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Cubans nab them,

Cristobal Panama was our next

planned port of eall, Just under 1,000

tailes southwest it was our most am-

bltious passage to date.

‘The sailing directlons describe the

run to Panama as “a passage in
which bolsterous condltions can be
predleted with near certainty during
the months of
and March."

January, February
‘The flrst two days were short hops

to Long Istand and then to Acklins
Island. At both Islands we were able
to anchor for the night. Or Jan. 7, we
salled out of Jamalea Bay, Acklins
Island with 870 milles of “bolsterous”
salling ahead of us,

Our path would take us due south
130 milles to the Windward Passage

between Hispaniolo and Cuba, then

. suuthwest direct to Panama., When
we left Acklins we were well provl-
sloned for the elght-day sail, but had
no ldea of what was to come.

Immedlately after rounding Cas-

tle Island we were treated to our
first taste of the bolsterous condl-
tlons. Keema burled her starboard
rail and started to beat her way
through the 10- to 12-foot seas that
would be normal for the majority of
the passage.

With winds of 30 knots our main
problem was keeplng her under con-
trol. A double reef kn the main and a

storm [ib was all we needed to keep

up maximum speed. It was not com-
fortable but we were making great
time, once agaln peanul bulter and

Jelly sandwiches would be the main

fare.

As we raced south one problem
The trade
winds were more southerly than
casterly, and we were having a diffi-
cult time holding our course of 172
degrees. Normally on a long passage
a few degrees of varlance rarely

. presents a problem, adjustments can

be made on subsequent days. Howev
er, while salling through the Wind-
ward Passage unfrlendly shores are
lurking on either side. We had no de-
slre to stop in either Haltl or Cuba.
Through the day and night 1 made
cvery cffort to keep Keema on
course and safely away from Cuban
waters,

Unfortunately, the sca gods don't
always cooperate, and that night
several violent squalls pushed us far-
ther west.

Too close to
Cuba

The morning of Jan. 8 dawned
clear and gorgeous; Keema was
making good time, a couple of flying
fish were in the cockpit and Cuba
was looming proudly elght miles to
the west, Qur problem was we were
lcgally obligated to stay 12 miles
offshore to remain in international
waters. I wasn't overly concerned,
Cuba’s southeastern tip Is sparsely
populated, and if we kept our course
and speed we could save a few miles
and regain international waters by
mid-afternoon. Once again the
weather let me down, the only time
In the entire passage to Panama that
the wind died was that morning, 1
decided to motor until we were out
of Cuban waters or untl] the winds
rcl[l;“med‘

ring the morning we slipped b;
Cabo Malsl and saw few signs of ac’:
tivity. One flshing boat did pass us
but the crew seemed indlfferent to
our presence. However, that after-
noon afler we had rounded the point
and were quite close to belng In in-
ternational waters again I spotted a
patrol boat, coming toward us,

Betsy and I were playing cribbage
when I saw the boat and told her. At
flrst she thought I was kidding, but
qulckly realized that I was quite se-
rlous, We put away the cards and
walted.

1t only took a few minutes before
Cuban Patrol Boat No. 585 was cir-
cling us. I smiled, gave my best ca-
sual friendly American wave, but
saw no smiles {n return. The captaln
started asking questions over his
loudspeaker, the only problem was
we don't speak Spanish and appar-
catly they didn't speak English, T un.
derstood stop! I dropped sails put the
engine in neutral and walted. The
time was 3:34 p.m. There were elght
men aboard No. 585, none in uniform
and all inspecting us closely.

We dld our best to explain that we

“but it’s no cigar

were cn roule to Papama, Alter
much dlscussien among themselves
they motioned for us to follow them.
We tried to play dumb and pointed
south toward Panama. They made it
quite clear we were going to make
an escorted visit to Cuba,

Betsy and I looked at each other.
“Is this really happening to us,” we
wondered. We had actually kidded
about such an encounter a few days
before, but it didn’t seem the least
bit humorous now. We p: to
follow the patrol boat. They would
run about a mile or so ahead, stop
and walt for us to catch up and then
repeat the process,

At flrst we assumed their base
would be quite close but darkness set
in, and they made no moves toward
shores. We had been following for
more than four hours, the entire
time contemplating what they were
going to do to us, The Soviets had
shat down a Korcan airliner for the
cqulvalent air violation. Would we
be arrested, our boat impounded?
We'd heard stories of corrupt eap-
talns robbing pleasure boats, then
sinking ship a2nd crew. Our hidden
shotgun would be no match for the
heavily armed patrol boat. We con-
tinued to follow as our anxlety
helghtened,

Under tow

At about 8:10 p.m. we spotted the
lights of anather boat, and it became
apparent that we were golng to a
rendezvous. The boat was a Cuban
{lshing trawler. The patrol boat halt-
ed and now all three boats were idl.
ing In the darkness. After much con-
versation between the two Cuban
boats, they both turned spotlights on
us. We had no idea why they nceded
another boat and, of course, our im-
aglnations were leaplng wildly
toward the worst-case scenario. I
was mentally admonlshing myselt
for allowing us to be in this situation.
Once again the captain of the patrol
boat started speaking to us.

They wanted us to take a line from
the trawler, we were to be towed, At
this polnt we were both very mer-
vaus, I told Betsy to get on the radio
and try to contact the US. Naval
Base at Guantanamo. I wanted
someane to know our situation.

While Betsy sent out a mayday, 1
tried to stall and avold the two
boats. Twelve Cubans were shouting
in Spanish, gesturing with their
ropes and trying to maneuver their
steel boats in close enough to snag
Keema's fiberglass body, When it be-
came obvious they were losing pa-
tience with me I accepted the tow
line, secured it to our bow and re-
signed to being towed,

Our little convoy took off at 9
knots, Keema was stralning as she
was towed well past hull speed. I
was expecting the cleats to be rip)
right out of her bow, but she held,

A total feeling of helplessness en-
Zulfed us as we realized we were to-
tally at thelr mercy,

Alter about 30 minutes the patrol
“sat pulled ahead of us and disap-

peared into the darkness, Betsy was «

down below still trying to contact
the U.S, base, and I was thinking of
ways to cscape. As foollsh as it
seems {n retrospect I thought we had
a chance against the trawler il we
made a break. I crawled up to the
bow and signalled to the trawler to
slow down feigning & problem with
the cleats. When they slowed and the
tow line went slack I uncleated it
and pltched it over and started our
race to escape.

Nautical tag

‘When I told Betsy what I had done
her months of tan left her face and a
terrified look took its place.

We killed our lights, took down our
radar reflector and headed south at
full speed. For.the next 45 minutes
we engaged (n a deadly game of nau-
Ucal tag. We were not fast enough to
clearly get away, but thoy were not
nimble enough to us. Every.

time they would pull alongside of u; N

screaming and trying to cut us off, I
would make a looping circle behlnd
them and continue south. We
couldn't shake ihem, but they

couldn't stop us, My plan was to ex.
this stal Into

PAUL MARTH

Things were a bit scary for Betsy Marti (pictured here) and her husband, Paul Martl, when they became Involved in a chase

with a Cuban patrol boat off the shores of Cuba,

would give up and let us go, Unfor-
tunately it was not to be, I soon saw
what 1 dreaded, the return of the pa-
trol boat. There was no cholce now. I
aniled, took the tow rope again and
sat back, The convoy proceeded back
toward Cuba; this time the patrol
boat stayed with us.

After two more hours we ap-
proached the entrance lights to a
harbor. Once inslde I could see sev-
eral more patrol boats, a few fishing
boats and a crowd of people milling
around the docks,

We were ordercd to tle up to a
docked fishing boat, and, of course,
we cooperated,

After we were secured, we cut our
engine, sat as calmly as we could
and walted. At this point the entire
crowd of Cubany came aboard the
fishing boat we were tled to, About
50 to 60 people lined the edge of the
boat an arm's length away from us,
staring at Keema and crew and qui-
etly talking among themselves. No
one sald anything to us or attempted
to Keema,

in Cuba

After what seemed an eternity, a
Cuban sergeant (Frank we found out
later) who spoke English broke the
silence, He told us not to be afrald.
“As long as we had nothing to hide*
he sald, “we bad nothing to fear.”
The Cubans, hie said, had nothing
against Americans, it was only the
United States government- they
disagreed with. Frank told us we
were waltlng for the fumigation
team to arrive. Until then no one
could come aboard to start the inves-
tigation. It was 1:30 a.m.

More people continued to arrive,
including a three:| medical
unit. However It took over an hour
ifor the fumigatlon team to arrive,
‘As 3000 &3 an elderly Oriental man
arrived with what Jooked liked a
weed sprayer and a tank, about 13

al waters, where hopefully they

people crowded aboard
Keema, all in combat boats. They

crawled over every blt of Keema,
and after satlsfylng thelr curiosity
they allowed the fumlgator to do his
thing. What a force, He sproyed a
mitky substance all over the cabin
sole, and the entire topsides of the
boat. Whatever it was It had the con-
sistency of 10W 30 oll, stunk Lke
rotting tomatoes and made a terrible
mess of our home. Frank sald,
“Don't worry. Tomorrow you clean.”

The medical team went into ac-
tion next. They wanted blood sam-
ples. I protesied. Frank sald, “We
have laws, don't be nervous, If you
have nothing to hide’ The three
pseudo doctors proceeded to lance
our fingers and squeezed a few drops
of bloed onto slides, They held the
slides up to the light, put the slides in
a napkin, pocketed them and left.
Our blood was red; I assume we

e test,

Next the head honcho came
aboard, putting on rubber gloves, He
ripped the first pair, but kept his
composure as he called for a second
pair and then began the search. For
2% hours he went through every
ltemwehad. - :

Meticulously inspecting each one
— every drawer, cvery nook, every
cranny was secarched, aldea
seemed delighted, Many of the items
they had apparently never been be-
fore. Aluminum foil was a big hit as
well as an “llnh slim calculator. One
assistant photographed everything
— passports, ullepi.a boat, all the
flags we had aboard, including the
one from the Paint Creek Yacht Club
In Rochester, the engine, the tollet,
our bunks, the stove — all the time

“keeplng a very serious look. He

spread out the contents of Betsy’s
wallet Including photographs of all
her nleces. and nephews and photo-
graphed It. Oh, yes, we were photo-
graphed, I smiled, ‘

By now I was past belng afraid,
and the whole affair was starting to
seer comleal.

There was a momeat of sllence
when our shotgun was found. I ex-
plained 1t was for pirates. They

CIRCUMNAVIGATION

appeared satisfied. Howcver, they
would have to impound it unti] after
the Investigation.

Flnally, when the chief officer sat-
isfled himself that we were not
smugglers or CIA agents, he sat
down on our settee, signalled for his
typewriter and began his interroga-
tion, Frank interpreted.

Questioning

Why did we come to Cuba? Had
we been here before? Did we bave
relatives in Cuba? What plctures
were in our camera? The questions
continued untll he gave us a plece of
paper each and told us to independ.
ently write our own verslons of how
it was we were in Cuban waters. We
did so. We were given a receipt for
our shotgun and the two rolis of film
they took.

When |t appeared they were
wrapping things up, I asked when
they thought we could leave, Three
maybe four days, Frank said as soon
as the Investigation was completed. I
started to protest and Frank, of
course, said, “Don’t 5.! afrald, If you

;have nothing to hide.

. At 5:40 p.m, the entire group sald
good night to us and left. Frank re-
minded us there was a guard sta-
1ioned by the boat for our protection.
A young Cuban sat next to Keema,
his AK47 eradled {n his arms,

Betsy and [ surveyed our totally
filthy doat and without a word start-
ed to clean up.-She scrudbed Inside
while 1 worked outside. At 8:45 ex-
hausted and frustrated we tried to

sleep.

I didn't sleep for long. At 8:15 an-
ather officer was pounding on our
deck. We were 10 move 3o the fishing
boat could pull out. We were told to
anchor about 100 yards offshore. He
escorted us {o the anchorage, then

-a journal

left. At least now we would have a
blt more privacy. At 10:30 another
officer and a young man came
aboard, they wanted to see my en-
gine: Why, T have no idea. They In-
spected it, took serlal numbers and
horsepower, thanked me and left.
We made oursclves some break-
fast and tried to accept the fact that
we were stuck for at least th
days. Tt
It was hot and we were bored,-hut
we tried not to complaln to each
other. “Make the best of It, get same

+ sleep, do some chores,” I thought, : -

. No one came near us for the fost
of the morning or carly afternoon.
Around 4 p.m. a smiling officer:we
did pot recognize rowed out to see
us. At first we could not understend
what he wanted, until we realized he
was asking us if we wanted to.go
“out to sea.” e
1 was elated, *Yes! Yes! Of course,
come-ahoard.” He filled out a Zarpee
for us, which Is a clearance from a }
port and told us we could leave. Be
sy and I were all smiles, B
It was now dark and the winds
were picking up pretty good. The'of-
ficer asked us it we wanted to walt §
and leave In the morning. No, [
thanks, we were getting out before [
someone changed thelr mind, At 8:40
pm, we were led out by another pa- |
trol boat through a narrow passage [
and into open water, . BEN
They waved goodbye and I shouted |
“Adios amigoa.” Betsy gave me that
will you please shut up look and ‘we [
were off, e
Although we didn't need to motor, |§

Iy 1 cut the englne, K
looked at Betsy, and we both started [
laughing, “Well you did tell me there £
would
trip,” Betsy sald,

be some adventure on this §3




