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To Darling Kim

To Caila, Zoë, Camryn


who are not at all meek


and who shall inherit the earth anyway

To Jackson, beloved







Lone-flier screams

Urges onto the whale-road

The unresisting heart across the waves of the sea.

—The Seafarer




He makes flat warre with God, and doth defie With his poore clod of earth the spacious skie.

—George Herbert, “The Church Porch”
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Storm




At three o’clock on Christmas morning the bow of the Farley Mowat plunged off a steep wave and smashed into the trough. I woke with a jolt. The hull shuddered like a living animal and when the next roller lifted the stern I could hear the prop pitching out of water, beating air with a juddering moan that shivered the ribs of the 180-foot converted North Sea trawler.

We were 200 miles off the Adélie Coast, Antarctica in a force 8 gale. The storm had been building since the morning before. I lay in the dark and breathed. Something was different. I listened to the deep throb of the diesel engine two decks below and the turbulent sloshing against my bolted porthole and felt a quickening in the ship.

Fifteen days before, we had left Melbourne, Australia, and headed due south. The Farley Mowat was the flagship of the radical environmental group, the Sea Shepherd Conservation Society. The mission of her captain, Paul Watson, and his forty-three member all-volunteer crew was to hunt down and stop the Japanese whaling fleet, which was engaged in what he considered illegal commercial whaling. He had said before the trip, “We will nonviolently intervene,” but from what I could see of the preparations being conducted over the last week, he was readying for a full-scale attack.

I dressed quickly, grabbed a dry suit and a life jacket, and ran up three lurching flights of narrow stairs to the bridge. Dawn. Or what passed for it in the Never-Night of antarctic summer: a murky gloom of wind-tortured fog and blowing snow and spray—white eruptions that tore off the tops of the waves and streamed their shoulders in long streaks of foam. When I had gone to sleep four hours earlier, the swells were twenty feet high and building. Now monsters over thirty feet rolled under the stern and pitched the bow wildly into a featureless sky. The timberwork of the bridge groaned and creaked. The wind battered the thick windows and ripped past the superstructure with a buffeted keening.

Watson, fifty-five, with thick, nearly white hair and beard, wide cheek bones, and packing extra weight under his exposure suit, sat in the high captain’s chair on the starboard side of the bridge, looking alternately at a radar screen over his head and at the sea. He has a gentle, watchful demeanor. Like a polar bear. Alex Cornelissen, thirty-seven, his Dutch first officer, was in the center at the helm, steering NNW and trying to run with the waves. Cornelissen looked too thin to go anyplace cold, and his hair was buzzed to a near stubble.

“Good timing,” he said to me with the tightening of his mouth that was his smile. “Two ships on the radar. The closest is under two-mile range. If they’re icebergs they’re doing six knots.”

“Probably the Nisshin Maru and the Esperanza,” Watson said. “They’re riding out the storm.” He was talking about the 8,000-ton Japanese factory ship that butchered and packed the whales, and Greenpeace’s flagship, which had sailed with its companion vessel the Arctic Sunrise from Cape Town over a month earlier, and had been shadowing and harassing the Japanese for days. Where the five other boats of the whaling fleet had scattered in the storm no one could say.

Watson had found, in hundreds of thousands of square miles of Southern Ocean, his prey. It was against all odds. Watson turned to Cornelissen. “Wake all hands,” he said.



In 1986 the International Whaling Commission (IWC), a group of seventy-seven nations that makes regulations and recommendations on whaling around the world, enacted a moratorium on open-sea commercial whaling in response to the fast-declining numbers of earth’s largest mammals. The Japanese, who have been aggressive whalers since the food shortages following World War II, immediately exploited a loophole that allows signatories to kill a certain number of whales annually for scientific research. In 2005, Japan, the only nation other than Norway and Iceland with an active whaling fleet, decided to double its “research” kill from the previous year and allot itself a quota of 935 minke whales and ten endangered fin whales. In the 2007/2008 season it planned to kill fifty fins and fifty endangered humpbacks. Its weapon is a relatively new and superefficient fleet comprising the 427-foot factory ship Nisshin Maru; two spotter vessels; and three fast killer, or harpoon, boats, similar in size to the Farley Mowat.

Lethal research, the Japanese say, is the only way to accurately measure whale population, health, and its response to global warming and is essential for the sustainable management of the world’s cetacean stocks. The director general of Japan’s Institute of Cetacean Research (ICR), Hiroshi Hatanaka, writes, “The legal basis [for whaling] is very clear; the environmental basis is even clearer: The marine resources in the Southern Ocean must be utilized in a sustainable manner in order to protect and conserve them for future generations.” Though the ICR is a registered nonprofit organization and claims no commercial benefit from its whaling, critics scoff, pointing out that the meat resulting from this heavily subsidized research ends up in Tokyo’s famous Tsukiji fish market, and on the tables at fancy restaurants. By some estimates, one fin whale can bring in $1 million.

Each year the IWC’s Scientific Committee votes on whaling proposals, and at its annual meeting in 2005 it “strongly urged” Japanese whalers to obtain their scientific data “using nonlethal means,” and expressed strong concern over the taking of endangered fins, and humpbacks from vulnerable breeding stocks. The whalers’ response was silence, then business as usual.

Although this resolution is not legally binding, much of the public was outraged that the whalers would openly disregard it. The World Wildlife Fund contended that all the research could be conducted more efficiently with techniques that do not kill whales. New Zealand’s minister of conservation, Chris Carter, among others, described the Japanese research as blatant commercial whaling. Even dissenters within Japan protested: Mizuki Takana of Greenpeace Japan pointed to a report issued in 2002 by the influential newspaper Asahi in which only 4 percent of the Japanese surveyed said they regularly eat whale meat; 53 percent of the population had not consumed it since childhood. “It is simply not true that whaling is important to the Japanese public,” Takana said. “The whaling fleet should not leave for the antarctic whale sanctuary.”

To Watson there is no debate. The Japanese whalers are acting commercially under the auspices of “bogus research” and therefore are in violation of the 1986 moratorium. Even more controversially, the whaling occurs in the Southern Ocean Whale Sanctuary, an internationally ordained preserve that covers the waters surrounding Antarctica as far north as 40°S and protects eleven of the planet’s thirteen species of great whales. Although research is permitted in the sanctuary, commercial whaling is explicitly forbidden. The whalers are also in clear conflict with the Convention on the International Trade of Endangered Species (CITES). And although the killing area in 2006 lay almost entirely within the Australian Antarctic Territory, the Australians, while protesting, seemed to lack the political will to face down a powerful trading partner. It irks Watson that Australian frigates will eagerly pursue Patagonian toothfish poachers from South America in these same waters, but will turn a blind eye to the Japanese whalers. “It sends a message that if you’re rich and powerful you can break the law. If the Australian navy were doing its job,” he said, “we wouldn’t be down here.”

Watson has no such diplomatic compunctions. He said, “Our intention is to stop the criminal whaling. We are not a protest organization. We are here to enforce international conservation law. We don’t wave banners. We intervene.”

Whaling fleets around the world know he means business. Watson has sunk eight whaling ships. He has rammed numerous illegal fishing vessels on the high seas. By 1980 he had single-handedly shut down pirate whaling in the North Atlantic by sinking the notorious pirate whaler Sierra in Portugal and three of Norway’s whaling fleet at dockside. He shut down the Astrid in the Canary Islands. He sank two of Iceland’s whalers in Reykjavik harbor, and half the ships of the Spanish whaling fleet—the Isba I and Isba II. His operatives blew open their hulls with limpet mines. To his critics he points out that he has never hurt anyone, and that he has never been convicted of a felony in any country.
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Prelude




I had first met Watson the May before, at the Telluride Mountain Film Festival. He stood in front of 1,000 people in a large auditorium and told a story.

“In June 1975, sixty-five miles off the coast of Siberia, Bob Hunter and I ran our Zodiac between a Russian whaler and a small pod of panicked, fleeing gray whales. We were the first to use a Zodiac in this way. The whalers fired a harpoon over our heads and hit a female whale in the head. She screamed. There was a fountain of blood. She made a sound like a woman’s scream. Just then one of the largest males I’ve ever seen slapped his tail hard against the water and hurled himself right at the Soviet vessel. Just before he could strike, the whalers harpooned him too. He fell back and swam right at us. He reared out of the water. I thought, this is it, it’s all over, he’s going to slam down on the boat. But instead, he pulled back. I saw his muscles pull back. It was as if he knew we were trying to save them. As he slid back into the water, drowning in his own blood, I looked into his eye and I saw recognition. Empathy. What I saw in his eye as he looked at me would change my life forever. He saved my life and I would return the favor.”

Silence. Watson let the image sink in like a rhetorical harpoon.

He then said that the Japanese were still aggressively whaling and that he was going to go after them in his ship. He said the ocean is dying: of seventeen global fishing hot spots like the Grand Banks, sixteen have collapsed beyond repair. He said there are now only 10 percent of the fish stocks that were in the ocean in 1950. He said we should stop, every one of us, eating all fish. There was an uncomfortable stirring in the crowd.

“I don’t give a damn what you think of me,” he thundered. “My clients are the whales and the fish and the seals. If you can find me one whale that disagrees with what we’re doing, we might reconsider.”

Watson had been among the founders and first board members of Greenpeace in 1972. His encounter with the gray whale off Siberia had been part of Greenpeace’s first voyage to protect whales, and he had served as first officer. In 1977 he broke away to form the Sea Shepherd Conservation Society. The legend among Greenpeacers is that he was thrown out for advocating violence, and for physically separating a sealer from his club, but Watson claims he was voted off the board of directors because he opposed the board presidency of Patrick Moore. He says he started Sea Shepherd because he wanted to specialize in direct interventions against illegal exploitation of the ocean.

In the last thirty years, Sea Shepherd has been running almost continuous campaigns at sea to stop illegal whaling, drift-netting, longlining, dolphin slaughter, and sealing. The organization, which is based in Washington state, spends no money on fund-raising, but gets donations through media attention and word of mouth. Pierce Brosnan, Martin Sheen, and Christian Bale are generous supporters, as are John Paul DeJoria, CEO of the Paul Mitchell hair products company; Yvon Chouinard, founder of Patagonia; and Steve Wynn, Las Vegas hotel and casino operator. Watson quipped, “With James Bond, the president, and Batman on my side, how can I lose?”

At the end of his talk Watson invited me to come with him to Antarctica as a journalist, and I accepted.
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The Farley Mowat




December 5, 2005

The Australian customs official at the Melbourne airport looked up for the first time since scanning my passport and paperwork.

“You’re staying in Australia ‘A couple of days—not sure’?”

“Right.”

“What does that mean?”

“Well, several days. Probably.”

“Local address the Farley Mowat. Never heard of it.”

“It’s a ship.”

“What kind of a ship?”

“It belongs to the Sea Shepherd Conservation Society. It’s a conservation ship.”

A flicker of suspicion. “Like Greenpeace, is it?”

“No, sir, not exactly.” It would not be prudent to tell this official that Sea Shepherd made Greenpeace look like Sunday school. Or that several sovereign nations, including Norway and Japan, as well as the U.S. National Fisheries Institute, had leveled charges of piracy against Sea Shepherd and its officers. The Norwegian navy had depth-charged and badly damaged the society’s last ship. The Soviet navy, when there was one, had once come within seconds of machine-gunning a Sea Shepherd crew into the Bering Sea. Only the miraculous appearance of a gray whale surfacing and blowing between the ships had defused the situation.

“What then, exactly?”

“Have you seen Jacques Cousteau?”

The man’s eyes did not move. The tip of his tongue touched the corner of his mouth. He was wavering between getting mean and deciding to enjoy himself. He waited. It was a bad analogy anyway. Watson was about as far from the benign, grandfatherly Cousteau as you could get. Cousteau loved people. Watson once said that the life of a human being is worth less than the life of a worm. Time and again he had offered up his own life, and the lives of his crew, in defense of a whale. He had written, “The pyramids, the Old masters, the symphonies, sculpture, architecture, film, photography…All of these things are worthless to the Earth when compared with any one species of bird, or insect, or plant.”

The officer waited. “I’m on assignment for National Geographic Adventure,” I said. “I’m covering the Sea Shepherd campaign against the Japanese whaling fleet in Antarctica.”

Truth has a certain resonance. The man’s face softened. “That sounds pretty interesting.” His right hand went to the stamp.

“Antarctica, eh?” he said, handing me back my passport. “Be careful.”



The taxi turned onto the street that ran along the wharf just at the foot of New Melbourne. All around the harbor, skyscraper condos were going up. There, tied up to the dock in the bright sun, between piers covered with the umbrellas of bars and restaurants, was a black hulk of a ship with a Jolly Roger flapping lazily from her bow. The skull was inset with a circling whale and dolphin, and instead of crossed bones, there were a shepherd’s staff and a triton.

The Farley Mowat, while only one-third the length of the factory ship she would be hunting—and one-tenth the tonnage—was still over half a football field long. She radiated both nobility and menace. She was completely black, stem to stern. The only color was a nod to PR—the yellow letters on the side that said “seashepherd.org.” She was low-slung forward of the bridge superstructure, where the main deck held three fast Zodiacs—inflatable outboard-motor boats—and two Jet Skis in their cradles. From the main deck the bow swept up to a gracefully rounded bludgeon of black steel. The hull was “ice-reinforced,” meaning strong enough to push through moderately thick ice, and ideal for ramming. Water cannons bristled off the bow and the helicopter deck, which was a steel second level added over the aft deck. The cannons were there to prevent boarding. When I arrived at the dock the ship was crawling with crew, all dressed in black T-shirts. Knots of tourists and visitors milled on the pier and stared.

The immediate impression of the Farley was a ship of war. Whatever intentions her owners had when she was built in Norway in the summer of 1956, whatever fishing fleet pedigree was still expressed in her stout lines, she had been transformed by use. She had been reshaped by the will of her present captain. The Farley was a dedicated fighter. Not like any regulation navy ship, though: she had the maverick, menacing air of a privateer. No wonder the Japanese Institute of Cetacean Research had announced as the whaling fleet left Shimonoseki harbor on November 8 that they were afraid of an attack by Sea Shepherd.

The Farley was incongruous amid the prosperous bustle of the piers, the shiny condos and cafés. Two pickups with pallets of sacked food and pickle buckets pulled up to the gangplank amidships. Another truck backed up and three construction workers in union shirts got out and waited to talk with a skinny crew member on the wharf who was cupping his hands around a cell phone at his ear. He seemed to be the one in charge, so I lugged my duffels over the pavement and waited to introduce myself.

As I stood in the drubbing sun and inhaled the dense, intoxicating smells of harbor—of salt, rot, tar, diesel—my eyes wandered over the tough ship that would be home for the next month. The long black arm of the port davit, or crane, swung over the main deck and was being hooked to a rope harness on the port Zodiac. A young woman with wild curly blond hair who wore tattered greasy khaki shorts yelled orders from a raised platform that held the davit controls. She looked about nineteen. At the wheel of the Zodiac stood a strong kid with black athletic glasses and long red dreadlocks under a tied bandana; when he hopped up onto the inflated tube to catch the hook, I noticed that he had a fir tree tattooed on each calf. Next to him, in the center Zodiac, getting a harness ready, was a guy in a military buzz cut, talking into a radio strapped to his shoulder. He was in full black SWAT gear: cargo pants, black boots, and a tight military utility vest that held radio, knife, flashlight, and a dozen pockets.

On the tall superstructure, beneath the varnished gloss of fresh black paint and bubbles of rust, was the faint outline of columns of small figures. They were stenciled skulls and crossbones, and beneath them were the names of ships I recognized: Isba I and Isba II, the Sierra. The Senet and Morild. The litany of ships rammed and sunk. I counted fifteen in neat cemetery rows. Like the kills on the fuselage of an ace; a pentimento of scalps.

“You the National Geographic guy?” I turned. Another crew member: he had a deep tan, broad shoulders, pronounced cheekbones, and the grave eyes of a wolf. He had grease smeared on his neck, and another military haircut—a “high and tight” popular with special forces.

“Yeah. Hi.”

“Let me show you your cabin.”

He hefted the duffels like they were two pillows. I followed him to the edge of the dock where he jumped across a two-foot gap and through an open gate in the bulwarks or rail of the main deck. He turned left, aft, through the main hatch in the base of the superstructure, which led into a long narrow hallway leading farther astern. He took a sharp right and dropped down a set of steep steps into the bowels of the ship beneath the main deck. Another narrow companionway lit by fluorescent ceiling lights. Immediate press of close heat and mold, cut with the astringent sweetness of diesel fumes. One, two cabin doorways on the right. He pushed through a red curtain and swung the duffels onto the bunk. Someone else’s gear was already on it.

“Steve.” He shook my hand with a crushing grip. “I’ll have Geert move his stuff.”

“You ex-military?”

“101st, Airborne.”

“Where?”

“Korea mostly. We patrolled the DMZ.”

“Was that tough?”

The wolf eyes studied me for a second. He wasn’t used to being asked a bunch of questions. He hesitated.

“Yeah, we never really got warm. The mission of my division was: Die in Place. To delay and engage the North Koreans in case of attack. That’s what the men called it: ‘Die in Place.’”

Steve vanished. I thought of the samurai mantra before battle: You are already dead. Anybody who believed that would be a tough adversary.

A moment later a tall, gangly biker with a bushy dark beard and leather vest tumbled into the tiny cabin. On the official crew manifest Geert Vons was listed as “Ship’s Artist.” Smiling over his beard, he gathered up an armful of battered pack, one dirty blanket and pillow, and a sketch pad and tumbled out again. A few minutes later I saw him on the dock. He was a tattoo artist in Amsterdam. He worked above the Hells Angels bar, and drove a motorcycle all year, through the Dutch winter that occasionally froze the canals. He had completed a degree in Chinese and was now doing research with a Chinese scientist on the Baiji dolphins of the Yangtze River. He created illustrated children’s books on marine wildlife. He seemed like an unlikely Hells Angel associate.

This was Geert’s third campaign with Sea Shepherd. He had been on the last fruitless Antarctica campaign in the winter of 2002, when the Farley had patrolled the ice edge for a month and never laid eyes on a Japanese ship.

We watched a knot of Japanese tourists reading the public education placard at the foot of the gangplank and then, remarkably, drop some money into the blue plastic whale. An older crew member was leading a line of high school volleyball players in red jumpers and plaid skirts onto the ship, and I heard him say, “We are not a protest organization. We are empowered by the UN Charter for Nature to uphold international conservation law—huh? No, those are not guns, they are water cannons…”

One of the union guys called out to the skinny officer, “Where you want the welding rod, mate?” I noticed that his shirt said, “Electrical Trade Union. If You Don’t Fight, You Lose.”

I asked Geert about the cannons.

“They can’t put too much pressure in them, because the pipes are still quite old. But for effect it’s still quite good.”

The pipes wouldn’t hold the pressure because they were rusted out—because the ship was fifty years old and was being run by an organization on a shoestring.

“The hull, the bottom—is that rusty too?”

“Last March, on the seal campaign, the hull had a strong leak. The two bilge pumps couldn’t catch up. It was off the ice, Newfoundland. She might have gone down. Alex dived down with a wood—like a carrot—and plugged it. They found the bottom was all scattered with rust spots, thin like paper. They patched everything in Jacksonville,” he said benevolently, patting me on the back.

Geert went off to his day job illustrating the logbook up in the chart room.



The crew had dropped two of the Zodiacs into the harbor and used the knuckle boom—the central crane—to open the steel doors to the fish hold beneath the deck. The kid with the tree tattoos was tearing around the inner harbor in the smaller Zodiac, but the larger boat wouldn’t start.

A tall, large-boned young woman with black hair down to her waist explained that they had flipped it going into Pitcairn.

Out of the fish hold they were now hoisting the oddest contraption. The thing looked like a Monty Python creation, two parts engine and fan blade, one part rubber dinghy. A hulking man with buzzed gray hair and heavy steel glasses limped around the opening yelling orders in a twangy tenor. He caught his breath.

“What is that?”

“FIB. Flying inflatable boat.”

“It flies?”

The man smiled tolerantly. “It has wings. Thirty-six-foot span—hoh!” The blond pulled back on a lever and the FIB thing dangled. The man squinted at it. “I’m an ultralight pilot. They sent me down to Florida to get familiarized with it. I learned how difficult it is to water-taxi. The hardest part is getting it out of here and on the water.” He talked in a rush and then stopped abruptly. He peered up at the machine. “Theoretically, I should be able to handle bigger seas, and the helicopter can handle a lot more wind. Have to land and take off on the water. When there’s enough wind for me to take off from the deck it’s too windy to fly. I’ll be limited to ten knots. I’ll go up as high as I can. The helicopter can go one direction and I’ll go the other.”

I could not imagine getting the Thing out of its cocoon, and winged, and launched in the rough seas of the Southern Ocean. Much less flying in those winds. There are winds off of Antarctica that sailors call “sudden busters,” gale-force blows that scream out of nowhere, wreak havoc, and vanish just as fast. You would not want to be circling around in the FIB Thing looking for the whalers when one of those kicked up,

“Chris Price,” the pilot said, and held out a ham of a hand. “You can ride with me. That little seat behind the pilot. I’ll hold your reservation.” He grinned as if he was doing me the biggest favor in the world.

“Thanks.”

I turned to go aft and bumped into a short, broad-shouldered, clean-cut guy in his mid-thirties.

“Crazy dude, huh?” he said. “Personally, I wouldn’t use that thing as a stepladder.”

This was the other pilot, of the helicopter, Chris Aultman. Before the trip I had asked Watson how he hoped to avoid the washout of the 2002 campaign. How did he know he would even find the Japanese whaling fleet in all that ocean?

Watson had responded almost cryptically, “Well, we’re working on getting a helicopter.” Now, apparently, they had one, though I hadn’t seen it anywhere.

The “research” area the Japanese planned to hunt in the 2005–2006 season spanned 35°E to 175°E, in an arcing swath from the coast of Antarctica, out to 60°S, some 300 miles off the ice. Approximately 1.4 million square miles. This was an area of ocean bigger than the states of Colorado, New Mexico, Arizona, Utah, Wyoming, Montana, Idaho, Nevada, California, and Washington combined. Imagine that you are in a car in Denver and your job is to find a convoy of a semi-truck and five pickups in all that area. Which way do you go? You have radar, but it is really effective only out to about twenty miles. Your jalopy goes only ten miles an hour and you have only fifty days’ worth of fuel. And something else: there are no more cities or towns left in the entire region. No restaurants, no grocery stores, no garages, not even a place to replace a blown tire or tie-rod. There are half a dozen widely scattered outposts manned by a few disinterested scientists. One more thing: among the provisions you brought with you, there is no meat or cheese or eggs. The Farley Mowat was a vegan ship. You wouldn’t find in her holds even a single preserved fish.

Chris Aultman seemed just as eager as Price to talk about his craft, a little Hughes 300. He was an instructor and commercial pilot out of John Wayne Airport in Orange County. He had seven years’ experience in a helicopter, but he’d never flown off a moving deck before.

We would be picking up the bird in Hobart, Tasmania on the way south. He said, “Due to economic restraints we do not have a mechanic on board. The helicopter just went through an annual mechanical inspection. Everything suspect was replaced. Made as ready as can be. From that point on—if it breaks, the show’s over.”

Of all the jobs on the ship, he had, by far, the most dangerous. Piloting a temperamental whirlybird out of an airport with a hangar and a full maintenance staff is brave enough. Flying off a spray-lashed deck on a corkscrewing boat in the absolute middle of nowhere is another thing altogether. The Farley only went nine or ten knots. If a “contingency” did occur and Aultman had to ditch, say, eighty miles from the ship, it would take eight or nine hours for the ship to even reach his vicinity—if, that is, the crew knew where the hell that was. Aultman said that the chopper had “fixed utility floats,” or pontoons, so the protocol in the event was to stay in the aircraft as long as possible.

Just then a kid stepped up—a beanpole, maybe twenty-one years old, with a black ponytail and a nearsighted squint behind little wire-rimmed glasses. He was Peter Hammarstedt, the second officer, a Swede. He said, “Chris, sorry to interrupt. We’ve got some solid rubber for you. It’s three centimeters.”

The kid left.

“Donated rubber. Unbelievable. That stuff is so expensive.”

“Who donated it?”

“The union guys. A bunch of them were working on top of that apartment building on the east side, up there. They looked down and saw the ship and got curious. We gave them a tour and ever since they’ve got about every trade union in Melbourne supporting us. Unbelievable. They opened their showers up the street. Just dropped off $10,000 worth of welding rod.”

He explained that the rubber was for the helipad. “Pitch is not a problem.” He rocked his hand forward and back. “It’s the roll that’s the problem. Side to side. On the way down here they got forty-degree rolls, if you can imagine. I’m going to plant the helicopter on the deck—no messing around making it pretty.” He slapped his hand down on the rail. “But it takes a second or two for the full weight to get on the skids. If the ship rolls at that moment it will slide. That’s where the rubber will help.” He chewed his lip.

“The Japanese fleet is trying hard not to be found. They have very good listening equipment that gives bearing and distance. They also have very sophisticated radar. I’ve heard people say they have over-the-horizon capability, which is satellite-assisted. They have the technology to make sure they are not found. When Sea Shepherd was down here last time trying to find them, they knew what area of ocean they were in but the Japanese stayed over the horizon.”

If Aultman was forced down on one of his sorties, I wondered how the officers of the Farley would ever find him. “They’ll know where I’m going to be,” he said. “I’ll call them every five minutes with my position. That keeps the search area narrow. If something happens. That’s about a five-square-mile search grid to find me. I’ll also have Epurb on board. If everything shits the bed I turn the Epurb on and that’ll give a search area smaller than my communication grid.” An Epurb is an emergency signal beacon. None of this seemed very comforting. The water temperature down there was thirty to thirty-two degrees.

“Paul knows their killing fields, so to speak. They are thousands of square miles. Which field they’ll be in is anyone’s guess. I don’t know if Paul has an insider somewhere—he’s been petitioning the Australian government to get help with satellite data, but they refuse. They want to help, but not in an official capacity. He’s also put an online reward of $10,000 to anyone that can hack the position of the fleet. The fleet has to talk to a base back home and that data is somewhere.

“I can see a lot of ocean. We’re planning on a four-hour mission right now. At about seventy nautical miles per hour that gives me 280 nautical miles at straight-line distance—out and back or draw a box. Haven’t worked out a search grid. Obviously, the higher you go the farther you can see. If I can get up to 3,000 to 5,000 feet I should be able to see sixty nautical miles on either side of the helicopter. That gives me a 120-nautical-mile path I can see. That’s a lot of ocean.”

But in an area the size of the American West, it was a hairbreadth.

Chris was an ex-marine, a Southern California kid who liked to surf the breaks north of San Diego; he was clean-cut, and he worked every day in an olive-drab flight suit, and carried a clipboard and an ops manual. He had taken two months off work, left his wife in Long Beach, and volunteered to risk his life along with a bunch of vegans.

“You must love whales,” I said.

“They shouldn’t be killing them. It’s wrong and they shouldn’t be doing it.”



There was plenty of action on deck. Two of the hands were taking turns jumping into a garbage pail barefoot and marching in step. Some good Samaritan had donated a heap of ripe grapes. “We are making ze wine for ze New Year party!” one announced with glee. Note to self: drink no homemade wine on the Farley Mowat. Other crew members had gotten the FIB Thing out and into the water and Price was tearing up and down the inner harbor, albeit without wings. A woman and a guy were trying to start the center Zodiac. Red Dreads was doing slow doughnuts in one of the purple Jet Skis. It died and he hand-paddled it back to the rope ladder.

“Our armada’s not looking too good,” he called up. I asked the big-boned woman what was wrong with the Jet Ski. She had large Roma eyes. “Wrecked it going into Henderson Island. Got caught in a wave.”

She smiled and held out a hand tattooed with a leaf. “Inde,” she said. “That’s my forest name. My normal name is Julie.”

She said that she and Red Dreads, whose forest name was Gedden, aka Jon, did a lot of forest actions with Earthfirst! Mostly they set up tree sits, to protect areas of forest slated for logging. Last winter she had sat in a Douglas fir for six weeks.

“On a branch?”

She laughed and her face lit up. “On a platform suspended from ropes. I lead a lot of all-women workshops, teaching how to make safe sits, how to maintain them.”

“How do you get the first rope up there?”

“Bow and arrow.”









4

The Good Captain




I saw Watson ambling down the dock carrying two shopping bags. He was wearing the same khaki belted jacket I had seen him wearing when I first met him. The same shaggy gray hair and beard.

He looked jovial, like a man about to embark on a great vacation. In fact, he was about to go do what he loved most in the world—set off on the high seas with a committed crew to intervene in what he deemed illegal exploitation of marine species. Coming into Melbourne two weeks before, the port control had radioed to ask Watson what class of vessel the Farley Mowat was. “Yacht,” he’d replied. Vessel class is a serious matter: merchant ships incur much higher port costs, from pilot to dock fees, and—perhaps more important—they require officer and security certifications that would be impossible for a craft like the Farley to obtain. Later, as the pilot brought the ship into the inner harbor, port control said, “That is a pleasure craft?” “Why, sure,” Watson said. “We enforce international conservation law. I take great pleasure in it.” If a harbormaster gave him a hard time, he pointed out that he carried no cargo or paid passengers. “Tiger Woods’s yacht is bigger than we are, and carries more crew,” he would say.

He stopped to talk to a reporter for a couple of minutes, and then went up the gangplank without casting more than a glance at the hubbub on the deck. He’d learned long ago to leave the details to his crew. I followed him to the bridge. On the way, I bumped into the volleyball team. The players were finishing up their long tour. Half of them seemed ready to enlist.

“What is that?” one girl asked, pointing up to an oddly shaped fixture wrapped and tied in canvas like a deck gun.

“That,” said the guide proudly, “is a catapult. We fill it with rotten garbage. It has about a 100-foot range.” The girls looked concerned. “It’s all organic,” he added quickly.

On the bridge, Watson was leaning out one of the small sliding windows conversing with his first mate, the skinny guy on the dock. The bridge was all business: a narrow, wood-lined control room that stretched from one side of the superstructure to the other. A band of thick Plexiglas windows wrapped the cabin. In front of the high captain’s chair on the starboard side was an inset revolving pane, which allowed visibility in a lashing storm. At the captain’s left hand, side-mounted, was a chrome lever that controlled the ship’s speed. Sophisticated electronics were arrayed all across the forward bulkhead under the windows: three radar systems, Global Positioning System (GPS) screens, three radios with mics mounted to the ceiling or deck head, gyrocompass with electronic autopilot, a handheld electric control on the end of a thick cord with thumb-button rudder controls. Against the aft bulkhead, or back wall, was a single traditional brass spoked wheel for manual control of the rudder should hydraulics fail. Also, a little pedestal and a curious shelf.

On the pedestal was a green bronze bust of Poseidon. Above it, under a glass bell jar, was a small carved wooden figure of a winged demon, maybe four inches high; he was horned and roaring, very weathered, but ferocious withal. A little “Tibet” sticker marked the wall above him. Beside the demon was a fat plastic Buddha with the word “Lulo” scrawled in magic marker on his base.

“That’s our religious corner,” Watson said. “The wooden figure is the Hayagriva, ‘the compassionate aspect of Buddha’s wrath.’ Back in 1986 I had a Tibetan monk come on the ship; he said, ‘I have been asked to give this to you.’ I said ‘What is it?’ ‘I don’t know.’ I lashed it on the mast. It was there for many years. In 1989 I met the Dalai Lama and he told me he had sent it. He said it was a Hayagriva. The Tibetan scholar Robert Thurman explained: he said you never want to hurt anybody but sometimes you’ve got to scare the hell out of them.”

About the plastic Buddha he said, “Marc the welder put it there. Lulo means ‘Little Pecker.’ That’s our little pecker God.”

“And that?” I pointed to the left of the Hayagriva.

“That’s just a rubber duck.”

He nodded out the window. As we watched, another pickup and a car pulled up with more donated food and supplies. A skinny girl in a very short summer dress got out. She was barefoot. She lit a cigarette and began unloading big plastic bags of homemade granola and bushels of potatoes and turnips. Then a one-ton truck with eighteen drums of engine lube oil backed up to the ship.

“This has been a very good city in terms of support,” he said. “The union guys have been amazing. You say you need steel and half an hour later there’s plates everywhere.” He turned. “A couple of DC motors to fix,” he said, “and we can leave. One’s for cleaning the oil, the other’s for starting the engine. Trouble with this ship is the outdated DC systems which no one knows anything about. Turns out the only people who know anything are in Melbourne.”

He tossed his head to get a thick shock of gray hair out of his eyes. “Find your cabin OK? It’s a bit Spartan around here.” I thought my cabin was deluxe. It had a desk, a sink, a full-size bunk, a closet the size of a school locker, and a glow-in-the-dark poster of the southern constellations taped to the ceiling. I’d half expected something from Master and Commander—a hammock slung among a score of others in a crowded ’tween decks.

But if Watson was concerned about how I’d like my accommodations, I understood. According to him one of the only other magazine journalists who had ever signed up for a Sea Shepherd campaign was in the late 1980s. After being shown to his own private cabin the young man had come back on deck and accosted Watson. “This is shit,” he said. “I can’t sleep there.” Watson had given him the nicest cabin aside from his own and the first mate’s. “You’ll have to. It’s all we’ve got.” “Well, I won’t!” The writer looked around at the ship, which was probably in the same state of chaos as the Farley was today, and said, “This whole ship is shit.” Watson told the writer that he was shit and ordered him off the boat.

Media relations were a preoccupation with Watson. He’d written a chapter on it in his book Earthforce! An Earth Warrior’s Guide to Strategy. He recognized that the only way for an environmental movement to accomplish anything was to get the word out. Ramming one illegal Taiwanese drift netter wasn’t going to save the 300,000 whales and dolphins killed in those nets worldwide every year; or halt the 7 million to 20 million tons of “bycatch” thrown overboard—animals obscenely killed and wasted—by long-liners and trawlers and other fishing boats. Nor would sinking eight whalers stop whaling. But the international attention focused on the issue by the dramatic action of a group like Watson’s might bring international pressure to bear. “If you have an action and no one covers it, it didn’t happen.”

He’d used the strategy masterfully in stopping the slaughter of baby harp seals on the ice of Newfoundland in 1984. Watson had staged several confrontations with sealers that drew media attention. And then he’d brought Brigitte Bardot onto the ice for her famous picture with the baby seal. The starlet on the cold snow holding the defenseless fuzzy white pup, and the pup’s huge, trusting, liquid black eyes had iced it. An outcry ensued and sealing was shut down for ten years. But it came back with a vengeance. Every year since 1994 the Canadians have been killing up to 350,000 young seals annually, and almost every year Watson is there on the ice with his ship to try to intervene. It frustrated Watson that most people knew nothing about it. For years, the press seemed no longer interested. The recent advocacy of Paul McCartney was just beginning to renew public interest.

In Watson’s book, in the chapter on “Preparations” the section headed “Deception” read like a credo. It was basically Watson’s MO.


All Confrontation is based on deception. This is called the strategy of tactical paradox.

When you are able to attack, you must seem unable.

When you are active, you should appear inactive.

When you are near, you should have the enemy believe you are far. And when far, near.

Bait the enemy.

Pretend to be disorganized, then strike.

If the enemy is secure, then be prepared.

If the enemy be of superior strength, then evade.

If your opponent has a weakness of temper, then strive to irritate.

Make a pretense of being weak and cultivate your opponent’s arrogance.

If your opponent is at ease, then ensure that they are given no rest.

If the forces of your opponent are united, then seek to divide them.

Attack when the enemy is unprepared.

Appear when you are not expected.

The leader who wins makes careful plans.



This section was immediately followed by one called simply, “Preparation for Death.” “The Earth Warrior, like all warriors, must be prepared for death. Live each day fully as if it were your last…. Hoka hey—Lakota meaning: ‘It’s a good day to die.’”

A little farther on were the lines: “The nature of a government attack can be determined by your own strategy. If you utilize covert or illegal tactics, you can expect any direct or indirect strategies from government forces including your own assassination.”

All this seemed a bit grandiose. A romantic hodgepodge, ancient wisdom of the East meets Crazy Horse meets the paranoia of a Trotskyite cell. Watson, after all, was not marshaling an army to attack the Tokugawa shogunate or occupy the Russian White House. But then he had used many of these very tactics to pull off, for instance, the complete blockade of the Canadian sealing fleet at the harbor entrance to the port of St. John’s in Newfoundland in 1983. He had faced down the Soviet Union’s navy, and had made one of the very few known unauthorized incursions onto Soviet soil along the Siberian coast without being molested. That was serious business.

Was he being paranoid about government attack and assassination? Greenpeace, during its campaign against nuclear testing by France in the South Pacific in 1985, had been infiltrated by a sexy French agent who supplied intel to a team of French commandos. On July 10 they blew up the Greenpeace ship Rainbow Warrior in Auckland harbor, killing a Dutch photographer. Sea Shepherd had been infiltrated by a slew of informers including an FBI agent who worked as an engineer, and an agent of the Canadian Surveillance and Intelligence Service. Of the FBI informer Watson said, “He did a pretty good job. If the FBI wants to pay people to work in our engine room that’s fine with me.”

The volleyball guide stepped onto the bridge with a heavy woman in a business suit.

“Captain? This woman would like to give you something.”

The businesswoman stepped up, unsure how close she should get. She looked as though she’d just found herself in a cage with a tiger. “I’m a Melbourne woman,” she said. “I’ve heard that you quite like a tipple, so I’ve got this.” She held out a bottle of Johnnie Walker Red and I could see her plump hand shaking. “And this flask. Can you use it?” Watson took the gifts and said thank you without registering any emotion. There was an awkward moment, and the woman said, “All the best for the trip,” and fled. Watson was absolutely incapable of making small talk.

I asked Watson, with so much at stake for the Japanese, and with so many visitors coming and going on his ship, if he ever worried about the kind of sabotage that took place on the Rainbow Warrior.

Watson looked out the bridge windows at the deck hands trying to get the second Jet Ski started. They weren’t having much luck. “Greenpeace is so big today because of the Rainbow Warrior sinking. That kind of thing would backfire on them.”

“You said in one of your books that you thought you’d meet your end at the hands of an assassin. Do you still think you’re going to die by the sword?”

“Oh, I don’t know. It doesn’t matter anyway. Better than dying of some debilitating disease.” He swiveled around. “You know why Doc Holliday was such a great gunfighter?” I shook my head. “Because he had tuberculosis. He left Chicago and went west to die as a gun-fighter. He always had that edge. That was why he was better. The other guys always had that moment of hesitation.” Watson chuckled. “And then he died in bed of tuberculosis.”

Doc Holliday didn’t go into a fight, though, with forty-three other people on his shoulders.

“Captain,” I said, “how do you plan on finding the Japanese fleet?”

He glanced at me sideways and shifted gears smoothly. “No guarantees, of course, but I think we have a very good chance. I’ll show you.” He swung his feet onto the deck and led me through the doorway into the chart room just aft of the bridge. On the port side was a chart table, atop a cabinet of wide, heavy wooden drawers with brass handles that held charts of all the world’s oceans. A small-scale chart of the whole of Antarctica and the Southern Ocean lay spread on the table, the white continent a ragged disk of ice with a tail of peninsula gesturing toward Cape Horn. A pencil and a parallel ruler lay on the chart.

“There are certain sectors they’re operating in. I’m pretty confident this time. They’ve got to be 100 to 120 miles off the ice pack. That’s where the whales are. This time of year the krill blooms are along the edge of the ice pack, and the whales are after the krill.”

“The minkes, fins, and humpbacks are all baleen whales?”

“Yeah, but we call them piked whales; we don’t call them minke whales. We try to get around naming whales after their killer. No matter what person you name them after, it’s an insult. The right whale was named the ‘right whale to kill.’ Cachelot meant catch a lot.”

He leaned over the chart.

“Here is Area 3. You’re really looking at a corridor here. Bring the ship down the corridor and then you have aerial surveillance.” He swept two fingers in an arc along the coast between Commonwealth Bay and the Shackleton Ice Shelf. “Greenpeace is heading from here, south of South Africa, where they’re supposed to be. They’re going to areas 2 and 3. That’s where the Japanese are supposed to survey for their ‘research.’ But we got word that three days ago they were spotted off the Kermadec Islands, which means most likely they’re going here.” He moved his fingers much farther east, almost to the ice-filled indentation of the Ross Ice Shelf. “Which makes sense, because they want to avoid a confrontation with Greenpeace and us. So we’re looking at an area between about 160 degrees east to 110 degrees east. From Hobart it’s about six days to the Virik Bank. We should be there before Greenpeace.”

“So the helicopter is your most important asset in this regard.”

“Well, we’ve also got the stations down here, the French and Australian, on the lookout, plus the supply planes will help out. Senator Lynn Allison is going to bring up a motion in the Australian senate to help us out with intel.”

“And if you find them, they just run away; they are so much faster.”

“Well, you have to catch them when they’re transferring whales to the factory ship. They have to slow down to a speed of five or six knots.”



I walked up the hill into the warm bustle of downtown Melbourne.

The quixotic nature of the whole enterprise was becoming painfully clear. I sat at an outdoor café and made a list.

One, the Farley Mowat was on her last legs.

Two, the crew were very brave or nuts. Half of them had never been to sea. The pilot of the FIB Thing was not a FIB Thing pilot, but a hang-glider. The chopper pilot was competent but had never flown off a moving deck; nor had he flown a Hughes 300. Watson was taking this old hulk to hunt down and intervene against the Japanese. These are the guys who charged the Nagashino castle with swords because they felt guns were dishonorable, who drank a last toast to the emperor before climbing into a Zero with just enough gas to get to Halsey’s fleet. Their factory ship the Nisshin Maru was ten times larger than the Farley Mowat and could go 50 percent faster. The Nisshin Maru also had five other, even faster ships in escort.

Three, “Aggression on the high seas,” as a thirty-year navy veteran had recently informed me, “is grounds for immediate and deadly retaliation.”

Four, the odds of finding the fleet were low.

Five, the entire world was against Watson. Even if only through inaction. The Japanese were taking endangered whales out of an internationally established whale sanctuary in antarctic territory claimed by Australia, and Australia did nothing. Nobody else did anything either. Watson was vastly outnumbered.

Six, nobody on the ship gave a damn about odds or allies or anything else but stopping the whalers from killing.

The killing of a whale by the most modern methods is cruel beyond description. An exploding harpoon meant to kill quickly rarely does more than rupture the whale’s organs. It thrashes, and gushes blood and begins to drown in its own hemorrhage. It is winched to the side of the kill ship and a probe is jabbed into it and thousands of volts of electricity are run through in an attempt to kill it faster. The whale screams and cries and thrashes. Often, if it is a mother, her calf swims wildly around her, doomed to its own slow death later on. Again, the electricity fails to kill the whale, and it normally takes fifteen to twenty minutes of this torture for the whale to drown and die. Whatever one thinks of whales’ high intelligence, the advanced social structures, the obvious emotions and the still mysterious ability to communicate over long distances, this method of slaughter would not be allowed as standard practice in any slaughterhouse in the world.

For the crew of the Farley Mowat that was enough.

I thought that Watson was the Anti-Ahab, hunting the ship that hunted the whale. Whereas Moby-Dick, the white whale, represented Wild Nature that could not be contained and destroyed—maybe the wild, uncontainable nature in all of us that connects us to other creatures and to the earth—so the mammoth black Nisshin Maru was his negative. It was the great, steel juggernaut of civilization, of industry, that was rolling over nature and destroying her. In Melville’s day Nature could not be destroyed. In our day she can. The black Nisshin and all this vessel symbolizes would succeed in crushing that wildness. Just as the White Whale was in the end indomitable, so now was the factory ship. But Watson, like Ahab, would chase it to the ends of the earth and dash himself against it. His was an archaic mission. Nobody did this kind of thing anymore.

Ahab’s old Pequod and the Farley Mowat were both idiosyncratic boats of long service, at the end of their days. To ship on them as a crew member was a certain act of faith. Each ship had an international crew from every stratum of society that had shipped together for one purpose. Literary critics liked to talk of the Pequod as a floating microcosm of democracy, a satellite America living up to its ideals of equality at a time when the country was floundering in slavery and a nascent industrialism that was nearly feudal in the concentration of wealth and the brutality of its exploitation. The Pequod was a true meritocracy where the aristocrats of the crew, with the largest shares in the profits, were the three harpooneers—an African, a Native American, and a tattooed South Sea Islander. So the Farley could be seen as a microcosm of the best of Globalism—a truly new world order in which daunting pan-national problems such as the deterioration of the biosphere demanded pan-national solutions in which national borders were erased. To tackle climate change, habitat destruction, overpopulation, and mass extinctions, we would surely have to pitch in together as a species and stop thinking foremost about national interest. So with the Farley and her single-minded crew of Australians, Canadians, French, New Zealanders, Germans, Swedes, Americans, Brazilians, and Dutch.



I missed my first dinner on the ship. Meals, I was told, were served at 0800, noon and 1800 (six p.m.). I found Geert outside and he offered to show me the union shower facilities. We walked up the wharf chatting like old friends about the day. On the front of his T-shirt was a buxom beauty cupping her breasts and underneath: “Scientific whaling? Right. And these are real.”

“Did you do that?”

“Yah, see, that’s my trademark. ‘Whale Weirdo.’”

We got to the showers, a mobile shed fenced off in an underground parking garage across the street from a high-rise under construction. When Geert took off his shirt I saw that his whole back was tattooed with a sea turtle, and that within its form were other designs, Polynesian and Inuit motifs all having to do with the sea. His upper arms were covered with tribal tattoos, as were his legs. Just like Queequeg in Moby-Dick. Over dinner later Geert shared some of his thoughts about the Vipassana Buddhism that he practiced. It was imperative to him to do no harm to anything. That was the first precept. But he was also an expert in kung fu. Buddhist biker vegan black belt children’s illustrator eco-pirate.

At the ship, Watson was hanging out with the crew. A semicircle of Shepherds sat on the dock on overturned crates or in folding chairs, and drank beer in the breezy summer warmth. For many of them this was the first real port of call since an arduous crossing of the South Pacific. Watson stood on the main deck of his ship and leaned against the rail and told jokes. He told the one about the man hunting the bear who forces him to have sex. He told about the duck coming into the bar. He told blond jokes, feminist jokes, Irish jokes, jokes about rabbis and priests and Jesus. If it was politically incorrect he told it.

In a rare silence, someone asked if Greenpeace had encountered the Japanese.

“Not yet. Not according to their website. The crew blog today said it was really difficult making banners in the heavy seas with the seventy-degree rolls. Yeah, right.” He shook his head. “I’ve been asking them for months if we can cooperate. With their speed, their ability to locate and keep up with the fleet, and our intervention we could be twice as effective. They won’t tell us where their ships are. I’ve e-mailed John Bowler, the head of their Oceans Campaign; and Shane Rattenbury, who is on the Esperanza, leading the expedition—either they don’t respond, or they’re superior and snotty. ‘Sea Shepherd does not meet our threshold of nonviolence.’ We’ve never injured or killed anyone. Not on our crew, not anyone. They can’t say that. What I want to know is, how is damaging property used in illegal activities violent?” He tipped his head back and looked out from under his bangs. He was getting warmed up.

“They’ve never forgiven me for calling them the Avon ladies of the environmental movement. They called me an ecoterrorist. I tried to shrug it off. I was referring to their armies of door-to-door fundraisers.”

“They don’t believe in the destruction of property,” said Alex, the first mate. He shared a crate with the young blond who had been giving orders all day on the deck. Her name was Kalifi.

“What will they do if they encounter the whalers first?”

“Take pictures. That’s all they ever do.” Watson drained a can of Foster’s and crushed it in his bear paw. “If they were really interested in stopping the whaling they’d work with us. They come down here, take a lot of pictures of whales being slaughtered, and use them to raise a pile of money. They don’t stop a single whale getting killed.” Watson was almost soft-spoken in the telling, but the heat of his anger radiated from him the way it does from a desert rock at night.

A taxi pulled up. A kid with reddish gelled hair got out. Freckles. A thin, twisted mouth. Tired circles under his eyes. He sauntered up to the ship. You could see he was a scrapper. “Captain,” he nodded.

“How’d it go?” asked Gedden. “You have that winning glow.”

“Up 300. Justin and Joel are still at the table. I think Justin’s up about 800.” His name was Jeff Watkins. He had a New York accent. They’d been on the ship a week and every night after dinner he and his two buddies from Syracuse—Justin Pellingra and Joel Capolongo, the “J. crew”—hit the casino in Melbourne and preyed on the tourists at the Texas hold ’em tables. Back home they were committed animal rights activists and professional gamblers who made a good portion of their income playing poker at the Indian casino. They had joined the ship as a squad.

I asked Jeff how he got hooked up with Sea Shepherd.

Jeff stuck his hands in his pockets, took a deep breath and looked us over. “My friend died last month. Twenty-five. Complained of a headache one day—had a tumor about to burst. That was a hard one.” Jeff had the most transparent milky skin. His eyes were wet. The way he stood with his hands shoved in his jeans, he looked like a lost kid. “Me and my wife lost our baby, four months’ pregnant. I was like, fuck it. I saw that the Shepherds were going out, said I’m going. My two best friends were signed up so I decided to come, too.”

Sea Shepherd equals Foreign Legion.

“You ever do anything like this before?” I asked.

“I spent my twenty-first birthday in the hole in lockdown. For destroying a fur coat. A lady just happened to be wearing it when I did it.”

I went to bed. I tumbled down the steep steps and pulled the curtain on my snug cabin. I lay down under the musty flannel sleeping bag I had found in a storage closet. I tried to open the porthole, but it was bolted closed. I lay in the close dark and looked up at the glow-in-the-dark poster of the southern constellations taped to the deck head. Somewhere deep in the ship a generator was running.

Somewhere far to the south and west of us the monstrous black Nisshin Maru was entering a world of ice, slipping its steel bulk through the drifting icebergs, scattering its catcher and spotter ships to look for prey. They must be very close by now.

From Africa the two Greenpeace ships were sailing east, limited in speed by the slower of the two boats, the Arctic Sunrise, an ungainly former sealer with an almost flat bottom that wouldn’t go much faster than the Farley. It sounded as if they were encountering some big seas and rough going. Soon the Farley would be pounding south as well, as fast as she could. No love lost between the three groups.

Nine ships tugged to the bottom of the world by herds of warm-blooded creatures that slipped through the same ice and breathed the same air, that spoke to each other in songs we could not decipher—who must have known, after decades of being hunted, that their season was come.

I think it’s safe to say that the whales did not want to be found by their hunters. The Japanese did not want to be found by Greenpeace or Sea Shepherd. Greenpeace evidently did not want to be found by the Farley. The Farley, which could match no one’s speed, would not want to be seen, would want to sneak up on her prey and catch it unawares. Everybody, in some way, was running and hiding. Their agendas, however, were written bold in the media and in their own releases. I knew that Greenpeace was doing a good thing, exposing the sham of “scientific” whaling, and not endangering any lives. Sea Shepherd I wasn’t so sure about. Watson was an unknown quantity, and his tactics at times were scary. It seemed a miracle that no one had been killed in any of his actions. I thought as I lay there that Watson would need more than a Little Pecker god and a wooden demon, no matter how ferocious or compassionate, to catch the Japanese. I looked up at the glowing constellations on my poster. The stars were the greenish color of ships on radar. Thousands of them. They swirled and coalesced and none of them looked familiar.



In 1979, after a yearlong hunt, Watson had found the pirate whaler Sierra in the waters off Portugal. The whaler was the worst offender in a dirty business. Barred from ports around the world for violating international conventions on whaling and endangered species, and for not paying bills for fuel and provisions, it roved over the globe taking every whale it came across. It had changed its name and flag numerous times in ten years. It was manned by a crew of alleged criminals: numerous countries had issued warrants for their arrest. It often came into port at night, and left in the dark before morning. It sold the meat to Japan. By Watson’s estimate, in a decade of poaching whales it had been responsible for the slaughter of 25,000 animals, endangered and unendangered alike. When Watson caught the ship he rammed it at full speed and tore open the hull to the waterline. The next year, after $1 million in uninsured repairs, two unnamed operatives sank it at dockside using limpet mines.

No more whales would be killed by the Sierra. Watson got a taste for the immediate, undeniable results of direct “enforcement.” He and Sea Shepherd moved on to the Astrid, another pirate whaler operating in the Atlantic. They put out a $25,000 dollar reward for its sinking. The ship was sold out of whaling, as the owners felt they could no longer trust the crew. In 1986, Watson commissioned two men to sink two Icelandic whalers in Reykjavík harbor. What did he mean when he told the Australian press he wasn’t going to ram the Japanese, but he was going to stop them? That’s what he did: in port he sank ships, scuttled them, or blew them open; on the high seas he rammed.

Live by the sword, die by the sword. When I woke up the next morning, disoriented in the close dark, I found myself in my clothes and remembered: ship rules required all crew members to sleep in their clothes, even in port, as it can take only forty-five seconds for a ship to sink, and those extra seconds getting dressed could cost you your life. I thought again about the Rainbow Warrior, and the risk of being sabotaged in port, and what a close, dark tomb would be my berth beneath decks.





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 

   
    
		 
    
  
     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
		 
    

     
		 
		 
    

     
         
             
             
             
             
             
             
        
    

  

   
     
  





OEBPS/Images/colophon.jpg





OEBPS/Images/logo.jpg





OEBPS/Images/page13.jpg
L
oy






OEBPS/Images/page12.jpg
b e ——
/ @
@ ;’;..'7’;;’..““""""

prrerare

AvsTRALIA @ T

[y
b

b @

O

[ERsrsuT——

I / t






OEBPS/Images/MSRCover.jpg
THE

WHALE
WARRIORS

The Battle at the Bottom of the World to
Save the Planet’s Largest Mammals

PETER HELLER

Free Press
NewYork London Toronto Sydney





