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The history of the Arctic is rich, filled with fascinating and heroic stories of exploration,
multicultural interactions, and humans facing nature at its most extreme. In Finding the Arctic,
the accomplished arctic researcher Matthew Sturm collects some of the most memorable and
moving of these stories and weaves them around his own story of a 2,500-mile snowmobile
expedition across arctic Alaska and Canada.During that trip, Sturm and six companions followed
a circuitous route that brought them to many of the most historic spots in the North. They stood
in the footsteps of their predecessors, experienced the landscape and the weather, and gained
an intimate perspective on notable historical events, all chronicled here by Sturm. Written with
humor and pathos, Finding the Arctic is a classic tale of adventure travel. And throughout the
book,Sturm, with his thirty-eight years of experience in the North, emerges as an excellent guide
for any who wish to understand the Arctic of today and yesterday.   

"Sturm is an Arctic climate change researcher who has made many trips to the North and can
thus write with authority and depth about the history, culture, and environment of the region. . . .
The book is handsomely produced, lavishly illustrated with historical and contemporary
photographs. . . a must read for anyone interested in the North." ― Choice"[Finding the
Arctic] does an outstanding job of helping [readers] understand a bit of the history of the place,
as well as offer insight into its current state. More importantly, it conveys a sense of why so many
people have been inexorably drawn into such a forbidding land, sometimes at the cost of their
own lives." -- David A. James ― Daily News-Miner Published On: 2012-10-20"Sturm has
enthusiastically brought together a charming book that is entertaining and aesthetically pleasing
to the reader. . . The book is a patchwork of contemporary stories, explorations of historical sites
and events, and plain-language descriptions of fauna and geography, and it includes a beautiful
collection of archival images." -- Morgan E. Moffitt ― Arctic --This text refers to the paperback
edition.About the AuthorMatthew Sturm is professor of geophysics at the Geophysical Institute,
University of Alaska Fairbanks and the leader of the Snow-Ice-Permafrost Group at the Institute,
the author of three books, and a fellow of the American Geophysical Union. --This text refers to
the paperback edition.
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ReadingIndexPREFACEI have lived and traveled in the Arctic since 1973. I love the land and the
people. I like the weather, particularly the cold. After thirty-eight years, the place still surprises
me. To outsiders it can seem bleak and barren, but I find it complex, with unexpected facets. I
wrote this book because I wanted to shine a light on these. I also wanted to collect in one place
some of the human history that has shaped the culture and the people who make their lives in
the Arctic today. It is a history braided from two cultural strands, Western and Native. Like
everything else about the Arctic, it is rich and nuanced. Sadly, many of the best stories seem to
be fading from memory. My qualifications, if any, for writing this book are the passion I have for
the Arctic and some unusually long winter trips I have taken across arctic Canada and Alaska.
Between those trips, and endless reading of arctic books, you might say I have been trying to
find the Arctic, or at least my place in it, for many years.So here is a selection of stories about
arctic exploration, culture, commerce, and adventure that, to me, capture the spirit of the North,



or at least that aspect of the spirit that lured me here nearly forty years ago. The skeleton that
connects these stories is a 2,500-mile snowmobile trip I led in 2007, but the muscle and sinew
are the deep-rooted interest in the past, present, and future of the Arctic that I shared with my
companions on that journey. It is my hope that as you travel with us, this austere but fascinating
land will glitter and shine as brightly for you as it does for me.Matthew SturmFairbanks, June 22,
2011
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or at least that aspect of the spirit that lured me here nearly forty years ago. The skeleton that
connects these stories is a 2,500-mile snowmobile trip I led in 2007, but the muscle and sinew
are the deep-rooted interest in the past, present, and future of the Arctic that I shared with my
companions on that journey. It is my hope that as you travel with us, this austere but fascinating
land will glitter and shine as brightly for you as it does for me.Matthew SturmFairbanks, June 22,
2011INTRODUCTIONI started looking for the Arctic from the moment I arrived there. I first
crossed the Arctic Circle in 1973 while serving on the United States Coast Guard icebreaker
Northwind. The year before I had crossed the Antarctic Circle during a cruise to McMurdo
Sound. My journey toward the poles started at age seventeen, when, thoroughly bored with high
school, I enlisted in the Coast Guard. My first posting was on the 255-foot cutter Klamath. It



turned out to be even more boring than school. The Klamath's job was to sail to Ocean Station
Papa (50°N, 145°W) halfway between Seattle and Hawaii, and then to float there for a month, a
manned navigational aid for jets flying to and from Hawaii. For days on end we turned the
engines off and drifted, wallowing between the swells. My job was navigating, which is pretty
easy when you are hardly moving.Compared to that assignment, serving on an icebreaker
sounded like an adrenaline rush, so I transferred to the Northwind. At the time I didn't know she
was one of a select group of ships that had traversed the Northwest Passage (and done so twice
in one season). Indeed, I was woefully ignorant of all arctic history. After breaking ice in
Antarctica, we sailed north to Nome, Alaska, then up to the Diomede Islands in the Bering Strait.
We eventually worked our way into the pack ice of the Chukchi Sea and even briefly steamed
into Russian territory, running a risk of being detained.North to Alaska! This stirred something in
my teenage soul. From the ship's bridge I could see the arctic tundra stretching away into a
distant blue haze. I knew there was adventure out there, and I wanted it.I was hardly the first. At
least six hundred years earlier, intrepid Europeans such as Leif Eriksson, John Cabot, Martin
Frobisher, John Davis, Henry Hudson, and Jens Munk had begun to push west and north into
the icy seas around Greenland in frail little sailing ships. They were looking for fame, furs,
precious metals, and a shorter route to the Orient, and—just my hunch—they may also have
been seeking adventure, which they got in spades. Of course, people were already living in the
Arctic when Westerners got there. During the last ice age, unknown and unsung hunter-travelers
had pushed across Siberia and entered what is now Alaska via the Bering Land Bridge, a
continental link now submerged under the Bering Sea. They were probably looking for better
hunting, but I fancy that curiosity about this new world may have been mixed in with more
practical motives.It wasn't just the land that got to me. The people who worked and chose to live
in this harsh and difficult place intrigued me as well. My first encounters with arctic residents
took place somewhere north of St. Lawrence Island. The Northwind was working its way through
thick pack ice in misty weather when we came upon an umiak with four hunters in it. The skin
boat seemed to materialize from between two ice floes. It ghosted alongside our white-painted
steel hull, a tiny thing floating a good fifteen feet below our taffrail. We had a brief parley, then the
hunters ghosted away, disappearing into the maze of ice whence they had come. The umiak was
of traditional design and construction: walrus hide laced with gut thongs, but the hunters had
mounted a 25-horse-power Evinrude motor on the back. Modern plastic orange floats lay in the
bottom of the boat, alongside brass harpoons, modern rifles, and unruly coils of rope. For days
the incongruous juxtaposition of steel and hide, harpoon and Evinrude, remained in my head.A
few days later at Nome we got a brief shore leave. I wandered out on the tundra where I was
attacked by so many mosquitoes that I had to put my jacket over my face to be able to breathe. I
twisted my ankle while trying to hike across a swampy field of tundra tussocks, getting soaked in
the process. I climbed on a gold dredge built around 1910 and felt the polish that thousands of
hands had imparted to the wooden stair railings. I participated in the annual Fourth of July raft
race—a drunken melee that finished near midnight—marveling that the sun was still streaming



down on us so late at night. I wandered into a Front Street bar and drank with the locals. The
weather, the waves, and the powerful land had already begun imperceptibly seeping into my
soul until I knew that I needed to stay and learn more about this place. My initial attraction may
have been a young man's desire for adventure but I sensed there was clearly more to be found
in the Arctic if one could learn to look and listen.I have spent most of the intervening years trying
to do just that. Too often the histories and the novels I have read, the TV documentaries and
movies I have seen, served up cliché and myth, with two basic story lines dominating. One is the
harsh-but-exquisite-wilderness story, wherein visitors are challenged by distance, blizzard, and
mosquitoes, but are ultimately rewarded with beauty and solitude. The other is the bad-place-to-
live story, in which arctic life is tough and darkness and isolation lead to madness, alcoholism,
drug abuse, and violence. Neither story is wrong, but each misses what is to me a more
compelling story: the interplay between a beautiful, frigid, and inhospitable land and its spirited
people.To understand that bond, we needed to get out there. When my six companions and I
decided to travel across northern Alaska and Canada on snowmobiles in the winter of 2007, we
picked a route that ran through as many historic and significant places as possible. By actually
standing where the old adventurers stood, while recalling the old stories, we hoped to get closer
to something unique and elusive—call it the soul of the Arctic. Perhaps we would even come to
understand how we had been drawn to the North, why we had chosen to stay, and how we fit
into the larger sweep of northern history.

INTRODUCTIONI started looking for the Arctic from the moment I arrived there. I first crossed
the Arctic Circle in 1973 while serving on the United States Coast Guard icebreaker Northwind.
The year before I had crossed the Antarctic Circle during a cruise to McMurdo Sound. My
journey toward the poles started at age seventeen, when, thoroughly bored with high school, I
enlisted in the Coast Guard. My first posting was on the 255-foot cutter Klamath. It turned out to
be even more boring than school. The Klamath's job was to sail to Ocean Station Papa (50°N,
145°W) halfway between Seattle and Hawaii, and then to float there for a month, a manned
navigational aid for jets flying to and from Hawaii. For days on end we turned the engines off and
drifted, wallowing between the swells. My job was navigating, which is pretty easy when you are
hardly moving.Compared to that assignment, serving on an icebreaker sounded like an
adrenaline rush, so I transferred to the Northwind. At the time I didn't know she was one of a
select group of ships that had traversed the Northwest Passage (and done so twice in one
season). Indeed, I was woefully ignorant of all arctic history. After breaking ice in Antarctica, we
sailed north to Nome, Alaska, then up to the Diomede Islands in the Bering Strait. We eventually
worked our way into the pack ice of the Chukchi Sea and even briefly steamed into Russian
territory, running a risk of being detained.North to Alaska! This stirred something in my teenage
soul. From the ship's bridge I could see the arctic tundra stretching away into a distant blue haze.
I knew there was adventure out there, and I wanted it.I was hardly the first. At least six hundred
years earlier, intrepid Europeans such as Leif Eriksson, John Cabot, Martin Frobisher, John



Davis, Henry Hudson, and Jens Munk had begun to push west and north into the icy seas
around Greenland in frail little sailing ships. They were looking for fame, furs, precious metals,
and a shorter route to the Orient, and—just my hunch—they may also have been seeking
adventure, which they got in spades. Of course, people were already living in the Arctic when
Westerners got there. During the last ice age, unknown and unsung hunter-travelers had pushed
across Siberia and entered what is now Alaska via the Bering Land Bridge, a continental link
now submerged under the Bering Sea. They were probably looking for better hunting, but I fancy
that curiosity about this new world may have been mixed in with more practical motives.It wasn't
just the land that got to me. The people who worked and chose to live in this harsh and difficult
place intrigued me as well. My first encounters with arctic residents took place somewhere north
of St. Lawrence Island. The Northwind was working its way through thick pack ice in misty
weather when we came upon an umiak with four hunters in it. The skin boat seemed to
materialize from between two ice floes. It ghosted alongside our white-painted steel hull, a tiny
thing floating a good fifteen feet below our taffrail. We had a brief parley, then the hunters
ghosted away, disappearing into the maze of ice whence they had come. The umiak was of
traditional design and construction: walrus hide laced with gut thongs, but the hunters had
mounted a 25-horse-power Evinrude motor on the back. Modern plastic orange floats lay in the
bottom of the boat, alongside brass harpoons, modern rifles, and unruly coils of rope. For days
the incongruous juxtaposition of steel and hide, harpoon and Evinrude, remained in my head.A
few days later at Nome we got a brief shore leave. I wandered out on the tundra where I was
attacked by so many mosquitoes that I had to put my jacket over my face to be able to breathe. I
twisted my ankle while trying to hike across a swampy field of tundra tussocks, getting soaked in
the process. I climbed on a gold dredge built around 1910 and felt the polish that thousands of
hands had imparted to the wooden stair railings. I participated in the annual Fourth of July raft
race—a drunken melee that finished near midnight—marveling that the sun was still streaming
down on us so late at night. I wandered into a Front Street bar and drank with the locals. The
weather, the waves, and the powerful land had already begun imperceptibly seeping into my
soul until I knew that I needed to stay and learn more about this place. My initial attraction may
have been a young man's desire for adventure but I sensed there was clearly more to be found
in the Arctic if one could learn to look and listen.I have spent most of the intervening years trying
to do just that. Too often the histories and the novels I have read, the TV documentaries and
movies I have seen, served up cliché and myth, with two basic story lines dominating. One is the
harsh-but-exquisite-wilderness story, wherein visitors are challenged by distance, blizzard, and
mosquitoes, but are ultimately rewarded with beauty and solitude. The other is the bad-place-to-
live story, in which arctic life is tough and darkness and isolation lead to madness, alcoholism,
drug abuse, and violence. Neither story is wrong, but each misses what is to me a more
compelling story: the interplay between a beautiful, frigid, and inhospitable land and its spirited
people.To understand that bond, we needed to get out there. When my six companions and I
decided to travel across northern Alaska and Canada on snowmobiles in the winter of 2007, we



picked a route that ran through as many historic and significant places as possible. By actually
standing where the old adventurers stood, while recalling the old stories, we hoped to get closer
to something unique and elusive—call it the soul of the Arctic. Perhaps we would even come to
understand how we had been drawn to the North, why we had chosen to stay, and how we fit
into the larger sweep of northern history.Of course the Arctic is not frozen in time. The newest
arctic story is climate change. Just when I arrived in the North, its climate started to warm. The
transformation has been slow and almost imperceptible in places, but a large body of evidence
confirms it is real. In media reports, and perhaps even in the minds of some Arctic dwellers,
there is the idea that warming will take the sharp edge off a cold and hostile place, softening it
and making it more like the rest of the world. For instance, the Arctic Ocean, currently inimical to
shipping, might become another Baltic Sea as it loses all of its summer sea ice in the next two
decades. These climate-driven changes have rekindled interest in the Arctic worldwide. More
than ever, people—including many who have never been there and may never go—want to know
the arctic story. Perhaps they fear that the Arctic might soon disappear, that its essential qualities
will evaporate.I don't think so. It may get a little warmer and milder but ice, snow, cold, and
darkness will remain part of the arctic story for many years to come. The soul of the Arctic, if it
has one, will continue to leave a unique mark on the people who make their lives there. As many
of the classic tales retold here will illustrate, while technology and commerce have already
drawn the modern Arctic closer to the rest of the world, what we saw during our SnowSTAR
expedition taught us that some things never change. So, like many of the old stories ours has ice
and snow, wind and cold, but it also includes the smiles of students in distant villages, strange
diamond mines out on the tundra, satellite phones and CNN, snow knives, and six good
companions.01 TRACKS NORTHWe thought our expedition would be about finding The Soul of
the Arctic. What hubris! We should have known that it would end up being about practical things.
How much gas do we have? Are our clothes warm enough? Did the handle fall off the camera?
Can we fix it? Very soon into the trip we were forced to admit that our original goal was too vague
and pompous. The soul of a place has to seep in, if it does so at all, like a marinade, unnoticed.
Look for it and it's gone. So instead we agreed we would focus on getting from Point A to Point B
—Point A being Fairbanks, Alaska, and Point B being Baker Lake, Nunavut.The plan was simple:
start in Fairbanks; drive snowmobiles to Hudson Bay. Our constraints along the way were equally
simple: don't run out of gas or food. It turns out the limited number of towns and villages between
Fairbanks and Hudson Bay provided few choices: a southerly path across Great Slave Lake or a
northerly I trajectory across Great Bear Lake. We chose the latter. Deciding where to end up on
Hudson Bay was also easy. Tales of terribly rough moraine rock south of Baker Lake kept us well
to the north. Our timing was heavily restricted, too. We needed about two months for the journey.
Snow would start melting in May, but the dark and cold of midwinter would not give way to the
returning sun until the beginning of March, so that's when we would leave.AS IS SO OFTEN
THE CASE, the idea for a trek across a bleak frozen wilderness surfaced in a warm place: the
back room of Jon Holmgren's machine shop. Jon and I met the first summer I arrived in



Fairbanks, 1981. A lanky twenty-five-year-old living at the Sandvik House, the local hangout for
mountain climbers, Jon was renting the closet behind the stairs as a bedroom. I was a new
graduate student looking for climbing partners and we hit it off immediately. Our first big climb
together was a winter ski ascent of Mt. Sanford, a 16,237-foot glacier-covered volcano in
southcentral Alaska. High on the peak, when a third member of our expedition became ill and
things looked grim, I first learned that Jon was calm in a crisis and wise beyond his years. We got
our sick partner down the mountain intact and went on to climb several more big Alaska
mountains, cementing a thirty-year friendship.Growing up in Fairbanks, Jon showed an early
interest in things mechanical, but he's tried his hand at a number of professions over the years. A
high school summer job crushing rocks and assaying minerals for a local mining exploration firm
led to staking mining claims, then to building drill pads in the Alaska Range, and eventually to
running a gold mine in western Alaska. Along the way, Jon picked up a degree in geophysics.
When the two of us took physics classes together at the University of Alaska, I learned that in
addition to being a solid climbing partner, he was also the smartest guy in the room.Some years
back Jon was running a car shop, fixing mostly Subarus, and after he had sufficiently beaten up
his hands at that job, I was able to entice him to come to work with me as a snow scientist. He
developed a radar that could measure snow depths, as well as several other specialized snow
instruments. But the mind-numbing tedium of writing scientific papers and proposals was not
really his thing. So he built a big shop in Fox, Alaska, and began a career as a machinist. Jon
now has a worldwide reputation for making top-notch specialty scientific equipment such as
permafrost drills. His shop is a magnet for some of the most interesting Alaskans I know. On a
recent summer day, a pilot from Coldfoot came by needing a camera mount for his small bush
plane, a miner showed up with a broken hydraulic piston, a master carpenter was building a
riverboat in the back of the shop, and a constant stream of people stopped by to ask the best
way to fix, build, or modify their respective cars, contraptions, and inventions.In Jon's small office
we hatched plans for the expedition. They grew from our shared desire to travel through the
Arctic doing more than just measuring snow. All of our previous trips had been science-driven
expeditions, with extensive data-gathering quotas that required both fast traveling and dull,
repetitive work. Long before the trip we would choose equally spaced points along a route, each
representative of surrounding landscape, which in most cases meant they were flat, boring spots
devoid of cultural or historic interest. At each site, we would spend hours measuring the snow
depth, density, and crystal properties, with our heads down in the snow rather than looking at
our surroundings. I had started these studies decades earlier during my doctoral dissertation.
My goal was to understand the role of snow in climate, particularly in the Arctic where it lingers
on the ground for seven to ten months of the year. As the world became increasingly aware that
a warming climate was altering the arctic environment, these snow studies had taken on a new
sense of urgency and importance, and the results of the work made their way into computer
models designed to predict global warming.Intellectually, these working trips were satisfying but
both of us were craving a richer, fuller journey. Steeped in the stories of the men and women who



shaped the history of the Arctic and whose lives, in turn, were defined by the place, we wanted
to understand their motivations. Jon summed it up succinctly: “This time, we need to see more
than just snow. We need to stand in historic places and linger in towns and talk to the people.
This trip needs to be about the Arctic, not science.” I knew he was right.That night it was
decided. I would handle obtaining funding and research the route. Jon would cover the hard-core
logistics, including choosing snowmobiles, figuring out where we would need gas and food
caches, and how we would deal with mechanical breakdowns. It would be the longest
snowmobile traverse either of us had ever done. The trip was on.There was no question the next
addition to the group would be Glen Liston. Along with Jon, Glen had been on every other
snowmobile expedition I had organized. We had been in graduate school together in Alaska,
though Glen was now living in Fort Collins, Colorado, where he is a research scientist. While I
would love to be known as the strong silent type, hero of so many movies, I talk too much. Glen,
however, is the real thing, going about expedition business without fuss or fanfare, and with very
few words. Like Jon and me, Glen had come to arctic expeditions by way of mountain climbing,
mostly steep ice in the Canadian Rockies. His resume also included a yearlong stint at the South
Pole, where I suspect he was known as the most solid and unflappable of all the station
personnel. Occasionally, in the tent on a cold night we could get Glen to tell us what it was like to
work outside in real cold at 100°F below zero, or to join the elite South Pole 300° club.
Membership requires enduring a sauna at more than 200°F, then running outside into -100°F
weather, naked except for a single sock to be worn wherever the initiate sees fit.Unlike most field
hands, Glen keeps his gear in immaculate condition and is perhaps the most organized person I
know. Where my zippers have a piece of parachute cord tied to them so I can pull on them
wearing mittens, Glen's have an intricate Turk's Head lanyard, its color chosen to complement
the color of his parka. In his kit, everything has a place and is put back as soon as he is done
using it. With his penchant for order, we had come to rely on Glen as the loadmaster on our past
expeditions. Many a time I had packed a sled in the morning only to have Glen come along and
pull another twelve inches of slack out of tie-down ropes I thought were tight. While both Jon and
I must sadly own up to having lost items out of our sleds on long trips, Glen never has.Quiet,
competent, squared-away, Glen is able to stay neat in ways the rest of us cannot. On a 1997
winter expedition down the Kuparuk River, we had been out six weeks, much of the time in cold,
windy weather. A television crew was planning to meet us near Prudhoe Bay on the last day of
the trip for filming. That morning, as on the forty previous mornings, we got out of our tents and
congregated for breakfast around the cook stove. While everyone else was wearing the same
grungy and worn parkas as the day before, Glen appeared in a spotless white anorak, tastefully
trimmed in fur. How he had managed to keep the garment so dazzlingly clean during the rough
and tumble of the previous six weeks amazed us almost as much as the sudden appearance of
the anorak itself.The next two members we asked to join the expedition were Dan Solie and
Henry Huntington. Dan had grown up in Fairbanks like Jon, one of three boys in a family that did
a lot of hunting and fishing. In high school he started climbing mountains, which led to his



working on glacier research projects. In 1982, we measured the flow speed of glaciers on the
west flank of Mt. Wrangell, a volcano in southcentral Alaska. The following year, we returned to
the mountain to sample the fumarolic gases in its active North Crater. This foray turned into a
near-death experience that cemented our friendship.Mt. Wrangell is 14,163 feet high, which
makes it the seventeenth tallest mountain in Alaska. Unlike the fourteen-thousand-foot peaks in
Colorado, Mt. Wrangell's upper reaches are covered by glaciers and snowfields, with a polar
climate even in the middle of summer. Occasionally, the jet stream blows directly across the
summit. The mountain itself is huge: eight times the bulk of Mt. Rainier in Washington state,
although it's about the same height. Within the summit plateau, which is actually an ice-filled
caldera four miles across, the North Crater is a vapor- and ice-filled pit, about a half mile in
diameter and several hundred feet deep. Super-heated steam roars out of black holes in the
bottom of this crater, filling it with poisonous chlorine gas. In the summer of 1983 Dan and I flew
up to the summit of the mountain with breathing tanks, climbing ropes, ice axes, and specialized
glassware designed to capture the effluent from the fumaroles for chemical analysis. Wearing
the tanks and rubber face masks, we descended into the inferno. Working rapidly down to the
bottom of the crater (our tanks lasted only thirty minutes) we collected our samples by capping a
small fumarole with the glassware. The larger fumaroles nearby roared like jet engines. Visibility
was nil, in part because steam was swirling around the bottom of the crater, and in part because
our masks had fogged in the cold air. Still, I could see that Dan was gazing about like he had
arrived in Hell, to which the place bore a striking resemblance. Worse, long before we were
done, the timing buzzer on my breathing pack went off, indicating I had five minutes to exit the
crater. Reluctant to leave, it was Dan that pushed me up the snow slope. Dan is five feet nine
inches tall, not much taller than me, but he has a barrel-chest twice the size of mine, and thick
powerful arms. It wasn't hard for him to hustle me up the slope.Our real problems started once
we arrived at the crater rim and called the helicopter for pick up. The pilot landed, but as we
started to load our gear, he yelled over the roar of the turbine engine and the fumaroles that due
to the high altitude he could only take one of us at a time. We hastily sorted gear, but when I tried
to get Dan on board, he insisted I should go first. I jumped aboard. The pilot dropped down to the
eight-thousand-foot level of the mountain, where I jumped out, then he headed back up to the
summit. I expected them back in fifteen minutes, but no sooner had the helicopter passed over
the summit than the mountain was capped over by a lenticular cloud, an evil-looking plume
signifying whiteout and windy conditions.Five long hours later, well after I had concluded that the
pilot had crashed and that he and possibly Dan were dead on the summit snowfields, I heard the
sound of a helicopter coming not from above, but from the valley below. It was Dan and the pilot.
They were alive and I was saved: my plight had only been marginally better than theirs, for I was
thirty miles of tangled spruce forest away from the nearest road, which was on the far side of the
unfordable Copper River. Moreover, by the time they returned it was snowing and the only tent
and stove we had were in Dan's pack.Once safely back at the helicopter base, Dan told his tale.
As he heard the helicopter coming back after dropping me off, the mountain capped over with



clouds. This took less than five minutes. He could hear the helicopter getting closer, then farther
away. Next he heard it shut down somewhere in the fog and blowing snow. At fourteen thousand
feet restarting a helicopter is difficult, but the pilot had little choice since he was low on fuel. At
the same time, the wind shifted and started blowing chlorine gas over the crater rim toward
where Dan was waiting with the gear. He had to move. He started out, pulling a sled across the
vast snowfields of the caldera in a virtual whiteout, not sure which direction to go. But then
fortune smiled on him. The pilot came up on the same frequency as Dan's radio and asked what
they should do. Dan asked the pilot to fire off his shotgun (kept in the helicopter for bear
protection). Taking a compass bearing on the sound, he started post-holing through the deep
snow, towing all the gear, including the precious science samples. Periodically asking the pilot to
fire off another round, Dan made his way toward the helicopter over a period of about four hours,
occasionally having to stop when the weather got too severe for him to move ahead.As the
helicopter emerged from the fog and whiteout in front of Dan, the lenticular cloud ripped open
above them revealing a startling blue sky. The pilot yelled, “Get in!” and hit the starter switch.
Miraculously, the engine sputtered then fired to life. Before Dan was even belted-in or had his
headphones on, the pilot took off straight up into the blue hole overhead. Shouting, “What's
north of us?” over the sound of the screaming engine, he banked north into the clouds.
Fortunately, Dan knew the mountain well and directed the pilot to the northeast, where there
were no peaks higher than the summit caldera and they would have a decent shot at getting
clear of the mountain in the fog. Trusting to luck they flew blindly for several miles and then
began to descend, very quickly dropping out of the bottom of the clouds into clear air space.
Cautiously edging toward the north and west, they then circled around and made their way back
to me under the cloud deck. With that experience as a bond, Dan was a natural to go on the trip,
despite his being a novice at driving a snowmobile.Henry Huntington was also a novice
snowmobile driver at the start of the trip, and new to what was otherwise a group of old friends.
Henry and I had collaborated on several scientific papers, attended a number of meetings
together, and over a couple of years found that we shared a similar quirky sense of humor. Henry
had had an impressive collegiate career, studying at Princeton, where he rowed crew (what
else?), then doing his graduate work in arctic social science at Cambridge. Lest his aristocratic
academic background suggest that he was unsuited for an expedition, I knew that he had
traveled along much of the Alaska arctic coast in a wood and canvas canoe, a journey that
sounded thoroughly cold and miserable. He had also lived in Barrow for five years. With his
credentials, Henry could have chosen to locate anywhere, and study or work at just about
anything, but something about the polar regions had captured his heart. From Barrow, he had
moved south, but only as far as Anchorage. We would be relying on Henry to connect us to the
folks in the towns and villages, and to keep us from making any social blunders while visiting
people along the way.
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Richard M Conrey, “Great way to learn more of the Arctic. With a long winter snowmobile
adventure as glue, the author integrates diverse natural history and geology with human history
and modern human choices in the Arctic. Well written and very well illustrated with both
historical and modern photographs, a highly enjoyable tour of the Arctic in northern Canada and
Alaska.”

Carol, “Reality story. One of the most interesting and true to life, exactly as it happened
adventure documentaries in print. For anyone who is interested in or enjoys snow-mobiling, this
is a must read!”

Nika S, “Interesting and engaging story. I learned a lot about the geology and cultures in the far
north. The format of the book as a travelogue made it easy to read. The pictures were a good
accompaniment to the text.The book was a good read but not a 5 star since the writing wasn't of
the level to make me feel like I was involved in the adventure. The feel s more like you are on the
outside looking in.”

happyjuls, “Husband loves it. I bought this book on my Kindle for my husband to read. He is
really into snowmobiling and says he can't stop reading this book! It's really interesting!”

Northern Reader, “Your personal comprehensive tour of the Arctic. So many travel books seem
to be more about the traveler than the region traveled and often leave the reader wishing they
had been supplied with more information. Finding the Arctic is one of those rare travel books
which truly meets the reader's expectations, providing a comprehensive guided tour as the
author (a veteran of 25+ Arctic and Antarctic expeditions) takes you on a 2500 mile winter
snowmobile expedition through the Arctic.In an engaging and often humorous narrative that
flows right along, the reader learns the nuts-and-bolts challenges of arctic travel and gets to
know the expedition members and the people they meet as they journey from central Alaska to
eastern Canada. Without having to endure mechanical breakdowns, whiteouts or worry about
frostbite, Finding the Arctic is a reader's personal guide through the geography, geology, wildlife,
culture and history of some of the most interesting and harsh northern territories.Along the way
you experience migrating caribou, learn about the search for the Mad Trapper, find out what it
takes to gain entrance to a diamond mine (located in ice road trucker territory), learn the fates of
previous expeditions and the challenges of route finding in the the North, read about a few
controversies and a crime or two, accompany an Inupiaq Eskimo hunter out onto the sea ice,
and much more.As these experienced Alaskan and Canadian arctic travelers make their way
through a region snow-covered much of the year, the author's recognized expertise in snow and
ice is evident in clear concise explanations of the subtleties of snow and of the effects of recent
changes in Arctic sea ice. The interweaving of short anecdotes and gems of information ranging



from aviation to dog mushing to traditional crafts to religion, relevant to the places on the map,
keeps the reading fresh and interesting. The print quality is excellent with easy-to-read type and
great reproduction of photos and maps, an average of several per page. There is a good index
and a list of recommended reading at the end of the book. I would recommend this book for any
reader interested in Arctic history and cultures, or in search of a great travel story. I read this
book in one sitting, something I usually do with a well-written book. My mother-in-law savored it
over the span of a week, and enjoyed it as much as I did. I would not be surprised to see this
book on an upcoming award list.”

Kris, “Excellent. Modern books about the north are few and far between, usually they turn out to
be not much more than tourist guide books. This excellent work, so thoroughly researched,
fantastically written, and brilliantly thought provoking deserves it's place at the top of the pile.
There are few people from 'the south' who come to understand the true north, Matthew Sturm is
one of them. He has written a modern synopsis of how to live, work, travel and succeed north of
60.”

The book by Matthew Sturm has a rating of  5 out of 4.4. 8 people have provided feedback.
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