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  A BRAVE CONCEPT


  MY SIXTEENTH TRANSATLANtic crossing under full sail was fairly uneventful, with the exception of glancing off a basking whale about six hundred miles to the east of Bermuda. I was in Arthur Cohen’s yawl Barbara, a sturdy thirty-eight-footer, well found, Alden designed and steady as a tramcar. Her only snag was that having no dependable self-steering gear I had to take on a crew for the crossing, which meant a vastly increased food bill and more care on the water consumption. My crew were good sailors and excellent company, however, which more than made up for the drawbacks.


  Anton Elbers was a fifty-year-old Dutchman, an ex-Netherlands naval officer, while Dan Milton had been a first officer in the United States Merchant Marine. Both were members of the Corinthian Yacht Club, an organization which supplies amateur crews for sailing craft.


  Anton, Dan, and I left Westport, Connecticut, with no fanfares or other bullshit on 25 June 1969. Barbara was ostensibly bound for a cruise of the Mediterranean; actually her real destinations were much more exciting—the Dead Sea and Lake Titicaca; for I was out to attempt nothing less than the vertical sailing record of the world. These two bodies of water, both remote, lie at an altitude difference of almost 15,000 feet—the Dead Sea at 1,250 feet below sea level, Lake Titicaca at 12,580 feet above sea level, almost three miles up in the high Andes mountains of South America. The distance as the crow flies between the two bodies of water is about nine thousand miles. The distance as a small craft sails is much, much greater.


  Neither the Dead Sea nor Lake Titicaca had as yet ever been sailed in a seagoing vessel; neither had ever been reached by an ocean voyager and neither was properly charted. No one to whom I broached the subject had any idea how the voyage should be tackled, or which destination to make for first.


  After studying the problem for almost two years I decided to tackle the Dead Sea first. This was by far the easier of the two destinations, for the only natural obstacle to overcome, once Israel was reached, was the Negev Desert, over which by now excellent roads had been constructed. The political obstacles, however, were much more difficult; for there was the ever-present risk of war breaking out between Israel and her Arab neighbors. I decided that I would hover around in the Mediterranean, awaiting the opportune moment to tackle the haul across land.


  On passage to the Azores, Barbara had good winds from astern or on the starboard quarter and rolled along merrily, the only accidents being the breaking of the running poles twice and the loss of the taffrail log spinner, which was bitten off, probably by a shark or some other large fish. Apart from sighting three steamers en route, there was little else of note in the thirty-one-day passage from Westport to Setubal, a small fishing port about thirty miles to the south of Lisbon, which has the finest seafood in Portugal.


  Here, Anton and Dan left Barbara, while I continued on south to Gibraltar with Arthur and a friend, calling at Sagres and Cádiz. It was a fairly rough passage, a total of six days.


  As it was rather late in the season and the Mediterranean is rather boisterous in the winter months, it was determined to spend those months outside the Strait of Gibraltar and make a slow, steady cruise down the coast of Morocco as far as Agadir, calling at some very interesting small ports. I then hove across to the Canary Islands with Arthur for two months, mainly to poke around the smaller, lesser-known islands of Gomera and Hierro.


  In March of 1970, with a very lucky and unusual southerly wind, I made the passage from Gran Canaria to Funchal, in Madeira, in two days, met with Arthur, visited my friends on the ocean liner QE2 and then set off for Gibraltar once more. On this passage I spent six days under spinnaker. So far Barbara had covered a total of 8,240 miles; 4,000 of these I had completed alone and the voyage had
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  hardly begun! Now I decided to head eastward through the Mediterranean in the direction of Israel and my first destination—the Dead Sea.


  All that summer and fall Barbara meandered through the Med—Ibiza, Corsica, Malta, Venice, Yugoslavia, the Greek Islands, the haunting, cholera-ravaged south coast of Turkey, one of the most beautiful coasts in the world, finally to Cyprus, where the authorities refused me entry on the grounds that I might be harboring cholera on board. The real reason, of course, was that I had visited Turkey, the ancient enemy of Greece.


  Passing through Malta I encountered a young Englishman, Conrad Jelinek, who was looking for a lift to the Middle East, vaguely on his way to Nepal or God-knows-where. Although his appearance did not strike me as being very seamanlike—he had a sort of wild gypsy look—something in his manner did, and especially his sense of humor, so I took him on as general dogsbody and deckhand. Conrad turned out to be the ideal companion in a small sailing craft, quickwitted yet quiet, physically quite strong yet gentle, polite yet firm. He started his voyage a raw amateur; two years later he was able to navigate precisely by sextant, repair a broken main halyard sheave atop a buckling mast in a roaring gale, and make the most intricate splices. Often we would go for days in the ocean passage without saying one word, for none were necessary; we tuned into each other like two laser beams. He had an affinity for the stars; he was, I later found, as locked into nature as the wind itself.


  I had searched the usual sailors’ haunts on the waterfront of Valletta and Sliema, but had found no takers for voyaging to the Middle East and Red Sea. Why should the average yacht-swabbie bother to go on a trip like that when he could get on a vessel going to more “romantic” places such as the south of France or Yugoslavia, where he or she could show off his or her muscles or what-have-you to other likewise empty-minded morons, and maybe find some rich person to keep him/her/it over the coming winter? Eventually I was reduced to hanging a sign on the boat as she was tied up stern to in Sliema creek, refitting. “Crew wanted; usual number of limbs and senses; unusual trip; apply within.”


  Eventually Conrad turned up, breathless, having run halfway across the island upon hearing from another hippie friend of the vacancy.


  “Ahoy there, anyone aboard?” he shouted. I was working in the cockpit within full view of him.


  “No, of course there’s no one on board except me. I’m an automatically inflatable rubber deckhand that the skipper winds up every morning before he goes over to spend the day in Tony’s bar!”


  He laughed. “Are you Tristan?”


  “Yes, who are you?”


  “Conrad Jelinek and I heard you were looking for a crew.” His voice was well modulated with a good English Home Counties accent, not too affected. To the average ear the braying so-called Oxford accent is plain maddening after several days cooped up in a small craft (or anywhere else, come to that).


  “Can you long-splice?” I asked, eyeing him closely.


  “No.”


  “Can you tie a Blackwall hitch or a sheepshank.”


  “No.”


  “How about sewing, like for sail repairs?”


  “No. I’m afraid not.” His voice was by now downcast.


  “Cook? Only has to be dead simple.”


  “No.” His eyes squinted against the early morning sun behind me.


  “Well, hell, man, what in the name of Christ can you do? Can you play the piano?”


  “No,” he grinned, “but I can sing and dance.”


  “Right, you’re on, nip back wherever you kip, and get your gear on board this afternoon; I’m sailing tonight for Cyprus! How much gear you got? I don’t want to see more than the same volume as you are yourself; bad for the morale.”


  He grinned again, let out a whoop, and was running off.


  Being at the time rather “hippie” minded, Conrad had some vague idea about man’s position in nature, but as yet he had no inkling of the awful struggle which must be maintained when man pits himself against the natural forces of wind and water; nor did he yet know of the great rewards, the sense of achievement, the beauty and the joy, the pure hymn of the oceans. And yet his love for the sea and nature was soon very obvious; his respect for me showed very quickly by the way he made efforts to ignore my idiosyncrasies. His courage and tenacity developed like a fine tune played by a master on a Stradivarius violin. In the event, it turned out that Conrad was a rare combination: a born sailor and one of nature’s gentlemen. These natural attributes were mixed with the results of a Quaker education—sobriety in the main and diligence in any effort. In other words, he was worth his weight in gold. He was never very talkative, yet when he did say something it was almost always pertinent, and that, in the close confines of a small craft, is a God-sent gift in anyone. He would sit on the foredeck repairing sails or carrying out some other chore for hours, with never a peep out of him, while I would be down below knocking out an article for the yachting press on my old beat-up typewriter.


  We approached Haifa on the night of 12 November 1970, under the light of a full moon. All was calm and peaceful and we chugged on under the thirty-six-horsepower Perkins diesel engine, Lebanon under our gentle lee, a good fifteen miles to the east of Barbara. A soft swell eased our beguiled apprehension when suddenly——zoom! Out of the dark nothingness on the moonless side, a blinding light from an Israeli patrol craft lit us up.


  “Heave to!” an electronic voice sang out. “Everyone on deck!” I felt like I had been caught cracking a bank safe. How difficult it is to feel innocent when you are! The gunboat drifted around our stern, with her radar-controlled guns pointed straight at us, the searchlights obscenely probing every pore. “Identify yourself!” the voice said.


  It’s not easy to remember who you are in these kinds of circumstances. “Barbara, out of Westport, U.S.A., British crew, sir, bound for Haifa from Kyrenia,” my voice crashed through the blinding light.


  “Right, Barbara, you pass, you’ll be met outside the port.” My eyes followed her after-gun, which in turn seemed to follow my eyes. “Bon voyage!” shouted the electronic voice. The gunboat roared away at high speed in the direction of Lebanon. In Barbara tension collapsed like a rubber dinghy when you need it badly.


  We plodded on through the beauty of the Levantine night towards Haifa. At the harbor entrance we were met and escorted in by the harbor police under the ever-watchful eye of the Israeli navy. As we slid in through the harbor entrance we could see sentries at every lamppost, while all the naval vessels seemed to be fully manned, in a state of active preparedness for anything.


  By 1970 Israel had extended her enclave over Palestine and the Sinai. During the Six Day War she had shocked her Arab neighbors into a state of self-paralysis. She now commanded the Jordan west bank and the Sinai Peninsula. She had overcome, for the time being at any rate, the Arab attempts to cut her only line of communication with the East—the Strait of Tiran, at the southern end of the Gulf of Aqaba, Israel’s outlet to the Red Sea. She was always vulnerable to the Arab guerrilla raids across her borders, especially from Jordan, but apart from the explosive pinpricks, often bloody and murderous, the situation, when Barbara arrived, was quieter than had been the case for some years, or was likely to be again, once the Arabs recovered from their Six Day War trauma. Now was the time for me to get to the Dead Sea, cross over the Negev Desert and slide down the Gulf of Aqaba into the Red Sea and so out into the comparatively safe Indian Ocean.
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  THE BELEAGUERED LAND


  WHEN BARBARA ARRIVED IN Haifa I had no idea about how to go about hauling the boat to the Dead Sea, or how to get the necessary permits. Like arctic navigation, it would all be “by guess and by God.” When I walked into the harbormaster’s office and told the clerks that I would like permission to transport my vessel to ‘En Gedi on the Dead Sea, to cruise for a few days, they looked at me as if I was stark raving mad. Then, with a sheaf of forms about three inches thick to fill out, I walked despondently back to Barbara through the cold Haifa rain.


  The weather in Israel during the winter, at least on the Mediterranean side, is very changeable, on some days cold and rainy with northerly winds, on other days balmy and sunny, with the wind blowing from the west, off the sea.


  “When you run afoul of bureaucracy keep cool and go for a sail,” I always believed, so I arranged to go about ten miles up the coast to visit the ancient port of Acre for a couple of days. I wanted to see the ruins and trace ancient battles.


  After a sedate couple of hours’ sail up the coast, Conrad and I entered the rock-littered harbor, ancient as Israel itself, and anchored out in the middle, for the port is shallow all round the jetties. In the hot afternoon we set to work, Conrad dismantling and easing one of the sheet-winches, which was stiff, while I touched up odds and ends of the cockpit paintwork. Around us several high-speed powerboats were setting up annoying bow waves, rocking the boat uncomfortably. Presently several people came swimming around the boat in masks and fins, shouting and laughing in a language which I took to be German. After a while they became bolder, coming right up to Barbara’s bottom and tapping. Tap, tap, knock, knock, bubbles, and gasps. Nothing could be more annoying.


  “Get out the antifrogman gear, Conrad.”


  “Right, Skip. Which side?”


  “There’s a great big fat one right under the starboard side.”


  Conrad dove into the deckgear box and came out with a sign, a small plank nailed to a broomstick. He lowered it over the side, right in front of a particularly noisy and chunky swimmer. The swimmer turtled his way up to the sign, underwater, and stared at it through his mask.


  “Bugger off!”


  With an explosion of bubbles the swimmer surfaced, gasping and laughing.


  “Gut afternoon!”


  “Hello, mate!”


  “You’ve just got to be English!”


  “That’s right, how did you guess?”


  “I read your sign.” He reached out his hand. I grabbed it and gave him a hearty shake. He couldn’t stop laughing. “Let me introduce myself,” he gasped, “Commander Berenson, Israeli navy, permission to come aboard?”


  “Tristan Jones, Liverpool, Tramway Driver’s Club. Of course, come aboard, we’re just about to have a noggin. Sun’s almost over the yardarm—watch the wet paint.”


  He climbed onboard and, seamanlike, headed forward, away from where the painting had been done. That impressed me right away. Here was no landlubber.


  Although Commander Berenson must have weighed at least 180 pounds there was not an ounce of fat on him. The most striking thing about him was his eyes, mountain grey and piercing. Here was a man that anyone would think twice about tackling. He had been trained in the Royal Navy and a couple of years previously had taken part in the clandestine departure from Cherbourg of six gunboats which the French government had forbidden to sail to Haifa. Gedi was a sabra—Israeli-born—and like most of his kind was highly intelligent and ready for any enterprise, no matter how desperate or impossible it might seem.


  Over a bottle of Johnnie Walker it was arranged that the Israeli navy would take me under its wing and get my boat to the Dead Sea. Not only that, but they would haul it to the Gulf of Aqaba. Previously they had hauled three small gunboats over the desert, but never before had a foreign, privately owned vessel been transported from the Mediterranean to the Gulf of Aqaba. Until now, there had been no need for it, for prior to the Six Day War a craft would have used the Suez Canal, and, anyway, who was crazy enough to attempt the passage of the reef- and pirate-ridden Red Sea?


  Conrad and I hove out of Jaffa and returned to the naval base in Haifa aglow with anticipation. After three weeks of argument with the clerks in the port offices we had succeeded in bypassing all the bullshit.


  On Monday, another day of sleet and cold wind, Gedi’s friend, Adir, turned up. He was the boss of a haulage firm. He was small, thick, and very tough indeed. Nothing was impossible for him. He was accompanied by two others—Francois, a deep-sea diver, born in Marseille; and Jacob, a large, jolly truck driver with the biggest beer-belly I’ve ever seen. In 1937 Jacob had walked from Istanbul to Israel. He spoke no English, only a strange kind of Spanish handed down from the Jews who were thrown out of Spain in 1492—a very curious accent, but I could understand him. The cost involved in the haul was six hundred dollars.


  By noon they had measured up Barbara underwater, welded up a steel cradle, conjured up a heavy mobile crane, extracted Barbara’s mast, lifted her out of the Mediterranean, and placed her on the cradle. This was in turn fixed to the bed of a giant tank-transporter, to which was connected a great diesel tractor.


  The following morning, with the rain pouring down, the convoy set off for ‘En Gedi. On Adir’s ancient station wagon—incredibly shoddy, rusty, with one mudguard missing—he had a huge red flag streaming from the aerial. Behind it was the tractor pulling the great tank-transporter with Barbara sitting atop it. Conrad and I sat on the end of the flatbed keenly watching the wedges forced between Barbara’s hull and the sharp edges of the steel cradle.


  We flashed our way down a modern superhighway from Haifa to Tel Aviv, through orange groves and market gardens, past ancient, dreaming Caesarea, Hadera, Petah Tiqwa, Lod, and Ramla. All the way the Israelis, an intensely curious people, stared at the strange load, many raising a cheer as we lumbered past. The Arabs sitting on the walls took no notice, or pretended to take no notice.


  Every now and then, with the constant shaking, a wedge would fly out and the whole circus would halt. A combined Anglo-Israeli sledgehammer team would fall onto the culprit timber and bang it back into place. Jacob, with his immense strength, would give the wedge an extra slam for luck. Cars rushed past, horns blared, people yelled at the top of their voices. Fortunately for us, the road was flat and smooth.


  At nightfall we reached Bethlehem. Adir suggested we spend the night there. Conrad and I were grateful, for it had been a long, tiring day of unaccustomed jolting, noise, and fumes. Besides, it was Christmas Eve.


  The tank-transporter was parked by the bus station and we all regaled ourselves with food and beer. Adir and his gang, upon entering the clean, modern, self-service restaurant, made straight for the kosher section, while we British sailors, being gentiles, made do with any old thing. We had a fine time, with Adir spinning yarns about some of the salvage jobs he had performed for the navy. Later, merry on beer, Jacob sang songs of Istanbul, while Francois talked over the pop music scene with Conrad. Upon our return to Barbara I opened up a can of Christmas pudding from England which I had saved especially for the occasion, and everyone had a share. So we celebrated Christmas, chatting in five languages, in Bethlehem, in a land sacred to us all, with an ocean-going sailing craft. A very special occasion, in the cold desert air, under the stars gleaming in the velvet-black night sky. Adir told us that shepherds still slept in the hills.


  On Christmas morning, we were up bright and early. Soon we were out of Bethlehem, driving along in the clear desert air. The climate in winter in this part of the Middle East is probably the finest in the world—dry, never above seventy-five degrees Fahrenheit by day nor below sixty-five at night. In the desert cacti bloom, and among the arid stretches kibbutzim, Israeli desert agricultural settlements, green and inviting, flash like shoulder decorations on a khaki uniform.


  Our convoy trundled south, through Hebron’s market gardens, out across the dry and forbidding hills of Judea. Then we dropped down and down, into the Jordan valley along a rough rock and sand track, until at last, in the bright of noon, we sighted the Dead Sea, glistening dully under a strange, low cloud. Above the cloud, away to the east, we could see the Moabite escarpment and beyond that, Jordan itself. Barbara was now at 1,300 feet below the level of the Mediterranean, lower than any other unsunken ocean vessel in the world. We had reached the first of our “impossible” destinations!


  But the best laid schemes o’ mice and men gang aft a-gley. The Israeli government, despite the best efforts of our naval friends, was adamant in its refusal to allow Barbara to be launched on the Dead Sea. The owner, back in Connecticut, knew little of our position, although I have no doubt whatsoever that Arthur would have been with us in our intentions. It seemed that further communication with Arthur would have been futile and delay in reaching the Red Sea would have been critical owing to the weather circumstances further south. I therefore settled for a short passage in a small sailing craft, provided through the good offices of one of our naval friends, from ‘En Gedi to Masada.
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  THE DEAD SEA


  THE DEAD SEA IS ABOUT AS strange a place as I have ever come across. It has a length of 47 miles and a breadth of 10, a surface area of around 360 square miles. The mean depth is 1,080 feet. It gets all its water from the River Jordan, which daily pours into it about six million tons, most of which is evaporated by the hot sun, forming a permanent low mist over the lake, a peculiar cloud, blue-white, the color of a dead fish’s belly. The Dead Sea is the saltiest in the world, consisting of around 25 percent salts, compared to the ocean’s average of around 6 percent. The water, if you swallow any, is nauseous; a tablespoonful will make you violently sick. This is because of the great amounts of chloride of magnesium in the salts. It also has an oily feel because of the calcium, of which it contains a high amount. When you wade out from the shore, you are swept off your feet as soon as the water level reaches your armpits; your shoulders are continually out of the water. When the water dries on your skin, it leaves a sticky feeling, as if you had been swimming in kerosene.


  There is absolutely no life in the Dead Sea. No fish, no birds, nothing, except in the far north, where the fish brought down by the Jordan River die as soon as they enter the Dead Sea waters and are devoured by the few sea gulls. The rocky shore is littered with patches of asphalt, which float up from the bottom of the Sea. On the whole, it is one of the most arid, uninviting places on earth.


  Curiously enough, geologists maintain that millions of years ago, during the Pluvial period, the Dead Sea was much bigger, stretching another 120 miles further north, with a level above that of the Mediterranean. It was capable of supporting life of every variety, but earthquakes and gradual silting filled up the former vast inland seabed.


  The Dead Sea, as we call it, has been known by many other names. To the Hebrews it was “The Sea of Arabah,” to the Arabs “The Stinking Sea,” to the modern Israeli “The Sea of Lot.” The Old Testament comes to life here—Lot and Abraham visited these shores and the sinful towns of Sodom and Gomorrah were on its edge. The ruins are still there for all to see.


  During the passage from ‘En Gedi to Masada I had slight winds from the north, and in fact made the passage back to ’En Gedi using the outboard motor, for I was anxious to pass on with Barbara to the Red Sea.


  I had taken an ocean-going vessel lower than anyone else on earth. Only government regulations had prevented her from sailing on the Dead Sea. Now all I had to do was navigate the boat to Lake Titicaca, three miles up in the far off Andes of South America.


  The diesel tractor hauled Barbara once more over the escarpment on the edge of the hills of Judea to Hebron, then turned south and headed for Beersheba, a modern, very Western town plonked down by Israeli ingenuity in the heart of the desert. Here we saw our last supermarket until we reached South Africa, almost a year later.


  Once through Beersheba we entered the Negev Desert and barreled off down the road to Eilat on a modern highway which passes for much of its length within five miles of the Jordanian border. In those days it was much subjected to raids by guerrillas, whose favorite trick was to suspend a grenade-festooned line across the road.


  With brakes squealing, the trailer cautiously crawled around hairpin bends, Barbara sometimes heeling over twenty degrees and more. As dusk fell, we would pick out here and there the glow of an Israeli army campfire and, less frequently, kibbutzim, brightly lit, like liners on the ocean sea.


  Conrad and I were by now becoming accustomed to each other’s company; a difficult thing for two Britons at the best of times, especially when they hail from such disparate backgrounds. Especially when one of them has so very much to absorb from the other in a very short time. A serious undertaking, for our lives would be at stake.


  “We must check over the engine before we leave Eilat,” I
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  said to Conrad, as we bounced along in the gloaming.


  “Just up my street; my van was diesel driven.”


  “What van was that? You never mentioned a truck before.”


  “Oh, didn’t I tell you? My last job, oh, ages ago, was driving a small truck up and down the Thames valley delivering candy to tobacconists’ shops.”


  “Jesus Christ!” I thought, “and this is the bloke I’m takin’ into the Red Sea—a bloody candy-truck driver. Oh, well, why not? He seems to be doing OK so far.” But I kept quiet as he continued, for on the back of the Israeli truck he was more talkative than I had ever seen him before, or since, come to that.


  “And I used to do most of my own repairs,” he continued.


  “Oh, did you? That’ll be handy, Conrad; all I know about a diesel is that it goes suck, squeeze, bang, blow and that’s about it; they usually clap out on me anyway; can’t stand them—noisy, smelly, and take up food and water space—I detest the blasted things!”


  “My grandmother on my father’s side came from Czechoslovakia just after the First World War—”


  “Oh, fuck, go on, don’t stop, tell me all about it; a real load of sailors they are.”


  “What about you?” he asked.


  “Well, matey, on my granny’s side I’m descended from Henry Morgan, the pirate, and on my father’s side, from an illegitimate son of the Duke of Wellington.”


  “That’s impressive, Skip!”


  “Yes, a right pair of bastards we are, aren’t we?”


  He laughed again as he lit my cigarette.


  By nine in the evening we were at the last Israeli army post before starting down a long stretch of road leading to Eilat and the sea. The convoy stopped at the checkpoint and Adir walked back to the rear, where Conrad and I sat on the trailer, warmly wrapped against the cool night air of the desert.


  “Tristan, the soldier he say I tell you . . . you want to wait until morning for Army convoy with many guns, OK, but you want to go on now, OK too.”


  He puffed his cigarette nervously.


  “The nightclub in Eilat, she close at 2:00 A.M.; maybe we go now, eh?” He threw away his cigarette and looked me straight in the eye. “It’s a bit dangerous,” he continued, “sometimes Arabs come over the border; but staying here all night . . .” He gestured at the lonely tents and the campfire.


  “Well, Adir, it’s all right with me to go on. We’ll take things as they come.”


  He smiled. “You’re not afraid to die at night then?”


  “What’s the difference, night or day? I once saw a man who was killed by peanuts in broad daylight.”


  Francois, who had joined us by now, after relieving himself at the roadside, explained to Adir what peanuts were. They looked at me quizzically, while Conrad sat there with a big grin on his face, for by now he was becoming accustomed to my odd tales at odd times.


  “True as I’m sitting here on this trailer in the Negev Desert,” I replied to their looks. “It was in Le Havre, in France, and they were unloading a cargo ship full of peanuts with one of those suction pipe things. Well, this bloke was walking under the pipe when—woosh!—it broke, busted clean open and down fell about two hundred tons of peanuts on the poor chap’s head. They had to scrape him up with a shovel.” I made a gesture of shoveling with my hand. “Now, which is better to die from, a grenade or bullet, or bloody peanuts?”


  They were all laughing by now. Adir and Francois laughed all the way back to the lead car. Off we went through the barrier and out into the dark desert. Conrad was still grinning and glancing at me.


  There was no sense in offering a slow target to any lurking terrorists, so we roared away at sixty miles an hour, Conrad and I holding on like grim death to the lurching, rolling trailer, straining our eyes in the darkness to watch the wedges, hoping and praying that they would not work loose. There would be no stopping on this stretch, fallen wedges or not.


  So we crossed the pitch-black Negev Desert at high speed, until at last we sighted the light-loom of the Aqaba lighthouse away to the south across the rocky, moonlit plain. Suddenly we were in the sandy streets of Eilat. We were on the shores of the Red Sea; we had actually crossed over Asia. We had passed from the sea of Ulysses and the Odyssey and we were now in the realm of the Thousand and One Nights and Sinbad himself. Later, as we watched the floor show in a shabby nightclub, I thought to myself, “Now all we have to do is run the Arab gauntlet for six thousand miles to Mombasa!” But I said nothing to Conrad. He was enjoying himself far too much for forebodings.


  Early next morning we floated Barbara and said goodbye to Adir, Francois, and Jacob.
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  THE HOSTILE SEA


  ISRAEL SITS AT THE HUB of the Afro-Eurasian landmass. To the west she faces Europe across the Mediterranean. On two sides she is pressed between the jaws of Arab hostility—jaws held open by her army, like a stick in a crocodile’s mouth.


  To the south is the port of Eilat, Israel’s only outlet to the Eastern world, which gives access to the two-thousand-mile-long Red Sea and the Gulf of Aden, along the shores of which the enemies of Israel sit in sulking hostility in all but three places.


  Massawa and Assab, two of the three safe ports at the time we passed, were in Ethiopia, almost a thousand miles to the south of Israeli-held Sinai. Ethiopia at this time was ruled by Haile Selassie, King of Kings, Lion of Judah, descendant of Solomon and the Queen of Sheba. His authority extended for about five miles outside the two ports and as far as a bullet could travel from the heavily armed military convoys that made their way along the two road tracks which fell nine thousand feet down from the inland plain to the hot, disease-ridden coast.


  Where the emperor could not rule, the Eritrean Liberation Front did. Supplied by arms and gold from the Far East by way of the People’s Republic of Yemen, their ancient piracy, rooted in untold generations of bloody skulduggery, was, in 1970, called “revolution.” In swift dzambouks and dhows they preyed on hapless fishermen and cached their weapons in ancient cisterns on the barren reefs of the Red Sea shores.


  Massawa—the hottest inhabited place on earth, a stinking hellhole, the home of starvation and disease—was haven number one. Assab—just as hot, the worst port in the world—number two. Djibouti—an armed French oasis in a murderous desert—number three. From there it was two thousand miles on a straight course to the next friendly port—Mombasa!


  In between, fanatics watched the shore with patient, inexhaustible hatred, waiting with bullets and sharpened knives.


  Apart from all this, there was the wind, an alien wind that blew against us all the way for three thousand miles, from the northeast cape of Africa, stormy Guardafui, to two hundred miles south of the Sinai Peninsula. As if this wasn’t enough, a contrary current flowed against us all the way from the Indian Ocean at an average of four knots, slap-bang on the nose.


  “One thing’s for sure, Conrad,” I said as we sat on the jetty at Eilat, “the Arabs know we’re here and they know where we’re going. We must run the gauntlet from here to Djibouti and then from Djibouti to Mombasa. It’s a hell of a long way.”


  As we talked an Israeli soldier lobbed grenades into the harbor, to guard against Arab frogmen.


  “But surely, Tristan, with this northerly wind we should have an easy passage down to Mombasa?”


  “This northerly will only last down to latitude twenty-seven. Then it’s southerlies, and we’re going to have to beat the pants off Barbara because the north-east monsoon out in the Indian Ocean turns to east when it enters the Gulf of Aden. Then it blows like hell through the Bab al Mandab straits, where it becomes a south-east wind, and that blows seven bells of shit straight up to the Sudanese border. This ain’t going to be no bloody garden party.”


  “Bab al Mandab,” Conrad said, “what does that mean?”


  “Gate of Tears,” I replied, “and the Arabs don’t name places without reason. The old dhow skippers must have given it that name, trying to reach the favorable monsoon winds out in the Indian Ocean. They must have gone through bloody purgatory in those barren reaches, with the wind howling away like that. There’s a minimum of forty knots of wind there in the winter months—continuous!”


  “So you think it will be a rough trip, Tristan?”


  “Hazardous, Conrad, bloody dangerous, in fact, and I tell you if you want to pull out, now’s the place to do it and I won’t think any the less of you.”


  “No bloody fear.” His eyes lit up. “I wouldn’t miss this little picnic for anything.”


  “Even the Arabs have a hard time sailing in the Red Sea,” I commented.


  “Yes, but that was in those Arab dhows,” Conrad scoffed. “They must sail like cows—sideways.”


  “Don’t you believe it. The Arabs discovered how to sail to windward, and they’re still good at it. That’s why they were in the East Indies while the Britons were still drifting around the English Channel in wickerwork coracles.”


  The Israeli soldier lobbed another grenade into the harbor, disturbing the tranquility of the hot afternoon.


  “That change of wind at latitude twenty-seven north, that’s interesting,” I said, “because that’s why the Pharaohs of ancient Egypt couldn’t thrust their power further down into Africa. You see they could only sail with the wind, being square rigged. They never could reach the Bab al Mandab. For the same reason, the Romans only penetrated as far as the Sudanese border. But the Greeks, well, they must have somehow rowed against the wind, for they got down as far as Zanzibar. One of them, I forget his name, is supposed to have sailed right around Africa. Or maybe it was a Phoenician.”


  We sat silently for a few minutes under a palm tree, staring into the distance toward the far-off port of Aqaba, over the Jordanian frontier. It might as well have been on the moon.


  “Conrad, we’re all stored up, so we’ll get water on board this evening and be off at first light tomorrow.”


  “Right, Skip. Any idea of the long-term plan yet, I mean the course we’re going to take to get to Peru?”


  “Peru? Let’s not even think about that yet. I’ll be content to fetch Mombasa in one piece. Once we get there we can make plans. I’ve got a load of charts coming there from London, both for the trans-Pacific route and for round the Cape of Good Hope.”


  “Big job, eh, Skip?”


  “Yes, but you know, patience and perseverance. . .!”


  The next morning I went around to the immigration office and customs to clear out of Israel, then back onboard for a last check of all the sailing gear and the engine. Then we were off; first stop, Sharm el Sheikh, at the southern tip of the Sinai Peninsula, at present occupied by the Israeli armed forces.


  The northerly breeze blows eternally in the Gulf of Aqaba, just as it did in the days of the Queen of Sheba, whose rowers strained against it to carry her north to King Solomon forty centuries ago.


  Here we saw our first coral reefs since departing from Bermuda. They fringe the shores of the Gulf, their edges marked in color from turquoise to deep emerald green. Above the brilliant emerald loomed the bright orange glow of the desert coastal plain. Beyond that, the smoky blues and browns of the Sinai coastal mountains towered above the desert shore. Beautiful . . . and dead; not a bird, not a tree, not a blade of grass; nothing but lifeless, brilliant, hot color.


  We pressed Barbara on under all working sail, roller jib, main and mizzen, running free and fast before the wind, bound for the Strait of Tiran. After a few miles the sea livened up, mounting steeper and steeper, and the steering became harder, for a shoal-draught boat such as Barbara will always try to slew much more than a deep-keeled traditional type of ocean runner. Conrad and I took two-hour watches at the wheel to ease the strain. I would not lessen the sails one inch, for I wanted to be clear of Aqaba waters by nightfall, when we would be safe from roving Arab craft.


  “Pity we don’t have a wind-vane steerer, Skip,” gasped Conrad after a two-hour spell.


  “Yes, and two million dollars, and a yacht in the Bahamas,” I replied as I took over the kicking wheel.


  “I’ll have arms like King Kong by the time we reach Massawa,” groaned Conrad, settling down in the shade of the sails.


  “Suit your face, then, won’t they?”


  In the light of the false dawn early next morning, we slid through the Strait of Tiran, littered with coral reefs and wrecks, hardly any marked on the charts. We conned the boat through the coral and sandbanks by eye, thinking how lucky we had been not to attempt it during the dark hours and wondering if this was a portent of things to come.


  On 10 January we passed out into the Red Sea, into comparatively unrestricted waters. We had run one hundred miles down—only nine hundred to go for Massawa in a straight line.


  Over to the east, as we emerged from the Strait of Tiran, lay Arabia and the plain of El Tihama. Beyond that the Shafat mountain range rose up to the north. We could almost hear the drumbeats of Lawrence’s camel as he raced north to Aqaba, to victory, disillusion, and despair.


  So to Sharm el Sheikh, turning west on a broad reach, along the southern shore of the Sinai. We hoisted the mizzen staysail, and with huge genoa, mainsail, mizzen staysail, and mizzen straining like hounds, Barbara flew along like a train. This was to be the last time we would have all fair weather sail until we reached the Indian Ocean over two months later. For the rest of that time we would beat directly into the wind, mostly under storm, or at least gale conditions.


  The anchorage for civilian vessels was at Mars-el-At, four miles to the east of the naval base at Sharm el Sheikh, in three fathoms, sand and weed, due south of a bloody pneumatic dining hall! There on that stark, barren shore, the Israelis had planted a caravan holiday camp!


  Conrad and I rowed ashore and ate a meal with tourists from a dozen countries, enjoying the ninety-eight-degree heat of January. No one questioned our presence, even though we were the first yacht to visit that area since before World War II! No one remarked on the boat, even though the last yacht in the whole of the Red Sea had passed through more than ten years previously. I believe that if a flying saucer had landed at el-At no one would have blinked. A table would have been set out for the visitors and they would have been sold souvenirs and allocated a sleeping caravan. I have no idea to this day why these people were this way; however, it suited me fine, for I’m not partial to fuss and palaver, especially before a difficult passage.


  The organization of this holiday camp was a wonder to behold. Vegetables and fruits were flown in from Tel Aviv to the military airfield at Sharm el Sheikh. From our anchorage we watched Bedouin camel trains trundle through the caravan park, while overhead Israeli Mirage fighters waved around the steel-blue sky, keeping watch over the Egyptians away to the west, only minutes’ flying time away. We stared at the sight, two phenomena thousands of years apart, yet there they were, for real, together in the desert.


  “What time are we sailing, Skip?” Conrad asked.


  “Nightfall. There’s not much moon tonight, and I want to be well clear of Sinai by dawn. We’ll keep a wary eye open for any Egyptian craft lurking about there. The navy base says they’ll watch out for us on their radar for anything approaching, but that can only be effective for a hundred miles or so. After that, we’re strictly on our own until Massawa, eight hundred miles further on, and most of that to windward.”


  “When do you think we’ll fetch Massawa?”


  “We’ll allow for two weeks,” I said. “That should be more than ample. There aren’t any ports we can use before Massawa without risk of imprisonment or getting our throats slit. Any vessel which has passed through Israel has every Arab hand against her. The Red Sea is narrow, so there’s not much sea room, not with the reefs sticking out from the shore sixty miles and more, and since the Suez Canal has been closed for a couple of years there’s a good chance that the navigational aids are all out of action. Sandstorms will obscure the sky and make a joke of celestial navigation. We don’t know what the currents are, nor their strength or direction. All we know is that most of the reefs and shoals are incorrectly charted. This isn’t going to be a picnic. But we’ve one consolation—once we do reach the Indian Ocean, then the world’s our oyster. Here, have a look at the map.”


  “Considering all these masses of reefs jutting out from the shores of the Red Sea, Skip, how about if we stick to the middle?”


  “Fine, Conrad, as long as you know you are in the middle. But with high winds blowing sand all over the place, and us unable to get a fix, and these treacherous unknown currents setting us east or west or whatever for a whole day or night, it’s not going to be easy.”


  “Yes, Skip, I see what you mean . . . but knowing you after these months I trust you to get us through, and I’m willing to take things as they come. If we come a cropper—well, we’ll have at least had a go.”


  I looked at his dark eyes and sunburnt face. Here was a real find, a brave lad; fast developing into a true sailorman. Honest and straightforward with the heart of a lion. To watch the steady, gradual transformation from an insecure youth searching for his identity to a careful, practical man was for me an absorbing experience. Educated by Quakers in Buckingham, he had responded eagerly to my tutelage, even though I drove him hard at times.


  “What’s Quaker education like, then, Conrad?” I asked him, as he stowed food carefully in dry places around the galley.


  “Oh, all right, I suppose. The place I went to was one of these more or less free schools, where you can do much as you please—you know, choose your own subjects and when to attend classes, all that kind of thing.”


  “Sounds more like a bloody Portuguese parliament to me. Did you learn anything?”


  “Not much; and anyway, in the end it came to the same thing as most other people; the importance of being a success.”


  “What’s success?”


  “To most people, making money,” he replied in a low voice.


  “And to you?”


  “To be part of the world. Why, what is it to you?”


  “Getting into harbor in one bloody piece and knocking back a few pints in good company; keeping dry and three square meals a day.”


  “What about nature?” He was still very serious.


  “Whose? Mine or yours?”


  “You know, all this ocean and wind, the natural forces.”


  “Bugger ’em. Oh, they’re all right, but most of the time all they’ve given me is a bloody hard, uncomfortable existence!”


  “Then why do you do it?”


  “Someone has to, doesn’t he?”


  “Masochism?”


  “Don’t give me any of your Austro-Hungarian Freudian bullshit!”


  He laughed and shook his head. “You’re crazy!” he said.


  “Yes, I know, I always wanted a nine-to-five job; my secret ambition is to be a London bank clerk!”


  “I can just see you walking over London Bridge in a derby hat, toting a briefcase; that would just suit you!” He grinned at me.


  “I’d embezzle the bloody lot, mate, and have it away on my toes for Rio as fast as Christ would let me!”


  “Mmm, me too,” he replied.


  “That’s what comes of free schools!”


  “Damned right, Skip!” He placed the last can of corned beef into a locker after carefully marking it on our stores list. “I’d go and live on a nature reserve myself.”


  “Yeah, Battersea Dogs’ Home!”


  “Oh hell,” he replied, “where’s the blasted case of beans?”


  That evening, as soon as dusk fell, we bade farewell to our friends at the Israeli naval base, hoisted anchor, and slunk off into the gloom of the southern horizon to run the Arab gauntlet.




  5


  RUNNING THE GAUNTLET


  OUR FIRST NIGHT OUT WAS spent running free with the mainsail winged out on one side of the mast and the big genoa poled out on the other. The anchor was safely lashed down on the fo’c’s’le, all lights were downed, the taffrail log was set out over the stern, a coffeepot was on the stove, and away we rolled, with the wind coming from directly astern, straight down from the high desolate mountains of the Sinai.


  As Barbara sailed away from the coast the fetch of the sea increased, and with it our movement, so that by midnight we were wallowing violently. The sky was clear, with no moon, but Venus was setting in the west, twice the size she appears in normal ocean skies. Millions of bright stars gleamed overhead. It was all very beautiful, but we would have preferred overcast and even rain, for we were most anxious to avoid being seen by Arab craft, whether military or civilian. The Israelis had warned us in no uncertain terms what would happen to us if we were to encounter an Egyptian naval vessel.


  About two o’clock in the middle of the night Conrad went below to make more coffee and reappeared shortly on deck.


  “Lot of water in the bilge, Skip.” He looked worried.


  “OK, take over, mate; I’ll take a look.”


  He took over the wheel and I went below to search for the leak. Searching a fully loaded boat thirty-eight-feet long while she wallows away, running off the wind, isn’t much fun. You have to crawl through the bottom of the boat, raising floorboards and opening every small stowage compartment by the light of a flashlight. It needs all the perseverance and patience you can muster, as well as a cast-iron stomach and a thorough knowledge of the boat.


  Whenever someone, usually standing on a jetty in the pleasant morning sunshine, looks down into my cockpit and after greetings and gossip about this and that says that he envies me because I don’t have any cares or worries and can just take off into the setting sun without a problem in the world, I always smile to myself. What does this person know of the intricate preparation, the minute attention to the smallest details that goes into getting a small craft ready for the ocean. Overlooking even one significant point could very well result in disaster or even death. What does that person know of the careful, cautious attention paid to storing the boat with every possible item for any foreseeable accident or occurrence? What does he know of studying how to take out one’s own teeth, or, if necessary, one’s own appendix? The long-distance sailor is his own lawyer, doctor, engineer, plumber, carpenter, dentist, and diplomat. In many remote parts of the world navigational aids such as lights and radio beacons are nonexistent.


  But try as he will to cover every detail before sailing, it often happens that the voyager can miss something, or that a defect can develop on the voyage, which was our case.


  Barbara, being fiberglass, had had her hull distorted slightly while being lifted with the crane in Eilat harbor. The lifting cables had compressed the hull at the point where the engine-cooling water-inlet was located. The bolts holding the seacock to the hull had bent slightly, and water was now, after she had worked in the sea for several hours, passing in between the flange of the seacock and the hull at a good rate.


  Apart from easing the motion by reefing down the genoa, there was little I could do for the moment. I carefully tapped in some caulking fiber between the seacock and the hull, very delicately, for to sheer one of the bolts would have been disastrous. This eased the leak to a trickle. I then sat down in the cabin and shut everything out of my mind but this problem.


  To head back for the Sinai would have been one solution, but it would mean beating directly into the wind for two or even three days, and the motion of a sailing boat beating to windward is much more violent, for she is continuously crashing into headseas. This might cause the seacock to sheer from the hull. This was a chance I could not afford to take. Besides I’m always reluctant to turn back once on a course.


  I fished out the chart from the navigation cuddy (where it was kept rolled up under cover to guard against spray) and inspected it. About fifty miles to the south of us lay two small islets, the Brothers Islands. If we could gain the protection of the lee of one of them, we would have a good chance to repair the leak in comparative calm and security. I looked up the islands in the Admiralty Pilotfor the Red Sea and found that they were supposed to be uninhabited and that there was a lighthouse on the northernmost island, but the pilot book was dated 1952—eighteen years out of date. With the Suez Canal closed and hardly any shipping using the Red Sea, chances were that the lighthouse was now out of action. We scanned the south until dawn, but there was no loom (glare in the sky), no evidence of a lighthouse, nothing but the blackness of an empty night.


  While Conrad pumped out the bilge to keep the water from sloshing around, I prepared to get a sunsight in order to fix, as near as possible, Barbara’s longitude, that is, the position of the north-south line on which she moved. It was no good taking a sunsight until the sun was at least twenty degrees above the eastern horizon, for in the heat of the Red Sea, even early in the morning, the amount of refraction and other distortion would lead to errors in obtaining the altitude of the sun and even greater errors in fixing our longitude. But in these latitudes, so near to the tropics, the sun rises fast, and by nine o’clock I had a good idea of our longitude (within five miles or so, allowing for distortion of the sun by the fine sand carried in the wind), and found we were directly north of the Brothers Islands, wallowing away at about four knots. The taffrail log indicated that we had sailed eighty-five miles so far; if there was no current against us or with us, this together with the longitude I had worked out, gave me a fairly exact position.


  From this assumed position, I steered a course east-southeast by south, and after an hour the two islets appeared, gray shadows shimmering in the heat of the Red Sea. I decided to make for the northernmost of the islets and try to anchor on the southern side of it, out of the way of the wind and swell, which by this time had increased to a lively rate.


  “Think there’s anyone living there?” Conrad asked as we drank another mug of tea. Barbara was tossing violently by this time; the mid-morning wind, as usual in the Red Sea, was increasing to a full gale, whistling in the masts.


  “I don’t know,” I said, “but there was no light last night. Chances are it’s been abandoned. Anyway, the islets belong to Egypt. I can’t imagine them having a military force of any size on them. They’d be sitting ducks for the Israeli navy if there was any trouble. No, Conrad, we’ll have to take our chances because we must get this bloody leak fixed or we’ll be pumping all the way to Massawa and that’s days away to windward. Anyway, keep your eye on the level.”


  “Right on.”


  Steadily we drew nearer to the Brothers Islands. As I had no information about outlying reefs or depths, I gave the island a wide berth until we were at right angles to the south side of the rock. Then, turning sharply to port, on a broad reach in the strong north wind, we sailed in to the anchorage. I could not chance using the engine, in case any undue vibration might weaken the defective seacock bolts and shake them loose from the hull.


  Keeping a sharp lookout forward for reefs and coral heads, we drew nearer. As we approached the islet I could see that the lighthouse appeared to be abandoned; rusty ironwork decorated the gallery, and there did not seem to be a soul around the iron-roofed huts standing near the column of the light.


  “Doesn’t seem to be anyone around, Tristan.”


  “Well, we’ll soon find out—get the lead.”


  Conrad sounded Barbara into five fathoms of water. I luffed up into the wind (that is, faced the wind so the sails did not hold any wind pressure and shake loose). We were just about to drop the anchor when, suddenly, several figures ran out from the small buildings, crouched low. Some were in uniform, others in caftans, the long Arab “nightgowns” worn against the heat of day. They dove behind a low, whitewashed wall running across the hill, and opened fire. There must have been at least three machine guns and a dozen rifles all firing away from a range of about two hundred yards.


  Bullets flew everywhere; Conrad, who had never seen a shot fired in anger before, turned and gaped at me in astonishment, gripping the anchor in his sunburned hands.


  “What the fuck?” he shouted.


  “Get back here, bloody fast!” I shouted, turning the wheel hard over to starboard, hoping the wind would catch the sails so they would fill and get us moving.


  “Wh—what about the anchor, Skip?”


  “Fuck the anchor! Get back here, you silly sod. Leave it on deck. For Christ’s sake don’t drop it over!”


  But he was already back in the cockpit, crouched over and working the jib sheet winch. The firing continued in bursts. One round smashed into the pulpit, another clipped the mainmast just below the main halyard winch, two more passed through the mainsail.


  “Bloody wretches!” murmured Conrad.


  “Wretches be fucked—bastards!”


  I peeped over the top of the cockpit, for by now Barbara was heeling over in the stiff breeze. There were no boats in evidence on the shore. After about five minutes, which seemed to us like an eternity, the firing faded and we zoomed away from the island like a cork out of a bottle, praying for more wind and cursing Egypt at the same time.


  A couple of minutes later, crouched in the bottom of the steering well, our heads within an inch of each other, I turned round and found myself eyeball to eyeball with Conrad, sunburnt and sweaty, bearded and salt crusted. We stared at each other, then slowly the stares turned into grins, then smiles, then hoots and howls of laughter.


  “Bloody bastards! Nightshirted, cholera-faced sons of bitches!” I roared.


  Conrad quickly recovered both his sense of humor and his calm composure, but the Welsh blood was up in me and I sprang up to the mizzen shrouds and shook my fist at the far-off shore and swore blinding curses at Egypt, the Nile, the Pyramids, Nasser, Mohammed, the Aswan Dam, and anything else to do with that benighted country that I could think of.


  “For God’s sake, get down, Skip, they can’t hear you.” Conrad was grinning. “What do we do now?” His calm voice brought me down to thinking about our problems.


  “Heave to as soon as we’re out of their sight, then we’ll come back to the southern islet at dusk, get in the lee, make a quick repair to the seacock and be off again by dawn. There isn’t anything on the southern rock, not even a hut. Meanwhile I’ll keep her going on this reach; you pump out. And for God’s sake, make us a cup of tea.”


  “Laced?”


  “Just a little—no sense in getting half crocked here.”


  Off we went, with me sailing a straighter line than I’ve ever sailed before, despite the heavy sea and the roaring wind, out to the east, hoping and praying that there were no Egyptian naval vessels around who might have picked up a signal from our erstwhile friends on the island.


  In two hours we had dropped the Brothers Islands astern and hove to, that is, dropped all sails except the mizzen, which we left up, or “bent,” as we say, to hold the boat’s bow against the wind and the sea. All the time we kept a wary lookout for signs of any vessel.


  Sunsets in the Red Sea are a wondrous prism of color; green sea, deep purple sky overhead, a blood-red horizon shot with golden rays of sunlight. We wallowed away.


  Just before dusk, having consumed a can of corned beef and a pot of cold rice, I took a bearing on the southern rock of the Brothers. We had approached very carefully just near enough so I could sight it from the mast spreaders after climbing up a twenty-foot mast with a hand-bearing compass in a rough sea, and as darkness fell we made our way in slowly. Coming up to the southern side of the rock we were, of course, out of sight of anyone watching from the main island. I couldn


  

  

  

  

  

  

  




  APPENDIX: DOCUMENTS


  
  [image: bck_fig_001]


  A typical navigation working sheet from Barbara, showing the working out of a sun sight on the thirtieth of December 1970 in the northern part of the Red Sea.
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  Letter of thanks from the Imperial Navy of Ethiopia. Five officers went to sea for the first time in the Barbara. Part of it is in the Amharic language but they’ve also put it in English.
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  List of ports visited by the Barbara on her way round from Westport to the West Indies and then in search of Sea Dart.
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  A newspaper report of imprisonment in Bogotá, Colombia.
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  Permission to enter Peru, not a customs document, just permission, and to navigate on Lake Titicaca.
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  Overleaf the permissions to navigate on Lake Titicaca, the first one ever given.
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  Page 3 is the permission given by the Bolivian navy, written by candlelight with a quill pen on the fifteenth of April, 1974. This also was permission to navigate on the lake. Down below there are stamps from the Mato Grosso, and the only port of any size, about five houses, Porto Murtinho—the first time that this stamp has ever been used.
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  The treaty made with the Aymara Indians on the Island of Suriqui the third of May, 1974. “The community of Suriqui united in assembly has taken an agreement to promise never to molest any strange citizen who is on the island. This promise is signed by the Secretary of the Community, Central Señor Nestor Salas, the Secretary General Gregorio Esteban, and the Corregidor Mario Arratia: the Secretary of Justice Miguel Suxo and the community as a whole promises never to molest any person from outside the island.” This treaty was made after the fracas caused by the stealing of Sea Dart’s mooring line.
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  Nombramiento de Padrino. Tristan Jones was appointed as a Padrino of the school on the Island of Suriqui. “We have the honor to invite you to be present at a civic act at which we are realizing the second Fiesta of the ‘Day of the Bolivian Indian’ in which we will be visiting schools on different islands presenting prizes. We hope that you will be able to attend these and subscribe to your attentive servants.” Note that the chief of the school service has signed this with his thumb prints because he couldn’t write.
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  A letter written by the chief of the security police for the river and communications at Corrientes in the Argentine on arrival in that country, passing Tristan Jones down to his friend at a place called Paraná:


  “Lieutenant Mieriz: The carrier of this letter is an English writer, Tristan Jones, navigating from Lake Titicaca. As he does not know this zone nor the river Paraná, try to treat him with all possible aid. If you can, find him some fish. He’s going to be with you approximately one day. From here I thank you for what you can do for him.”


  Tristan Jones was born at sea aboard a British ship, Star of the West, off one of the most remote islands in the world, Tristan da Cunha in the South Atlantic. It was a fitting birthplace for a man who would one day hold nine world sailing records, including the title of “the world’s longest distance sailor.” He is from a long line of Welsh sailing people—even his grandmother was first mate on a wool-trading ship.


  At age thirteen he left school and signed on a sailing barge exporting scrap iron to Germany for wages of five cents a week—and he’s been at sea ever since. When World War II broke out, he joined the Royal Navy and was sunk three times before he was eighteen. After the war he transferred to the Royal Hydrographic Service and served on convoy duties to the USSR from Iceland, then later in Far Eastern waters. His service ended in 1952 in Aden when an in-shore survey vessel he was on was blown up by guerrillas. He suffered a severe spinal injury that left him paralyzed. He was told he would never walk again and given a physical discharge.


  Today Tristan Jones has sailed a record 345,000 miles in small boats under 40 feet in length (well over the distance to the moon). He sailed 180,000 miles of this distance singlehanded. He has crossed the Atlantic eighteen times under sail, nine times alone.


  Tristan is currently working on another book, Saga of A Wayward Sailor. It is about his first solo adventure, in which he circumnavigated Iceland and reached the furthest point north ever touched by a sailing craft.
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