natural resources. As Spain, Portugal, France, and Great Britain jockeyed endlessly to expand their empires, they justified their subjugation of millions of indigenous people by telling anyone who would listen that as Christians it was their duty to spread civilization to the “rude and savage tribes of the world,” as one British explorer later put it.

			Spain, with its extensive holdings in Central and South America, dominated world trade for centuries, but when Great Britain established colonies in India, North America, and the West Indies early in the seventeenth century, it broke the Spanish stranglehold. The British had never accepted the Treaty of Tordesillas, and even if they had, it covered only known lands. All the blanks on the map, including most of the Arctic, were still fair game.

			Great Britain had passed a law in 1745 offering a prize of £20,000 (equivalent to about $2.5 million in 2025) to any subject who discovered “a Northern Passage for Vessels by Sea, between the Atlantic and Pacific Oceans, and also to such as shall first approach to the Northern Pole.” The reward was revised in 1776 and then again in 1818, with incremental milestones that Barrow hoped would lure more expeditions to throw their hats into the ring. The first to sail into the Arctic from the Atlantic and reach 110 degrees west longitude would claim £5,000 and, for every 20 degrees farther west, another £5,000 would be added (these points are roughly equivalent to the locations today of the Arctic hamlets of Cambridge Bay and Tuktoyaktuk) until someone claimed the full prize by reaching the Bering Strait—or 89 degrees north—which apparently was considered close enough to the North Pole to call it good.

			As part of his sales pitch to the Admiralty, Barrow espoused the many scientific discoveries that such expeditions would contribute to humankind—filling in blanks on the map, cataloging new species, mapping ocean currents, and, of course, conducting ethnographic studies of the Arctic’s indigenous inhabitants. But the real prize was the glory and nationalistic pride to be had once this geographic first was claimed for Mother England. As Barrow would later put it, if the conquest of the Northwest Passage “were left to be performed by some other power, England, by her neglect of it…would be laughed at by all the world for having hesitated to cross the threshold.”

			And so, John Barrow—lured by a now centuries-old idea that an earthly paradise awaited anyone who could penetrate beyond 80 degrees north latitude, never mind the prize and the potential financial gain—began launching one expedition after another into the Arctic. In the early nineteenth century, no one in the British Royal Navy had any experience with ice. The only sailors who did were the Greenland whalers, but Barrow and other captains in the navy couldn’t bear to take advice from fishermen, whom they looked down upon as an inferior class. As Barrow pushed naval officers like David Buchan, John Ross, William Edward Parry, and John Franklin into the unknown kingdoms of the far north, the fabled Open Polar Sea always seemed to lie just out of reach. Instead of frolicking pygmies and coconut-filled palm trees, they found a sea covered in ice and frozen fog, and a realm where their compasses spun uselessly in circles.

			Many of these expeditions ended ignominiously, but none so spectacularly as the one led by Sir John Franklin, who set off from Greenhithe, England, on May 19, 1845, to discover the Northwest Passage with 128 men aboard two state-of-the-art ships, HMS Erebus and HMS Terror. Both ships had been heavily reinforced with extra oak planking and heavy steel plates bolted to their bows to help plow through the ice. But unbeknownst to anyone back in England at the time, Erebus and Terror became trapped in pack ice in September 1846 near King William Island, stranding Franklin and his men deep in the central Arctic. Not a single one of them made it out, and no detailed written account of their ordeal has ever been found. This void in the historical record, collectively known as “the Franklin mystery,” has led to more than 175 years of speculation and spawned generations of devoted “Franklinites” obsessed with piecing together the story.

			Some of the only details we know for sure—much of which comes from a single scrap of paper known as the Victory Point Record—are that Franklin died on June 11, 1847, and the following spring, a group of 105 survivors attempted an overland escape from the ships. They marched south across the ice and tundra, dragging their longboats (which the ship’s carpenters had significantly modified and lightened) in hopes of finding open water. The large group eventually fragmented into smaller bands, and some might have eventually doubled back and returned to the ships. But one by one, every single sailor must have succumbed to a variety of maladies including, we can assume, starvation, tuberculosis, scurvy, and trench foot.

			According to the scant archaeological evidence that has been dug up over the centuries, the story of Franklin’s expedition is one of cannibalism and chaotic disintegration of order. But it’s also, possibly, a story of survival. Tantalizing clues point toward at least one small band that may have survived for years. Others hint that more evidence—Franklin’s tomb and the logbooks of Erebus and Terror—is still out there somewhere.

			We know the tragic stories of other doomed polar explorers like Robert Falcon Scott because their diaries were later found, but nearly every shred of the Franklin expedition’s recorded history has been lost to the winds of time. But what if these documents could be located? The frigid Arctic climate is well-known for preserving bodies and artifacts, and I figured there was more than a slim chance that Franklin’s records could be hiding amongst the rocks and ice of King William Island. What story would those pages tell? I wondered.

			

			—

			And so, on a balmy summer evening in Maine, inspired by a classic book and a dream to sail back into the halcyon days of my youth, I began to wonder: What if…? What if I didn’t just sail to the Arctic, but I kept going into the mazelike network of straits and bays that make up the Northwest Passage, and I didn’t stop until I emerged on the other side of the continent, off the coast of Alaska? Wouldn’t this deliver Polar Sun to the Pacific, where I wanted to get her anyway? Along the way, I could follow in the wake of Erebus and Terror, anchor in the same harbors, see what Franklin and his men saw—just 175-odd years later. And who knew? Maybe if I fully immersed myself into the Franklin mystery, I might discover what really happened to him and his men.

			But could I sail a forty-year-old fiberglass boat from Maine to Alaska—a voyage of some seven thousand miles—and live to tell my own tale? It was a question that would soon all but consume me, in the same way I knew it had done to the European explorers who had ventured into these same waters long ago when this part of the world was still a blank on their maps. Something in the human psyche has always found the unknown irresistible. And whatever that thing is, it was now drawing me north, where it would either make me stronger or beat the spirit of adventure out of me once and for all.

			I knew, of course, that for a voyage like this to be possible, A LOT of improbable things would have to fall into place. This is the story of how, against all odds, they did.

		

	
		
			PART 1

			CRossing tHE THREsHold
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			CHAPTER 1

			Peanut Butter and Jelly

			Date: Summer 2020

			Position: New England

			I suppose I could be forgiven if I had taken a hard look at myself in the mirror the morning after that manic night in Boothbay Harbor and then let the Northwest Passage scheme float back out into the snowy dreamworld from whence it had come. But in the days that followed, the idea stayed lodged like a splinter in my brain. And instead of creating a laundry list of excuses why I couldn’t do it—too much time away from home, too dangerous, too far, too cold—I asked myself one simple question: Was it even possible to sail a boat with a plastic hull through the Northwest Passage?

			When I popped that question into Google, it spat forth an article from Yachting World magazine by the legendary circumnavigator and author Jimmy Cornell. It was a story about his 2015 east-west transit of the Northwest Passage, which Cornell described as “the Everest of sailing.” I knew that roughly six thousand people had stood on the top of the world, but how many had done the Northwest Passage? More googling turned up a list maintained by the Scott Polar Research Institute at the University of Cambridge. In the summer of 2020, it included a total of 313 transits. Of these, sixty-one had done the passage more than once, with the record going to Kapitan Khlebnikov, a Russian icebreaker that had eighteen transits. What I was most interested in, of course, was the number of smaller sailboats that had made it through. I counted 136 sailing vessels of sixty feet or less that had completed the passage through the end of the 2019 season. If each of these vessels had a crew of four, this adds up to about 550 people—one for every ten who have stood atop Mount Everest.

			To meet the criteria for inclusion on the list, a ship needs to cross the Arctic Circle twice—first in Davis Strait on the east side, and then in Chukchi Sea on the west, or vice versa if going the other way; but an exception is made for vessels beginning their voyages north of the Arctic Circle on the west coast of Greenland. Measured in this way, the total distance of a Northwest Passage transit is only about three thousand miles, but since most of these voyages begin and end far to the south of the Arctic Circle, the total distance is usually much greater.

			According to the institute, there are actually seven different routes that weave between the 36,500 islands of the Canadian Arctic Archipelago, but only two are passable with any regularity. The rest are almost always chock-full of ice. The standard route is also the first, opened by the Norwegian explorer Roald Amundsen and his six-person crew between 1903 and 1906 aboard Gjøa, a seventy-foot wooden fishing vessel. Traveling east to west, Amundsen spent three winters in the Northwest Passage, including two in a small central Arctic harbor on the south coast of King William Island that now bears the name of his ship. Next came Henry Larsen, another Norwegian, who took command of a Royal Canadian Mounted Police (RCMP) motor schooner in 1940 and completed the passage from west to east in two years. In 1943, Larsen turned around and went the other way, becoming the first to transit the Northwest Passage in a single season. Over the next three decades, a handful of U.S. and Canadian Coast Guard icebreakers, buoy tenders, and research vessels made it through. But it wasn’t until 1977 that Williwaw, a custom-built forty-foot steel ketch skippered by Willy de Roos of the Netherlands, became the first private sailing yacht to complete the Northwest Passage.

			The turning point came thirty years later in 2007, when the passage, or least the most passable route, was entirely ice-free for the first time in recorded history. Taking advantage of this unprecedented event, several small boats snuck through in a single season. In the years since, the massive floes of ice have never returned to historical levels and more boats have successfully made the transit than in all the previous years combined.

			The list doesn’t include hull type, but after more research, I discovered that at least a handful of the small vessels had fiberglass hulls, like Polar Sun’s. Most notable of these was a voyage undertaken by a thirty-year-old Rhode Island man named Matt Rutherford, who set off from Annapolis, Maryland, in June 2011 aboard a forty-year-old, twenty-seven-foot Albin Vega called St. Brendan. Rutherford sailed back into Annapolis 309 days later, after having circumnavigated the Americas by way of the Northwest Passage and Cape Horn—a twenty-seven-thousand-mile voyage that he completed single-handed and, amazingly, without stopping. His motto was “fortitudine vincimus” (“by endurance we conquer”), which he borrowed from his hero, Ernest Shackleton.

			My friend Eli had taken part in a Northwest Passage attempt in 2014. It was a bad year for ice, and they didn’t make it through. They did, however, get to Erebus and Terror Bay at Beechey Island, where the Franklin expedition had spent their first winter. And they did so in a Baba 40, a classic fiberglass sailboat that was built at the same boatyard in Taiwan where Polar Sun was born. Eli put me in touch with the skipper, a retired NASA mechanical engineer named Sam Lowry, who sails out of Rockport, Maine. I owe a lot to Sam because not only did he refrain from laughing me out of the water; he sent me his logbook, which contained a literal treasure trove of data detailing his ninety-day voyage in three-hour increments, including latitude/longitude, water temperature, track (heading), wind speed, boat speed, barometric pressure, sail plan, battery levels, engine hours, and more. Sitting down with his log and Google Earth, I was able to see exactly where he had been and when and roughly what the conditions had been like. Later, Sam would gift me all his paper charts from the Northwest Passage (worth thousands of dollars), which he hand-delivered to Polar Sun.

			According to Sam, a metal hull, either steel or aluminum, was definitely the preferred choice for sailing amongst ice, but he didn’t consider a fiberglass boat to be a deal-breaker. His boat, Lillian B, had collided with a few ice floes in Dundas Harbour on Devon Island, but nothing that had done more than scrape off a bit of paint. He warned me, though, that I’d need to be super careful not to let the boat get trapped in the ice, especially in heavy seas, because the surging floes could crush a fiberglass hull like a beer can. And if your ship goes down in conditions like this, it’s not like you can climb out onto the ice or launch your life raft.

			My research indicated that more and more small sailboats were attempting the Northwest Passage every season, mainly due to the unfortunate reality that Arctic sea ice is melting at an unprecedented rate. For the first time in history, it was possible to sail a fiberglass boat into the Northwest Passage. And while I found this encouraging, I took little joy in it.

			People might debate exactly what is causing our cryosphere to melt, but no one can deny that it’s happening. According to data collected by the National Snow and Ice Data Center, the average temperature in the Arctic has risen by 5.5 degrees Fahrenheit over the past fifty years—an increase three times greater than in any other region on Earth. As a result of these higher temperatures, Arctic sea ice has decreased by 13 percent per decade since 1979. What is particularly worrying, if you care about things like sea level rise and polar bears, is the decline in multiyear ice, which grows thicker and rougher than new, first-year ice and provides important habitat for marine mammals. At the time of this writing, multiyear ice, which covered a third of the Arctic Ocean in 1985, has declined by 95 percent. The lowest Arctic-sea-ice extent in more than forty years of satellite tracking was in 2012, with 2020 a close second. In either of those years, you could have cruised right through the Northwest Passage without coming in contact with a single speck of ice.

			I knew, of course, how messed up it was that in order to sail a fiberglass boat through the Northwest Passage, I would invariably be hoping for the very conditions that are destroying the essence of what makes the Arctic such a singular place. A good year for a Northwest Passage voyage is a bad year for our planet. But I also knew that if I was going to see the Arctic and record and share what I saw there before all the ice disappeared, there was no time to lose.

			It was time, then, to see if there was anyone out there who might want to do something like this with me. The story as to why there was one name, and one name only, at the top of my short list of potential partners is a long and convoluted one that begins in the mid-nineties when Ben Zartman and I lived in adjacent caves in Yosemite National Park.

			I had recently graduated from college with a degree in philosophy. But none of the jobs recommended by the career-counseling office were even remotely appealing, so I chose to live in Disneyland for climbers and collect cans for my living. I’d been part of the dirtbag-climbing scene in “the ditch,” as we called it in those days, for a few years when Ben showed up one day from Ohio, having chosen the rock-climbing crucible of Yosemite Valley over college. Back then, before he got his nickname “Ben Wah,” which was later appended with “the Legend,” we used to call him “Young Ben.” I remember hearing rumors, later confirmed, that Ben’s parents were Christian missionaries and that he had grown up between postings in Mexico and Colombia. Ben was (and still is) a teetotaler, which was rare among climbers in those days. I was the opposite, but we bonded nonetheless when he moved under a rock a little ways up the hill from where I was camped. Later, we even dated the same woman—at different times, of course.

			One evening, Ben showed up at Degnan’s Deli, aka “the center of the universe”—the gathering spot for Valley dirtbags—and declared that he was going sailing. Considering that he lived under a rock and had never sailed before, this seemed a bold pronouncement. But a few days later, he threw on his pack and hitchhiked down to San Diego, where he managed to talk his way onto a boat heading south to Mexico.

			After that first sailing trip, he would occasionally come back to Yosemite to climb between voyages, but that changed when he met a woman in a green sundress with tan legs and long brown hair that she tied in a bun on the back of her head. Early in their relationship, Ben and Danielle moved onto a run-down twenty-seven-foot fixer-upper sailboat on the Caloosahatchee River in Fort Myers, Florida. After a year spent refitting the vessel, they rechristened it Capella—the name of a star used in celestial navigation.

			While thorough, the refit didn’t include any electronics. Ben and Danielle had recently crewed on a boat with a faulty electrical system. They had soldered new contacts and run new wires—but the boat had still nearly burned down. So Ben decided that electricity had no place at sea. Instead, Danielle and he used an all-weather oil lamp in which they inserted red and green theater gels to alert other boats to their position at night. At anchor, they hung a lamp at the top of the mast with a Fresnel lens like those used in lighthouses. A line with a piece of lead on the end served as their depth sounder, and they determined their position through dead reckoning and sighting celestial bodies with a sextant. When Capella was ready, Ben and Danielle sailed across the Gulf of Mexico to the Yucatán, down to South America, then up through the Caribbean to Maine.

			While climbing sea cliffs in Acadia National Park, they learned that Danielle was pregnant. They put the boat in storage, bought a used car, and drove back to California to move in with her dad. Ben spent two years trying to sell Capella as she sat in a boatyard in Fall River, Massachusetts. But she’d been built back in 1967 and there was little interest. Then, in 2005, he heard through the grapevine that his old cave neighbor who had just returned from Pitcairn Island was looking for a sailboat.

			“It’s the opportunity of a lifetime,” I told my first wife after Ben called and named the price—one dollar. The deal was done, although perhaps I should have taken a bit more time to question the price.

			A few weeks later, after Ben delivered the boat, I took some experienced sailors out for her maiden cruise on the coast of Maine. As we approached a ledge in the fog near an island called Petit Manan, one of them announced that it was time to tack, a maneuver in which a sailboat turns through the wind.

			“Oh, about that,” I replied. “This boat doesn’t tack.”

			“What do you mean it doesn’t tack?” said my friend, who had once crossed the Pacific Ocean. “Of course it tacks. All boats tack.” He grabbed the tiller, yelled, “Ready about,” and pushed it hard to leeward. Capella rounded up into the wind and the sails went flat. We were dead in the water, or what a sailor calls “in irons,” which can be a real problem when it happens to windward of a ledge, which is precisely where we happened to be. I had neglected to tell my friend that the boat’s centerboard—a retractable fin that protrudes from beneath the hull to stabilize the boat—had snapped off years ago in the Gulf of Mexico. Ben deemed this to be unnecessary too and never replaced it. In my naïveté, I had figured that if my mentor could sail this boat six thousand miles without a centerboard, then by God, I could putter around the coast of Maine without one too. And so, while Capella blew down on those rocks, I fired up the outboard.

			As I continued with my sailing apprenticeship on Capella, Ben worked on building his dream boat in Danielle’s dad’s backyard. The thirty-one-foot vessel was a heavy-displacement, full-keeled, gaff-rigged cutter called a Cape George. The project took him five years to complete, and over that time, he and Danielle had three children, all girls. In the evenings, Ben worked as a waiter in Yosemite’s Mountain Room restaurant, and he put every spare cent he made into the boat. To save money, he would visit junkyards and shooting ranges to scrounge for lead tire weights and spent bullets, which he melted down on a homemade forge and poured into his keel. When it came time to set up the rig, he didn’t have enough money for an actual mast, so he bought an aluminum telephone pole and machined it into what he needed. In 2009, he trucked Ganymede (named after the Jovian moon) to the Stockton River, and the Zartman family set off on a multiyear sailing voyage. Shortly after the launch, Ben sent me a picture that he must have taken from the dinghy. Danielle was at the helm, holding the tiller, a baby in a sling strapped to her chest. Two towheaded young girls, ages five and three, sat on the cabin top.

			Ben led his family to Panama, where they transited the canal and then caught dengue fever in Colombia. Eventually, they headed north and landed in Newport, Rhode Island. It was supposed to be a short stop to replenish their cruising kitty, but Ben found work as the captain of an eighty-foot schooner, while Danielle homeschooled the three children and did sewing and odd jobs for other boats.

			I visited them not long after that, finding Ganymede tied up to a snowy dock at a marina in downtown Newport. The Zartman home bobbed in the cold water, wrapped in plastic shrink-wrap. A metal stovepipe poked through the ridge, puffing smoke into the gray February evening. Ben appeared through a small wooden door and led me down into the cabin, where Danielle, wearing a homespun cotton dress, tended a kettle bubbling away atop a cast-iron woodstove. The interior of the boat was about the size of a toolshed, and it was covered in redwood and Doug-fir, every piece of which Ben had lovingly milled. The girls shared a tiny cabin aft with three bunks packed so tightly, they had to take turns getting dressed. How five people could have lived together in such a small space defied my imagination. But when I saw the cozy bunk where Ben and Danielle slept, covered by a homemade quilt, I realized that I had never seen such a perfect picture of domestic harmony.

			That spring, the Zartman family finally set off for Newfoundland on the next leg of their voyage. They waited in St. John’s for a suitable window to strike out across the Atlantic, but the weather was rough that summer, and after watching a steady procession of low-pressure systems march across the North Atlantic, Ben and Danielle pulled the plug. Changing course, they circumnavigated Newfoundland counterclockwise and then sailed down the St. Lawrence River and through the locks into the Hudson, which carried them back to Rhode Island. Ben found more work as a captain, and in 2015, with his girls growing older and Ganymede bursting at the seams, the Zartmans rented a small house and moved ashore.

			In recent years, Ben had been making his living as a rigger, fitting out every kind of sailboat from the gilded yachts of Boston Brahmins to the old wooden schooners that still ply the waters of coastal New England. A rig is the name that sailors use for the mast and all the wires and ropes that keep it upright and allow the sails to be hauled up and down and trimmed in and out. A rigger makes and services all of this equipment, from splicing ropes to swaging wires and securing all manner of turnbuckles, shackles, pulleys, and pad eyes.

			All of this is to say that Ben is, hands down, one of the most solid and resourceful men I’ve ever met: whip-smart, calm under pressure, a real-life MacGyver if there ever was one. And for these reasons and more, he would have been my dream partner for the Northwest Passage. But at the same time, I also knew that there was almost no chance that he’d be willing to leave his family and work commitments for a four-month sailing voyage in the Arctic. He had never been away from his family for more than two weeks at a time, and even if Danielle thought that his sailing the Northwest Passage with me was a good idea, he wouldn’t do it. I was sure. I admired him for that—and wished I had bit more of whatever that was in myself.

			My chest felt strangely tight when I finally phoned him in November of 2020. The words poured out of me like a waterfall as I pitched that the two of us, plus a couple more crew members we’d find later on, would set sail from southern Maine in early June of 2022. Canada had shut down all travel to the Arctic due to the COVID pandemic and no one thought there was any chance it would open that following summer, so I figured 2022 would be the soonest we could go. The good news was that this would give us a year and a half to prep the boat and hopefully find some sponsors. The route I’d plotted would take us to the west of Newfoundland through the Strait of Belle Isle, and then across Davis Strait to Nuuk, the capital of Greenland. From there, we’d intersect with Amundsen’s route, work our way north with the help of the Greenland Current, and then shoot west across Baffin Bay into Lancaster Sound.

			If we made it through James Ross Strait, which is about halfway through and almost always the ice crux, by mid- to late August, we’d have another month or so to reel off the final twenty-three hundred miles through the heart of the central Arctic, culminating in a long slog west across the North Slope of Alaska. If we pushed hard and the ice gods smiled on us, I reckoned we could make it to Nome, which lies just south of the Bering Strait, before the autumn storm season, when the Sea of Japan starts pumping one low pressure system after another into the Bering and Chukchi Seas. Overall, I figured the roughly sixty-three-hundred-mile voyage would take us about four months, and I broke it into four sections: Maine to Nuuk, Greenland (two thousand miles); Nuuk to Pond Inlet on Baffin Island (eleven hundred miles); Pond to Gjoa Haven on King William Island (nine hundred miles); and then a final slog from Gjoa to Nome across the North Slope of Alaska (twenty-three hundred miles). I’d heard that it was usually necessary to do a fair bit of motoring amongst the ice in the heart of the passage, but I hoped to sail the majority of the time. Besides, the distances between ports and fuel stops were so great that Polar Sun couldn’t carry enough fuel to motor the whole way, so we’d be forced by necessity to sail as much as possible.

			Ben didn’t say much as I blabbed away. When I finally wrapped up my pitch and asked him what he thought, there was a long pregnant silence as I waited for him to blow me out of the water.

			“Hey, if anyone can pull this off, you’re the guy,” he finally said.

			Whoa! This was not the response I had expected.

			As to his own participation, he was noncommittal. He said something about work and family and how hard it would be to get that much time away. I had expected this, and it made perfect sense. I told him as much.

			I hung up feeling good that he’d given me his vote of confidence, but I could tell by his response that he was definitely not going to be joining me. So I never followed up. Instead, I pitched a few other sailing friends on the idea. Everyone was intrigued, but no one could commit. They all had regular jobs, bosses, mortgages, partners/spouses, children, and pets that they couldn’t (or wouldn’t) leave behind. A couple of them said that if I could break the voyage into smaller legs involving less time and fly them in and out, maybe they could take part. But it was almost impossible to figure out when I’d be where or if I’d even get there. And the flights into micro airports such as those in villages like Ilulissat, Pond Inlet, and Cambridge Bay were eye-wateringly expensive. I had worked up a rough budget, and just between boat upgrades, food, and fuel, it quickly surpassed $75,000.

			I’ve been on a lot of expeditions over the years and, somehow, have always found someone to foot the bill. In exchange, I’ve written articles, posed for photos, appeared in films and on television, and tested new products. While climbing Great Trango Tower in Pakistan, I’d even posted live daily updates to the Internet. But as Ben had pointed out during our call, “This isn’t climbing, dude. The big sailing companies are only interested in stuff like the Volvo Ocean Race and the Vendée Globe.” What they were not interested in, he said, was some random scrappy dreamer trying to sail his old boat through the Northwest Passage.

			So there I was: with no funding, no crew, and a boat badly in need of expensive upgrades. By the time spring of 2021 rolled around, I told Hampton that the voyage was off. She’d been remarkably supportive of my crazy plan from the moment I first shared it with her, but I finally decided that I had wasted enough time pushing on this string. She didn’t say it outright, but I sensed that she was relieved I was abandoning the project.

			But then, almost as if Ben had sensed through the ether that I had given up, I got a text from him. When are you going to call me back about the Northwest Passage it read. We should talk.

			I called immediately.

			“I talked to Danielle,” he said. “She gave me her blessing to go to the Arctic with you.”

			“What? Are you serious?”

			“Yes,” he continued. “And I have no contingencies. Even if you don’t get any sponsors and I have to pay my own way, I’m in. All I ask is that you buy me a plane ticket home from wherever we end up.”

			“Deal,” I said, deciding not to mention that a few minutes earlier, the whole endeavor had been dead in the water.

			We talked for a while about the trip, mostly about what the boat would need to get up to snuff for Arctic duty. I didn’t mention it explicitly, but in a roundabout way I let it be known that I would be the captain and he the first mate—despite the fact that he was the more experienced sailor. It was my baby and my boat, and shouldering this ultimate responsibility was a hugely important piece of the puzzle for me. Ben confirmed that he had assumed as much and signing on as the first mate worked well for him. Right before he hung up, he said that he needed something like this in his life to look forward to. Then he added, “I just don’t think I’m cut out for chicken farming.”

			After the call, I practically ran out of my office to find Hampton. She was in our living room sitting by the woodstove. What followed was a typical exchange for us. I’d come charging into the room, all full of piss and vinegar, to share the latest development in my current mad scheme.

			“Ben’s in,” I declared.

			Hampton looked up from her computer. “And what are we talking about?”

			“The Northwest Passage. Looks like it’s on.”

			She raised her eyebrows. When she’s deep in thought, she tends to chew on the inside of her cheek. She started doing that now.

			“Have you ever done anything with Ben?” she finally asked. “How well do you even know this guy?”

			“Oh, I know him super well,” I replied. “And he’s an incredible mariner.”

			“I
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