
Lynne is swimming in the sea off Alaska, with the help of Dena, her guide in the canoe, 

and her boat crew following.  

 

Dena’s boat became a mini ice breaker. She parted the ice and I followed her through the break 

feeling the sharp ice sticking into my chest and forearms.  

I swam as fast as my arms would turn over, trying to heat the cold and create heat. With my head up, I 

was able to see the bay ahead and to my right and my left sides. The sun emerged from behind a 

cloud, and I looked across the Tiffany blue water, where a dozen icebergs shimmered like diamonds, 

bobbing slightly as they slowly slid downstream towards us. 

“Look out! Pan ice!” Dena shouted. She broke a wedge through it with her bow so I could follow. It 

was a wide piece and the unbroken part slithered around in front of me, pausing just a moment 

before drifting off so slowly back out to the wilderness. Dena was yelling for me to swim round it, but 

that would take too much time. I had to swim through it. Carefully, winding my way between the 

sharp teeth of the ice, I felt them jab, pull and grasp at me, but somehow I knew they weren’t cutting 

me, and despite all, this made me more confident.  

Ahead, Dena was slamming her oar into a larger piece. It wouldn’t budge. Turning my arms over, I 

swam in place. She tried again. Nothing. Dena was struggling now. Gripping the gunwales, she stood 

up and jumped down in the kayak, trying to use her weight to crack the ice, but she was such a 

featherweight, she couldn’t do it. She held the gunwales, coiled her knees up to her body and 

bounced up and down in the boat. I couldn’t help myself; I started laughing. I was contagious – soon 

Fritz and Debbie on the boat were laughing so hard they were bent over.  

Dena wouldn’t give up. She rocked the boat back and forth, and then pushed herself high into the air. 

When she hit the floorboard, the pan ice heaved, groaned and slowly parted. Grinning triumphantly, 

she beckoned me to follow quickly.  

This time I was swimming through ice soup. Tiny blades ricocheted off my body. With a quick sigh, I 

made it through the section. But a large berg loomed in front of me. There was no way to swim over 

it, so I decided to stop for a moment and let it slide past. This was a mistake. The icy cold quickly 

sucked the marrow from my bones.  

Knowing I had to continue – how else would I know that I could survive the Bering Strait. The farther I 

could push myself now, the more I would know.  

I continued sprinting. Pushing. Driving. Swimming. Around me, wind driven plumes of snow were 

rising above the glacier’s face. Massive chunks of ice were exploding into pieces as they tumbled into 

the inlet with such force that the waves reached us in a matter of minutes. They were a couple of feet 

high, making the icebergs twist, turn and bob around us. Swimming around them became trickier. We 

had to give them more space – they were becoming tipsy and could pass out on us at any minute. 

There was so much to be aware of, and yet, throughout it all, I had to stay absolutely focused on how 

my body was responding. The icebergs I passed seemed to be exhaling breaths of icy air. It was 

absolutely beautiful, seeing the icebergs dancing in the greater currents, watching them as they 

changed colours – blue, green, white, silver, and gold – and brightened with light and deepened with 

shadow. 

My feet, arms and legs felt like stumps. Exhausted, I swam towards the iceberg thinking it would move 

before I reached it. Poor physics. We moved downstream at the same speed. Caught on an 

underwater ledge, I had to drag my chest, stomach, and legs off the bank feeling like I was sliding 

naked down a snowbank covered in rough crystals and nodules. Oh it hurt. I scraped the torn skin off 

and saw my stomach bleeding.  

I couldn’t afford to stop. Tremors were surging through my body, radiating out across my back and 

shoulders. Now. I told myself. With all you have. Don’t let up.  


