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In the summer of 2012, "Best Explorer" completed the Northwest Passage, the first and
so far, only Italian boat to do so. Twenty-two friends took turns in the eight legs of the Passage
and along its more than 8,000 miles from Tromsg in Norway to King Cove in Alaska.

The trip is narrated in the book "Senza bussola tra i ghiaccig ed. Mursia, written jointly
by the commander Nanni and his t)ravel companion Salvatore.
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Figure1l The Northwest Passage track of Best Explorer
At the end of May 2012 in Tromsg it was snowing and on 1 June, when Best Explorer
left to engage on the Northwest Passage, it was still bad weather, cold and overcast. But
arriving at the Lofoten during the stop here in Hennnigsvaer the weather was magnificent! On
board, with Nanni, Mariele, Loredana, Salvatore and Filippo take a short break before
embarking on the crossing to Iceland.
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Figure?2 Filippo hoisting a sall

Wednesday 6 June 2012, nortleast of Iceland.

Despite the sun, it is cold. 20 knots from NE, heading 265°. Sunday night we doubled
Lofotodden, where there is the famous Maelstrom, we faced 24 hours of wind with 25 knots
from NNE under double reefed main and waves sweeping the deck. On 7 June, the water
temperature drops to 0.7 C°. Lighthouses keep us company by flying around and playing with
the bow.

Figure3 The port of isafjrdur
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Best Explorer is now moored in the left corner of the port of isafjérdur, or "ice harbor",
but there is very little of it on this warm day of June 10, 2012. Moored here for the second time
since 2007 after being reprimanded by the coast guard for not announcing our arrival we give
ourselves a sweet rest before continuing to Reykjavik. The customs this time did not cause us
any problems. Some small repair is then we will go.

On 11 June 2012 at 2.30 in the center of Breidafjordur, the great gulf north of Reykjavik
from which Erik the Red sailed, the sun rises at our stern. We were hoping for a nice sail, but
even if we have to use the engine the environment fills us with serenity. Iceland is magical when
it wants to be like it.

Figure4 "almost" midnight sun south of Cape Bjartangar
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11-20 June- Reykjavik

Change of crew: Mariele, Loredana and Filippo leave and Nicoletta, Mario, Paolo and
Pietro arrive. Large supplies and small repairs. Meeting with Mark and his Jonathan also
headed to the Passage.

y i

Figure5 Nanni shows the boat tathe Italian Ambassador Antonio Bandini

A little anxiety for the long leg that awaits us towards Nuuk in Greenland: The route is

often beaten by violent storms from the west, we hope for good... The Italian Ambassador
wishes us a good journey.

Figure6 Monument on the Reykjavikbay
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North Atlantic from 20 to 25 June 2012

Figure7 We encounter the first ice on the west coast of Greenland
Departing from Reykjavik on 20 June, we sighted the mountains of the south-west coast
of Greenland at 19.50 local hours on Monday 26 June after spending a few hours in the
company of a large group of pilot whales that surrounded us trying to communicate with us in
many ways. We enjoyed a splendid weather except in the night between Saturday and Sunday,
overcast, rain with wind, and all the morning of Monday passed in the middle of a thick fog.
Soon after that: ice!
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Figure8 The image of Salvatore is reflectetly the head of apilot whale
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Baffin Bay- From 26 to 27 June 2012

In the scattered ice that flows northwards after crossing Kap Farvel from the north-east,
there appear unexpected six very rare bottlenose whales who come to examine us curious in
the fog. We also observe them fascinated, immersed in a magical silence. The fog appears and
disappears around us very quickly: it is immediately clear to us that this is due to small changes
in temperature, the only ones which can occur so rapidly on large surfaces. In a sunny moment
we see our first iceberg. What a thrill!

We pass among the seals that rest indifferent on white drifting slabs and finally carry out
the first mooring in Greenland at Paamiut.

Figure9 Very rare bottlenose whales come to visit us in the fog between the ice
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Figure10 Our first iceberg
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Paamiut, Greenland- 28 June 2012.

We arrive here shortly after midnight (at this time of the year and at this latitude there is
still daylight). We stay long enough to get an idea of the characteristic village and its inhabitants
and to start capturing the Greenlandic atmosphere. We were greeted by the rusty wreck of a
large semi-sunken fishing boat, an unpleasant warning that danger is always just around the
corner. The mosquitoes are so dense that if we do not wear the appropriate nets that we bought
on purpose we swallow them right away with our breath. We are surprised to meet another
I'talian boat: ltds Shaula, by Danilo, one of the
demerit not to do regattas, like us...

An opportunity that shapes our destiny: seven years later, Danilo will accompany me
along the Northern Sea Route to complete the Arctic circumnavigation.

Figure11 The fjord and port of Paamiut
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Figure12 A wreck in front of the entrance to Paamiut is a severe warning
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Figure13 Shaula, by Danilo Baggini
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From Paamiut to Sisimiut- Greenland- from 30 June to 3 July 2012

Figure14 An ice castle!

After Paamiut we stopped in Nuuk, the capital of Greenland, where Nicoletta and Pietro
landed and the late Giancarlo joined us. There we meet for the last time with Danilo of Shaula
and with Mark of Jonathan and we meet for the fir
meet them both next year in Alaska. The stop allows us an unusual purchase: a rifle to defend
ourselves, if necessary, from polar bears. It is a safety practice imposed by law on the Svalbard
islands. | had tried every way to bring with me one from lItaly, but not even with the help of the
courteous Turin Police Station | found a system to do it legally. Here in Nuuk you just go to the
store, choose one and buy it! We will never use it in the future, however. We then head towards
the bay of Disko stopping on the way to Sisimiut. From Paamiut onwards we will have the
chance to verify that the cartography of the coast is very accurate in terms of profile and
position, but it is completely devoid of soundings: sailing like that into the fjords makes our skin
crawl. Will there be any rocks along our route? Even the forward looking sonar we have will not
give us enough warning in case... The icebergs show up numerous.
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From Sisimiut to Disko- Greenland from 4 to 11 July 2012

On the way to Disko we start to encounter a large number of icebergs generated by the
great glacier that empties into the bay, one of the most prolific and fast in Greenland. Some, far
from us, oscillate visibly on the point of overturning, losing stability with their base eroded by the
waters of the sea. It is good to stay away from them since the submerged part is five or six times
that of the surface. We meet one that is far ahead in fromnt of us. The wind is about 25 knots
and we proceed with strong winds certainto passitf ar away. Surprisel!
realize that the iceberg is drifting much faster than we expected. We prepare ourselves to bear
away with the expectation of being knocked out at the last moment. But no. Everything goes
well and we pass very close to this beautiful white and blue mountain that towers above us...
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Disko - Greenland- 11 July 2012

Disko (Qegertarsuaq in Greenlandic). | t 6s hot . We wal k along the
and meet the most famous (he says) Greenlandic singer-songwriter who invites us home and
sings a delicious song accompanied by his guitar. The marina (mostly smooth rocks) is
protected by a cape, but just outside, when the fog rises, we are fascinated by the parade of
icebergs stranded in front of the coast like so many ramparts. What a spectacle! With this sun
and the clear air that lets see tens of miles away you could not imagine a more violent contrast:
ice in the sea and flowers on the ground!
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From Disko to llulissat- Greenland- 11 July 2012

= |
Figure15 The busy port of llulissat
We cross the Bay of Disko approaching the giant glacier that calves the icebergs. We
canot reach it: the ice iIis too thick and we fear
might overturn itself. We enter the bay of Ilulissat, which is also its port. The interior is crowded
with boats of the local fishermen/hunters. The entrance quays, the only place where we can
moor, are jammed with pieces of ice and in the night some will come to crash against our hull.
No damage, though. The first thing we notice right next to our mooring is the demonstration that
ingenuity helps, as you can see from the photo! See you soon!

pag.15



Best Explorer 2012 LogboeK he NorthwestPassage

Figure16 Ingenuity helps if the right pieces are missing!
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From llulissat to Upernavik- Greenland- 14 July

Figure17 Sailing inbrash iceis a little worrying

To get out from the fjord into the open sea we have to pass along a channel where, as
everywhere, there are no probes indicated on the maps. In a strait you can see clearly at the
bow the outgoing current show a difference in altitude, sure sign of a submerged rock threshold.
We insert the reverse to slow down and raise the mobile drift while keeping an eye on the sonar
that warns us if we have a low bottom in front of us. We see it approaching, but fortunately the
minimum depth is seven meters. With a sigh of relief we continue scrolling between rocks and
islets and small icebergs until before us opens the Vaigat, that is the channel between the island
of Disko and Greenland, but further ahead there is a wall of fog.
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From llulissat to Upernavik- Greenland- 14, 15 and 16 July 2012

Figure18 Red dotson the radarscreen are icebergs!
Out in the Vaigat (see above) together with the evening a thick fog falls on us. Absolute
calm. The radar is on and the screen is full of red dots in front of us (see photo): they are
icebergs.
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Figure19 Paolo prepaiing fenders from the sail lockerwhile arrivingin Upernavik {n
front of us)

We proceed with immense caution, in fact, in the low light we discover the ice walls
looming ghostly over us only when the bow is a few meters away from them, but we cannot
pass further away. The ice mountains are everywhere. The situation becomes more
complicated when we are apparently inside a corridor of open water that is shrinking more and
more. The radar echoes are so thick that we do not understand if there is really a passage. And
then suddenly we are out of the icebergs and fog. It is possible that all those white mountains
were stranded on a kind of threshold that we have just crossed. There is no way of knowing it
because, as | have already written, the depths are not marked on the maps. The relief does not
last long. We must reluctantly give up the desired visit to the village of Uummannagq in the near
fiord to the east because we are very late for the next crew change. Unfortunately the sky is
covered and there was a twenty knots wind from NW with waves of 2.5 meters and a simple
calculation shows us that we will barely be able to arrive in time if we proceed motoring against
sea and wind. Very painful and uncomfortable. Upon our arrival in Upernavik the sky opens and
the wind ceases. A glorious landing.

pag.19



Best Explorer 2012 LogboeK he NorthwestPassage

Upernavik- Greenland- from 17 to 20 July 2012.

© Salvatore Magri

Figure20 A fewboats waiting beyond our bow, butR apily usheadingfor the
Northwest Passage!

We arrived just in time for the crew change and for Mario and Paolo land and get the
plane home, while Pietro, Stefano and Francesco, waiting for us, step onboard. This will be the
last chance to refuel for a while. Our next destination will be Pond Inlet in Canada (Nunavut)
where there is not even a dock. It is not impossible to get supplies there, but you should use
jerrycans and ferry them to the boat with the dinghy: better to avoid it.

We take a few hours to visit the country perched on the side of a mountain that hosts on
top the airport runway, an almost impossible location. Some typically Scandinavian looking
houses have a white bear hide hanging on the balconies to cure. We know that these
magnificent predators sometimes walk between the houses: in Nuuk they have expelled one a
few days ago who was wandering around near a school. We visit the cemetery with graves
scattered on the mountain back between granite rocks and scattered tufts of cotton grass and a
beautiful view. They are all adorned with colorful bouquets of flowers that surprise us before we
realize that they are plastic! There are several boats around and we get acquainted with the
other madmen who have come here, whose stories deserve to be told in so many details as
they are picturesque and even crazy. The entrance to the archipelago of Nunavut is still
blocked by ice and so, instead of immediately crossing the Gulf of Melville, upon the advice of
one of those exceptional skippers, the Dutchman Eef, we will "waste" some time wandering
north along this impressive coast. Steep walls striped with bright colors from ochre to red to
gray, dark waters, sky incredibly blue, At the horizon thick banks of white and threatening fog
that cover and hide the horizon and, on the sea, ice of all shapes and sizes that pours from the
deep fjords at the bottom where shines the immense ice cap barely visible.
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From Upernavik to TasiussagWest coast of Greenland- 20 and 21 July
2012

We head into a crack in the vertical wall of an island, Saatup Akia, looking for a corner in
the ramified labyrinth of the fjord that has a shallow enough bottom to drop anchor and hoping
not to find an ice barrier behind one of the many blind turns. The journey so far has been
exciting: we sailed alongside the most gigantic icebergs encountered so far, several hundred
meters long and towering for more heights than our mast, which reaches twenty meters above
the water. A milky blanket of fog persists offshore, but above us the sky is clear and the sun
shines almost fiercely. We had fun to guess the amount of pure water that could be obtained
from each of these behemoths, and we have arrived at values that seem exaggerated, such as
to quench the thirst of the Italian population for a full year with only one of them, will it be true?

We anchor in a pocket of the fjord next to a small iceberg against which we test the
effectiveness of our rifle bought from Nuuk and killing it without problems. The next morning, we
try to get out from another branch that seemed clear yesterday but this morning it is blocked by
four or five icebergs that have run aground at the mouth during the night. We try to skip between
the last of these and the fjord wall in a very tense atmosphere. Small fragments of ice
continually fall from the iceberg and it is clear that the seabed bottom is shallow. With one eye to
the sonar, another to the iceberg hoping that it doe s nchdose this very moment to lose its
balance and a third (I wish | had one) to follow the tortuous path, we escape and dash away
accelerating. There is a village not too far away with a sheltered cove. Its hame is Tasiussag.
We see the houses, but the entrance is camouflaged, just a passage between the rocks that we
almost miss. The cove is a natural pocket dotted with rocks and shallows. But there is a fishing
boat attached to the rocky border and we stand next to it with just enough space to avoid a
submerged r oc kshor&Merawak. goi ng

Just beyond our mooring on the side of the natural pier facing outwards lies the spine of
a whale.

Some houses are scattered on the hill. There seems to be no one around, only ferocious
sled dogs huddled in chains near the houses. Sounds come from a little house beside the cove.
We ask permission and enter. Ciaoooo! Wel come!
Nuuk with whom we happened to have a little chat.

He welcomes us warmly and invites us to use his internet connection! Literally in the
middle of nowhere! Tomorrow we will renew the water supply here before leaving again.
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From Tasiussaq to Nuussuaq, or KraulshavaWest coast of Greenland
-22 and 23 July 2012

Figure22 The fewscattered houses of Tasiussaq overlook the cove thais usedas a
port

Figure21 An icebergshowing unusual colors
Last night we arrived late at Tasiussag. Today we split and Salvatore and | wander
around the hills trying to absorb as much as possible of the special atmosphere of this remote
outpost.
We notice above all the silence, the few traces left by the human passage, the rocks, the
small cushions of flowers that manage to grow tenaciously even here in the cracks, the bare
walls of the islands around, the floating ice drifting in the surrounding sea arms. We are
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surprised by the color of one of them, triangular, dark blue instead of white like all the others,
with a very black part just above the water level. We discuss hypotheses about its origin: part of
the bottom of the glacier with the refrozen melting water and a piece of the base moraine? The
sky is overcast, but there is not even a whiff of wind. A fishing boat returning to port is the only
sign of life. The next day we leave for the north (along the Canadian coast there still lies the
pack) towards a small village with an attractive protected bay and we allow ourselves a detour
to a large glacier that enters the sea nearby. Not long, though. The inlet waters are covered with
pieces of ice and icebergs, and the passage along its front to the north is not practicable. Along
our route now passing more offshore there is little ice. A small island, a natural park, deserves a
last detour. It is literally covered with seabirds: the name is Kipako. | hear calling us on the
radi o: "l's there Mario?" Damn, itds the thi
here in the middle of howhere!

Once is a chance, two a curiosity, but three! He is a marine biologist specializing in
Arctic mammals and has evidently left a strong impression. | have to disappoint the researchers
camped on the island: Mario has already left.

Figure23 Housesat Nuussuagq (o Kraulshavn)

Nuussuaqg, or Kraulshavn, is the smallest settlement and the last we will see in
Greenland. No person is visible. We anchor in the most desolate loneliness. The latest news
confirms us that the entrance to Pond Inlet in Canada is free. Tomorrow weather permitting we
start early.
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From Nuussuaq, or Kraulshavn to Pond Inlet, NunavutBaffin Bay- 24-
26 July 2012

We set sail without problems and head straight for Pond Inlet which is located just south
of our location. We should not encounter ice until near the coast of Canada. The sea is calm,
there is no wind, but the sky is overcast. | arrange the watches, but soon | have to modify them,
because Francesco is hit by a very strong seasickness, poor thing. He will come out in the
cockpit despite his sickness for the whole crossing, but it will not be operational. Stefano also
suffers terribly, but although his face has turned green like a leaf he continues to take
photographs for the service that he is committed to do. Both Salvatore and | keep an eye on him
because he could lose balance and be in danger despite being well secured to the lifelines.
Giancarlo, our dean, is a force of nature and we can count on Pietro as well without problems.

On the 25th, a Wednesday, the day starts with rain and wind abeam on the left that turns
close hauled in the course of the day.

On the 26th the sky opens and the wind strengthens up to 25 knots with a
correspondingly growing sea. In the afternoon, after a period of calm, it turns from north and
strengthens again. The navigation becomes exciting and a little bit rough because there are
some big icebergs in distance. They are not the ones to worry about though, but rather the
growlers (big pieces of ice) that break off from them and drift downwind. They are the color and

size of the breakers that now cover the sea, and we narrowly avoid some of them.
= : > < ;w 5

2
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Figure24 The darkand forbiddingcoast of Baffin Island, Canada
The steep mountains of the coast appear black under a blanket of clouds that blend with
the snow and the ice cover. It is not an inviting coast, at least with this lightning. Pond Inlet,
which is the name of the passage between Baffin Island to the south and Bylot Island to the

north, becomes more visible by degrees: i toés

In the inlet the sea is calm. The landscape is a little overwhelming: the passage turns left
and before it opens again passes next to a high and steep pyramid of black rock just off the
island of Baffin: Beloeil Island. As we approach we are surprised to meet by a large black back
that passes by: what a wonder! It is a rare Greenland whale, |  d iexpectd see it! My friends
and | are delighted.
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The passage between Beloeil and Baffin, where a boat we know anchored in the past, is
not suitable for us: there is too much current. We continue on to Pond Inlet which is spread over
an open and flat landscape a few dozen meters above sea level. There is an iceberg beached
in front of us and we anchor at a safe distance on a bottom of six meters of good holding. There
is a little current though |l eading out to sea, bu

e

e

Figure25 Best Explorer at anchor in front of Pond Inlet, Nunavut

pag.25



Best Explorer 2012 LogboeK he NorthwestPassage

Pond Inlet- Nunavut - from 27 to 28 July 2012

Guys, what a place! Warmly welcomed by the Mounties, but they are dressed in gray,
pity. Giancarlo and Francesco prefer the comforts of the local hotel and leave the boat. Too bad
for them: returning late on the boat after the second day spent ashore wandering among the
Inuit and their countless children, before going to sleep | get out on deck to enjoy few moments
viewing the midnight sun in the air still, warm and sweet.

Figure26 Pond Inlet in the midnight surfrom the boat

Pond Inlet is on the south shore of the sound (Eclipse Sound) while to the north the view
extends over the many glaciers that flow from the valleys of the black Bylot island. The sun too
shines from the north at its lowest point and is just above the peaks and its shearing rays
transform the surface of the sea into a silver carpet. While | enjoy this priceless view | hear in
the deep silence something like a noise of a torn paper. | wonder what it may be as | follow with
my eyes the direction from which it seemed to come. Suddenly, together with the noise, now
louder, numerous bright columns of steam rise above the mirror surface, well visible against the
dark wings of the mountains scene: blowing whales! | call the others, a moment of uncertainty

then: "jumpon the raft, l et ds try merepea ih Oh thet weahsar .

jackets, on the life belts, the engine starts immediately. They are many Greenland whales, the
mythical inhabitants of these glacial waters. We stay a few dozen meters away, as we should.
Also because they are really gigantic compared to our small boat. They do not give sign of
disturbance and swim fast towards the Bay of Baffin. We struggle not to be distanced. With the
inevitable jolts it is difficult to shoot good movies and photos, we hope that something useful
remains. We realize that in the excitement of the encounter we have gone far away and the
current conspires to take us toward the open sea. We must return, also because the whales,
faster than us, are now far away. We come back and enjoy the view of the boat standing
against the shore lit by the golden light of the near-sunset.
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Pond Inlet- Nunavut - July 28 to August 1, 2012.

This is a staging point and crew change place. Pietro, Stefano and Francesco leave us
by plane and we take on Danilo, Paolo, Roberto, known as Spinone, and Silvano, who suffers
for a few hours the palpitations of having lost his luggage, improbably found abandoned in the
middle of the track upon the arrival of a next flight without warnings.

Figure27 ~ Y 2 U gSRrigelanbKim Melenciuk shoing a narwhal tooth in the local
supermarket
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The crew is now at its full strength for the most critical leg of the trip. We discovered to
have some problems with the batteries (eight) showing early signs of exhaustion. Nicoletta will
take care of it from Italy. Who knows when and how we will receive them? Meanwhile, we will
recharge them more frequently Through the two alternators of the engine and the generator. The
news of the ice situation leaves us no hope for the direct passage into Lancaster Sound through
the narrow Navyboard Inlet, completely blocked. The Lancaster Sound is still blocked as well. In
the meantime, we meet some local personalities who invite us to a sumptuous dinner at their
home where Danilo begins to display his bright and joyful personality. It promises well! One
evening, while we are about to put the dinghy in the water to get back to the boat, we see the
iceberg that was beached, now rather smaller, beginning to move and heading towards our
anchor chain: the current has changed direction. We watch helplessly with our hearts pounding.
Luckily it passes a few meters from our sides. We breathe freely.

We will carry with us forever the memory of the inhabitants of this village, generous,
friendly, simple and rude.

We will remember the beautiful twisted narwhal teeth more than two meters long, non-
marketable, the washing of clothes and showers offered by the sergeant of the Mounties at his
home, the stories of the extermination of narwhals trapped under the ice that closed trapping
them to death without remedy, the lack of job prospects and loss of Inuit traditions, the children
who never cry, and so on.

PR
Figure29 A beautiful Inuit girl on the beach with her dad
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Baffin Bay- from 2 to 4 Aug 2012

We sail to face the section of the Passage that blocked all expeditions before that of
Roald Amundsen.

Figure31 This is how the ice we expected looked like in the fog (photo by Paolo
Ivaldi)

Figure30 Sailing among the ice not verydifficult when its rather open(photo by
Danilo Ronco)

The channel leading to Baffin Bay is windy, but the Bay is flat as a board, the sun shines
in a totally clear sky and the visibility is practically infinite. As we go out in the Bay | summarize
to the crew the safety rules and some instructions on how to navigate among the ice. Crew
attention is at a maximum.
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We received indications about the presence of ice by mail (we were not equipped to
receive images) from the Shore Team (Nicoletta from Milan and Mario from Tromsg,
coordinated). In fact we encounter a lot of it on our route along with the fog, but they are fairly
spaced and easy to pass. The details of this navigation are described more technically in the
book "Senza bussola tra i ghiacci" and from a more personal perspective in the book "Il mare é
lo specchio”, both by Mursia. Here | will therefore present only a summary. We did
misunderstand the directions, or the ice has moved more than expected. In fact, presuming of
being out of it in open water we headed north to find ourselves instead completely trapped. Two
days of extreme tension follow in wandering in the fog in an incredible maze of thicker and
thicker slabs trying to cross the ice covered area east up to its edge, where, once we reached,
we found that the open sea waves, not felt among the slabs, shacked the plates on the edge so
much to make impossible to cross them. The situation is so dangerous that at some point we get
crushed between two of them suffering significant damage. Luckily, the boat is robust enough
(on purpose) and does not leak.

Figure32 A fantastic white rainbow among the loose ice
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Duly shaken, we manage to pull ourselves out of the denser zone, fighting against the
current that tends to move us towards the clearly lethal margin. After another day of winding
path westward (again in the general direction of Pond Inlet) among less and less thick ice and
enjoying exceptional light shows we manage to get out into open water and encircle the
dangerous zone towards east and then south and then north again, welcomed by a ghostly pack
of killer whales that easily overtake us.

Figure33 A school of killer whales in the fog
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Baffin Bay- from 5 to 7 August 2012

In the open waters of Baffin Bay, as the orcas leave us behind, the cool wind from the
north helps us to circumvent eastward the powerful ice tongue that has held us nailed for so
many days. When the wind turns northeast fresh enough and then to the east decreasing it
seems almost to apologize for the bad adventure that made us pass by compacting the ice on its
eastern border and making us spend moments of great tension. The waves also fall, even if they
come now from the north, the direction we follow by heading again towards the Lancaster Sound
and moving parallel to the damned tongue of ice.

Figure35 A polar bear at the entrance to Dundas Harbor

Figure34 A family of walruses resting on the rocks of Dundas Harbor entrance
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We finally managed to turn 90° westward and enter the Sound. As we traveled north, we
were shrouded in fog, but after we changed course turn the weather clears up, although under a
compact cover of clouds. The steep coasts of Devon Island on the starboard side approach and
show the characteristic streaks on the rocks that will accompany us for a few days. As we
approach Dundas Harbor we are surprised to see resting on the shore a polar bear and a herd
of walruses lying on the rocks of the cape. | decided to stop in the fjord for a short rest, it is
midnight, and to decide calmly the strategy for the next days. We wandered adding about four
hundred miles to the distance | was planning to travel, many of these being motor-driven, and
our diesel stocks, made at Upernavik, are fast reducing.
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Lancaster Sound- 7-8 August 2012

Dundas Harbour, looks like a sheltered place and so it is during our short stay, including
a couple of dinghy rides to check the side damage, relevant, and to watch the walrus colony up
close. On the western shore there are the remains of an Inuit village, their forced residence to
uproot them at the beginning of last century from their traditions and subsequently evacuated for
climatic unsustainability, imagine that! Lancaster Sound is calm, a little foggy as we drive along
its steep northern shores, interrupted by fjords and glaciers.

Figure37 One of the many glaciers descending from Devon Island into Lancaster
Sound

Figure36 The waves of our wake propagatep to the ice of Lancaster Sound
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Il tds not | ong before we encounter thickeni

the waters seem clear. | reluctantly renounce continuing towards Resolute Bay, on the island of
Cornwallis, where Danilo would have strongly wished to pay homage to the graves of two sailors
of the fatal expedition of Franklin. It is advisable to cross the ice as soon as possible and anchor
at Port Leopold, on the island of Somerset, on the other side of the Sound, a well sheltered bay.
The crossing of the ice belt raises our blood pressure for a few moments, but we are lucky and
we manage quite easily: it helps the excellent visibility and the calm wind. The magnetic
compass still does not work, but the "fluxgate" of the autopilot is less affected by the
consequences of the verticality of the magnetic field and steers us reliably since we left
Greenland. The GPS of the plotter does not help much in hand steering the boat because the
heading it shows is the average of the latest points detected by the satellite.

The steering of the helmsman adds a further delay to the possible change of heading
and the consequence is an unacceptable increased winding. But if the visibility is good and there
iswind, eveniflandi s not vi si bl elyonithe &inad-vgne t® mairtain @ constant
direction and thatos what we did in Baffin

Figure38 Silvano on lookout as we parade next to the Leopold Island cliffs
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On the other side of the Sound the island of Prince Leopold hangs over us with the
impressive cliffs five hundred meters high, home to countless seabirds, the last that we will meet
from here to the Bering Strait. Port Leopold, a kind of pocket a couple of miles long open to the
south, welcomes us with an ideal sandy bottom, where surprisingly we will have to anchor twice
because it drags on the first attempt, an event that in all my sailing with Best Explorer will
happen only four or five times.

Figure39 Leopold Island towers with its five hundred meters of impressive wall
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From Lancaster Sound to Transition (Kennedy) Ba§-11 August 2012

We sail in the afternoon: the wind is turning from the south and its direction guarantees
us a navigation in calm waters without ice along the north coast of Somerset Island.

Figure40 The cape protecting Port Leopold, left
The high streaked cliffs of Port Leopold and King Leopold Island give way to a low-lying
landscape covered with tundra similar to that of Pond Inlet. We slide as close to the shore as
possible. Along the entire coast of the island there are coves that could offer shelter in case of
need, but they seem to have rather low depths (there are no probes) and we will keep it in mind
without getting closer.

Figure41 The low coast north of Kennedy (Transistion) bay
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Figure42 The low coast north of Kennedy (Transistion) bay
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During the morning of Friday, August 10 the wind is a header, that is, it turns more
towards the bow and forces us to tacking and this leads us to turn around the last iceberg of the
trip before returning to touchskirt again the coast to the south. Then at about 23 o'clock the wind
stops and motoring in the fog, leaving behind us the Lancaster Sound, we can move directly into
Peel Sound heading south towards the central and most critical point of the Passage.

The radar broke just before leaving Greenland and the fog in these conditions is not
pleasant. We know that other boats have chosen to go down south as opposed to us in the gulf
of Boothia, the one at whose mouth is located Port Leopold. | believe their intention is to sail
through Bellot Strait to cross into Peel Sound. While in the afternoon the wind strengthens again
coming from NW we decide to avoid the Somerset island coast and to anchor in Transition Bay,
towards the southern end of the Prince of Whales Island forming the western side of the Peel
Sound. We get there in good weather and with a good breeze. The bay is bordered by
undulating heights and is deserted and quiet with a good holding bottom. We welcome some
beluga whales, the white dolphins nicknamed the sea canaries for their vocalizations. We must
now discuss the strategy to get to Gjoa Haven the center of the Passage.
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From Transition (Kennedy) Bay to Gjoa HaverKing Wiliam Islandr 12 -
14 August 2012

We are now about 250 miles away from our destination, Gjoa Haven south of King
William Island, first reached by Amundsen in 1903. We have some challenges to overcome,
bearing in mind that the remaining diesel gives us little room for maneuvering. In front of us
there is a river of ice that descends from the north into the Mc Clintock Strait: it is this the ice
that prevented the passage to all other expeditions. We know that a boat managed to pass a
few days ago north along the Victoria Strait, the most direct route for the passage, but now that
is blocked. It seems that the ice may be less dangerous along the easternmost passage in the
James Ross Strait. The news that come to us from the shore team and the indications of Victor
Weier, a Canadian historian of the Passage who is following our progress, suggest to use this
last route as well. We sail with wind force three to four from SW that helps us to save fuel: a nice
navigation upwind. It lasts until 3 o'clock in the morning of the 13th when we meet the ice.

Figure43 The ice pack blocking our passage: what now?
't 6s similar t o ttrhggle io Baffin Bap dut now thel vesibilityss geod
and the wind has dropped a lot. This means that the ice sheets will not be pushed ashore but

remain stable. Letbds start the engine. The

compact. Slowly it becomes clear that the pack blocks all the passage e fromthecr owd s
| t absimgle white expanse. We have received from the Shore Team a rare recent satellite image
that suggests the existence of a possible narrow strip of open water along the east bank of the
strait. | use my experience goinguptothec r o w6 4o verigy & with my own eyes and | believe

to be able to confirm its existence. But you

Kent Bay. L e t 6 sackwards. bfwo miles north | sensed the existence of an open channel
toward land. We proceed carefully around the slabs. There it is! Another two miles to the east
and there is actually a belt of open water near the land. Exhausted, | leave the helm and go to

mor e
nest

can

rest. All is going we | | unt il ni g h tdark night &isce wehembarfkedros this r e a |

adventure. Pitch dark. No light, no lighthouse, overcast sky. The compass does not work and
even the automatic pilot has given up. We can go only with the plotter terribly winding.
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We are in a narrow passage dotted with shoals and rocks on which Amundsen was
almost shipwrecked. We are glad that the weather remains calm and there is no ice around.
Salvatore at the helm makes a lot of effort to steer and sometimes he feels the presence of the
coast only by hearing the echo of the engine against the land that we cannot see. We are very
tried by the effort and the attention. Finally, a dim light appears far from the bow, the first clue to
be in the proximity of Gjoa Haven. For us it is salvation because we can keep our course much
easier. Around four in the morning, there is light enough and everything gets easier. We drop
anchor in the protected bay of Gjoa Haven at 6:35 a.m. We are the first boat of the year to arrive
here. We put the dingy in the sea and go ashore. Danilo, as soon as he has landed, throws
himself on the ground and kisses it, a little bit for fun but also because ofr relief. An elderly Inuit
couple arrives on a quad and welcomes us.

-

Figure44 The detail of our trackaround King William Island and Gjoa Haven
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Figure45 They came immediately tovelcome us! (Photo Paolo Ivaldi)
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Gjoa Haven- King Wiliam Island- from 14 to 21 August 2012

We arrived where no expedition before Amundsen had arrived, but in our days it is no
longer a unique undertaking, just exceptional enough for boaters. We are the first Italians to
arrive here by sea.

Figure47 Best Explorer antored at Gjoa Haven

Figure46 The area of the mysterious inukshuk and other even more enigmatic
stones erected

We immediately visit the local authorities and the bust of the legendary Norwegian,
whose descendants also remain here, because the man, even if he is a hero, is not made of
wood! Joseph, the Inuit who is the head of the Economic Development Office, takes us under
his protection, slips us through the village, about 2,000 souls, introduces us to other members of
the community, shows us glimpses of local life and gives us access to his office and the
internet. We go with him to see archaeological traces of past settlements and agree on a quad
trip to the interior. With great displeasure of us all Danilo can not stay and participate to the trip
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and even Salvatore will not join us as he suffers of a sore back. While we wait for the arrival of
Piercarlo we go into the interior with an Inuit guide.

First a dirt road, then a winding path between rocks, tundra and swamps and finally the
stony hills that endlessly cover this island. We should also look for possible graves, which we
wi || not find: the survivors of Franklinbés
all died and seems that traces have been found in many places. On the way we meet
mysterious flat stones erected to form strange angles and some finukshukq little stone statues
looking remotely like men whose origins and explanations are lost in the mists of time. No one
has nowadays any idea of their purpose and meaning. The place where they stand is rather
strange, perhaps this is the reason for their presence here (a more extensive exposition of this
episode is in "Without Compass among the Ice" Mursia). The landscape is as foreign as you
can imagine. Without the guide we would have been lost already several times. In the
meantime, we st ock wup at the supermarket (') at
comes by air from far away) some fresh food and we organize the supply of water and diesel.
The batteries are more and more low, we hope that we will get new ones at the next stop in
Tuktoyaktuk. We receive news that the ice that had stopped all other less reckless boats except
us, during last week has practically all melted, in a ways it had never happened before.
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From Gjoa Haven to Carbridge Bay- 22-23 August 2012

Danilo left and soon after Paolo as well, then Piercarlo arrived. So, there were five of us.
Just before leaving, Joseph, the head of the Economic Development Office, urges us to look for
the remains of a ship that fimust be somewhere on the south-west coast of the islanda Very
vague indications. These stories are also told in more detail in the book "Without a Compass
among the Ice" Mursia.

We leave in a very calm weather. We have to face a complicated passage, the Simpson
Strait. Dotted with low bare islands, all aligned south-east-northwest. We follow the directions of
the maps that mark a preferential route. The compass has started working again, the sonar is
riding high and the weather is nice, although partly foggy. We pass by the first American base
we see of the old alert system they say is how decommissioned (DEW line), but which to us
seems very active. | use my intuition and experience of the sea when head to Terror Bay to look
for the lost ship that Joseph pointed out. She can only be one of those of the Franklin
expedition! Years later, when others found her, we will discover that we passed just above her
(my hunch was perfect!), but in any case, we could not have found her without suitable tools,
she was sunken too deep. Posthumous satisfaction for the intuition, however. We dock again at
a jetty after a month in Cambridge Bay, an unplanned stop, but i t 6osg oar lway, where we
discover that they were waiting for us with a full file about our expedition! We will leave them our

!

Figure48 Salvatore and the friendly hostess of the Cabridge Bay tourist office in
nl YUqOYn OY epent@idts GIJT RagRY UBt 1O
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pennant.
We are very surprised to see the Google Earth Street view cart, circulating on the dirt
roads in this place out of everyonebs sight, whi

Daniel, who asks for the favor of receiving letters from us and our friends. We will satisfy him.

In Italy we will be able to verify with pleasure to be exhibited in Street view, Cambridge
Bay!

lﬂ [7] I E50 da Street View

Gooale Eartl

Figure497 13+ qIOE+ Gia Y1 1JI IORUK9 ¢ G HI RT NIJKO7 ¢! e OG

pag.45



Best Explorer 2012 LogboeK he NorthwestPassage

South of Victoria Island to Pierce Point Harber24-26 August 2012

The sea is smooth as oil. Piercarlo finds these conditions frustrating: he has come to salil
and see the ice and will be disappointed. Nothing can be done, but these exceptional conditions
allow us to travel in a more relaxed way. We enter a sequence of narrow and strangely named
places: Dophin and Union Strait, Coronation Gulf, Dease Strait and Amundsen Gulf. Names that
tell us about the many mainly British explorers who in the nineteenth century mapped these
coasts and about their time, now past and almost forgotten. Modernity is remembered by the
DEW line stations we meet along the route, with their radars on alert, witnesses of a period of
tension that we hoped forgotten, (how mistaken we are) and which is unfortunately coming

Figure51? E 1 Ox Rtdtithih \H@toria Island, Coronation Gulf

Figure50 At sunset in the calm Gulf of Amundsen, leaving the archipelago of
Nunavut

back.
Their surroundings are the only ones where the nautical charts record the depths, where
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there are landings for supplies. Inside | burn with the desire to explore all the ravines of the
coast to explore them, but the uncertainty of the weather does not allow us to lose time.
Fortunately, there is no other danger: we do not encounter currents that could have created a
lots of problems especially where the channel narrows between islands and shoals. The almost
boring navigation becomes more interesting on the morning of Sunday, August 26 when the
wind rises and from favorable turns to the west, gusty. At midnight we have enough of it and in
total darkness risk to enter Pearce Point Harbor. Without the radar we have to rely on GPS and
lousy cartography. We are all on deck looking into the shadows trying to distinguish the rocks of
the entrance, tending our ears to perceive the sound of the gentle surf. The bay seems to be an
pocket open to the north, but protected by a rather narrow mouth, the one we are at present
passing through. At the end on the starboard, after a large isolated rock, just perceived while
passing by, another bay opens completely covered behind a tongue of sand, but when | get
close to it | do not trust to enter it in the dark and give the order to drop anchor on a bottom of
seven meters depth just in front of that tongue. Everything is calm: tomorrow morning we will
see.
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Pierce Point Harbor 27 August 2012

When we wake up in the morning with a wonderful weather we have the nice surprise of
being at the center of one of the most beautiful views of the trip. In the middle of the bay the
rock we were watching yesterday is a cliff with a hole in the center at sea level. Most of the
shores of the bay are sandy and on the sand tongue in front of which we are anchored stands a
hut that seems to be in good condition.

Figure52 Nanni and Spinone enjoy the morning view at Pierce Pint Harbor
Itds worth stopping for &oind asynoreamitrdthewadtrwd e r i n g
discover the skull of a muskox and bear footprints: we will be very careful, as to polar bears we
look like a nice dish of juicy steaks. There is a road that goes up through a gorge and leads to
another abandoned building on a pass: it seems that they were used by scientific expeditions
not too recent, but there are no dates written.

Figure53 Overviewof the spectacular Pierce Point Harbotoward north
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Figure55 Bearfootprint in the mud
Behind the hill one can see a lagoon, a rock monolith similar to the famous ones of
Monument Valley and the moon shaped beach of the next bay. It is not difficult to imagine this
location being transported to our latitudes and having the beaches full of umbrellas and deck
chairs. On our way back we peek through the windows of the sea hut as we are observed by a
curious seal.

Figure54 Pierce Point Harbor hut andhe pierced stack

Climb on the raft we do not resist the temptation to pass under the pierced stack before
visiting the east coast of the bay, covered with tundra that stretches beyond loss of eye. Above
us, flocks of geese head south in the obvious beginning of autumn migration. Bear footprints are
also imprinted on this beach. We consider it wise to return to the boat. Tomorrow we will
continue to move west. We are ahead of schedule: not having found ice or bad weather our
progression was very fast. But you never know. If the conditions change, we are still far from our
destination: Tuktoyaktuk.
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Figure 53

Figure57 The toweiing cliff behind the harbour

Figure56 Themoon shapedbeach of the bay to the west of the porLooking atthe
height of the strigs of pebbles | would not recommendanchoring there
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Figure58 Flocks of migrating Canadian geese: winter is coming!
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From Pierce Point Harbor to Liverpool Bay Tuesday 28 August-
Thursday 30 August 2012

Pearce Point Harbor gives us the impression of being an excellent refuge for wintering,
except for the extreme distance from every inhabited place: to be safe wintering you must lie in
a place with a small entrance so that the pack has little chance to penetrate, in addition, moving
cautiously, here you can further shelter behind the sand tip where the hut is set and there you
are for sure completely protected from the pressure of the pack.

There is also a small spring, although in winter it will not be useful. The weather forecast
we examined last night spoke of light winds until Thursday. We sail in a thick fog, but we know
now that the exit is safe. In front of us lies the Gulf of Amundsen, a V-shaped opening that
marks the exit from the Nunavut archipelago and the entrance into that part of the Arctic Ocean
called the Beaufort Sea (the one of the wind scale). To our left there are two large bays that we
want to overcome because the banks are low and do not offer safe shelter. We pass during the
night in front of a second cape, Cape Bathurst, which is surmounted by the famous Smoking
Hills. In fact, we see some spots on the ground redding: they are so called precisely because
they burn from time immemorial deposits of brown coal ignited likely by self-combustion. We are
still early and we take time to visit the cape, even if we will keep away from the strange hills.
There is an islet right on its tip and a passage that are both sheltered from the sea by a long spit
of sand behind which we can anchor. The sailing directions say that a boat weathered here
unscathed a storm. The passage is called Snowgoose Passage or passage of the snow goose,
beautiful name. Wednesday morning, we stop there and go ashore on this island called Baillie.

Figure59 Dwarf and willow tundramoss on Baillie Island
Tundra, bear tracks, caribou.

On the north side towards the sea we see for the first time exposed permafrost.
There is a light wind that makes it difficult to get back on board, but then it calms down.
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Figure61 Permafrostjust below the surface
On Thursday morning a strong wind from the north rises and then turns to the west and
the anchorage soon becomes unsustainable, to despite the Sailing Directions.

Figure60 Exploring Johnson Bawith the dinghy
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We move south with the idea to seek shelter in Liverpool Bay on the east shore of the
Tuktoyaktuk peninsula (Cape Dalhousie) which lies on a north-east - south-west direction,
perfect shelter. But the wind calms quickly. Since we are here, | wish | could continue all the way
to the bottom of the bay, it would be worth exploring, up to a series of sickle-shaped lakes, one
after the other, the Husky (or Eskimo) Lakes, hosting a special ecosystem, but they are too far
away. We enter the Liverpool Bay closed and protected by a tongue of mud that emerges at low
tide exploiting the low draft of Best Explorer with keel lifted (as usual there are no soundings to
comfort us).

Absolute tranquility, birds and caribou on shore. At night at low tide the boat touches the
bottom, but without consequences.

Here the tide is low, but the water level is very much affected by the winds and
differences in atmospheric pressure. We will have to remember this in the near future.
Tomorrow morning, we perform a radio interview with the Baobab broadcast, then we will set
course for Tuktoyaktuk where | expect to arrive on Saturday morning.
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From Liverpool Bay to Tuktoyaktuk Northwest Territories - Friday 31
August- Saturday 1 September 2012

We sail in good weather careful not to run aground in the maze of shallows that face the
bay. It is a safe shelter, but if there was sea at the entrance, | do not think it would be easy to
get out. As we pass the tip of the long peninsula of Tuktoyaktuk, cape Dalhousie, a moderate
wind rises from NW that in a few hours turns to N strengthening. It is a gift for us and makes us
sail easily and quickly along the coast. Now the hours of darkness are really dark, and we keep
well away from this low coast whose dangers we knew well last night. We approach the coast
only to enter the dredged channel leading to Tuktoyaktuk. It is signaled by an alignment of large
unlit green buoys and is ten miles long.

Figure62 Spentbatteries lyingon the pontoon awaiting disposal
The wind turned from the eastern quarters and the sea is calming. We enter the maze
of the Tuktoyaktuk Bay and lose some time exploring first in front of the commercial docks, that
are empty, before mooring to a small wooden pier.
We havendét finished mooring yet, when a truck
I dondét think | éve ever been more surprised in my
The great effort of Nicoletta could not have achieved any more complete success. We
are moored at an exceptional berth: close to the supermarket, close to the cultural center, to
the municipal fridge (underground excavated in permafrost), to the reconstruction of an ancient
house built of wood and earth, welcome from the supplies, welcome, immediately after, by
Michael Turco, an Italian native member of the Mounted Police who will take care of disposing
the exhausted batteries and will invite us to his house.
On an island in front of the town stands a Dew Line station that looks abandoned, but it
is not, according to the inhabitants.

After a quick immersion in the supermarket buying at jeweler prices some fresh
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vegetables Piercarlo Silvano and Spinone decide to take advantage of the great advance with
which we arrived here and fly home immediately.

Salvatore and | will wait for Nicoletta and Mauro getting familiar with this strange place.

Figure63 The mooring pontoon at Tuktoyaktuk
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Passaggio a Nord Ovest 2012 Best Explorer -Tuktoyaktuk - from
Sunday 2 to Sunday 9 September

This is not a normal place at all. We are in fact on the edge of the wide delta of the river
Mackenzie, which flows here between incredibly swampy areas. Its delta is about 75 miles wide!
The surroundings are not as flat as one would think: you can see small hills everywhere
resembling dens of huge moles: they are the "pingo".

e plg——

Figure64 A pingo!

In this area there are more than a thousand, while they are very rare elsewhere. They
are accumulations of subterranean ice created by permafrost in swampy areas.

Salvatore and | were left alone waiting for Nicoletta and Mauro to arrive so we go
snooping around, meeting hardly anyone.

Only children are attracted to the boat and as soon as they can get our permission they
climb on it and swarm below deck looking for sweets. Almost immediately Dodo Delight and
Marguerite | join us, two other boats engaged in the Passage, mooring outside our boat.

A local lady welcomes us all into her house, equipped as B&B, letting us generously use
internet and the washing machine. We are warmly welcomed as well at the school (classes
have not yet started) and by our compatriot of the Police. They stop us on the road to present us
with blueberries just harvested in the autumn tundra. We have a little chat with our neighbors,
but webre all/l very quiet. The streets, whi
there by currents and in the pools of brackish water, ducks swim. It was good not to waste time:
a storm is approaching from the north that grows up to forty knots.

Some sled dog holed up in its kennel looks at us unconvinced as we watch the bad
weather approaching. We see a worrying effect developing: the level of the sea pushed by the
wind rises, rises, rises still, floods the lower roads, makes sand tongues between us and the
ocean disappear, pushes the other two boats to move to a more protected area.
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We stayed, but we were a meter and a half higher. If it continues even the last barrier of
sand will be crossed by the waves. The gusts ma ke us rol | . I'tdés nlowyt a qu
Thursday morning it ends, in time for the arrival of our friends.

Figure66 Best Explorer, Marguerite | and Dodo Deligkied together waiting for the
announced storm to pass

Figure65 A wary sled dog
Supplies are bought, but there is still bad weather around. We are concerned about a
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large ice zone off Point Barrow 500 miles from here, where the coast turns southwest towards
the Bering Strait and where Mauro should disembark and Filippo, Paola and Heike board. If the
north winds continue to blow it could push the ice against the coast and block our way with
unforeseeable consequences: the season is already late.

The weather forecast tells us that the soonest we can leave on Monday

. Sunday we receive a last surprise: a little girl comes to call us: "do you want to come to
mass?" In a private house (the churches, four, of different faiths, are all closed) a deacon
celebrates mass. Last chance of an exceptional meeting with the locals, including, incredibly, a
very black beautiful lady from Haiti married to an Inuit!

Figure67 Children are always fascinatedby the boat
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