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Montanas Fjord, Patagonia, Chile – I am tired, wet, and hungry, but really happy.  I am seated in a motor launch with perhaps 35 fellow adventure-seekers.  We are headed back to our home for the past three days, Motor Vessel Skorpios III, a 90-passenger cruise ship based out of Puerto Natales here in Chilean Patagonia.  We have sailed far north in Fiordo de las Montanas (in English, Fjord of the Mountains).  Our goal is to see four glaciers, all of which are in transit down the Samiento Mountains on their inevitable path to the sea.  This fyord is but a pit stop for the water which collected eons ago as snow on the peaks and valleys of these majestic mountains in what is called the glacier’s "accumulation zone."  After being compressed into  ice by its own weight these hydrogen and oxygen molecules become an effective, and unstoppable force to gouge out and remove all in its path down the mountain side.  This process is called plucking.  Once the ice inevitably reaches the end of its downward path, portions of it break off at the foot (or terminal) of the fjord, or melts in crevices during its transit into rushing streams.  No matter the cause, the water will eventually become part of the Pacific Ocean.  Where its next journey will take it is unclear.  Some could evaporate to become clouds, some could find currents to transport it to other oceans, and some could remain in the Pacific for centuries.
Earlier today, after viewing the first two glaciers from the decks of Skorpios, we boarded two of its motor launches to ride through shallow water near the face of Alsina Glacier.  Using our vantage point from these small boats we were able to closely approach the towering face of the glacier while observing it calving relatively small chunks of ice into the sea in front of us.  Nearly constant cracking sounds are emitting from the glacier, as if it is straining mightily to finally rid itself of this mass which it has lugged during the long journey to the sea.  These calves are not the huge variety which we had seen crashing into the seas from other glaciers, but smaller ones which are not threatening to us as we pass nearby.   
What is interesting is the color of these chunks.   As opposed to the glacier itself, which has a dirty, gray coloration due to imbedded rock and sand, several of these new, small icebergs are a transparent light blue because the lower energy red wavelengths have been absorbed by the ice.  In contrast, the water into which these icebergs fall is a milky gray in color because it is infused with the minerals and microscopic particles of rock (called rock flour) which the glacier has generated during its long journey.
After this 45 minute excursion we returned to Skorpios to chug as her diesel engine took us even further into Montanas Fjord.  Around noon we again boarded one of its small boats for a short ride to shore.  Here we disembarked for a hike through thick vegetation and over wooden planks next to a small lagoon formed by our destination, Bernal Glacier.   We walked over undulating terrain for nearly a half mile until we found ourselves up close and personal with this towering glacier.   It is also slow moving, with only minor calving, so much so that a large family of ducks is comfortably lounging in an ice cavity directly at the base of the glacier.  They seem somewhat annoyed by this human intrusion into their world, while obviously understanding that there is no way for us to seriously threaten their safety.  This glacier, at the moment, is melting more than spawning icebergs, so there are steady streams of water flowing from various locations along its front.  The ducks appear to be very happy with this arrangement. 
A light rain starts to fall just before we all seem to reach our own self-imposed quota of photos of this particular area.  We have seen so many glaciers, waterfalls, and spectacular scenery here in the ice fields of southern Chile that our current awe has been slightly diminished.  Nonetheless, as we head back on the trek to our small boat, all of us frequently turn around to gulp down one last look (and more photos) of both Bernal and the majesty of the entire fjord.
By the time we reach the launch to take us back to Skorpios, we are rather soaked, rather cold, and definitely eager for lunch.  But even if I were to lose my cameras (one digital and one iPhone), I have imprinted this morning and the wonders of Montanas Fyord in my mind.  That will not be lost!
I thought you might like to know.
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