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FOREWORD

	I’ve read many newspaper articles in my lifetime, but only one has truly changed my life. On October 6, 2014, a headline in the Norwegian daily Dagbladet caught my attention: “Kon-Tiki motsatt vei.” As for most Norwegians, the name “Kon-Tiki” evokes a special sense of wonder, achievement, and daring exploration. And “motsatt vei” means “the opposite direction”. The author of the article, Torgeir Higraff, proposed sailing round-trip from South America to Easter Island. The day of publication was carefully chosen: Thor Heyerdahl was born exactly 100 years before.

	Thor Heyerdahl was a man who often went in the opposite direction. Especially, he went against the flow among established historians and anthropologists. At sea, however, he mostly went with the prevailing winds and currents. Kon-Tiki, his first and most famous vessel, was hard to steer with a rudder and sailing crosswind was impossible. Without sailing crosswind, you will not reach Easter Island from South America.

	Thor Heyerdahl probably would have figured out how to sail crosswind if he had continued to build balsa rafts. For some reason, he didn’t. This created an opportunity for others and Torgeir Higraff has dedicated decades of his life to pursue this research. Torgeir wants to show himself and the world that it is possible to build balsa rafts, much like viking ships were sailed. His newspaper article was a wake-up call for the current generation to continue exploring in the spirit of Thor Heyerdahl. Torgeir shares more than his initials with the old man.

	I was privileged to take part in the first leg of the expedition, from Callao in Peru to Easter Island. Perhaps I chose that leg after reading the closing paragraph of Torgeir’s article:

	“To sail to Easter Island with our knowledge of guara boards will be a pleasure cruise. But the return journey through the Southern Seas will give both the vessel and her crew unknown challenges.”

	This book describes those unknown challenges and how the crew dealt with them. The fact that the rafts didn’t manage to sail back to South America leaves one thing undone in the South Pacific.

	The next generation has hereby been challenged. And warned.

	Håkon Wium Lie, Oslo September 27, 2022

	
PROLOGUE

	If you set out to sea on a primitive balsawood raft with a bunch of landlubbers, you should expect some unusual events. Perhaps you will wake up one morning in the middle of the Pacific Ocean and begin to realize just how unusual.

	Imagine you have sailed from Peru across the South Pacific Ocean and arrived at Easter Island, one of the most remote inhabited islands in the world — exactly as planned and setting new speed records in the process. You constructed your raft using only natural materials just as the ancient people of South America built them. Your expedition has been a huge success.

	Now what? Imagine you decided to do what has never been done, something all the experts say is impossible. Imagine you decide to defy the experts with their seasonal storms and opposing winds and currents. You’re going to sail your raft back to South America! You will be the first raft to complete the loop, making the round trip between South America and Easter Island, a total distance of 10,000 KM (6,200 miles).

	The first in modern times, that is. Like Thor Heyerdahl, I visualized whole flotillas of such rafts making sea voyages in earlier times but records from those earlier times no longer exist.

	Next, imagine that you wake up one morning at sea. Actually, it isn’t morning. It is still the middle of the night and you were awakened because the raft was being battered by seas thrown up by a terrific storm. You are far from land, far from any possible rescuers. You are cold, wet, hungry, and in danger of sinking because your raft is slowly breaking up. In the middle of the night, there is nothing to see in the blackness except cold rain and lashing wind. You are totally on your own.

	You can imagine this story but I can remember it. It happened to me.

	Mid-February. Six weeks after leaving Easter Island. On a balsawood raft in the South Pacific. 1,900 miles (3,000 KM) off the coast of Chile.

	“We’re sinking, but not tonight.”

	To get out of the cabin, I had to crawl over a box that was strapped in front of the entrance to prevent the waves from entering. I crawled on my stomach with my legs first through the small opening, fumbling with my feet before I could stand on the table foil that Andrey had fastened on the slippery logs. This was an adaptation of the very practical solution to the problem of dining while the sea is rough, causing the dishes and cups to slide around on the table. A rough surface kept them in place while people were eating. Now, Andrey had used some of that foil to create a non-slip pathway. The water that flooded regularly onto the deck washed over my feet. The crossbar was submerged every time a wave washed in, no matter which direction the seas came from. A few weeks earlier, this had only happened occasionally so the crossbars could dry off during good weather. I had studied the fibers in the balsa. They were waterlogged. The water was being drawn into the log through hundreds of thin tubes. The same tubes that make the balsa tree one of the lightest woods in the world when it is dry now made the same wood very heavy. Probably the crossbars weighed six tons more now than they had when we launched the raft. It was as if a passing ship had hoisted three large cars down on the deck. The raft with its crew was pushed deeper and deeper down into the sea. Heavier crossbeams meant more seawater splashed over them, making them even more waterlogged.

	Slowly we sank.

	“We’re sinking, but not tonight,” I thought again, noticing that the wind was increasing in strength. From the raft, I heard howls and beeps, high-frequency sounds that mingled with the heavy bass drumming from the sea. These were interspersed with the squeaking of bamboo and several thousand meters of rope that held together the logs that twisted all around us. Every part of the raft rubbed against another part, creating a symphony that does not resemble anything you can stream from Spotify.

	Fortunately, forward of the cabin, the raft floated half a meter higher in the sea. The night watch stayed there for the two hours before he was relieved. As soon as I rounded the corner of the cabin, I felt how the wind got hold of me. I had to bend toward the wind and hold on to something all the time. The sight waiting in the light from my headlamp was worse than I had anticipated. “Problem with the galley,” Andrey said. Problem? The galley was gone! What had been a two-meter-wide kitchen in front of the cabin was now completely shattered. The bamboo was broken or bent in several places and the kitchen counter was gone. Even worse, part of our food supply had also been washed overboard.

	* * *

	When you sail on a raft, you develop a very close relationship with the sea. If you make several drift voyages for a total of a year at sea, you may become best friends. This is partly due to the raft’s unique characteristics. But it is also because of the sea life you became a part of. The sea is always just below you, around you, everywhere. You can’t escape from it. So perhaps it is man’s natural instinct on a primitive raft to surrender to the sea. Over your head, the sun rises during the day. At night, you are surrounded by a dome of stars and a seemingly endless sea. It is this sea life that really reflects human reality best. You find your place in the universe and settle down. For me, that place was on the ocean.

	My ideal raft consists of 11 huge balsa logs with some thinner crossbeams, all bound tightly together with natural fiber ropes as the old raft builders did in prehistoric times. On the raft, you sleep in a bamboo hut. In front of the hut, we take turns being the helmsman, behind the rectangular sail that is attached to a seventeen-meter-high mast made of hardwood. During the daytime, we repair everything that has been damaged at night, in addition to preparing food for the next day or two. Such rafts have been used for human migration and trade for thousands of years, and were crucial for the first contact between the continents, long before their technologies were sophisticated enough to build ships as we think of them.

	The first time I sailed a raft across the Pacific Ocean was on the Tangaroa Expedition in 2006. The vessel was named after the Polynesian god of the seas. Afterward, I noticed how I had changed as a person. I was one type when I boarded in Peru and a completely different one when I landed on Raroia, an atoll in French Polynesia, located 740 km northeast of Tahiti in the South Pacific Ocean. Raroia was the same place where Thor Heyerdahl and his crew landed their raft, the Kon-Tiki, almost 60 years before the time of the Tangaroa voyage. Before setting out on my first raft expedition, I had been confident, fearless, and destined. During those many weeks at sea, I had become more careful and introverted. Dedication had become resignation.

	But somewhere inside me, I knew I had to go back. For a long time, I thought about how to make it happen again. While I was pushing the baby carriage, hiking mountaintops with one of the kids in my backpack, biking them to the nursery, and living the comfortable family life in the Land of Happiness, Norway, always the thought was of how to get back to what I’m most interested in doing. How could I get away from civilization for a while?

	Heggedal, Norway, summer 2012

	After several years of regular work, I had adapted to modern commercial society enough to come up with a new idea: Everything had to be doubled over the Tangaroa! The investments, the scientific tasks, the number of days at sea, sailing distance, crew, and even the number of rafts. The bigger your project is, the more attractive for others to join the team. But most important of all — we should achieve what no one has done before: sailing both ways. First west as Kon-Tiki and Tangaroa did, then back east on the same raft. The round-trip expedition was to be called Kon-Tiki 2.

	One problem I did not foresee in my planning was that I would be creating a new type of civilization, a new type of complex society.

	Even the most maritime people on Earth, the Polynesians, thought the Tangaroa expedition was a feat, so they baptized me in a traditional ceremony on Moorea and gave me the name Rahiti Tane, or in English, the swollen and pompous “The Master of the Sunrise”.

	Together with five others — the world’s best raft sailing team consisting of Bjarne, Øyvin, Olav, Anders, and Roberto — we sailed faster than any other raft in modern history. Tangaroa was launched in Callao harbor in Peru on the same day that the Kon-Tiki had been, April 28. But we reached our first destination on July 7, which was 30 days faster than Thor Heyerdahl’s Kon-Tiki, which had taken 101 days for the voyage. Tangaroa’s speed was credited to the proper use of the guaras, or centerboards, in navigation. Heyerdahl had not known how to use them correctly; but, 60 years later, I knew. We continued from Raroia and sailed zigzag through the razor-sharp reefs in the dangerous Tuamotu Archipelago, the largest chain of atolls in the world. It stretches over an area roughly the size of Western Europe.

	Tangaroa was my childhood dream come to life. It was the simple life of a miniature society — a perfect social system — the most rational structure of role and status that can be formed only in a small, stable group — and we created it ourselves. Now I wanted to develop a new project that challenged the raft’s capability and the sea from every conceivable perspective. It was about everything that interested me. The plan grew bigger and bigger.

	At the same time, I took on several ambitious tasks such as adapting the Tangaroa for the feature film Kon-Tiki which was released in 2012, then using the raft in a giant marketing event for the film, both in the Oslofjord in Norway and later in New York. During these jobs, I met many great and exciting people who were interested in my new plan, and who came up with ideas for how the seemingly impossible could be realized.

	New York City, April 2013

	I was in a hotel room overlooking the Hudson River. I looked out the window and saw the raft from the Oscar-nominated feature film Kon-Tiki moored at the pier and surrounded by hundreds of spectators. In my notebook, I then set myself some lofty goals that I promised myself to achieve “in two years from now”. I divided the expedition into four parts:

	1. The construction of two rafts, using ancient traditional methods. Location: Ecuador and Peru. Time: Summer.

	2. Equip the rafts as modern research vessels. Location: Callao in Peru. Time: October.

	3. Sailing and scientific cruise to Easter Island. Location: Pacific Ocean. Time: November and December.

	4. Sail the rafts back. Location: The Pacific Ocean at southern latitudes via the Roaring Forties, eastward toward South America. Time: January to March.

	The seasonal timing of the expedition turned out to be fateful. I was well aware that, for those latitudes, prevailing winds and weather were in no way favorable at that time of year. From the Tangaroa voyage, I already knew about the weather and the climate in that region. But I had such great faith in the rafts, I wanted to show that we could do it no matter the season. Headwinds could not stop us. Besides, survival and a little stormy weather are exciting, I thought.

	As before, the idea was about an unprecedented voyage that would combine survival, science, and historical exploration. This round-trip concept was a challenge that no one had achieved in modern times. I wanted everything to be included in this feat.

	It was bound to fail… or the reader can judge for yourself.

	
CHAPTER 1

	We’re Sinking, but Not Tonight

	Pacific Ocean, February 2016.

	Isn’t it strange, this hope we cling to when problems pile up?

	If you sail a raft long enough without encountering other ships, you will find that time becomes meaningless. Days, nights, weeks, months, even seasons do not matter. The outside world means nothing. It is liberating, and I have enough sailing experience on a raft to know that feeling of freedom.

	But the voyage I am now going to tell about did not turn out as I had planned. In fact, it was more about giving up freedom than seeking it, more about limitations than abundance, and more about enduring another day than enjoying life. Admittedly, faces and events at home in Norway began to be erased. But it was not because the stars and the moon’s movements in the sky at night had become more important to me, but rather because I had so few answers to all the urgent questions pressing around me from all sides.

	That is how this story begins. It was one night on the raft when I realized that one or more of our problems could finally become unmanageable; they would grow so big that I would give up. And what would happen then? I never thought I would experience so much that was unforeseen, or that I would ever admit that the Kon-Tiki 2 expedition was too difficult — or “Mission: Impossible” as a BBC journalist summed up our plans a few days before launching.

	That night, about three o’clock, I sat awake thinking about the question I was often asked, “How many weeks more of this before we reach the coast of South America?”

	If only I knew the answer.

	The gale was going to be brutal on the people and supplies in the little cabin where we slept. The cabin was big enough — about 4x5 meters — but it was located on top of the strong balsawood crossbeams that held the seventeen meters-long main balsawood logs together. Thus, the certainty that it was only a little over a meter down to the sea below us, and four thousand meters below the surface down to the seabed, made us feel quite small. We were a tiny piece of wood floating on the world’s largest ocean. Like a dust mote in the universe.

	“We’ll sink, but not tonight,” I thought, studying the water that entered the cabin through small cracks.

	I had the feeling of being insignificant. I was becoming familiar with watching our floating home fall apart. But there was one phenomenon that was impossible to get used to, even after three months at sea. It reminded me of small geysers inside the cabin. Imagine that Icelandic natural phenomenon where hot water is regularly spraying high into the air out of the ground but that it happens under your bed, and the water is cold. These cold-water cascades made me realize that we were in serious trouble. The sea came into the cabin from many holes in what in normal vessels is called the deck. Several items stored between the thick hardwood beams that had previously stopped the sea from coming up between the balsa logs were gone for various reasons. The big plastic cans of water that used to be stored down there, breaking the waves, were all gone. We had finished almost all the drinking water. Only one barrel containing 200 liters of water was left on deck.

	The wooden boxes that were both storage boxes and our beds were now regularly pushed up by the sea because they had become quite light after most of the provisions stored inside them had been eaten up or destroyed by the salt water. The seas lifted both the boxes and the man on top. Highly unpleasant. Almost rhythmically, on every sixth or seventh wave: up a few inches, then this hard landing accompanied by the sound of empty boxes hitting the crossbar. Up and then down. Up, down. For hours. Collectively, the boxes in the cabin were a percussion instrument on which nature played a drumbeat from hell.

	It was not the noise that made us wake up. For a long while, we had slept well in this state. The problem now, a few weeks after sailing around Easter Island and turning southeast toward South America, was that our beds were lifted so high and dropped so abruptly that we were thrown into the air as if we were living characters in an old Disney cartoon. I remembered a movie with Goofy driving on a bumpy road up to a mountaintop, and on each bump Goofy is catapulted up in the air, falling nicely onto the car seat again like nothing happened, with his hands still on the steering wheel. This is how we slept on the raft.

	Prolonged sleep deprivation becomes torture. But you don’t notice the first, second, or seventh nights. It is like the old parable of cooking a frog by raising the temperature of the water in the pan one degree at a time. Soon enough, you have boiled frog.

	That night, after waking up from such hard landings a dozen times in a few hours, I gave up my night’s sleep. Instead, I sat in the sleeping bag on my box and observed the other boxes moving up and down under the training mats provided by one of our main sponsors, the corporation Airex Baltek Banova. I saw how some of the other five were still trying to sleep.

	Inside the cabin, dirty, dripping clothes hung from the roof. The humidity in the cabin was rarely below 95%. In the dim light from headlamps and a couple of other light sources that still worked, I looked around me at all the chaos. The smelly, sweaty dry suits we wore while on duty outside took up a lot of space. Nothing was dry and there was hardly a place to walk in the cabin without stepping on something.

	Next to me, on the aft port side of the cabin, was the Swede, Jimmy. He was the expert on sleep among us. Until recently, Jimmy had slept outdoors on the cabin roof. Now, deteriorating weather conditions made that impossible. On the other side of me lay Roberto, anesthetized with painkillers from the expedition’s Russian doctor. Roberto lay with his arm in a sling. The sleeping bag was too cramped for him, especially when the man lying next to him had all his clothes on, including a jacket and hat, against the cold and wet. That was Erlend, our film photographer.

	“What did I get you into?” I thought.

	Because of all the hanging wet clothes, I could barely see the three in the front of the cabin. The Russian adventurer, Andrey, who was out on deck, suddenly stuck his head through the hatch in the wall and spoke to our skipper, Ola, who was awake and on standby.

	“We have to fix things. The waves are getting higher and higher!”

	Ola studied the sophisticated weather instrument panel we had received from our sponsor Jotron. The instruments hung on the wall over a modest table with barely enough space for the logbook packed in a plastic bag. Among other things, Ola noted the wind strength of forty knots in the book, before he put on a dry suit on top of his woolen underwear. He looked out the small opening in the cabin wall that was covered only with a piece of canvas hanging down on the outside. He moved his big body smoothly out the opening and onto the slippery logs that separated us from certain death in the frigid water.

	Once, in what now seemed a very long time ago, it had been possible to walk upright outside the cabin without holding on to anything, and without slipping. We could even sit out there and “collect sunsets”, a popular hobby on the previous leg of this cruise, the one from Peru to Easter Island. But that was several weeks and two gales ago. Now much of the bamboo deck had been torn away by the seas. The reed mats that had been attached to the bamboo had also been washed out to sea. I did not remember that the waves had behaved in this way before; now they seemed more threatening. They constantly struck and slammed against the cabin wall.

	In 1947, Thor Heyerdahl described similar storm damage to the deck of his balsawood raft, the Kon-Tiki. Their bamboo deck was also damaged and their reed mats were destroyed or washed overboard. In many ways, our expedition, named the Kon-Tiki 2 in honor of that famous predecessor, shared the same experiences. But, in one substantial way, we were different from the Kon-Tiki. In 1947, they had depended upon the reliable trade winds to push them steadily westward toward Polynesia. We, on our first leg, also experienced such conditions. But now, we were trying to complete the round-trip by sailing back from Easter Island to South America.

	Both Heyerdahl and I visualized large flotillas of balsa rafts regularly navigating the vast ocean distances. Heyerdahl admitted that perhaps many rafts did not make it. However, if one raft went down, the nearby rafts would pick up survivors and supplies. But the Kon-Tiki 2 expedition did not have that option. We were on our own.

	In the middle of that night in February, Andrey and Ola shouted at each other on the deck in front of the mast but I could not make out their words. I was about to grab a dry suit and get out to help them when I heard ominous noises outside the cabin’s port side. Had the raft changed course? Had not the waves come in from the other side moments ago?

	Near the place where the sounds came from slept my old friend Erik, the former star athlete and now the co-owner of the training center chain Family Sports Club. All that protected him from the waves that were hitting higher and higher on the cabin wall was a thin cotton cloth and an extra plastic tarpaulin he had attached to it. I heard the plastic fluttering wildly on the outside of the wall. But Erik did not even wake up from the commotion. He seemed to be sleeping heavily, having just finished a demanding four-hour shift. I heard another strong gust of wind tear away more of the protective wall. Next, I heard a crash. Another wave washed over the raft. Then, Erik and his bed were lifted all the way up to the bookshelf on the wall as the water dumped him into the cabin. His landing looked painful. I cursed loudly because I too fell off the box I was sitting on.

	On my right, Roberto was worse off. He had landed on his sore arm which throbbed with pain even before this. The Peruvian, who was the team’s military veteran, never complained about anything, not even now. Erlend also woke up, but his bed was intact. Jimmy slept on.

	“Are you okay?”

	I immediately regretted the question. Like Ving Rhames in Pulp Fiction, we were “pretty fucking far from okay”. Erik could not hear me. He slowly got up, like he was unaffected, took the yellow foam plugs out of his ears, lifted the boxes he had moved a hundred times before, and sat on them to twist the wet sleeping bag. From a slit in the cloth, the wind blew straight onto the back of his sticky wet wool sweater.

	The wind inside the cabin increased when Andrey opened the hatch on the opposite side, shouting “We need help. We have a big problem!”

	“What?!” I shouted back to Andrey.

	“We have a problem with the galley!” came his response.

	
CHAPTER 2

	A Mental List of Catastrophes

	It was on this stormy night in February that I fully understood that our goal of a round trip was seriously threatened. Leaving Easter Island, we were going to reverse directions and sail from the Polynesian Islands in the west to South America in the east, completing the loop and ending our voyage back where we started. Unlike Kon-Tiki, which sailed only from South America to Polynesia, we also had to succeed in returning. We had managed to sail straight from Peru to Easter Island, spending exactly six weeks as I had estimated. But after weeks of trying to sail in the opposite direction, back to the continent, I was in doubt whether this was possible.

	On the map, we were still at the same longitude as Easter Island, just further south. But maps can be deceptive. From the island to our present location would take only one day by motorboat. On our raft, that distance had taken several weeks of sailing.

	But was there not still a tiny little hope? After days of effort, we had won to a much better position. After all, the plan was always to sail straight south from Easter Island. The only change was that this first step to the south was taking much longer than expected. What if everyone agreed to sail for a few more weeks than planned? When we got a bit further south, we would reach an area with winds that would carry us directly toward South America.

	Some degrees eastward from that pivot point was another important milestone for us, the 90-degree longitude waypoint. From there, it was only 700 nautical miles to land. This is the distance of a voyage from Norway to Iceland, a Sunday trip by Viking standards. Most importantly, we would then have much more favorable winds and ocean currents all the way to South America.

	I continued my private thoughts. The year before, I was still living in my home in Norway. Based on my weather observations for this part of the Pacific Ocean, I had told all the others, “We have four weeks to get to 90 degrees.” But I was not making calculations on a paper map in my living room any longer.

	Unfortunately, in mid-ocean on our second leg, we now had a new factor to contend with, the periodic but unpredictable global weather phenomenon known as El Niño, this one with the strongest levels ever measured. Consequently, the expected friendly winds pushing us eastward had changed too. A low-pressure area that never appeared in my living room map calculations was predicted to play with us in the coming weeks.

	Håkon, the expedition’s chief technology officer and who sailed with us to Easter Island, sent me detailed weather reports from Norway which were by no means pleasant reading. Summarized, his reports said the worst winds of the entire season were on their way to torment our raft, abruptly shifting to come from all directions, and accompanied by strong storms such as we were currently experiencing.

	Despite the gloomy weather forecasts, I still saw it as possible to reach our goal; it would just take longer. So I was determined to ask the others to try enduring a few more weeks of this. But I had to wait until things calmed down to have that discussion.

	It could not be worse than this, could it? Isn’t it strange, this hope we cling to when problems pile up?

	When Erik woke up after being dumped out of bed in the middle of the night, he acted without any signs of anger or frustration, almost like a sleepwalker. The important thing was to clean up this new mess, seal the damaged cabin wall, make sure everything was securely tied to the logs, then ride out the storm and wait for the weather gods to give us a break. Later, we could finish repairing the damage, get an idea of what we had lost at sea, and move back things that had ended up in the wrong place.

	An ordinary boat the length of our raft would sink instantly if corresponding amounts of water entered the hatches that separate the ordinary boat’s hull from the sea. But balsa rafts are not like ordinary boats. As Thor Heyerdahl pointed out in Kon-Tiki, even the biggest waves merely slipped through the logs and returned to the sea like water through the tines of a fork. In addition, our vessel was baptized with Peruvian liquor by both a Peruvian Catholic bishop and the beautiful daughter of my good friend Admiral Francisco Yabar Acuña. Finally, as extra insurance, the raft was named after the tenth Inca, Túpac Yupanqui, the Inca leader who went to sea with a flotilla of rafts and returned to his empire ten months later, reportedly after visiting islands he called Nina Chumpi (“Fire Belt”) and Hawa Chumpi (“Outer Belt”).

	Our raft, the Tupac, also refused to sink. Wave after wave washed over the deck and then disappeared down between the logs. A thousand tons of water, two thousand tons of water came and went. No matter how much seawater we took on, we would not sink and the damages could always be fixed. After gales, you get calm days. Right? It could not be worse than this, could it?

	So what was it that bothered me? If I were to make a list of our biggest mistakes, where would I start?

	The Number One Mistake: According to the legends, the famous Inca spent ten months. Why did I not schedule our whole voyage also for ten months? That would give me three more months. I should have followed that simple, time-honored admonition: Always give yourself time to succeed!

	Our immediate problem that stormy night was the now-missing kitchen. Ola pointed to the bright red stove I had bought at the market in Callao. It had been tossed amongst the wreckage of the bamboo framing the kitchen by the rampaging sea.

	“We have to get it into the cabin. From now on, we are cooking in there,” Ola said as if nothing dramatic had happened.

	I could have answered that there was hardly any space left in the cabin, but the nice thing about the lack of alternatives is the lack of discussion. And Ola was not one to discuss most things, anyway. A young man of few words, he did pretty much all the work that involved repairing or sailing himself, rather than delegating the job or asking for help. When he talked, he was always solution-oriented. Ola had grown up with boat building and spartan living at sea in all kinds of weather. He was tireless and very strong but, most importantly, he did not give up when things went wrong. Therefore, I had chosen him as captain of this part of the expedition, even though he was only in his mid-twenties and had never attended a leadership course in any institution on land. I did not regret that choice.

	“Oh, hell!” Erik had emerged to discover the damage caused by the last big wave. We were now four men on deck, which was our limit because we only had four dry suits.

	Then came another big wave. We could feel how the raft was hoisted as usual into the air, but this time it happened faster because the wave was even stronger. From the port side, it towered above us like a black wall. I heard a violent roar and felt an underwater troll grab my feet with giant hands, to pull me down into the depths. But, after a moment, that wave also disappeared between the logs.

	Here, in the middle of the night on a storm-tossed ocean, there were great forces at work. A coil of spare rope was pushed over the side and we again heard the sound of bamboo being crushed. Ola suddenly threw himself over a wooden box that had come loose from the deck. He grabbed a rope attached to it, but the box floated away at great speed despite his heroic attempt. Ten Vikings could not have held it back. When the raging sea snatches something, it is hopeless to fight for it.

	“There go all the kitchen utensils!” I thought. I got one last glimpse of the box moving out to sea before it disappeared downwind. There went cookware, plates, cups, ladles, and cutlery. Fortunately, our aluminum and plastic boxes holding the research equipment and sea samples were still protected under the heavy sail that we had taken down a few hours earlier.

	The lifeboat was also still secured. It was an expensive white box the size of a large suitcase that the Norwegian Maritime Directorate had forced us to buy before allowing us to leave Peru with our raft registered under the Norwegian flag. What used to be a ridiculous thought, that we might have to use the lifeboat, struck me more seriously now. On the shore in Peru, it had been an annoyingly stupid required purchase. Weeks later, one beautiful Saturday afternoon on a peaceful sea, with Chilean wine sloshing in my coffee cup, I had told the crew, “The height of humiliation would be for me to leave the raft and enter that lifeboat. That thing is a mixture of washing machine and tent!”

	“We have to strap everything again,” Ola shouted, as he was already working on heavy straps we had put away in a waterproof box, in case of a real crisis such as this.

	Meanwhile, Erik and Andrey carefully balanced themselves on the port side of the cabin to inspect the damage there. It was always these two who made the most dangerous repairs on board. A Norwegian record holder in swimming, Erik was frequently under the raft with his diving equipment. Andrey’s light body was often seen dangling from the top of the mast, secured in a climbing harness. Together, they now had to seal the large opening in the wall before we could start cleaning up inside the cabin. The small rubber dinghy was tied to the wall outside of where Jimmy’s bed was placed. The inflatable boat now served as an extra protective wall against intruding waves, which could explain why he was still sleeping. Erik and Andrey would have to improvise a similar shield over the new rip.

	“Damn!” cursed Andrey suddenly. “Mr. T. has left us!”

	He meant the toilet. It would take time to start a relationship with a new Mr. T. bucket. This obviously disturbed Andrey. But I was thinking of something far more serious. What had happened to the rope? I meant the rope that was attached to the bucket’s handle, and which allowed us to wash out the bucket in the sea. It was torn off. Most likely it happened when the bucket was washed overboard and dragged behind the raft until the rope snapped. I examined the remains that hung from the cabin wall.

	But wait a minute! The fibers in the rope were rotten! Even more alarming, the bucket’s rope was of the same type as the rope our raft’s logs were lashed together with, a natural fiber called sisal. What if the same thing happened to all the ropes that held our raft’s logs together, not to mention the rigging that held up the mast and the boom with the hundred-square-meter sail? I shuddered at the thought.

	Again, I thought of my mental “catastrophe list,” the one with possibilities that could put a stop to us. This new problem was certainly there. It would now rank among the top three. I had chosen natural fiber and not synthetic rope so that the raft would have the most authentic prehistoric technology. Like Thor Heyerdahl’s Kon-Tiki in 1947, our raft was to be as similar as possible to the rafts that sailed the seas 800 years ago. But in Peru, I had no time to have the ropes handcrafted as the ancient Incas and the European sailors who later invaded them preferred. So I had the rope made in China and shipped to Peru. Eight kilometers of sisal rope was a large part of the budget. This rope had caused me many worries and several hours in meetings with customs officials. And they now seemed not to be durable enough in salt water.

	The Number Two Mistake: Like Thor Heyerdahl, I wanted our raft’s construction materials to be as authentic as possible. I had chosen natural sisal fiber, not synthetic, for the rope. But why had I not thought to ask if they would rot in seawater?

	Erik and Andrey started temporary repairs to the wall. They would do the job properly later; that is, sew the whole meter-long slit with nylon thread like suturing a wound, one man on each side of the cabin wall with a sewing needle. For now, they knelt in cold seawater and covered the break with the last portion we had of a new tarpaulin. With each wave, they were pushed flat against the cabin wall.

	Waves continued to wash over us. As always, we were lifted up a few meters to the crest before sliding down into the watery valley. In earlier days, this was a pattern we were so used to that we could drink coffee without holding on while standing upright on our huge balsa surfboard. Indeed, it had felt almost strange and a little uncomfortable the times the seas calmed completely after days of high winds and waves breaking over the deck. That was before El Niño began to play with us.

	Now, as I was about to carry the small stove into the cabin, I spotted the dim light that occasionally appeared on the horizon. It was not a star, not a satellite, and not a ship. It was the other raft, the Rahiti.

	Because we were drifting slower than them, the distance between us had increased. It would soon be time to call them on the radio and share a situation report.

	I tried to ignore thoughts that came back again and again, every time I saw their lights. How were they, our teammates, those women and men not so far away? They were Signe, Liv, Lisa, Pedro, Rasmus, Evgeny, and Sergey. How did they feel on board their craft that was identical to ours, a raft that was also slowly being torn into tiny pieces that sank in the sea?

	I have not mentioned them until now in this story, because that was my psychological situation out there among the towering waves. Most of the time, I would rather not think about them, a kind of personal survival strategy. This raft beneath my feet and the Tupac team were more than enough to focus on.

	Of course, I knew we were two rafts making up one expedition. I just did not deal with that fact very much. The men on our Inca raft Túpac Yupanqui knew each other now. Yes, I knew very well these six men I sailed with. But of the crew on the other raft, I only knew Liv and the captain, Signe.

	The Number Three Mistake: Why the hell did I plan an expedition with two rafts, two captains, and two crews?

	
CHAPTER 3

	Ancient Knowledge

	Rahiti Tane (God of the Sunrise) was the name of the second raft. I chose my own Polynesian name for the second raft, the raft on which I would not be on board. Inspired by Marcus Tullius Cicero, whom I used to quote in some of my history classes, I thought the name perfectly appropriate for Tupac’s twin. As a leader in ancient Rome, one of the toughest political arenas in world history, Cicero always wanted his alter ego nearby, a friend to trust. I wanted the Rahiti Tane near us because I expected we were going to be treated badly by the sea on occasion. Together, we would be stronger against the forces of nature. So I thought at the time, while making plans in my warm, dry living room in Norway.

	But now my thoughts were different. “Regardless of how we deal with our problems on our raft, Tupac Yupanqui, it’s still up to the other team on the Rahiti Tane.”

	After weeks at sea, I was constantly fighting thoughts like this. All the time I had spent scheduling and planning this project in great detail now seemed to be pointless. I also remembered all the motivational talks I had given over the years, using phrases like “Successful people do what unsuccessful people are not willing to do.” and “Tough times never last. Tough people do.” You can say things like that with complete conviction when you are standing on dry land.

	Now, along with the waves breaking on the deck, unwanted thoughts also came flooding in. It would have been easy to change that original plan. We could still sail westward. Good weather, good winds, and helpful currents were to be expected. But I had chosen the opposite direction, to make a complete loop and end up back at South America. Now, all I could do was keep working toward our goal no matter what. If something went wrong on the other raft, there was nothing I could do about it. I blocked these thoughts out, concentrating on my immediate problems; they were more than enough.

	After the storm and a sleepless night, we were all tired. Everything, even the simplest tasks, felt like heavy labor. But there was no place and no time to rest. We began another clean-up operation at sunrise. When the daylight came through the open hatch into the cabin, we saw how terrible everything looked inside, as if a powerful earthquake had hit us. But, on the raft, we could not evacuate, surrounded as we were by several thousand kilometers of ocean.

	The wind decreased, but we were still riding waves several meters high, like on a giant surfboard. I especially feared getting underneath one of the hollow-breaking waves that we had observed a few times. I did not understand how these waves were made; there was no reef beneath us for the waves to fall over. Even more confusing, during those occasions, I had noticed such waves coming from different directions, one wave towering over another.

	Ola quickly regained his good mood. He looked around and pointed to the boxes that used to be perfectly organized, but now were rolled around like dice. Between them were clothes, food, and devices. He did not say a word; he just laughed. After a moment, the rest of us laughed along. It became even funnier a moment later when another wave forced its way into the cabin. When we looked at each other and saw the startled facial expressions, everything became even more comical.

	“When we get to Chile, we go straight up to the Atakama Desert to dry off for a few weeks,” Roberto suggested. But I noticed that he said “when,” not “if.”
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