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07 August, 2010 
Longyearbyen, Spitsbergen Norway 
 
GPS noon position: 78˚13’N, 15˚36’E 
Weather: 6˚ C; Cloudy with sunny intervals and a very light breeze. 
 
Embarkation day.  
All passengers were aboard by 5pm after many of us had seized the 
opportunity to explore colorful Longyearbyen, Spitsbergen’s capital, 
including the downtown center, the local souvenir shops, and the excellent 
Svalbard Museum and Airship Museum. 
 
Longyearbyen (population ± 
2000) is situated in 
Adventfjord, which lies 
within Spitsbergen’s largest 
fjord, Isfjord. Its location at 
78˚ 13’ N makes it one of the 
most northerly towns in the 
world. The mountains of 
Isfjord were brilliant in the  
strong sunlight contrasted by the dark colors where the snow had melted 
around Longyearbyen, reminding us of the extensive coal mines, once the 
town’s main industry. M/V Plancius had anchored in the bay, and we were 
shuttled to the ship by Zodiacs, the small rubber boats that we would come 
to know very well. 

 
Our Hotel Manager, Alan and his assistant Francis were on-hand to meet all 
new arrivals to the ship. With the assistance of the friendly crew, we 
gradually found our way around the ship. Our introductory meeting was 
announced over the loudspeaker (or P.A. (public address system) as 
referenced to in this log). This was our invitation to gather in the 
Observation Lounge for a welcoming toast and a glass of champagne. 
 
The Captain, Han Tiemes, welcomed us all and then Alan Hogan, the Hotel 
Manager explained all the need-to-know housekeeping details. Rinie van 
Meurs, our Expedition Leader (EL), then introduced his team of guides, 
naturalists and historians.  



 
 
You will find complete biographies of the staff members in a separate file on 
the trip CD, personally created and produced on board the ship and specific 
to your trip’s itineraries and landings. 
 
The Third Officer Svenja Wilmes led a mandatory safety briefing and 
lifeboat drill as required by SOLAS (Safety of Life at Sea) regulations.  
 
After dinner, a few hardy passengers ventured out on the observation decks 
to experience the cold Arctic air. Shortly after, Plancius lifted anchor and 
gently maneuvered out to sea. Our airborne escorts the Northern Fulmars 
followed the ship as she sailed down Isfjord. For many of us this was our 
first experience in the “Land of the Midnight Sun” and our introduction to 
the magnetic scenery and timelessness in the Arctic. 
 

 



08 August, 2010  
Ny-Ålesund and Tinayrebukta in Krossfjorden 
 
GPS noon position: 78˚56’N, 11˚55’E 
Weather: 6˚ C; cloudy and overcast 
 
In the morning we arrived at Ny-Ålesund. Before going ashore, however, we 
first had to attend a few mandatory meetings regarding safety and 
procedures during the Zodiac operations. We were also briefed on the 
guidelines issued by AECO (Association of Arctic Expedition Cruise 
Operators) to minimize our impact and to protect the flora and fauna.  
 
Following this we were 
shuttled to the jetty in Ny-
Ålesund harbor. 
Until 1963 it was a mining 
town. Whereas in the 
greater part of Spitsbergen 
mining is relatively safe 
because the permafrost 
prevents the formation of 
methane, the mineshafts at 
Ny-Ålesund ran under the 
sea where there is no 
permafrost. After a series of accidents mining was stopped. Then King’s Bay 
Coal Company, the “owner” the town, invented the concept of a research 
town. Research is carried out in subjects like marine biology, atmospheric 
research and of course in all kinds of polar research. It has research stations 
from countries like Germany, the Netherlands, the United Kingdom, 
Norway, Japan, China and India. 
 
People spread over the town, visiting the world’s “northernmost” shop, the 
dog kennel and the small museum. Those who happened to be near the 
harbor at the right time were treated to a pod of Belugas and an Ivory Gull. 
Elsewhere in town we observed nesting Arctic Terns, two Red-throated 
Divers, Purple Sandpipers, several Barnacle Geese with young and a Great 
Northern Diver. Near the dog kennel we saw how a Glaucous Gull was 
continually being attacked by Arctic Terns whenever it walked towards the 
Terns’ nests.  



At twelve o’clock we met at the Amundsen bust and set off towards the mast 
from where the dirigible expeditions to the North Pole took place in 1926 
and 1928. The 1926 Amundsen-Nobile-Ellsworth expedition reached the 
North Pole and flew on to Alaska. The 1928 Nobile expedition ended in 
disaster when icing forced the dirigible to crash off Nordaustlandet. After 
some weeks the greater part of the crew was rescued after some weeks in 
what, until today, has been the largest-ever rescue operation in the far North. 
 
Returning to Plancius we were treated to an excellent lunch prepared by our 
kitchen staff. Soon after we boarded the Zodiacs again, this time for an 
afternoon walk near Tinayrebukta. The long hikers were dropped off and 
went uphill in one of the most beautiful fjord systems in all of Spitsbergen. 
The other group was dropped off around the peninsula. Just after we landed 
with the Zodiacs we saw a big, moustached Bearded Seal in the water near 
the landing. We also saw an Arctic Tern feeding along the shoreline and a 
few Arctic Skuas standing guard on a stone, as well as a few Common 
Eiders. This was an interesting observation because there was one female 
with nine chicks. We also found a newly shed antler of a young female 
Reindeer. 

We could see the silhouettes of the intrepid hikers along the skyline, and 
then after they came down from their perch we picked them up at a different 
spot along the long rocky beach. We then all headed back to the ship for 
dinner as the ship sailed to a protected bay at the head of the Tinayrebreen 
glacier.  



 
09 August, 2010 
Raudfjorden and Fuglesangen 
 
GPS noon position: 79°46’N, 11° 59’E 
Weather: 4˚ C, overcast, very light wind.  
 
In the morning we found ourselves in the long fjord known as Raudfjorden. 
We were going to make a landing for a scenic walk, but we saw a few bears 
on shore – our first ones!  
 
The first sighting was a mother and her first-year cub traveling along the 
rocky shores of Raudfjorden. She was heading for a bird cliff in Hamilton 
Bay. Below bird cliffs there is always something to eat for a Polar Bear 
when stuck on land, as the sea ice is too far away to swim. Beneath these 
bird colonies there is a good chance to find a young bird falling off the ledge 
or they simply eat the rich vegetation of Mountain Sorrel if there is 
absolutely nothing else. 
 

The mother took her cub way up the steep slope to feed on the sorrel. It was 
easy to see how both of them took big bites out of the clusters of fresh 



vegetable. Soon Rinie made an announcement over the radio that a second 
bear was spotted. After we had observed the mother and her cub for some 
time we headed off to have a look at this second bear. It was apparently a 
young female and she was travelling along the shoreline, not bothered by our 
presence at all. Some of us were getting cold and after we dropped off the 
“frozen passengers” to the ship we went back to have another look at the 
mother bear which was now on some small islands looking for bird eggs in a 
colony of Arctic Terns. After a while she decided to go in the water and 
went to the mainland to continue her way along the shore to her next 
destination wherever that was. We then headed back to the ship, all having 
had encountered our first bears with great excitement. 
 

 
 
A Zodiac ride in the afternoon gave us an opportunity to get ashore at 
Fuglesangen (Bird's Song), which was named during Barent's expedition in 
1596. While we were beaching the Zodiacs the first flocks of Little Auks 
were already flying around us. It was a chilly day raining just enough to 
drive us crazy. But just like a postal carrier we go ashore in all kinds of 
weather! The landing was on some slippery (algae covered) boulders just big 
enough to get a foot caught in between them. And there was a surge from an 



offshore, leftover wind-swell wrapping around the tip of the colony, causing 
us a little trouble as the boats came ashore. 
 
Once ashore, however, we set off over the cobblestone rocks towards a 

colony of Little Auks or Dovekies. Little Auks, the most numerous sea birds 

in the High Arctic, nest under rocks and in crevices amongst boulders. 

  

We were allowed to wander 
freely in the area, walking 
around and climbing to higher 
ground, with the guides 
posted on the colony’s 
boundaries. The number of 
Little Auks we saw and heard 
was unbelievable, stunning 
little birds flying all over and 
calling noisily – we could 
have stayed more hours 
looking at them. The Little 
Auks were constantly busy, 
flying back and forth to the 
sea where they feed on 
crustaceans. Adult birds were 
swirling about overhead and 
some were gathered on rocks, 
perched to take off en masse 
all at once to avoid potential 
predators such as the Arctic 
Fox, the Glaucous Gull or the 
Arctic Skua. The mosses 
were a verdant green, shiny in the rain which made for excellent 
photography. Finally though, the rain stopped and the rocks dried off and we 
all made it back to the Zodiacs and back on board Plancius safe and sound. 
Rain and wet gear are temporary, while photographs last a long, long time, 
and memories last a lifetime if not forever!  
 

Once back on board we had another delicious dinner, enjoying the warmth 
and the coziness of the ship, while she sailed through Smeerenburgfjorden 
on her way further south.  



10 August, 2010  
Faksevågen and Alkefjellet 
 
GPS noon position: 79˚33’N, 17˚44’E 
Weather: 1˚ C, overcast becoming sunny 
 
It was a bit too choppy this morning as we were headed for a long line of 
cliffs south into Hinlopen Straight to try for Plan A, a Zodiac cruise along 
the bird cliffs at Alkefjellnet, but it was a little too rough to launch the boats. 
The seas were blowing up a bit and the waves were straight into the cliffs 
which would have been most unpleasant in the Zodiacs, so for Plan B we 
went on to Sorgfjorden to look for Walruses. Alas there were no Walruses 
there, so Plan C came into effect! And back into Hinlopen we sailed.  
 

Soon we were called out on deck to watch two Fin Whales rolling out of the 
water showing their long backs and small dorsal fin. Rinie also thought he 
possibly saw a Blue Whale, the largest of the rorqual, or baleen whales, and 
the largest creatures to have ever existed on Earth! The 60-80 ton whales 
were diving for food – most likely small schooling fish and planktonic 
crustaceans. 



 
Finally we decided on a landing at Faksevågen, where we went for a hike. 
We divided into 3 groups; one group went on a longer and more arduous 
hike high up on the ridges with Andre, Ivan and Christophe, affording 
amazing views of the seas below; one group went with Brent, Lars, Aad, 
Bernard and Gerard up a slope alongside a small canyon to an overlook of 
the glaciers and sea below; and still another group stayed along the shoreline 
with Rinie. After some Zodiac shuttling here and there at the various pick-up 
points along the shore, we were back on board. 
 

But our day was not yet over, and after dinner we tried again at Alkefjellet – 
the huge dolerite bird cliffs, part of the Nordaust Svalbard Nature Reserve. 
These stunning layered formations are just south of Cape Fanshawe, which 
was named after a mate of the Hecla, one of Parry’s ships in 1827. 
Geologically the cliffs are 150 to 100 million years old, comprised of clearly 
demarcated cross sections through a central part of a dolerite intrusion on 
top of Permocarboniferous sediments, or limestone metamorphosed 
intrusions “cooked” into marble, which gives it the sharp contrasts of color 
on the cliffs.  
 
During the briefing for the landing, Rinie encouraged everyone to come, 
even the non-birders, for a Zodiac cruise right beneath the towering walls. 



 
Most of the birds on the sides of the 
cliffs are Brünnich’s Guillemots, 
which are packed in side by side 
along the narrow ledges taking care 
of a single egg and/or chick.  
 
The estimated population of breeding 
pairs in this area is 65,000 pairs! This 
is one of the largest seabird colonies 
in Spitsbergen and definitely the most 
impressive one. Thousands of adult 
birds were on the water and flying 
through the sky. Mostly males were 
on the water below their nest sites,  
calling to their chicks, which were only a few weeks old. The pairs of birds 
do not build a nest, but rather the female lays a pear-shaped bluish, speckled 
egg and both parents incubate the egg and shelter the chick on their feet! 
How they manage to do this is an amazing thought! 
 
On top of the cliffs were small colonies of Kittiwakes and we could hear 
them yelling from all the way down in the Zodiacs. Along the lower rocks 
we spotted several Black Guillemots nesting in holes and crevices. Cameras 
run hot to record all this birdlife and hundreds and literally hundreds of 
pictures were taken. You could call the place the “1000 Gigabyte cliff”. 
 
Luckily for us, this is the time of the year when the young birds are jumping 
off the cliffs down to their parent (again, usually the male parent) calling out 
to them from the water below. The 21 day-old chicks cannot fly yet, but in a 
leap of faith, they jump and glide down and out from the cliff, and there 
were several chicks landing all around us! What a way to start your life as a 
guillemot! But the story is not over. After the chick jumps and finds its 
father by calling out to each other, the pair then set off swimming out to 
open water in what is called a “swimming migration”. The chick matures a 
few more weeks under the care of the father while the mother is off on her 
own feeding and gaining her strength back after laying the egg, incubating 
and taking care of the chick. The father has also done some of the incubating 
and care, but he did not expend the energy of the egg, so he takes over until 
the chick fledges, or sets off on its own. We saw many pairs of birds 
swimming out to sea and after a long look at these crazy cliffs of tightly 



packed birds, jumping Guillemot chicks, all the noise of the Kittiwakes 
calling out, a calving glacier, Glaucous Gulls and Polar Foxes feeding on 
unfortunate chicks, and the low light of the nighttime sky, we headed back to 
the ship for a good night’s sleep. I doubt any of us will ever forget this 
spectacle of sights and sounds and smells!  
 

 



11 August, 2010  
Phippsøya and into the pack ice! 
 
GPS noon position: 80°39’N, 20°52’E 
Weather: 3˚ C, Overcast and some snow. 
 
This morning we got to sleep in a bit, until 8:15 with an 8:30 breakfast! 
There was a fresh dusting of snow on the mountains; quite winter-like and 
cold, but a true wonderland of landscapes. The morning was a bit choppy 
and between snowstorms and gusty winds, fog and big waves, we managed 
to get in the Zodiacs for a look at some walrus in the group of islands called 
Sjuøyane or Seven Islands. We headed quite far into a bay (Isflaksbukta) on 
the southern end of Phippsøya, the largest of these seven islands. Three huge 
male Walruses, one with a broken tusk were on shore and there were two in 
the water.  

 
 
In the afternoon we had a longer Recap on the Brünnich’s Guillemots and 
other wildlife we saw last night. We learned more from Christophe about the 
life history, biology, breeding cycles and other fun facts about the birds, 
foxes, and jumping chicks. 
 
Early in the evening we headed north and soon we were into the loose pack 
ice. Very soon we were already at 81° North, only 540 nautical miles from 
the North Pole! Kittiwakes followed along as we nudged into ice floes, ever 
hopeful that we might turn over a chunk of pack ice and expose an Arctic 



Cod so they could swoop down a catch it. Northern Fulmars also 
accompanied us, flapping and gliding along using the updraft of the ship to 
gain altitude so they could soar above us and then easily float down to the 
sea. 
 
Arctic Terns were here too, 
calling away as usual, and we 
saw a few bearded seals on the 
ice floes, as well as a few 
bearded and ringed seals in the 
water, popping their heads out 
for a look at the mysterious ship 
approaching their icy realm. All 
hands were on deck as we 
weaved in and out of narrow 
ribbons of ice, sometimes 
hitting one with a jolt surprised 
by the sound each time a bump 
or a crunching sound was heard. 
We went out on the forecastle 
(the bow) to see and hear this 
new sound, while others 
scanned the horizon for wildlife. 
After a concerted effort to find a 
bear, we called it a night and 
turned in. It had been an 
amazing day, full of new adventure as we scanned and scanned. In between 
thick patches of eerie fog, colorful clouds reflecting night-lights, snow 
squalls and sunshine, cold, open water, and the enigmatic pack ice, we had 
searched for the elusive ghost bear. Finally, late in the evening, the Captain 
put the ship into the pack ice for the night, The engines were shut down, and 
the quiet and peaceful ship drifted along with the ice and the birds, the wind 
and the currents – a pelagic ship free to roam among the icescape of evening 
light as we also drifted off to sleep dreaming of white bears and white ice as 
sunbeams danced in our dreams.  



12 August, 2010 
Sea Ice above 81˚ North Latitude 
 
GPS noon position: 81˚09’N, 21˚23’E 
Weather: 1˚ C; overcast becoming sunny 
 
 
Today we spent the entire day in the sea ice above 81° North. It started as a 
cloudy and overcast day, grey skies meeting the white ice as we sliced our 
way through the pack. As Plancius made her way north, zigzagging between 
and sometimes crunching through the ribbons of white, we searched for 
bears. Every once in a while we would hit a 
larger solid piece of ice and the ship would 
reverberate with a bang. It was fun to watch 
and thrilling to experience. We had an up-to-
date ice chart from the satellite so we knew 
that thicker ice was ahead and so we pressed 
on. Through snow squalls and sunshine, 
below clouds and in a cold wind we sailed. 
Our old friends the Kittiwakes, Terns and Fulmars accompanied us as we 
searched on and on into the day. A few Harp Seals were in the water and we 
saw a few larger Bearded Seals lounging on the ice floes. For the birders 
among us we had a treat - an Ivory Gull and Pomarine Skuas. We crossed 
81° North at 13.39 hours and reached the northernmost point of our journey, 
81°12.723’ at 13.48.  
 
Some of us even saw a 
Sabine ’s Gull – a rare bird 
in these parts of the Arctic. 
 
With a little time to spare 
we headed down from the 
decks and into the 
Observation Lounge and 
Dining Room for talks by 
Brent on Sea Ice and by 
Bernard on Geology and 
Glaciology.  
 



After another fine lunch we were back at it, bundled up and out on deck in 
search of our quarry. The light was more intense, lighting up the ice with 
bright conditions, perfect for spotting a bear. And then, finally at 3:05 in the 
afternoon, the call came out. “I see one.” Batsheva Bonnet, one of our 
passengers had spotted a swimming bear not too far from the ship and Rinie 
made a quick announcement.  

 
The bear looked to be a female and she was quite plump. She looked in good 
shape, clean, well-fed (fat) and quite white, and we thought she was maybe a 
younger female. Had she been a little older, she might have had cubs, but 
due to the fact that she was alone and very healthy we surmised that this was 
probably the reason she was very curious about us. She got in the water and 
swam towards the ship. She was cautious, that’s for sure, but eventually she 
got quite close to us and then stopped to tread water and have a closer look 
at us. We were all quite excited to see this bear, especially since she was so 
curious! Her head was like a periscope, sticking out of the water as she 
stayed in one place to investigate this strange new sighting of our ship. She 
calmly continued to swim back and forth in the water just below the ship, 
sometimes even yawning and quite at home floating along. We decided to 
put the ship into the ice in hopes that she would come closer to us, but the 
sound of the ship against the ice made her a little more cautious.  
 



She kept getting in and out of the water, walking and going back and forth 
and sometimes jumping from floe to floe. We could clearly see the power of 
this animal. She rolled around and wiggled from side to side on her back, 
scratching herself on the ice. At one point she even tried to hide behind a 
pressure ridge, but her curiosity was too great and she came out from behind 
the ice again and again. Then she decided to take a nap on a chunk of square 
ice elevated off the floe like a table and she rested her front paws on it and 
put her head down. But not for long. Soon she was up again looking around 
sniffing the air and cautiously walking to and fro. And then after we had 
taken a few thousand photos, finally our beautifully cooperative bear went to 
the edge of an ice floe, turned around for one last look and jumped head first 
into the water, and with her white rear end and hind paws facing us. We left 
her in peace and sailed on, on our way to find more treasures and her off to 
hopefully find another seal. We all thanked her and wished her well. 
 

Although we didn’t see another bear out on the ice today, we did see 
evidence of one. We passed an old bloody rib cage, the carcass of a seal 
where a bear had been feeding earlier, perhaps even this morning. An Ivory 
Gull was in attendance as usual on a kill. 
 



As the day passed on we headed south and a little east out of the heavier 
pack and into more of the ribbons of pack, this time on the east side of the 
Seven Islands, south though thinner and thinner ice until by the evening we 
were back in open seas, well within the calm, protected water near land.  
 

 



 
 

13 August, 2010 
Storøya & Isispynten and cruising along Austfonna 
 

GPS noon position: 80˚11’N, 28˚00’E 
Weather: 3˚ C; cloudy and a very light breeze. 
 

This morning we anchored off of Storøya in the relatively shallow waters 
north of Norvargodden. We headed off in our fleet of Zodiacs for a long ride 
towards the island, and soon we could make out the lumps of blubber 
lounging on the shore, out on the skerries (small offshore rocks) and in the 
water. Walruses were everywhere.  
 
The sea was boiling 
with younger ones, 
curious of the black 
blobs of boats 
brimming with 
tourists – most likely 
their first time seeing 
these new creatures 
with cameras. They 
sometimes gathered 
in groups of twenty or 
so gaining confidence 
and momentum and 
often approaching the Zodiacs. Some stayed fast asleep on the offshore 
rocks, snoozing away the time as they molt their skin for the coming winter. 
Some animals change their skin or their feathers slowly over the course of a 
year, while others such as the Arctic Fox or the Ptarmigan change colors 
completely. Walruses have to haul out to change their skin and fur too, and 
there was a huge mass of them on the beach, all lumped together, never quite 
settling down, and we could hear and smell them from offshore. This 
behavior is known as being thigmotactic, or “touch loving”, where the action 
of rubbing their bodies together and the warmth of the surrounding 
neighbors warms the animals and apparently speeds along this 
transformation and the replacement of their skin and fur. In total we counted 
over 250 walruses over the entire area, including another smaller group 
hauled out down the coast. It must be quite a shock to go from the warmth of 



the group to the coldness of the freezing sea! One of these guys was mostly 
pink; a color that varies among the populations, and is also determined by 
the way the blood flows to the periphery of the animal. 
 
But Walruses were not the only animals on our excursion. Arctic Terns were 
all over the place too, some carrying fish to one of their chicks, as well as 
some non-breeding birds (juveniles). Glaucous Gulls were in and amongst 
the terns too, preying on the stray Tern chicks. Eider Ducks (mostly females) 
and their young were swimming around; some were flying around in 
formation as well. And a few of us were lucky enough to see Pomarine 
Skuas, some quite close overhead as we motored about in the boats. 

 
 
And then there were the Polar Bears. We counted seven in total, seen by 
different Zodiacs at various times and doing various things. There were two 
just above and behind the herd of Walrus, scavenging on a leftover carcass 
as far as we could tell; one was quite far inland resting on a patch of snow; 
another one was down along the shore; one very dirty bear was inland as 
well. And a bolder bear came down to the beach to have a look at the walrus, 
scaring half of the herd into the water 
 
A former spit of low land, Isispynten should probably now be called 
Isispyntøya (the “øya” meaning “island” in Norwegian). Again we launched 
all ten Zodiacs, setting off for a smooth, undulating ride over a beautiful, 



turquoise-colored sea. Much of the island was gravel, ground up and 
deposited in a head of rocks; a terminal moraine actually, plowed earth, 
pushed down and over the scoured parent rocks (conglomerate gneiss 
intruded by quartz), left behind as the glacier retreated (melted back 
actually). 
 
We set out, all of us in a fleet, slowly and carefully circumnavigated the 
island. There were many shallow, sandy bays teeming with algae (kelp), 
ctenophores (small medusas of jelly), salps and comb jellies, plus our old 
friends the small black, winged pterapods – the same species we knew from 
before - in that shallow bay where we had watched the walrus just a few 
days ago. 

 
Three bears were on the island as well, although not too close to the Zodiacs. 
One male was walking around and scavenging on kelp (algae or “seaweed”) 
and perhaps a carcass of a seal or a dead bear. Another very skinny male was 
alternating between lounging on the snow slope and sniffing about for the 
leftover egg or other nibbly bits. A female Polar Pear was there too, resting 
on a rock, not in the least concerned with our presence. Because there is no 
land for miles along the ice cliff, three bears (and sometimes more) were 
concentrated here. 
 



We couldn’t get too close to the edge of Austfonna, the massive ice cliffs for 
obvious reasons, so we headed back to the ship for a late dinner, all the 
while cruising beside a backdrop; a blue and white curtain of nature. A few 
of us were lucky enough to see pieces of ice calve off into the ocean. The 
sounds were impressively loud as new icebergs were just born, set free to 
roam the sea. Not to be out done, the dark bluish-grey clouds on the other 
side of the ship were a stunning scene for bright, white ice bergs contrasting 
in such a way as to look like an impressionistic painting. 

 
Here too were many birds. There was a flock of kittiwakes patiently waiting 
for a fish to be stirred up by waves, perhaps by us or perhaps by the calving 
off of icebergs by the looming glacier. Arctic Terns, some of them already in 
their non-breeding plumage, flew above our heads and over the island, along 
with some juvenile terns, which were probably looking at future prospects 
for a nesting site. Eider families were floating and flying about, most of the 
young nearly fledged, with strong new feathers and ready to migrate south 
for the winter. 
 
There were a few colorful icebergs around, some of them grounded in the 
shallow waters. We could easily discern the layers in the ice, each 
snowstorm or melt water pond frozen in time, compressed into history, a 
recording of the conditions of the time. We could all get some very nice 
photographs with this banded bright blue ice against a steel-grey sky and the 
ice dome as our backdrop.  
 
  



14 August, 2010 
Skarpryttaren (on Barentsøya) and Dolerittneset or 
Kapp Lee (on Edgeøya) 
 
GPS noon position: 78˚14’N, 21˚23’E 
Weather: 4˚ C; cloudy with sunny intervals, becoming sunny. 
 
This morning there was another fine dusting of snow on the mountain tops. 
We approached our anchorage at Sundneset (our Plan A landing), however, 
just above the landing beach was a Polar Bear. It is ironic that we want to 
see a lot of bears, but that they do occur on land and quickly change our 
plans for hiking! Then as we waited to see what this bear might do, we 
spotted another bear up on another slope right where we were going to try 
another hike! So once again plan A quickly turned into plan B and into plan 
C, but such is the nature of expedition cruising… 
 
Rinie made the decision to split the 
difference and hike in between the 
bears, so we all set off in the Zodiacs 
for a nice smooth trip ashore at 
Skarpryttaren on Barentsøya. 
 
Most of us hiked up to an overlook 
for spectacular views and to where 
we could just see the beginning of 
the ice dome of Barenstøya. We saw flocks of Pink-footed and Barnacle 
Geese flying by. These beautiful birds are here fattening up for the flight 
south and to make it through the winter. Bernard gave an on-the-spot 
summary of the geology and Glaciology while we were taking a short break 
to catch our breath, and Rinie talked about the breeding biology and 
migration of the Pink-footed and Barnacle Geese. 
 
Some of us stayed near the beach to look at the wildflowers still in bloom 
such as the Spider Plant and other Saxifrages, as well as the last of the Moss 
Campion and Svalbard Poppies. 
 
Heading back towards the Zodiacs we crossed a small river, the crossing of 
which took all the balancing skills we had. 
 



After lunch Plancius headed towards Kapp Lee, a magnificent setting below 
some dramatic peaks, the highest being 355 meters high. This is also where 
some 40 Walrus were hauled out and lying on the beach and a few were 
coming out of the water providing great views and photos. The landing was 
on a shallow sandy beach. We divided into two groups, one going inland 
towards a small lagoon where waders could be spotted along the shore line 
and three Reindeer, two males and one female which let us approach without 
frightening them. Old whale and walrus bones were on the shore, providing 
nutrients to a host of plants and a grim reminder of the slaughters of the past. 
 
The geology here 
is quite unique 
and there is a 
nice example of 
raised 
sedimentary rock 
compacted into a 
thick dense layer. 
There is a point 
of weakness in 
this layer, and 
there is a place 
where magma 
from deep below the surface was injected up through this weak spot and lava 
settled in above the sedimentary rocks, now a layer of basalt (an old lava 
flow). 
 

The octagonal hut on the beach is an old hunting hut, now still being used 
for scientific observational work on the walrus behavior, and it is also 
available for use in case of an emergency. The other group in the meantime 
was observing the herd of Walrus: an impressive heap of blubber, snoring, 



snorting and doing all the things you tell children not to do. We could 
photograph some in the water, making an impressive hulk of a sight. 
Sunshine provided good light for the photographers. An old male Polar Bear 
was off in the distance barely alive and losing weight fast. We learned that 
he would most likely die soon, because he was so weak now that he would 
most likely not be able to kill a Walrus.  

 
 



15 August, 2010 
Hornsund (Burgerbukta and Cruising With the Ship) 
 
GPS noon position: 77˚03’N, 16˚00’E  
Weather: 6˚ C; partly sunny turning cloudy with some snow. 
 
Early in the morning we were off the southwest coast of Spitsbergen headed 
for the large bay of water known as Hornsund. This area is part of the South 
Spitsbergen National Park and we could see why with all the beauty around 
us! Hornsund was named for either for the tall pointed peaks of the bay or a 
Reindeer antler which was mistakenly called a “horn” when it was brought 
aboard a ship, by a man named Jonas Poole, an English writer and sailor in 
the 1610. You can choose which story you like, but one thing we can all 
agree on is that it is a stunning place with amazing scenery. The third highest 
peak is here: Hornsundtinden 1431 meters. 
 

Sunny weather broke through the clouds and occasional fog, a nice 
welcoming to this beautiful land and icescape. We dropped all Zodiacs once 



again and toured around the bays and fjords in search of wildlife. Eight large 
glaciers pour into Hornsund and have retreated a huge distance in recent 
years so there are a lot of white spaces on the nautical charts where 
soundings do not exist. One of the benefits of a lot of glaciers running down 
to the sea (called tidewater glaciers) is that there are lots of icebergs around, 
many of them grounded and some of them quite blue. They came in all 
shapes and sizes, some turned over recently and some dirty from when they 
were part of lateral moraines. 
 
We all split up to better our chances of spotting wildlife, so there were 
Zodiacs buzzing all around the sound! Rinie’s boat spotted a Polar Bear 
well-camouflaged and fast asleep on a mossy area just below a point of land 
and just above a small lateral moraine. He (or she) was very uninterested in 
us and only lifted the head once or twice to have a casual look at us. 
 

The scenery in each of these bays was simply stunning, and each one had 
jagged, towering peaks along the glaciated sides, ending with a glacier. For 
those of you following along with the map, the smaller bays are called 
Vestreburgerbukta and Austreburgerbukta, and in turn, each of these bays 
ends with glaciers, named Paierlbreen, Kvalfangarbreen and Mühlbacher-
breen. 

 



In the afternoon we had perfect weather with filtered light and some 
sunshine as we cruised clockwise around Hornsund in front of all of the 
glaciers. We sailed past Storbreen, Hornbreen, Svalisbreen, Mendeléjev-
breen, Chomjakovbreen, and finally into Samarinvagen toward Samarin-
breen where we had a surprise dinner – a barbeque out on deck, complete 
with plenty of great food, drinking, and music. 



16 August, 2010 
 

Alkhornet  
 
GPS position: 78˚13’N, 15˚36’E 
Weather: 7˚ C; sunny and a very light breeze. 

 
After a night with a fresh northerly wind creating meter-high waves we 
arrived at the relatively sheltered Alkhornet. On our last day of landings on 
this trip we enjoyed the sunny and warm late summer at the foot of a 
majestic peak consisting of metamorphic limestone, were the breeding 
Kittiwakes were still busy, but most of the Brünnichs Guillemots seemed to 
have fledged. Also a few Puffins and Northern Fulmars were breeding here.  
 
We split into three 
groups to explore this 
beautiful morning at our 
own speed. We 
encountered Pink-footed 
Geese, Barnacle Geese, 
an Arctic Skua quite 
close and Arctic Terns 
flying along the beach A 
few Reindeer were 
grazing as well and 
many of us could see a 
Polar Fox which seem to be whiter that the ones we have seen before on this 
trip.  
 



In the afternoon Plancius proceeded along the west coast of Spitsbergen, and 
we had time for one final landing at Colesbukta to see the old remains of a 
Russian settlement. It was a gloomy place that made us appreciate so much 
more all the splendid natural places we visited during the last 10 days.  
 

 
 
17 August, 2010 
Longyearbyen, Spitsbergen 
GPS noon position: 78˚14’N, 15˚37’E 



Weather: Fill this in yourself as it was not available at press time! 
 

Arrival at Longyearbyen 

  

Text: Brent, Aad, Lars. 
Photos: Lars, Gérard.  
 

All of Plancius’ officers, staff and crew Thank You for sharing this 
journey with us, and we hope to travel with you again one day soon!. 
 
The Plancius Expedition Team. 

Trip statistics: 

Total distance traveled: 1253 nautical miles 
Total landings plus Zodiac cruises: 14  
Total number of photographs taken: A rough guestimate: Probably the same 
as the number of Brünnich’s Guillemots at Alkefjellet 


