Report Dated Monday, May 19 (Position N23 07 86; W81 17 95; Varadero, Cuba)

Friday morning, April 25, we left Playa Santa Lucia, having been refused permission to go ashore at the resort.  Remember, we had to find an international phone to call Amex because Ron's credit card was about to expire.    We sailed and motor-sailed some 45 nautical miles and anchored for the night at Cayo Romano.  That night we suffered through the worst winds at anchorage in our sailing history.  It hit around 19:00 with at least 40 knots, and we heard some say 50 knots.  We had eight-foot seas whereby the dinghy was higher than our Bimini at the back of the boat.  Deb handled herself like a real pro, and we just waited it out.  It finally subsided two hours later.  However, the seas were extremely rolly, so we were awake the whole night.  The following morning we were being hailed by a Guarda Fronteras standing on the shoreline.  Ron rowed over thinking he wanted to board us and inspect our documents.  However, to Ron's surprise, we was only asking to see if we were all right after weathering the storm. He had been watching us from his watch tower all night as we bobbed up and down and side to side.  He thought for sure our boat was broke, which Ron smiled in amusement.

The next morning (Apr. 26) we set off for Cayo Paredon Grande some 45 nautical miles away.  We motor-sailed the whole day because the SE winds were too light.  Experienced another strange occurrence when at around 15:30 the wind died completely, and we were swarmed by three types of wasps and flies.  Then fifteen minutes later the wind shifted to the west and picked up.  Our course brought us dead into the wind and rough seas.  So we decided to go straight for shore.  When we got to our chosen anchorage after a very rough and wet two hours, the winds had calmed down and were from the SW.  Around 20:00 we were hit with a severe thunder storm with winds again at 40 plus knots and seas 6-8 feet.  It died off around 23:00.  The rest of the night we spent rocking side to side in the swells.  A second sleepless night in a row after long days of sailing.

North East to North Central Cuba has little protection from winds blowing from the North West to the North East, so we made sure that Ron dove down on our anchors, always having a spare one ready to drop as well.  From both storms, we did not drag an inch, so we are confident in Ron's anchoring.

Sunday morning (Apr. 27) we set off around 9:00 for Marina Cayo Coco because the "Guarda" said we could go ashore there.  We arrived just after noon only to find there is no such thing as Marina Cayo Coco, it's just a maintenance dock where a charter catamaran was moored.  And, again, we were not permitted access to shore.  So off we went, arriving at our anchorage at Ensenada Puerto Coco around 16:30.   

The next morning (Apr. 28) we sailed all the way to the Puerto Sol Marina at Cayo Guillermo.  After being out a week, eight or more hours of sailing each day, and two sleepless nights, we were done in.  For US$0.35/foot plus a flat $2 a day fee, this included water and electricity (no washrooms or showers), we decided to stay a week.  Ron was able to make his call to Amex, but it cost us $26.  Our first night at the marina, we went to one of the hotel resorts for dinner.  Hotel Cojimar welcomes boaters to their all-you-can-eat buffet (including beer and wine) for US$10 per person.  Since we'd run out of fresh vegetables and fruit, we really appreciated the great selection of good food.  That night we met four girls from Quebec and Montreal, Lucie, Claire, Natalie, and Elise.  They invited us to join them at the hotel's night show.  They were very interested in our adventures, so we invited them for a day sail aboard our Serendipity.

At first the Cuban authorities denied us permission to have these Canadians accompany us to a nearby Cayo for the day.  But we put our foot down, and they gave in.  So Wednesday (Apr. 30) the girls arrived with passports in hand to clear through the Immigration authority.  The formalities were completed in a half hour, and we set off for Cayo Media Luna around 12:30.

Our trip with the girls started out great, with a nice swim at the Cayo; but we were hit on the way back with a sudden and unexpected rain squall.  It lasted only about 45 minutes, but we were soaked and the seas so rough that two of the girls became seasick.  They were all great sports, though, and seemed to have enjoyed the day overall.

As thanks for the sail, Lucie bought Deb a haircut at the hotel salon.  A great cut!  She also kept bringing us drinks from the bar.  On the second to last night of our stay, a thunderstorm hit after supper; so we went back to Lucie's room to wait it out.  Lucie and Natalie decided we would stay the night in Lucie's room and they would double up.  What a treat it was to sleep in a big bed with movies on the TV and a hot shower the next morning.  We were very grateful for their generosity.

During our stay at the marina, Ron was able to do some internet twice at another hotel, and we dined with the girls two more nights at their hotel.  Couldn't shop for food, though, as there is nothing but four hotels at Cayo Guillermo.

We left Cayo Guillermo Saturday, May 3, and motor-sailed 40 n.miles to Cayo Frances.  Sunday we motor-sailed the 35 n.miles to Cayo La Vela.  It was a very nice spot, so we stayed there until Wednesday.  Ron caught a lobster for supper one day.  

Around noon Wednesday (May 7) we headed for La Isabela because there was supposed to be a train five times a day to a big town where we could buy some food at a farmers' market.  We tried to go to the Guarda dock on the east side of the peninsula, but we ran aground.  Thankfully we got off quickly and easily, but there was no way we were taking any more chances since we were at high tide already.  So we anchored off the channel in La Isabela's harbor on the west side of the peninsula.  Once again we were denied permission ashore when we were visited by the Guarda. Again the explanation given: they didn't have Immigration.  We explained that we just wanted to go ashore to buy food.  One official seemed to be taking pity on us, but he was overruled by the more senior fellow.  We were told the only place to go ashore would be at the marina in Varadero.

So off we went Thursday morning (May 8) to Cayos Falcones, 8 hours and 43 n.miles away.  Friday, another 8 hours and 42 n.miles to Cayo Blanco.  Spent Saturday morning exploring the area in the dinghy, and left at 14:20 for an anchorage near Varadero at Cayo Siguapa.  Our guide book suggested it as a good anchorage from which we could dinghy to the marina.  Well, once again we were told by the Guarda we couldn't stay there (it's a military zone!), and we can't access shore with a dinghy.  We had no choice but to go to the Darsena Marina, which required us to sail around the peninsula some 28 nautical miles.  We've been ever since.  

So basically our trip through Cuba has been disappointing, with the exception of our stays at the marinas and in the Cays.  We've been told that the only place we can go ashore is at the international marinas, and there are only four on the entire north coast of Cuba.  But a boat couple we've been in EMail contact with who were about week or so ahead of us did get to go ashore at various destinations.  A French boat about four days ahead of us even got to go ashore at La Isabela one day, only to be tracked down and told to leave the next day.  We were told while at the marina by fellow boaties that a possible reason was the heightened security in the last week since the recent hijacking attempts of two planes and one ferry by Cubans.  It would seem that we just have had bad luck and timing.

Next report we'll tell you about our two-day visit to Havana and our sail back to Florida.

