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El cocinero

The cook

Relato del sefior cocinero James Henry a bordo de la goleta
Goldfield con los siguientes capitanes: llton Robinson, Lisandro
Archbold y Eustacio Suarez. Abril 23, 2003.

“Pues yo era el cocinero en esos dias cuando habia bastante
brisa... Antes de salir, uno preparaba los alimentos para tenerlos
listos y salabamos la carne de cerdo, de res y los pescados. Algu-
nos los medio herviamos y en altamar los terminabamos de coci-
nar al gusto.

Yo horneaba Johnny Cake 'y todos los buns. También hacia el
pan de molde, y lo metia en el barco.

En cuanto al agua, la llevabamos en barriles y cada marinero
tenia cinco galones para él. Nos bafidbamos con agua salada y, de
vez en cuando, nos enjuagabamos con un trapo y un poco de
agua dulce. Cuando se nos acababa el agua dulce, la recogiamos
con las velas del barco, las tendiamos sobre la cubierta y juntaba-
mos el agua de lluvia y, por baldados, la echdbamos en los barri-
les. We set the sails, and catch the water and full the drums them.

A veces teniamos mal tiempo: enero, febrero y julio. En esos
meses, a fin de comer teniamos que ir a un lado de la cocina y
reclinarnos contra la pared. Si no, no se podia comer porque
perderias toda la comida servida en tu plato. Cuando el tiempo
era bueno, uno podia disfrutar, sentarse y hasta divertirse un poco
mientras comia... Esos meses solian ser abril y mayo, y mas o
menos el 15 de junio se enfurecia de nuevo el clima hasta julio.
Agosto y septiembre eran bien calmados. Lo llamamos ‘gota de
aceite’. El mar parece un espejo.

Yo usaba una estufa de madera. Imaginate, cuatro circulos uni-
dos por barras de hierro, para que cuando el mar baile, las ollas
no puedan bailar también. Usaba kerosene y bengalas, los guarda-
ba en una minidespensa, plenty matches (muchos fosforos) y cin-
co galones de combustible.

Bueno (sonriendo), no teniamos ninguna comida elegante...
Era pescado hervido, carne hervida, yuca, Run down (marisco en
leche de coco), pescado guisado, carne guisada, pescado desme-
nuzado, albondigas de pescado y para tomar teniamos limonada
hecha de esos limones que tenemos aca en la isla que llamamos
bitter and sweet (dulce-amargo). Casi todos teniamos cafia de
azUcar (suga-cane). Asi que llevdbamos tres O cuatro tarros de
sirope para mezclar con los refrescos.

Para mantener el agua fresca, le agregabamos sulfuro y eso la
enfriaba un tanto. Ademas, amarrabamos el barril arriba en la
cubierta del barco.

Cuando comencé a navegar yo tenia como 10 afos... Fue
con el capitan Eliseo Hawkins. Un tipo bien grande. Mi papéa estaba



en Colén y mi mama y nosotros éramos muy pobres. Teniamos que trabajar, y yo
salia a vender mango. Un dia abordé el barco y, mientras vendia, el capitdn me
preguntd si me gustarfa ir con ellos... {Si!, respondi. Pero yo era apenas un nifio,
de modo que llegué a la casa y no dije nada. Tomé dos bermudas y dos camisas y
me fui. / gan. Fuimos a Limon y vendi mango, a Colon y vendi mas mango. Por
dltimo, fuimos a Cartagena y descargamos coco Y copra.

El capitan bajo a tierra y me consiguié ropa, y fiame... en fin, un poquito de
todo para y cola (sonriendo muy contento al recordar estos detalles) llevar a casa
conmigo. Tomd ocho dias llegar desde Cartagena a San Andrés. Cuando llegamos
a Providencia, mi mama estaba muy contenta y dijo que todos creian que yo habia
sido devorado por uno de esos lagartos que teniamos cerca al pequefio arroyo de
nuestra casa. Mi papéa llegé esa mismisima tarde a bordo del velero Refine. La
alegria de la familia entera se duplicé y todos celebraban charlando y riendo.
Cuando papa escuch6 que yo iba a embarcarme de nuevo, exclamé jNo! Mas
yo... | gan aprovechando la ocasion. Me escapé otra vez.

Trabajé con Eliseo Hawkins hasta mi vejez, nos volvimos familia. Vine a San
Andrés con el capitan Baldwin Britton. Cuando yo tenia veinte afios de edad,
Horvis Davis me cuidaba.

Naci en 1929. Hoy dia vivo en School House, cerca al cementerio.

Generalmente, a bordo tomabamos desayuno, almuerzo y cena. Comenzan-
do el dia con té, bun, yuca, Johnny Cake o pan. Las comidas preparadas para el
almuerzo eran, generalmente, lo mismo que repetiamos para la cena. No lleva-
bamos animales. La excepcion que confirmaba la regla era una perra que admitia-
mos solo por seguridad. Las perras resultaban ser siempre mucho mas efectivas
que los perros”.

THE cook

Story from the cook M. James Henry on board of the GOLDFIELD V with the following
Captains: llton Robinson, Lisandro Archbold and Eustacio Suarez. April 23, 2003.

“So | was a cook in those days of plenty breeze out. Before you leave you prepare

the food to have it ready and we would salt the meat, pork, beef and fish. Some of
you have it boiled and at sea cooked. However, you like it”

| baked Johnny cake and all the buns, bread and everything, and put it on the ship.

As for the water, we carried it in drums and each sailor would have 5 gallons for
himself. We would bathe in salt water and once in a while we would rinse off some
of it with a rag and sweet water. When we would run out of sweet rainwater, we
would pick up the rainwater with the sails of the ship, we would lay them down to
gather it and put it in the drums bucket by bucket. “We set the sail and catch the
water and fill the drums”

Sometimes we had rough weather: January, February and July. In those months in
order to eat we got to “leey” (lay) to one side of the kitchen (reclined to the wall).

Cuadernos del Caribe N°6 |9
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If not, you couldn’t eat because you would lose all you had in your plate. When the
weather was good, one could enjoy sitting down and even have some fun. Those
months were usually April and May. Around the 15" of June, it would get rough
again until July. August was pretty smooth...and September.... very calm.... “We
called it Flat Foot”.

Describing the kitchen: | used a wood stove. Imagine four circles and iron bars
holding them together “so when the sea danced the pot couldn’t move”. | used
kerosene and matches that were kept in a locker, “plenty of matches” and 5 gallons
of fuel.

Menu: “Well, we had no fancy food (smiling)”. It was: Stew fish, stew meat, run
down, boiled meat with yucca, minced fish, fish ball; and to drink, we had lemonade;
“bitter and sweet”. Almost everybody had cane, “sugar-cane” so we carried three or
four cans of syrup to mix cool drinks.

To have cool water, we would put sulfur in the water and that would cool it and tie
the barrel up in the deck.

“A liki bit about myself”.... (A little bit about myself)...

When | first started to sail, | was like 10 years old. It was with Captain Eliceo
Hawkins, “Big Guy”. My papa was in Colon and me and my “Mada” (mother) were
very poor, we had to work and | would go out and sell some Mango. So one day, |
boarded the ship while selling and the captain asked me if I liked to go out with him.
| said yes! But | was a kid so when | got home | didn’t tell my mom. | took 2 shirts and
2 short pants “and I gan” (I left). | went to Limon and sold mango and then to Colon
and sold some more and next we went to Cartagena and “unloaded coconut and
copra”,

Captain went out and got me clothes, and fiam and cola, (smiling very happy
while remembering) “a little bit of every thing to carry home”. It took 8 days from
Cartagena to St. Andrews and when | reached Providence, my mom was happy and
said they thought | had been eaten by one of those alligators we had close to the
little creek by our house. My papa came the same evening on the “REFINE” sail
ship “so the whole family was celebrating and talking and laughing” and “when my
papa heard | was going back he said: NO!...but | escaped again’”.

| worked with Eliceo Hawkins ‘till | got old. We became family. | came down here
with Captain Baldwin Britton. When | was 20, Horvis Davis used to take care of me.
“I was born in 1929. Nowadays | live in School House. Close to the cemetery.”

We would usually have breakfast lunch and dinner on board. Beginning the day
with tea, “bun”, yucca cake or bread. The meals prepared for lunch were mentioned
before and the same thing would be our dinner.

We didn’t carry any animals except for “a SHE dog” for security purposes. Female
dogs were a lot more effective than male ones.



En enero de 1913, por peticion del Delegado Apostdlico de
Bogota, Colombia, América del Sur, las Misiones anotadas que
anteceden fueron encargadas a los padres josefitas de Mill Hill,
Inglaterra. Podria resultar interesante para nuestros lectores co-
nocer la historia de cémo se fundaron estas Misiones.

Fue en el afio 1900, cuando me encontraba a cargo de La
Mision de los Negros de San Agustin en Louisville, Kentucky (la
cual hace afios también habia estado a cargo de los padres josefitas,
uno de los cuales fue el padre Green), cuando lef un articulo en el
German Messenger of the Sacred Heart, editado en Cincinnati,
acerca de dos islas, San Andrés y Providencia, pertenecientes a
Colombia, Suramérica. Afirmaba este articulo que en estas islas,
habitadas por negros de habla inglesa, nunca antes ningun sacer-
dote catdlico habia intentado establecer la religion catolica.

Enseguida le solicité a mi obispo el permiso para ir alld. A mi
llegada a New York, se me dijo que ningun barco de vapor iba a
estas islas. Asi que tomé un barco hacia Jamaica, Cartagena (Co-
lombia) y Lim6n (Costa Rica). En este Ultimo puerto se me infor-
mo que, de vez en cuando, pequefios veleros partian hacia las
islas. En Limon fui detenido durante cuatro semanas por causa de
la fiebre amarilla que prevalecia alli.

Por fin un pequefio velero de aspecto miserable salia hacia San
Andrés. Cuatro negros eran su tripulacion, y yo era el Unico pasa-
jero. Me dijeron que con buen viento llegariamos en cuatro dias.

Desafortunadamente o no habia viento o la mayor parte del
tiempo teniamos viento en contra, con la consecuencia de que
demoramos catorce dias en llegar en vez de cuatro. Catorce dias
que pasé acostado en la cubierta de ese pequefio velero, dia y
noche, sin la mas minima comodidad. La comida que tenia la
tripulacion era yuca y cerdo salado; mi pobre estdbmago no la
podia digerir, de modo que ayuné por catorce dias. Cuando final-
mente llegamos, yo estaba tan débil que escasamente podia man-
tenerme de pie.

Cuando llegamos al puerto de San Andrés, un hombre que
pasaba al lado nuestro en una canoa le pregunto a la tripulacién
que quién era el extranjero que tenian a bordo. Cuando respon-
dieron que era un sacerdote, él dijo: “No queremos ningln sa-
cerdote”. Esa fue la bienvenida. Mi primer llamado fue a la casa
del prefecto de la Gobernacion. Llegué alli como a las once a.m.
Yo alin estaba ayunando, ya que durante nuestros problemas mar
adentro yo habia prometido celebrar misa en accion de gracias el
dia de nuestra llegada, si podiamos llegar antes del medio dia.
Con el consentimiento del prefecto, pude cumplir esta promesa
en su habitacion.

Cuadernos del Caribe N% |11
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Después de misa traté de conseguir alojamiento en algln lado. En la isla no
habia ni hoteles ni restaurantes. En todos lados me daban la misma respuesta: “
No hay lugar”. Enfermo y débil como estaba por la fatiga del viaje y el largo ayuno,
traté de caminar hacia el lado norte de la isla, pues me habian dicho que un ex
capitan llamado Hoopman vivia alli y tenia una pequefa familia y una gran casa;
por lo tanto, tal vez me alojara.

Cuando me dirigia hacia alla, me senti tan débil que me quebranté y me senté
sobre el tronco de un arbol hasta que alguien pasara y me ayudara a llegar a la casa
del ex capitan. Encontré al duefio enfermo y reacio a alojarme. Me dijo que él era
un bautista muy creyente y que no queria problemas con su pastor, que yo tendria
que obtener el consentimiento de éste antes de que él me alojara. De modo que
simplemente me tocaba someterme a esa condicion, cazar al importante predi-
cador vy, luego, retornar con el permiso requerido. Consegui el cuarto. Al dia
siguiente la fiebre tropical me tir6 al catre, del cual no me pude mover por dos
semanas, ni tener ninguna evacuacion intestinal por el mismo tiempo. Nadie me
cuidaba. Tuve que contratar a un negro y pagarle un délar al dia por alcanzarme un
vaso de agua cuando necesitaba uno. El primer buen samaritano en llamar no fue
el prefecto ni ningln otro oficial del Gobierno colombiano, los cuales eran (nomi-
nalmente) catdlicos, sino un judio llamado Abraham. Tiempo después terminé
bautizando a uno de sus hijos. Este, luego, fue uno de mis monaguillos. Me tomo
algunos meses recobrar mis fuerzas. Yo celebraba misa todos los dias sobre una
pequefia mesita en mi cuarto totalmente solo. Después de seis meses, ayudado
por las donaciones de un amigo en los Estados Unidos, construi un pequefo
armazon de madera. El area de abajo la usaba para el servicio divino, arriba, bajo
el techo, estaban mis espacios para vivir y dormir.

Seis meses més tarde visité la isla de Providencia con algunas de las personas.
Llegamos un sabado. Fui de una vez a ver al predicador cabeza de las tres iglesias
bautistas, llamado Simén Howard. Me presenté como un sacerdote catolico y le
ofreci mis servicios para el dia siguiente.

El me mir6 sorprendido y dijo: “¢Qué puede usted, un sacerdote catdlico,
hacer para mi?” Yo respondi: “Puedo dar el sermén por usted”. El contesto: “Me
temo que eso podria ser peligroso”. Sin embargo, después de reflexionar un
momento, accedid. Asi que prediqué en la iglesia bautista al dia siguiente. Era el
primer domingo de cuaresma. El sermon fue acerca de la pasion y muerte de
Nuestro Sefior Jesucristo por nuestra redencion.

Después de la homilia, el sefior Eusebius Howard, un medio hermano de
Siman, vino a mi y me invit6 a predicar el mismo sermon en su iglesia el proximo
domingo. Yo accedi. Eusebius habia trabajado con Simon, pero una division en la
congregacion lo llevé a crear su propia iglesia. Algo ocurrié durante la semana,
gue me impidié cumplir mi promesa de predicar en la iglesia de Eusebius. Pero
cumpli con mi palabra méas adelante. Yo habia hecho arreglos para venir y quedar-
me una semana 0 mas y dar un servicio a la misién, como la solemos llamar
nosotros. A él y a sus seguidores les pareci6 bien. En vez de una semana, durd
tres. Termind el dia 8 de diciembre de 1902, con la conversion de Eusebius y casi



todo su rebafio. Por ende, la antes llamada Iglesia Bautista Bethel se transformé en
la cuna de la misién catdlica de la isla de Providencia. Eusebius ha sido desde
entonces llamado a su recompensa eterna. El reverendo padre Timothy St. John
(Connelly), a quien conoci en Philadelphia al afio siguiente (1903), fue mi primer
sucesor. Ofrecid sus servicios para la mision a pesar de su edad (61 afios). El era
un alma santa. Trabaj6 solo y arduamente después que me fui a Cuba. En corto
tiempo construyd otra capilla en el lado este de la isla. En 1910 su fuerza le
abandono y fallecio en el hospital en Panama.

Las hermanas de color de la Divina Providencia, que yo habia llevado a la isla
desde Baltimore en 1903, y quienes a pesar de su corta estadia habian hecho una
gran labor para el bien de las jovencitas, carecian de perseverancia y se habian
marchado otra vez. Hace algunos afios los sacerdotes josefitas de Baltimore esta-
ban a cargo de la Mision, y dos sacerdotes jovenes, dos hermanos, los padres
Albert de Brooklyn, New York, habian trabajado con gran éxito afiadiendo dos
capillas mas a la Mision. De repente el Gobierno colombiano le pidi6 al Delegado
Apostélico que los josefitas de Baltimore fueran reemplazados por los otros mi-
sioneros.

Hubo un incidente durante las tres semanas que pasé en la mision de la Iglesia
Bautista Bethel, que nunca olvidaré. Yo deseaba inspeccionar el lado este de la isla
desde la cima més alta de la cadena de montafias. Acompafiado por un joven
llamado John Archbold, como guia, nos fuimos después de misa esperando estar
de regreso al atardecer para la siguiente misa.

Llegamos a la cima de la montafia pasando “las duras y las maduras”, escalando
por un estrecho pasaje por entre las montafias. Cuando descendiamos, nos cogié
la noche, y no habia luna; asi que no podiamos ver ni un paso hacia adelante de
nosotros, entre los arboles. Nos sentamos toda la noche sobre una roca tratando
de mantenernos despiertos rezando el rosario y cantando unos himnos, porque si
nos dormiamos podiamos caer cuesta abajo sobre la roca. Grande fue la ansiedad
de la gente al ver que no volvimos a tiempo para celebrar la misa por la tarde. Los
hombres caminaron por las orillas del mar con una linterna y preguntando si
alguien nos habia visto. Igualmente grande fue su alegria cuando llegamos tempra-
no, la mafiana siguiente, a pesar de que estdbamos empapados en sudor.

Esta es, en resumidas cuentas, la corta historia de la fundacion de la primera
mision catolica en estas islas.

Los padres josefitas actuales tienen una gran tarea al frente de ellos y merecen
la ayuda de nuestros lectores, pues se necesitan mas capillas. Corn Island debe ser
incluida. Habiéndose quebrantado mi salud y sufrido una operacion bastante deli-
cada, me senti obligado a retirarme a mi lugar de origen. Ahora sélo puedo ayu-
dar a mis sucesores a través de mis humildes oraciones.

Cuadernos del Caribe N%6 |13
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THE MissIONS OF ST. ANDREWS AND OLD PROVIDENCE ISLANDS IN THE CARIBBEAN SEA

InJanuary of the year 1913, Missions were named upon request of the Apostolic
Delegate at Bogotd, Colombia, South America. They were given to the Josephite
Fathers of Mill Hill, England. It may be interesting for the readers to hear the history
of the foundation of these Missions.

It was in the year 1900 when | was in charge of the St. Augustine’s Negro
Mission in Louisville, Kentucky (which years ago had also been run by the Josephite
Fathers, Father Green having been one of them) that | read an article in the
German Messenger of the Sacred Heart, edited in Cincinnati, about two islands;
St. Andrews and Old Providence belonging to Colombia, South America. It was
stated in the article that in those islands, which were inhabited by English speaking
Negroes, no attempt had ever been made by a Catholic priest to establish the
Catholic religion.

| applied to my Bishop for permission to go there at once. Coming to New York, |
was told that no steamships would go to those islands. Therefore, | took the steamship
to Jamaica, Cartagena, Colombia, Limon and Costa Rica. In the later port, | was told
that small sailing boats would occasionally set out for the islands. At Limon, | was
detained for four weeks on account of the yellow fever prevailing there.

At last a miserable little sailing boat set out for St. Andrews’s, having four colored
men as crew, | was the only passenger. They told me that with a fair wind we would
get over in about four days.

Unfortunately, we had either no wind or contrary wind nearly all the time, and
the consequence was that it took us fourteen days instead of four. Fourteen days |
was lying on the bare deck of the little boat; day and night without the least comfort.
The food the crew had was yucca and salted pork, which my weak stomach could
not digest. So | fasted for fourteen days and when we finally landed | was so weak
that | could scarcely stand on my feet.

When we entered the harbor of St. Andrews a fellow passing us in a canoe asked
the crew of our boat who was the stranger they had on board and when they said: a
priest, he replied: “We don’t want no Priest.” This was the welcome. My first call was
at the house of the Prefect of the Government, reaching there at about 11 a.m. | was
still fasting for in our troubles on sea | had promised to celebrate Mass in Thanksgiving
on the day of our arrival, if we would land before noon. With the consent of the
Prefect, | fulfilled this promise in his room.

After Mass | tried to get a lodging-place somewhere, there being no hotel nor
restaurant in the island. Everywhere | got the same answer: “No room”. Sick and
feeble as | was from the fatigue of the voyage and long fast, | tried to walk to the north
end of the island. As | was told an ex-Captain Hoopman lived there and had a big
house and a small family and might give me lodging.

On the way there | got so weak that | broke down and sat on a stump of a tree till
somebody passed by who helped me reach the ex-Captain’s house.

I found the owner sick in bed and unwilling to keep me. He told me that he was
a strong Baptist and that he wanted no trouble with his pastor, and that | would have
to get the latter’s consent before he would keep me. So | had simply to submit to the



condition, hunt up the important preacher and then return with the required
permission, | got a room. On the following day the tropical fever threw me on my cot,
on which I could not move for two weeks, nor did | have any movement of my bowels
for that length of time. Nobody looked after me. | had to hire a Negro and pay him a
dollar a day for handing me a glass of water when | wanted one. The first Good
Samaritan that called was not the prefect nor any of the other officials of the Colombian
Government, who were all (nominal) Catholics, but a Jew, Abraham by name. One
of his boys | afterwards baptized, who later became my altar boy. It took me some
months to regain my strength. | celebrated Mass daily on a little table in my room all
alone. After six months, assisted by the offerings of friends in the United States, | put
up a little frame building. Downstairs | used for divine service, up under the roof was
my living and sleeping place.

Six months later | visited the Island of Old Providence with some of the people,
arriving on a Saturday. | went at once to see the head preacher of the three Baptist
churches, Simon Howard by name, and introduced myself as a Catholic priest, and
offered him my services for the following day.

He looked at me in surprise and said: “ What can you, a Catholic priest, do for
me? ” | said, “ | can preach for you.” to which he replied, “ | fear this might be
dangerous.” still, after a moment’s reflection, he consented. So | preached in the
Baptist church on the following day. It was the first Sunday in Lent. | preached on
Christ’s passion and death for our redemption.

After service Mr. Eusebius Howard, a half brother of Simon, came up to me an
invited me to preach the same sermon also in his church on the following Sunday, to
which I consented. Eusebius had formerly worked with Simon, but a split in the flock
made him start a church of his own. Something occurred during the week, which
prevented me from keeping my promise to preach in Eusebius’ church, but | fulfilled
my promise later on. | had made arrangements with Eusebius to come and stay a
week or more and give a service-mission as we call it, in which he and his people
consented. Instead of one week, it lasted three weeks, closing December 8", 1902,
with the conversion of Eusebius and nearly all of his flock. Thus, the former Bethel
Baptist church became the cradle of the Catholic Mission in Old Providence Island;
Eusebius has since been called to his eternal reward. Rev. Father Timothy St. John
(Connelly) whom | met in Philadelphia the following year, 1903, became my first
successor, he offering his services for the Mission in spite of his age, 61. He was a
holy soul and worked hard all alone after | went to Cuba. Before long he got up
another chapel on the east side of the island.

In 1916 his strength gave way, and he died in the hospital at Panama.

The colored sisters of Divine Providence whom | had taken to the Island from
Baltimore in 1903 and who, for the short time they stayed, had done a great deal of
good among the young girls, had no perseverance and left again. During the past few
years the Josephite Fathers of Baltimore were in charge of the Mission, and two
young priests, two brothers, the Fathers Albert natives of Brooklyn, New York, had
worked with great success adding two more mission chapels, when all of a sudden
the Colombian Government had asked the Apostolic Delegate to have the Josephites
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of Baltimore replaced by the other missionaries.

One incident during the three-week mission at the Bethel Baptist church | shall
never forget. | wanted to inspect the east side of the Island from the top of the highest
spot of the mountain range. Accompanied by a young man John Archbold, as a
guide, we left after Mass expecting to be back for evening service. We reached the
top of the mountain by going through thick and thin, climbing up a gullet. Coming
down, night overcame us, and as there was no moonlight we could not see one step
ahead of us in the woods. We sat all night on a rock trying to keep awake by saying
the rosary and singing hymns, for if we had fallen asleep there was great danger of
falling down over the rock. Great was the anxiety of the people when he failed to
return for the evening service. The men walked along the seashore with lanterns
inquiring whether he had been seen by anybody. Great also was their joy when we
arrived early on the morning, though we were soaking wet from perspiration.

This is in short the history of the foundation of the first Catholic Mission in these
Islands.

The present Josephite Fathers have a great work before them and deserve the
assistance of the readers, for more chapels are needed and Corn Island must also be
looked after. My health being broken, down, and having recently undergone a serious
operation, | felt obliged to retire to my native place, and can only assist my successors
by my humble prayers.



Muchos lectores del Advocate se han quejado de que reciben
muy pocas noticias de La Mision en el mar Caribe, de modo que
estoy tratando de proporcionarles un vistazo de esta lejana y dis-
tante Mision: las primeras impresiones de un misionero “nuevo”.
Mi intencion es describir el viaje desde la costa hacia las islas ya
que aqui hay, sin duda, excitacion desde el mero principio de la
carrera de un misionario.

Después de un largo viaje desde Liverpool, a bordo del RMS
Ortega, llegué a Coldn (en el lado Atlantico del Canal de Panama)
a salvo, y encontré a Fray J. Rogan esperandome.

La goleta

El me llevo a ver la embarcacion que nos iba a transportar
200 millas desde la costa de San Andrés Isla. Bueno, no digo que
sea un hombre valiente; y a pesar de que he pasado por los ho-
rrores de la guerra, debo admitir que temblé en mi interior cuan-
do avisté esa pequefia goleta de 50 toneladas. Pensé en el terrible
temporal que experimenté en el mar Caribe, a la salida. Recuer-
do el comentario de uno de los marineros del Ortega, cuando le
pregunté qué clase de clima deberia esperar entre La Habana y
Colon. “Ah! —dijo—, usted puede esperar cualquier clase de tiem-
po en el Caribe, desde una gota de lluvia hasta un huracan”. Un
pensamiento altamente consolador, ahora que tenia que viajar
por el Caribe en una pequefia tina que lucia como si fuera peli-
grosa hasta para cruzar el Mersey. Sin embargo, de nada servia
pensar de tal modo. Yo tenia que llegar a San Andrés y ese era el
mejor barco y el mas grande que hacia ese viaje en particular.

Nos vamos

Bueno, nos embarcamos en la goleta un jueves, alrededor de
las dos p.m., y zarpamos a velear como a eso de las cuatro p.m.
Logramos nuestra salida alejandonos gradualmente, muy gradual-
mente. Después de mucho voltejear, finalmente nos fuimos mar
adentro.

Cuando llegé el ocaso, descendi para examinar los camarotes
para pasar la noche. Estos consistian de un pequefio cuarto de seis
pies cuadrados. Fray Rogan estaba incomodamente instalado so-
bre un tablén, pero yo, siendo el huésped de honor, debia ocupar
la litera del capitan. Esta era una especie de nicho en la pared, algo
similar a aquellas de las catacumbas en Roma. Yo trataba de dor-
mir, pero por largo rato el olor de las cebollas (nuestra carga),
gentil pero persistentemente, inundaba la atmésfera y hacia im-
posible conciliar el suefio.

Finalmente, justo cuando comenzaba a lograrlo, venian las
cucarachas. Avanzaban hacia mi en compafiias; si, jhasta en bata-
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llones y divisiones! Como no habia trincheras, consideré que lo més sabio era
retirarme frente al enemigo. jDe esta forma terminé la noche en cubierta!

Pero no muy lejos

A la mafiana siguiente nos despertamos y descubrimos que alin teniamos Co-
I6n a la vista. Nos poseia una plena calma y las velas se habian caido; guindaban en
su maxima expresion de desaliento, mientras el buen barco regresaba suave pero
firmemente a la deriva a su punto de origen.

Durante el dia la calma y las rafagas de viento se turnaban. Cuando cayo la
noche, le habiamos afiadido cinco millas a nuestro diario de navegacién. La noche
siguiente estuvo llena de alarmas, dado que el clima lucia decididamente extrafio.
Practicamente no habia brisa y el aire estaba denso, como una presencia tangible
pero invisible. Nosotros estdbamos avanzando apenas lo suficiente para mante-
nernos en curso. El mismo capitan estaba al timon, y toda la tripulacién estaba al
pie de las drizas.

La tormenta

A la media noche, el capitdn comenz6 a gritar las tan ya conocidas 6rdenes:
“Parense al pie de las drizas; aflojen la vela mayor, etc.” Al final se decidi6 a navegar
a toda vela. Todo marchaba debidamente (estaba arrumado apretadamente) por
fin, y justo a tiempo. El viento se alzd con un rugido, jy con el barria enormes
mares verdes! Nuestra pequefia goleta bailaba cual corcho. Volaba alto en el aire
y luego descendia buceando hacia las profundidades del mar como si nunca inten-
tara subir otra vez, mientras nosotros nos aferrdbamos a todo lo que podiamos.
El viento amainé gradualmente. Cerca de la madrugada, ya teniamos una buena y
constante brisa. De modo que nuestra vela mayor, la gavia y las velas triangulares
se desplegaron y pronto navegadbamos a buena velocidad. Esta brisa se mantuvo
toda la ruta y un domingo en la mafiana como a la una a.m., comenzamos a
divisar a la isla de San Andrés.

San Andrés

San Andrés es plana, arenosa y estd rodeada por un arrecife. Por la noche
carece de luces para guiar las naves, pero los capitanes parecen ser capaces de oler
las areas de poca profundidad y las rocas.

Atravesamos el pasaje de los arrecifes a salvo. Pero justo como a 500 yardas
del punto de anclar, encallamos. Todos nuestros esfuerzos por salir fueron en
vano. Nos quedamos toda la noche atrapados. Por la mafana, el barco de la
aduana lleg6 y nos llevé a tierra. Atravesamos el pasaje de los arrecifes a salvo y
llegamos a la arenosa San Andrés, sintiéndonos agradecidos de estar sanos y salvos
en tierra seca una vez mas.



THe CariBBeAN Sea ON THE Way 1O ST. ANDREWS ISLAND

Many readers of the advocate have complained that they receive very little news
from the Mission of the Caribbean Sea, so | am attempting to give them some
glimpse of this far distant Mission, the first impressions of a new missionary. My
intention is to describe the journey from the coast to the islands for, here, indeed, is
excitement right from the beginning of one’s missionary career.

After a long voyage from Liverpool, on board the “R.M.S. Ortega,” | reached Colon
(on the Atlantic side of the Panama Canal) in safety, and found Fr. J. Rogan waiting
for me there.

The schooner

He then took me to view the vessel that was to convey us the 200 miles from the
coast to St. Andrews Island. Well, | do not claim to be a brave man, and although |
have been through the horrors of the war, | must admit that | trembled in my shoes
when | gazed at that small 50-ton schooner, and thought of the dreadful weather |
had experienced in the Caribbean Sea. On the way out, | recall to mind a remark of
one of the sailors on the “Ortega,” when | asked him what sort of weather we might
expect between Havana and Colon. “Oh!” he said, “ you can expect any kind of
weather in the Caribbean, from a water spout to a hurricane.” A most consoling
thought, when | had to traverse the Caribbean in a little tub that looked as though
she would be a dangerous craft even to cross the Mersey. However it was no use
reflecting in this way. | had to get to St. Andrews, and that was the largest and best
boat that made that particular journey.

Away we go

Well, we embarked on the schooner at about 2 p.m. on a Thursday, and we got
out to sail at about 4 p.m. We worked our way out of the Warf gradually —very
gradually— and after a lot of tacking, we finally passed outside the breakwater.

When the sun went down, | went down also, to examine the quarters for the
night. These consisted of a small room about 6 square ft. Fr. Rogan was uncomfortably
settled for the night on a plank, but I, being an honored guest, was to occupy the
skipper’s bunk. This was a sort of niche on the wall, somewhat similar to those in the
Catacombs in Rome. | endeavored to sleep, but for a long time the odor of onions
(our cargo) gently but persistently pervaded the atmosphere and made sleep
impossible. Finally, just as | was dozing off, cockroaches came forth in companies;
yeah, in battalions and in divisions! There being no wrenches, | considered it wisest
to retire before the enemy, and so finished the night on the deck!

But not very far!

Next morning we awoke to find that we were still in sight of Colon. A flat calm
was in possession and the sails drooped down in a most dejected fashion, whilst the
good ship was gently but firmly drifting back to its starting point.

During the day, we had alternate calms and squalls, and when night fell, we had
added about 5 miles to our log. This next night was full of alarums, as the weather
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was looking decidedly strange. There was practically no breeze and the air hung
heavy, like some tangible but invisible presence. We were making just about sufficient
headway to keep us on course. The skipper himself was at the wheel and the crew
was all standing by the halyards.

THE STORM.

About midnight, the skipper began to yell out the familiar orders, “Stand by the
halyards; slack away the mainsheet, etc.” and then finally he decided to take in all
sails. All was stowed snugly at last and only just in time. Up came the wind with a
roar and along swept huge green seas! Our little schooner tossed about like a cork.
Flew high up in the air, now diving down into the depths of the sea as though he
never intended to rise again. Whilst we clung on to anything we could. Gradually the
wind lessened and about dawn it had fallen to a good strong and steady breeze. So
our mainsail, topsails and jib-sails spreading out we were soon going along at a good
speed.

This breeze kept up all the way, and on Sunday morning, at about 1 a.m., we
began to sight the island of St. Andrews.

St. ANDREWS.

St. Andrews is flat and sandly, surrounded by a reef. At night there are no lights to
guide the vessels, but the skippers seem to be able to smell the shallows and the rocks.

We came in through the passage in the reef safely, but just as we were about
500 yards from the anchorage we went aground. All efforts to get off were unavailing
and so we remained all night hard and fast. In the morning, the customs boat came
along side and took us ashore, and so on an eventful journey was over and we landed
on the sandy soil of St. Andrews feeling very thankful that we were safe and sound on
dry land once more.



Islas caribefias

Los lectores del Advocate recordaran con interés la descrip-
cion gréfica de “un sacerdote joven” en un viaje desde su tierra
hacia las islas del mar Caribe. El primer dia, si recuerdo correcta-
mente, la goleta estaba inmavil y no hizo sino dos de las doscien-
tas millas que se suponia iba a recorrer. La Unica diversion, aparte
del capitan tirandose al mar para darse un chapuzon, estaba en el
aplaudir de la enorme vela y el ruido del gran gancho de hierro,
siguiendo la vela a lo largo de la barra que aseguraba la base de la
cubierta.

La impresion dejada en mi por el articulo era contraria a o
que el escritor deseaba. Era muy perdonable olvidar que se trata-
ba de una goletita en muy mal estado y no de un yate privado, 0
que el escenario no eran los estrechos de Menai en un hermoso
dia de primavera, sino un traicionero mar abierto en el tropico.
Los puntos menores que he descubierto desde entonces, hacen
la diferencia. El batir de la vela, cuando lei, era musica para mis
oidos y no habia nada que yo quisiera mas en ese momento que
estar a bordo del Mary K.B. “Debe ser el llamado de mar”, re-
flexioné, siempre por supuesto con el pensamiento de las misio-
nes al final del viaje.

La realidad

De que hay algo como “un Dios de mar ” no hay duda, pero
es algo muy diferente a lo que la mayorfa de la gente piensa. Esta
es la fija y determinada opinion a la que he llegado desde que
obtuve mi deseo de abordar el Mary K.B. Me tomd los primeros
quince minutos de una jornada de tres dias para decidirme.

Dejamos San Andrés un lunes por la tarde, rumbo a la vieja
Providencia; un viaje de cuarenta millas en linea recta. Soplaba un
fuerte viento y avanzamos bien a lo largo del arrecife que abarca
casi toda la longitud de la isla. EI capitan, sentado a horcajadas
sobre la caja del timon, silbaba felizmente. Detras de él, sentados
en fila sobre la cubierta, estaban los pasajeros afianzados contra la
parte baja y trasera de la baranda del barco. Con un juicio que
ninguno de ellos parecia poder ejercitar, todos mantenian la calma.

Cuando llegamos cerca del arrecife, el mar estaba excepcio-
nalmente “bravo”. El cocinero, aprovechando una maniobra de
la nave casi perpendicular, se deslizé rapidamente hacia abajo, a
la cubierta, para informarnos que el té estaba servido. Yo no
tenia ni idea de que la palabra “té” podria resultar tan nausea-
bunda. “El castigo por las delincuencias cometidas en el pasado”.
Decidi hacerle caso a su invitacion. Dos vasijas rodaron de la par-
te alta de la cabina y distribuyeron su contenido entre nosotros.
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Un grupo de pasajeros, mas abstemios que nosotros, nunca habian navegado por
el océano azul. La noticia dada por el cocinero fue recibida con una frialdad no
propia de los tropicos, y ocho pares de 0jos se quedaron fijamente pegados a la
espalda del Capitan.

El cocinero estaba totalmente desconcertado. Sin sentir pena por él, pero
muy a pesar de su buen juicio, yo estaba a punto de brindarle ayuda cuando otra
vez sucedio lo mismo, y esto lo encerrd en su cocina. Desde su refugio, ignoran-
donos completamente, se dirigié al capitan: “Vamos a tener una mala noche esta
noche, capitan”. Habia una técita risita burlona y contenida entre los pasajeros. El
cocinero habfa cobrado venganza.

“Si, sefior, corté la cabeza de un gallo esta tarde, sefior; y €l se irguié y cant6 en
mi mano”, afiadié sin siquiera tomar aliento.

La respuesta al llamado

Un profundo y fuerte golpe casi detiene la nave. Un manto de rocio barri6 la
cubierta de la embarcacion sin olvidar a los pasajeros. “jOh! —exclam6 una dama
morena—, moriré”. “No lo hagas, —le dijo su esposo tratando de aliviarla—. Ya
pronto llegaremos”. Este caballero era el optimismo en persona, pero era poco
convincente. Yo observaba la parte mas alta del méstil formando fantasticas figuras
alrededor de la luna. Otro bandazo hizo estragos entre los pasajeros, y ocho
tristes figuras se voltearon lentamente y tomaron un repentino y muy absorbente
interés en la espumosa estela del barco. Largos suspiros y gemidos eran testigos
de las involuntarias respuestas al llamado del mar.

“Borrasca a la vista”, gritd nuestro cocinero. “Borrasca al frente”, le hizo eco el
capitan. “Alto, alld adelante; al pie de sus velas. Mejor desciendan. Padre, fuertes
lluvias se acercan”. El viento ululaba y se quejaba por entre las velas (su obencadura);
el mastil crujio y dos o tres lloviznas anunciaron la aproximacién de una tormenta.
“Gracias capitan —dije—, pero si no le importa me sentaré aqui en cubierta y
pasaré la tormenta asi”. “Esta bien, padre, yo entiendo. Tome mi impermeable”.
No hay nada mas insufrible en este lado del purgatorio que la “cabina” de uno de
estos pequefios barcos; el calor y el hedor son terribles. Los gemidos de mis
sufridos compafieros son prueba positiva de que de los dos males el menor sin
duda era la lluvia. En la cabina, el llamado del mar estaba evidentemente volvién-
dose mas y mas exigente.

Los placeres de seguir el rumbo

A las once en punto de esa noche, el velador avisé al capitan. “Cayo a la vista,
sefior”. “Muy bien muchachos, haganla girar”. A las cinco en punto de la mafiana
siguiente: “San Andrés a la vista, sefior”. “Media vuelta”, exclamo con voz de
trueno el Capitan. La una en punto nos trajo de nuevo el cayo a la vista. “Cayo a
la vista”, grito el fiel observador. “Miren —dijo uno de los pasajeros—, si alguien dice
‘cayo a la vista’, otra vez, le tumbaré la cabeza”. “Cayo a la vista”, dijo el cocinero.
La mejor parte del dia siguiente la pasamos visitando San Andrés y el cayo, alterna-
tivamente, hasta que la cabeza de todos estaba en peligro. Por fin divisamos la



vieja Providencia y comenzamos a hacer visitas sucesivas a €sta y a un imaginario
lugar en el océano, bastante similar a lo que habiamos hecho con San Andreés y el
cayo. Luego descubri que este modo de proceder se llama tacking y que se hace
no sélo para fastidiar a los pasajeros. Afortunadamente este tipo de cosas no podia
continuar por siempre, y por fin anclamos en el puerto de Providencia.

Asf fueron muchos de nuestros viajes hacia y entre las islas; pero exactamente
las deliciosas cosas que yo tan divertidamente me imaginaba que eran. Pero ellas
tenian sus ventajas, como los sermones silenciosos que han ayudado a derrumbar
las infranqueables barreras de los prejuicios y a meternos en el corazon de las
personas.

THE CALL OF THE SEA

The Caribbean Islands

Readers of the advocate will recall with interest a graphic description by a “Young
Priest” of a journey from the mainland to the islands in the Caribbean Sea. The first
day, if | remember rightly, the schooner was becalmed and made but two of the two
hundred miles to be covered. The only diversion, apart from the captain going over
the side for a dip, was the flapping of the huge sail and the noise of the large iron
hook, trailing after the sail along the bar that secured the bottom to the deck.

The impression left on me by the article was the reverse of what the writer
intended. It was a very pardonable oversight to forget that it was a very wretched
schooner and not a private yacht, or that the scene was not the Menai Straits on a
beautiful summer’s day, but a treacherous open sea in the tropics. It is the minor
point | have since discovered, that makes the difference. The flapping of the sail, as
| read, was music to my ears, and there was nothing | wanted so much at the
moment as to be on board the Mary K.B. “Must be the call of the sea” | mused -
always of course with the thought of the missions at the end of the Journey,.

The Reality

That there is such thing as “The Cybele of the Sea” cannot be questioned, but that
it is something vastly different from what most people conceive it to be, is the fixed and
determined opinion | have arrived at since | got my wish and boarded the Mary K.B.

It took me the first fifteen minutes of a three-day journey to make up my mind
about it.

We left St. Andrews on Monday evening bound for Old Providence — a journey of
forty miles as the crow flies. There was a good stiff breeze blowing and we made fair
way along the reef that stretches almost the entire length of the Island. The Captain,
sitting astride the wheel box, whistled contentedly. Behind him, ranged in a row on
the deck, sat the passengers propped up against the low back rail of the boat. With
ajudgment that none of them looked capable of exercising, they all held their peace.
At the point of the reef, the sea was exceptionally rough, and the cook, taking
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advantage of an almost perpendicular tilt of the vessel, slid hurriedly down the deck
to inform us that tea was served. | had no idea that the word “ tea” could be so
nauseating. “Punishment for past delinquencies,” | decided.

To give point to his invitation two tins rolled off the top of the cabin and distributed
their contents between us. A more abstemious set of passengers never sailed the
ocean blue. The news imparted by the cook was received with an icy coldness most
unusual in the tropics, and eight pairs of eyes were glued fixedly on the captain’s
back.

The cook was plainly disconcerted. Out of sympathy with him, but very much
against better judgment, | was on the point of accepting his kind ministrations, when
another timely roll shot him back into his galley, from this safe refuge, completely
ignoring us, he addressed his remarks to the Captain.

“Going to have a bad night tonight Captain.” There was a general squirm among
the passengers, the cook was having his revenge.

“Yes Sir, cut the head of a rooster this afternoon, sir, and he stood right up and
crowed in my hand, he remarked, with a fine disregard for aspirates.

The call answered

A deep low thud almost brought the vessel to a standstill and a sheet of spray
swept over the deck and did not spare the passengers. “Oh,” moaned a dusky lady,
“I shall die.” “Don't,” soothed her husband, “We’ll soon be there.” This gentleman
was the very embodiment of optimism, but he was unconvincing. | was watching the
top of the mast making fantastic figures round the moon. Another sudden lurch made
havoc among the passengers, and eight sorry figures turned slowly round and took a
sudden and very absorbing interest in the frothy wake of the vessel. Long drawn sighs
and moans testified unwilling responses to the “Call of the sea.”

“Squall ahead” yelled our tormentor the cook. “Squall ahead” echoed the Captain.
“Ho, forward there; stand by your jibs. Better go below, Father, heavy rain coming.”
The wind was whistling and moaning in the rigging; the mast cracked and two or
three spots of rain heralded the approach of the storm, “Thanks Captain,” | said, “but
if it is all the same to you | will stay on deck and weather it.” "All right, Father, |
understand. Take my oilskin.” There can be nothing more insufferable on this side of
Purgatory than the “cabin” of one of these small boats. The heat and stench are
terrible, and the groans from my fellow-sufferers were proof positive that of two evils
the lesser was undoubtedly the rain. In the cabin the call of the sea was evidently
becoming more and more exacting.

The pleasures of tacking

At eleven o’clock that night the look-out hailed the Captain. “Cay ahead sir.” "All
right boys, send her round.” At five o’clock the following morning - “St. Andrews
ahead sir.” “Right about,” thundered the Captain. One o’clock brought us in sight of
the Cay again. “Cay ahead,” shouted the faithful look-out. “Look here,” said one of
the passengers, “If anybody says ‘Cay ahead’ again, I'll knock his head off.” “Cay
ahead,” said the cook! For the best part of next day we visited St. Andrews and the



Cay alternately until everybody’s head was in danger. At last we sighted Old Providence
and began to make successive Visits to it and to an imaginary spot on the ocean,
much as we had done earlier with St. Andrews and the Cay. | discovered later that
this mode of procedure was termed “Tacking” and that it was not done just to annoy
the passengers. Fortunately this sort of thing can’t go on forever and eventually we
dropped anchor in Providence Harbor.

Such are our many journeys to and from between the Islands — not quite the
delightful things | fondly imagined them to be. But they have their advantages as
silent sermons that have helped considerably to break down what looked like impassible
barriers of prejudice and have helped to endear us to the hearts of the people.
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Laisla de Providencia:
su historiay su gente
(Bender Archhold.

Relato publicado en Providencia)
Por J. Cordell Robinson

Providence Island:

Its history and its people
(Bender Archhold Relates in
Providence)

By J. Cordell Robinson

“Durante mi nifiez en la isla disfrutamos de una bella relacion
familiar. El transporte era a pie, a caballo o en canoa. Nosotros
caminabamos cerca de tres millas todos los dias desde el centro
hasta Rocky Point (Punta Rocosa) y de regreso para asistir al cole-
gio-iglesia. El transporte desde la isla de San Andrés, Panama, Costa
Rica y Nicaragua era por goletas; no habfa barcos de motor ni
aviones. Trabajdbamos arduamente en nuestras pequefias fincas,
sembrando la comida que comiamos. Nosotros saliamos a pes-
car para obtener nuestro pescado, etc. Veniamos de casas disci-
plinadas. Nos ensefiaban a respetarnos unos a otros, especial-
mente a la gente mayor. Las carreras de caballos eran para fiestas
especiales, al igual que las regatas. Los padres de muchos orienta-
ban su mentalidad hacia la educacién y enviaban a sus hijos e hijas
al exterior para que obtuvieran una mejor educacion”.

PROVIDENCE ISLAND: ITS HISTORY AND ITS PEOPLE

“During my early days on the island we enjoyed a beautiful
family relationship. Transportation was by foot, horseback or canoe.
We walked about three miles each day from Town to Rocky Point
and back to attend Church School. Transportation from the Island to
St. Andrews, Panama Costa Rica and Nicaragua was by sailboats -
no motorboat, no airplanes. We worked hard on our little farms,
planting the food that we ate. We went fishing for fish etc. We came
from disciplined homes. We were taught respect for one another,
especially for the older people. Horseracing was a special holiday
event and also boat racing. The parents of many were education-
minded and sent their sons and daughters abroad for higher
education.”



Naci el 14 de enero de 1911; actualmente resido en San
Andrés Isla. Vivi muchos afios en Bogot4, donde eduqué a mis
dos hijos. Mi esposo, el doctor Joaquin Vargas Figueroa, fundé el
Departamento de Sanidad de las Islas.

Yo viajaba con el capitan Hilton Robinson a bordo de la goleta
Jessy Nelldesde San Andrés hasta Cartagena. Iba dos veces al afio.
Hice esto durante cuatro afios seguidos, desde los catorce hasta
los dieciocho, ya que estudiaba en el Colegio Normal de Sefioritas.

El capitan y los tripulantes eran todos adventistas; yo soy caté-
lica. Uno de los pasatiempos del viaje era tratar de convertirme;
lo cual nunca lograron. Recuerdo mucho los himnos que canta-
ban entre ellos, uno que se titulaba “Jesiis mi Salvador”.

¢Sabes? Yo siempre ocupé el primer puesto en la Normal
de Sefioritas de Cartagena y fui la primera profesora de las
islas que ensefid el espafiol en los afios treinta. El viaje duraba
cuatro a cinco dias y tomaba Kola y comia pescado, pollo con
dumplin (bollito hecho de harina y cocido) y frutas (naranjas), y
también aguacate. Pasdbamos las horas leyendo y escuchando
cantos. Comenzaba a viajar en el mes de febrero y me hospe-
daba en el Hotel Vélez en Cartagena. En los meses de eneroy
febrero el mar era “bravo”. La sefiora Alba Taylor de
Holguerson viajaba a Panama en la Persistence. Yo fui con ella
cuando tenia doce afnos.

Mi casa, ésta que ahora se encuentra en la Avenida 20 de Julio,
tiene mas de ciento cinco afios y llegd acd desde Providencia en
una goleta. Las paredes se amarraron y se formé como un pa-
quete gigantesco, y la goleta la remolcd. Mi padre, William Taylor;
mi madre, Manuela Josefa Taylor Taylor; mi hermana Alba, que
es 12 afios mayor que yo, y mi hermano Willie Taylor y su espo-
sa Rosita vivieron en esta casa. Y en esta casa, mi padre conocido
por todo San Andrés como Mister Taylor, abrid la primera pape-
leria de las islas.

Una vez nos tocd, en uno de estos viajes a Cartagena, una
tempestad terrible. Estadbamos Noella Lynton, La Nena Rankin y
Orna Robinson. Yo viajaba todo el tiempo acostada, pues me
mareaba mucho. El mar, especialmente en el golfo de
Morrosquillo, ya llegando a Cartagena, era muy bravo.

Los caballeros hablaban reunidos sélo entre ellos. Yo me me-
tia en mi camarote, lo tendia y llevaba una colcha y me quedaba
ahi. Mi hermano si gozaba; se reia y cantaba.

Tuve una experiencia muy triste a bordo del Mv Victoria. Me
toco descubrir que uno de mis parientes, un joven de unos 17
afos, habia fallecido y nadie se habia dado cuenta. Nunca olvidaré
el grito de sorpresa y dolor de ese momento.
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HR: Dofia Guillermina, una sola pregunta... Todos la conocemos por el apo-
do de Miss Duffi; ;quién y porqué le puso ese apodo?

El apodo lo recibi del doctor Herman Tietje, un médico que vivié treinta y dos
afios en Providencia y con quien trabajé mi mamé como partera. El decia que le
recordaba a Lady Mac Duff, una de las heroinas de Macbeth, de Shakespeare.

GUILLERMINA TAYLOR DE VARGAS

| was born on February 14", 1911. At the present time | live on Saint Andrews
Island. I lived for a lot of years in Bogota where my children studied. My husband,
Medical Dr. Joaquin Vargas Figueroa was the founder of the health department for
the Islands. I used to travel with Captain Hilton Robinson on board the “Jessy Nell”
sail vessel from Saint Andrews all the way to Cartagena. Did it twice a year. For four
years in a row. Since | was 14 until | turned 18 because | studied at the “Normal de
Sefioritas” School.

The Captain and the crew were Adventist and | was Catholic and one of their
amusements was trying to turn me into an Adventist believer, but it never happened.
| very much recall the anthems that they used to sing among themselves. One was:
“Jesus my Savior”.

You know What?... | was always the best, the number one student in my class at
the “Normal de Sefioritas” School and | also happened to be the first teacher on the
islands that taught Spanish around the thirties.

The trip used to last from four to five days and | drank Kola and ate fish or chicken
with dumplings and fruits such as oranges and also avocados. We would spend hours
reading and listening to the songs. | would begin traveling on the month of February
and | always booked myself at the Velez Hotel in Cartagena. In the months of
January and February the sea was very rough. Mrs. Alba Taylor Holguerson used to
travel on the Persistence to Panama; | traveled with her when | was twelve years old.
My house, this very same one which is nowadays located on the 20" of July Avenue
is more than 105 years old, and it arrived from Providence on a Sailboat. The walls
were tied up and a firm and huge pack was formed and so it was towed across the
sea. My father Mr. William Taylor, my mother Manuella Josefa Taylor, my sister Alba,
who is 12 years older than | am, and our brother Willie Taylor along with his wife
Rosita, they have all lived in this house. And also in this house the first stationery
shop on the islands was opened by my father known by everyone as Mr. Taylor.

Once we had a terrible storm on one of those trips to Cartagena. | was among
other ladies: Noella Lynton, Nena Rankin and Orna Robinson. | was always in bed
when | traveled because | would get seasick. The sea was especially rough at the
point of the Morrosquillo Gulf, just before arriving in Cartagena. Gentlemen used to
get together by themselves and they’d spend a nice time talking. Meanwhile, |
would be in my cabin fixing it and I carried a blanket and liked to stay put. Unlike my
brother, he had a lot of fun, laughing and singing.



I had a very sad experience on board the MV VICTORIA. | discovered that one of
my relatives, a 17-year-old youngster had died and no one had noticed. I'll never
forget the way | yelled and cried at that moment.

HR: Mrs. Guillermina, just one question...

Every one knows you by the name of “Miss Duffi”; who and why were you given
that name?

G: The name was given to me by Dr.Herman Tietje, a Medical Doctor that lived
for 32 years in Providence and whom my mother worked with as a midwife. He used
to say | reminded him of Lady Mac Duff, one of the heroines from Shakespeare’s
Macbeth.
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El pescador
The Fisherman

Listel Stevenson Newball. Naci el 26 de noviembre de 1928.
Mi esposa es la sefiora Ertilia Mitchell Stephenson. Tengo ocho
hijos sefiora ( afilade sonriendo). Actualmente vivo en San Andrés
en el sector de Rock Hole.

Era Marinero y pescador. Comencé a navegar cComo un “ayu-
dante” a los 19 afios, ganando s6lo sesenta y cinco centavos al
mes. Al principio el pago era mas o menos $1.25; al retirarme ya
ganaba como ciento veinticinco dolares mensuales. La nave se
llamaba Mary XII. Su capitan era Rogelio Livingston.

Nosotros la limpidbamos en tierra volteandola pa” un lado y
luego pa”l otro. Los viajes duraban de cinco a diecinueve dias. La
carga generalmente era naranjas, cocos, copra y carbon. Llegaba-
mos a puertos como Boca Chica, Puerto Limon en San José y, en
Panama, al muelle 3. También fbamos a un cayo llamado Isla
Fuerte cerca a Cartagena.

Si, recuerdo el huracan de 1962. Yo estaba a bordo del Princess
en la Bahia del Cove. Duro desde las tres hasta las dos a.m. de la
mafana siguiente.

Cantos: “No more to see” (Al morir alguien) “No more to be
seen” (No ver mas). Navegué durante 29 afios. Toda cuerda tie-
ne su cabo (su fin). Every rope has an end.

Primero saliamos de Providencia para pescar en un barco, un
smack. Este es un barco con una cisterna en él, como un pozo.
Un pozo en un barco (repite), un hueco en el fondo y ahi mante-
niamos el pescado fresco para traerlo a San Andrés. Cuando la
gente subia a bordo para comprar el pescado decian: “Quiero ese
pargo rojo”; “quiero ese mero”. Pero nunca colocdbamos
Barracudas ahi. Era muy peligroso. Cada tres dias, uno tenia que
meterse en el tanque para sacar toda clase de peces, especial-
mente los muertos. Porque si no, dejan ciegos a los otros.

Tralamos toda clase de pescados frescos al mercado en San
Andrésy se lo entregdbamos a Bradley Peterson. Este sefior siem-
pre nos vendia el pescado y compraba nuestras provisiones para
volver a salir al mar a pescar de nuevo. El nombre del barco era
Mary Xll'y el capitan era Antonio Bryan de Providencia (mi her-
mano). El segundo hombre al mando era el capitan Lisandro
Archbold (mi hermano también). Y estuvimos pescando como
por siete afios con este smacky luego lo cambiaron y lo transfor-
maron en un barco de carga. El smack fue construido mas o me-
nos asi (y trajo un periddico que muestra a La Resolute, era todo
en madera).

El mismo barco siguié siendo un velero pero cambié de ser
una goleta a ser para carga. Fue comprado en 1952 en Gran Caiman
y lo cambiaron cuatro afios después; asi que fue como en 1956.



Yo en ese tiempo era un pescador fuerte y joven de unos veinte y tantos afos.
Soliamos coger bastante tortuga y vender su concha a Panama. Luego, el precio
cay0 y la vendiamos a Inglaterra. Dejabamos el pescado y nos ibamos a Providen-
cia y a unos cayos como Quitasuefio, Roncador y Sorinas, y cayo Vela.

Tengo 76 afios de edad y... ¢(Esta marca en mi cara? Si, fue un beso fuerte
acompafiado de algo mas (se rie).

Este velero era hecho de madera y huecos. Varios hombres bombeabamos el
agua. Ibamos al colegio, pero todos los afios nos cambiaban las profesoras. Ellas
eran de Providencia. La profe Rosa de Alamilla era esposa del capitan Mico. En
esos tiempos no habia bachillerato ni nada. Yo vivia en Providencia en la Bahia Sur-
Oeste. Para ir a Santa Isabel necesitdbamos un barco o un caballo, o ibamos a pie.
Ya no bebo; antes era un whiskey man, pero ya no. Eso era cuando era joven.

Limpidbamos los barcos ahi donde queda el puente entre Santa Catalina y
Providencia. De pronto un rayo nos cayo y partio el mastil en dos. Afortunada-
mente nadie muri6. Nuestro barco no fue hundido por los alemanes sino por si
solo. Habia mal tiempo y teniamos so6lo dos botes salvavidas, uno a cada lado. De
repente el barco se hundié y nos dejé a todos a flote. Como siempre llevaba
una navaja, tomé aire y me zambulli y corté un bote salvavidas y ahi nos monta-
mos todos. Estdbamos rodeados de tiburones y se nos acercaban y nos miraban
a la cara asi (y me mira fijamente). Habia un Taylor con nosotros. Si, era un
Taylor familia de... un Taylor, y lo Unico que escuchamos fue jah! Cuando lo
miré, estaba muerto; asi que le dije al Capitan: Biebi ded yu nuo. (Baby esta
muerto). El capitan era Antonio Bryan y debiamos tenerle por ocho o diez
dias. No teniamos ni alimentos ni nada para tomar, ni siquiera una gota de
agua. El murié como a las tres.

Pensabamos qué hacer: tantos en el bote y los tiburones alrededor. Luego,
cuando este hombre comience a oler, nos van a atacar. Nos pusimos a rezar. Era
de noche (la misma noche que habiamos dejado Providencia, la Ziroma habia
zarpado también). La noche estaba muy oscura y Ziroma tenia como cien pies de
mastil y cuatrocientos cincuenta yardas de vela. No la podiamos ver. Nunca la
vimos hasta cuando ya estaba practicamente encima de nosotros. Yo ofa el mar...
y digo: capitan, yo oigo como si... vamos a acercarnos a un arrecife o algo asf...
Oigo... jhuy!... (como un pequefio silbido). Y digo jZiroma a babor! Nunca lo vi...
ipero lo oi! Barco listo Dios lo puso ahi. Y el capitan nos preguntd: ;Qué sucede?
Y le respondimos: tenemos un cadaver. Era el capitdn Connoly, el padre del doc-
tor Connoly. El dijo: Estamos a ochenta millas de Cartagena ... Asi que no llegare-
mos antes del domingo. Si, tacking es hacer zig-zag a través del océano.

Cuadernos del Caribe N9 |31



32| El pescador / The Fisherman

THE FISHERMAN

Mr. Listel Stephenson Newball. St. Andrews Island, May 6®, 2003.

Born on November 26", 1928.

Wife: Ertilia Mitchell.

LS: | have eight sons. At the present time, | live in St. Andrews Island at Rock
Hole. | was a fisherman and a Sailor. | began to navigate as an X-tra man when | was
19 years old. Earning only 0.65 cents per month. Pay was more or less $1.25 and
at the time I retired | was earning around $125.00 monthly.

Ship’s name: Mary XII.

Captain: Rogelio Livingston.

We used to clean the ship on land, turning it from one side to the other. Trips were
from five to 19 days long and the cargo was: Oranges, coconuts, copra and coal.
We'd arrive at ports like: Boca Chica, Port Limon in San José. And in Panama we'd go
to pier number three. We also used to go to a Cay close to Cartagena. Yes, | remember
the 1962 hurricane. | was on board of the “Princess” at the Cove Bay. It lasted from
three until two a.m. the next morning.

Songs: “No More See” or “No More To Be Seen” (When somebody died)

I navigated for 29 years..... and he adds.... “Every rope has an end”.

More Details: First, we went out to Providence to fish on a boat; A SMACK. This
is a boat with a cistern like a well. A well in the boat, (he repeats) a hole in the
bottom; and we kept the fish fresh to bring it here to St. Andrews. When people
came on board to buy they could see the fish, so they would say: “| want that Red
Snapper.” “I want this Grouper”. But we never put Barrack in there because it’s
dangerous. You had to get in there every three days to take out all different kinds of
fish, specially all the dead ones because if not it blind the rest them eye.

We would bring all the fresh fish here to the market in St. Andrews Island and
hand it to Bradley Peterson. He always sold all the fish for us and we just came and
sold and he would buy all the food for us and we would just go right back out and fish.
The name of the boat was Merit XII and the Captain was Antonio Bryan from
Providence. (My brother and the second Captain was Lisandro Archbold (My brother
too) and we had about seven years fishing with the smack and afterwards they
changed it to be a cargo boat.

The Smack was built more or less in this way. | have a piece of paper here. | will
show it to you. (Absolute silence for some minutes). Mr. Listel goes inside his house
and returns with a newspaper. He shows me the “Resolute”, all made out of wood.
Mr. Listel continues... The same boat kept being a sailboat but it was changed from
being a ketch to a cargo. The boat was bought in 1952 in Grand Cayman. 4 years
later, it changed so it was in 1956. | was a strong fisherman in my 20’s. We used to
get a lot of turtles with the shell and send the shells to Panama. Then, the price of
shells went down and when the price fell down, we used to sell it to England. We left
the fish and went to Providence and some cays like: Quitasuefio, Roncador and
Sorinas, Bow bell, Siel Cay.

I'm 76 years old now and yes this mark was a strong kiss going along with something
else. (He laughs).



This boat was made with wood and holes and several men we would pump out
the water. We went to school but it was... every year they changed the teacher. They
were from Providence. The teacher was Rosa, Captain Mico’s wife. In those times we
never had ‘bachiller’ (High School) or nothing. | used to live in Providence in South
West Bay and had to go to Santa Isabel. We needed to take a boat, a horse or go by
foot. | drink no more. | used to be a “whiskey man” but no more, only when | was
young. We would clean the boat right where the ‘puente’ (Bridge) is to go to Sta.
Catalina. We was there and it was raining and a lighting stroke us and cut the mast
right into pieces yet God was with us! It never hurt a man.

The Germans never sank that boat. It sank by itself. We had a very rough weather
and we were sailing and had two lifeboats, one on each side. Suddenly, it sank and
it went right down; it left every one of us on top of the wata (water) on the sea. |
always carried a shield and a knife and | had enough air to go down and cut and
release away the one that saved us all. There were sharks all around us and they
would come and look pan (at) you right in the face like so... (He looks at me in a
strong way) and there was a Taylor on the boat. Yes he was a Taylor family to... Taylor
and all we heard the boy say was Ahhh! And | looked pan (at) him and he was dead.
So I told the Captain. We used to call him Baby. And the Captain was Antonio Bryan
he said: “we have to keep him.” It was like 8 or 10 days and we had no food or
nothing to drink not even a drop ofwata (water). He died around 3 o'clock.

We were seriously considering what to do. So many of us in the boat and the
sharks all around and afta (after) this man starts smelling, the sharks are going to
attack us. So, we all began to pray. Later, that night (The same night we left from
Providence the “Ziroma” had left Providence too) it was very dark. The “Ziroma” had
like a 100 ft. of mast and the sail was about 450 yds. And we couldn't see it. We
neva (never) saw it and the boat was right on top of us. | heard the sea (Listel makes
some kind of noise)...when it was coming down. | heard and | said: “Captain | hear
like...”(makes a weird noise) We must come cross a reef or something. |
hear...Weeeeeeeeeeee...(makes a small whistle sound) And | said “Ziroma!” ‘Ahoy!”
I never saw it! But | heard it! Ready boat means to tack! God put it there. And we
held on to the boat and then Captain asked, “What’s wrong?” We said, “One of the
man is dead!” And the captain was Captain Connoly. Dr. Connoly’s Papa said we
were 80 miles out of Cartagena so...we woun't (wouldn't) get there until Sunday.
Tacking! Yes zig-zagging through the ocean.
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Horvis Davis Bernard

El sefior Davis nacio el nueve de septiembre de 1917 en la
Isla de San Andrés. Su padre era el sefior Samuel Davis, fue due-
fio de cuatro barcos que la familia llamaba “cocoteros”. Su her-
mano, el capitan Selso Davis construyo el velero Eugenia, bauti-
zado asi en honor de su hermana Chi Chi (Eugenia Davis de
Robinson).

Nosotros llevamos el barco a Blue Fields (Nicaragua), Pana-
ma4, Cartagena y Limén. Llevabamos frutas (de Managua y Costa
Rica): mangos y peras, y asi por el estilo. Después que fuimos a
Panam& y nos quedamos alli, vendimos el barco y compramos
barcos méas grandes. Pero esos no eran veleros.

También llevabamos los cocos para transportarlos desde la
orilla hasta el otro lado de la isla. En ese tiempo no habia calles,
asi que usabamos los barcos, recogiamos los cocos y los almace-
nabamos.

Yo solia trabajar en barcos, pero no eran veleros; eran
motonaves. Yo era el ingeniero de maquinas.

Las rutas eran San Andrés, Panama, San José, Providencia y
Managua. Rodrigo Davis era nuestro Mate (contramaestre, se-
gundo capitan a bordo). Con el paso del tiempo compraron bar-
cos mas grandes; motonaves.

En cuanto a goletas, recuerdo la Wave Crest, construida aqui
mismo en San Andrés, mas o menos en 1932. Yo tenia como
quince afios. Tenia un mastil y diez pies de profundidad o menos
(poco profunda), veinte pies de ancho y cincuenta pies de largo.

Recuerdo también una goleta de dos mastiles, una bald head
llamada Lizzy D. Peabody. No tenia top mast.

El capitan Elkaina Archbold era el duefio de la Ruby.

Lisandro Archbold era el capitan de la goleta Persistence cuan-
do ésta se hundié. Ella habia zarpado de Cartagena y venia para aca.

Comentarios sobre los capitanes.

A Lynton Thyme le decian Guerrero; a Alex Rankin lo llama-
ban Bouy; ese era su apodo; a Franco Robinson le decian capitan
Hog (cerdo); el padre del capitdn Bryan Nelson era Lisandro
Archbold; Bush Kiddison, fallecido, era el capitan de la Ziroma.
Después el capitan Alex Rankin la compré aqui en San Andrés. El
capitan de la Asuncion era Antonio Newball. Connoly Elsworth
era el padre del doctor, asi en Providencia, era el duefio de la
Cassy, él mismo la cred y la navegd. Cassy era para mi casi como
mi Mama. Lenny y yo éramos como hermanos. Ahi mismo en-
frente de la Bomba Kelly.

Yo traje mi casa desde Providencia en la goleta Wave Crest. La
embarcacion era alta. Desarmamos la casa y tuvimos viento cal-
mo. La casa era pequefia. Nos tomé dos dias llegar aqui. Y la



halamos desde el hoyo Soplador hasta Hell Gate. Qué nombrecito ;no? (sonrie).
Mi hermano Roberto Davis construy6 la Wave Crest. En ella transportabamos
huevos a Panama. Era una embarcacién pequefia de un solo mastil. Eso debe
haber sido en 1932. También transportdbamos muchos melones. Yo fui donde
mister Victor Ray Howard para pedir ayuda. Trabajé muy duramente en mi juven-
tud, ;sabes?, a veces hasta llegaba a casa y no podia dormir.

Mr. Davis, ;el nombre Mico Alamilla le dice algo?

Si, él era el capitan de la embarcacion llamada Envoy, y Celestino Alamilla era
su hijo. El era el capitan de la Alton, la Peabody y la Carmafa. La Peabody la
construyeron en Tampa; se llamaba Lizzy D. Peabody. Era mas grande que
Persistence y tenia dos motores de setenta y cinco caballos cada uno.

¢Podria mencionar otros capitanes?

iSeguro! Un montén y muchos barcos mas. Archbold Elkaina, Wing Chi Chow,
fallecido, Archbold Jonathan era hermano de Lisandro Archbold. Lisandro era el
capitan de la Persistence cuando ésta se hundid. Venia de Cartagena. Ah sf, yate lo
habia dicho.

Marshall Archbold era un buen navegante. Archbold Morvin era capitan del
Marianetta en Panama y Cuango. Archbold Orvil era capitan de la nave Arcabra.

A Archbold Sheridan se le conocia como un berraco. Le decian el capitan
Sherry. Se dice que halé bastante vela. Mi hermano aprendié bastante de él.
Archbold Ulric también fue capitan de la Arcabra.

Bryan Antonio Senior fue capitan de la Venut y de otra embarcacion, la Asun-
cion. Era hijo de Bryan Ethalson.

Amos Duffis llevaba huevos a Panama en la Wave Crest. Hawkins Cleveland
era el duefio de La Islefia, un bote chiquito construido por Julius Robinson en
Providencia. Nosotros ke decimos JGA BUOT (jigger boat). Hawkins Eliseo capi-
taned la Cisne y la Peabody. Robinson Vicente era el capitan cuando la Ziroma
llegd; la compré del capitan Bush y luego se la vendi6 a Alex Rankin.

Marcia, deberias hablar con Antonio Newball. Muchas veces él viene conmigo
y se sienta en la tienda Manchy.

Deseo agradecerle sefior Davis, por permitirme entrevistarlo en tan dificil dia. Le
ofrezco mis mas sinceras condolencias por el fallecimiento de su hija. Estoy al tanto
de los hechos y su funeral fue apenas el domingo pasado. Por este motivo le dejaré
descansar. Y como usted es una enciclopedia en este campo y sabe tanto nos volve-
remos a encontrar y charlaremos de nuevo sobre este interesante tema.
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MR. HORVIS DAVIS BERNARD

Mr. Davis was born on September 09", 1917 in St. Andrews Island. His father’s
name was Samuel Davis and had four boats. In the family we used to call them
“Coconut boats” His Brother Captain Selso Davis built a sail Vessel, the “EUGENIA’,
named after his sister “Chi Chi”. (Eugenia Davis Robinson)

We carried that boat to Blue Fields, Nicaragua, Panama, Cartagena and Limon.
We carried fruits from Managua and Costa Rica, mangoes, pears, and so forth. After
that, we went to Panama and stayed there and sold that boat and bought “Biggar
buots” (bigger boats), but those were not sailboats. We took the coconuts to carry
them from a shore around the land. At that time we had no roads we use them
boats. We picked up the coconuts and stored them. “I used to work on boats but they
were not sail boats, they were engine boats and | was a machine man” (engineer).

Routes: St. Andrews, Panama, Costa Rica, Providence and Managua. Rodrigo
Davis was the mit (mate). Later they bought larger boats, motored vessels. The sail
ship “Wave Crest” was built right here in St. Andrews Island more or less in 1932
because | was around 15 years old. It was a one-mast sailboat, 10 ft. deep or less
(pretty shallow), 20 ft. wide and 50 ft. long. | remember a two mast schooner bald
head named “Lissy D. Peabody”. It didn’t have a topmast. Archbold Elkaine was the
owner of the “Ruby”. Lisandro Archbold was the captain of the “Persistence” went
SHE went down. She left Cartagena and was coming here.

MH: Mr. Davis, | have a list of captains with me. Please give me some information
about the ones you recall.

HD: Cap. Lynton Thyme: People used to say he was a: “Guerrero” (Warrior)

Alex Rankin: “Bouy” was his Nickname (boy).

Franco Robinson: Captain “Hog”.

Hegelman Dawkins.

Bryan Nelson: His father was Lisandro Archbold.

Bush Kiddison: Deceased. He was the Captain of the “Ziroma” sailboat and
“afta (after) they put engine in her and the name was a.../ forgot Marci, Can't
rememba (remember). Later, Rankin bought it here in St. Andrews.

Captain of the "Asuncion”: Antonio Newball.

Connoly Elsworth: Father of Dr. Asiin Providence. He was the owner of the “Cassy”.
He built it himself, built it and sailed it. Mrs. Casilda Abrahams, “Cassy” was like a
mom to me. Me and Lenny were like brothers, lived right in fronta (of) “Kelly” pump.
| brought my house from Providence on the “Wave Crest”, The boat was high. We put
the house down. We had a calm wind. The house was small. It took us two days to get
here. And we would tow it from the blowing hole up to Hell Gate. Hell of a name! (He
smiles). My brother Roberto Davis built the “Wave Crest”. She carried eggs to Panama.
It was a one-mast sailboat. It must have been around 1932. We also carried a lot of
melons. | went by Mr. Ray Howard to see if he could help me. “I worked very hard in
my younger days.” You know? Sometimes, | got home and | was so tired | couldn’t sleep.

MH: Mr. Davis, does the name “Mico Alamilla” tell you something?

HD: Yes, he was Captain of the “Envoy” and Celestino Alamilla was his son. And
was the Captain of the ‘Alton”, the “Peabody” and the “Carmafia.” The “Peabody”



was built in Tampa, “LIZZY PEABODY”. She was larger than “Persistence”, had two
engines of 75 HP each.

MH_: Can you name some more Captains?

HD: Sure! “A bunch a (of) them and their boats too.”

Archbold Elkaina: uhm...no.

Wing Chi Chow: Deceased.

Archbold Jonathan: He was Lisandro Archbold’s brother. Lisandro was the Captain
of the “Persistence” when it sank. She had left Cartagena and was coming here.

Marshall Archbold: Good Navigator.

Morvin Archbold: Captain of the “Marianetta” boat in Panama and Cuango.

Orvil Archbold: The ‘Alcabra”.

Archbold Sheridan: He was a called a “BERRACO!”. “Captain Sherry” He carried
a lot of sail, a real “berraco” (“Tough”) captain. My brother learned from him.

Archbold Ulric: Captain of ‘Arcabra”.

Bryan Antonio Sr..: Venut Land ship ASUNCION.

Bryan Ethalson: Antonio’s father.

Bush Kiddison: The “Ziroma” was built in Grand Cayman. It was a sailboat. Later
she was turned into a machine ship. Named...?

Duffis Amos: The “Wave Crest”. It would carry eggs to Panama.

Hawkins Cleveland: Owner of “La Islefia”. That was a “ligga buot”. (Jigger Boat)
She was built in Providence by Julius Robinson.

Hawkins Eliseo: Captain to the “Cisne” and the “FBody.”

Robinson Vicente: He was Captain when the “Ziroma” came out here. He bought
it from Captain Bush and later sold it to James Rankin.

“Marcia, you should also talk to Antonio Newball. Sometimes he sits with me by
Manchy’s store.”

MH_: | want to give a very special thanks to you Mr. Davis for allowing me to
Interview you specially since... | sincerely regret and offer my deepest sympathy on
the loss of your daughter. I'm aware of the fact that her funeral was just last Sunday.
Therefore, I shall let you rest. And as you know so much we shall meet again and talk
some more about this interesting subject.
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Alvaro Howard

Si mal no recuerdo, la primera vez que viajé en goleta fue
cuando estudiaba en Cartagena, mas o menos en 1954, Ese era
nuestro Unico transporte: las goletas y los botes de motor (va-
por). Nosotros ibamos y regresabamos a San Andrés; alli habia
que esperar hasta que descargaran el barco. Los de Cartagena
eran barcos de carga y traflan para Providencia también. Después
veniamos a Providencia. Eran mas 0 menos unos dos dias desde
Cartagena hasta San Andrés, y un dia mas hasta Providencia.

En uno de los viajes de Cartagena a San Andrés, era época de
guerra, un submarino casi nos hunde. También hemos pasado
mal tiempo por la brisa. En una ocasién nos tocd botar toda la
carga que tralamos desde Cartagena para San Andrés con el fin de
evitar que el barco se hundiera. A veces la brisa brillaba por su
la vela y sus poleas... pescabamos y nos bafidbamos en alta mar.
Ni siquiera pasaban otros barcos; asi era hasta que volviera la
brisa.

Después pasaron los afios y mi papa, Mister Victor Ray
Howard, adquirié el Victoria, m&s o menos en el aiio 1958. Era
un barco para pasajeros y también carga; podia transportar como
treinta pasajeros. Las rutas eran Providencia, San Andrés, Colon y
Cartagena, y de nuevo a San Andrés. El Victoria fue comprado en
Gran Caiman y se llamaba Simboco. Papa lo cambid a Victoria,
que era el nombre de mi mama.

El barco media aproximadamente 120 pies de largo por 20
pies de ancho, y como unos 10 pies de profundidad.

Una vez, rumbo a Coldn, teniamos una dama que deseaba ir
al bafio y no queria pararse. De modo que nos toco traerle la
bacinilla y sentarla en la cama para que de ese modo hiciera lo
que tenia que hacer.

En otra ocasion el capitan James Howard, papa de Yola y me-
dio duefio del barco, me dijo: “Si usted va a viajar, entonces tiene
que aprender a trabajar aqui”. Me dio el timén y que aprendiera...
Veniamos de Colén y me dio mareo. El estaba parado en toda la
puerta de la cabina; le pedi permiso... “Me voy a vomitar”...
“Vomitese si quiere”. Y lo vomité de la cabeza a los pies.

De ahi en adelante no me quiso negar nada. No era sino
complaciente en todo conmigo. En mi nifiez, mi mama tenia una
estufa de lefia grande y usdbamos un bote llamado Mercante para
traer la lefia para toda una semana. ibamos con Rubén, ese hom-
bre remaba él solo. EI Mercante tenia como de veinticinco pies
de largo. En ese mismo barco fbamos a Paint 0 a White Water y
recogiamos como treinta nasas todos los dias a las cinco a.m.,



menos los sabados y los domingos. Entre las ocho y las nueve a.m. ya estdbamos
de regreso. En ese entonces éramos el Unico lugar donde se conseguia pescado
fresco. La gente venia desde la montafia San Felipe y Santa Isabel a comprar el
pescado. Pocos venian en veleritos y canoas.

En ese mismo bote, cuando ya estaba yo mayorcito, como de veintiocho
afios, con unos cuatro o cinco amigos saliamos en noches de hermosa luna a
pasear con dos guitarristas y les llevabamos serenatas a las novias de otros secto-
res. Empezabamos en San Felipe y hasta Agua Dulce. Claro que si, jtambién nos
tomabamos uno o dos traguitos! Eso lo haciamos cada quince o veinte dias.

Otras veces nos anclabamos en la bahia y alld nos poniamos a tocar guitarra y
a tomar un poquito. Como el bote era grande, tenia buena estabilidad y espacio.

Recuerdo algunas de las canciones: “On the Hill Top”, “I met You” “With a
Rose in Your Hair”.

Y con estos bellos recuerdos nos quedamos aqui en la tranquila vida de la Vieja
Providencia.

Gracias, Alvaro.

MR. ALVARO HOWARD
Born on March 29", 1933.

Mr. Alvaro says: If ’'m not mistaken, the very first time | ever traveled on a sailboat,
I was studying in Cartagena around 1954. It was the only means of transportation
we had; the sail vessels and our motored-vessels. We would go and come back from
St. Andrews and there we’d have to wait until the ship was unloaded. The ones in
Cartagena were cargo boats and would bring cargo to Providence also. It would usually
take us about three days to complete the trip.

“On one of the trips from Cartagena to St. Andrews, we were at war and a
submarine almost sank us”. Another experience was having bad weather on account
of the breeze. Once, we had to throw away all our cargo in order to keep the ship
afloat. Sometimes we had no breeze whatsoever and all one could hear would be a
swim in the open sea, there wasn't any other boats around. And so it would continue
until the breeze arrived again.

Years went by and my Dad Mr. Victor Ray Howard acquired the “Victoria” more
or less around the year 1958. It was a motored-vessel one could use for cargo and or
passengers, almost 30. The routes were: Providence, St. Andrews, Panama, Cartagena
and then back to St. Andrews again. The “Victoria” was purchased in Grand Cayman
and its former name was “Simboco” My dad baptized it “Victoria”, which was my
mother’s name. It was 120 ft. long, 20 ft. wide and 10 ft. deep.

Once on the way to Colon, there was a lady that wanted go to “the ladies” so to
speak; she “had to go” and did not want to stand up so we had to bring her the small
chamber pot and help her to sit on the bed and in that way she did what she had to.
On another occasion, Captain James Howard, Yola’s father and half-owner of the
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boat said to me: “If you are going to travel here, you'll learn to work here”. So he put
me to steer so | would learn. We were coming back from Colon and | got seasick and
he was standing right in front of the cabin’s door so | asked permission. “I'm going to
vomit” and he shouted at me and said, “Vomit if you want to”. Well, | did all over his
entire body, from head to toe. From that moment on, he didn’t deny anything to me
ever again quite on the contrary, he was pretty nice.

In my childhood: Us, my mother, had a huge wooden stove and we had a boat
called “MERCANTE” to bring the wood for a whole week. Along with Ruben, a guy
who could paddle all by himself (the Mercante was 25 ft. long), we would head on
to “Paint” or “White water” and pick up around 30 fish traps, we did this every day
at 5 a.m. except Saturdays and Sundays. Between 8 and 9 a.m., we would already
be back and in those days we were the only place where people could buy fresh fish.
People would come down from the hill and St. Isabel to buy it. A few would arrive in
their tiny canoes and sail boats.

When | was more or less 28 years old, in that very same ship, 4 or 5 good friends
and myself would like to pick beautiful moon light evenings and go around the island
singing and playing the guitar to the nicest ladies who were our girlfriends. We would
begin in San Felipe and continue all the way to Sweet Water. Of Course! Once in a
while we'd have a couple of drinks; we used to do this every 15 to 20 days. Some
other times we’d just throw the anchor right at the Bay and would sing and play the
guitar and just have some nice good fun all together because the boat was so large,
it was very stable and we had a lot of free space. | remember some of the songs: like
“With a Rose in her hair” and “On the Hill Top” and * | Met You”. And with these
good memories we remained on this peaceful island enjoying a quiet life.

Thank you Alvaro.



Nacio: octubre 21 de 1937

Esposa: Angela Howard Wilson

Hijos: Lois, José Antonio y Ligorio Archbold Howard

Hijas: Marlin Aracely y Nancy Cervena

Hermanos: Noel Feliciano y Wellesly

Hermanas: Eloisa, Rosalinda, Eunice y Karen

Embarcaciones: La Caroline en ruta hacia Panamd, San Andrés,
Costa Rica y Honduras.

También la Mary Mar Zamano, con 500 toneladas de capacidad.

También la motonave Victoria construida en Gran Caiman y
con capacidad para 113 toneladas.

Mas que nada transportdbamos fruta: mangos, cocos y citri-
cos. La mayoria de los veleros llevaban ese tipo de carga y la
usadbamos para hacer el trueque.

Yo era un muchacho joven cuando la mayoria de estas goletas
existian y navegaban en nuestro mar. Mi familia, particularmente
mis abuelos, eran duefios de algunas. Algunos fueron capitanes de
las mismas, como mi tio-abuelo el capitan Elkaina Archbold. Sus
hermanos Jonathan, Malvido y Hubert eran socios de los barcos.
Otros barcos adicionales que te puedo mencionar son motovelero
Sherman con una capacidad (si mal no recuerdo...) para noventa
toneladas; la goleta Ruby de sesenta toneladas y la Tres Amigoscon
capacidad para treinta toneladas. Estas naves fueron compradas
en Gran Caiman; todo esto seglin me cuenta mi padre. Hoy dia
ya no existe el trueque, ni tampoco tenemos mas goletas cruzan-
do nuestros mares.

Algunos capitanes llevaron las semillas de los citricos nuestros
al interior del continente y la gente comenzd a cultivarlos alla; por
ende, ya no nos necesitaban. Los cocos eran vendidos por canti-
dad y no por tamafio. Eventualmente perdimos nuestra preciosa
palmera de coco africano, porque fue gradualmente cambiada
por otra que hoy conocemos como palmera de San Blas. La pal-
mera africana era mucho mas rica en aceite y tenia mas carne aden-
tro. Ahora nuestros cocos no son asi. Eran vendidos por tamafios y
no por calidad. Nuestros citricos se dafiaron por las sequias.

Hay una anécdota que nunca olvidaré. Fue en la Bettty B. Su
duefio era Sonny Tovar... Hacia muchos afios que yo no pasaba
navidad con mi familia y acababa de llegar de los Estados Unidos,
asi que decidi viajar a Providencia. Era 23 de diciembre, tenia el
presentimiento de que no debia viajar. Asi que cambié de idea y
no me embarqué. Bueno, pues resulta que se hundié a diez mi-
llas de Providencia. Ahi perdi dos sobrinos y un primo con dos de
sus hijos. Nadie sabe exactamente cuantos fallecieron. Sin em-
bargo, pienso que habia como setenta y cinco almas a bordo.
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Uno de los primeros capitanes de la Betty B fue Alston Newball; lo sigui6 el
capitan Fenton Hooker. Cuando se hundio, el capitan Oreste Howard estaba al
mando.

Actualmente tengo un pequefio bote de mi propiedad y me gusta pescar. Espe-
cialmente en aguas profundas.

(Suefios?

Si tengo. Uno de ellos es vivir en un barco, pero a mi esposa no le suena la
idea. A ella le gusta estar en tierra firme (sonrie).

CAPTAIN ANTONIO RODRIGO ARCHBOLD HOWARD

Born: October 21%, 1937

Wife: Angela Howard Wilson

Sons: Lois, Jose Antonio and Ligorio Luis Archbold Howard.

Daughters: Marlin Aracelly and Nancy Cervena.

Brothers: Noel Feliciano and Wellesly.

Sisters: Eloisa, Rosalinda, Eunice and Karen.

Ships: Caroline, Mary Mar, Zamano, these were 500-ton ships.

Routes: Panama, St. Andrews, Costa Rica and Honduras.

Motorvessel VICTORIA: Built in Grand Cayman. Its capacity was 113 tons.

Cargo: Mostly fruits, mangoes, coconuts and citrus.

Most of the sailboats carried those types of cargo and we used them for trade.

Persistence: | was a young boy when the majority of these sail vessels were in
existence and traveling in our seas. My family, particularly my grandparents, owned
some | and used to navigate them. Captain Elkaina Archbold was my grandfather.
His brothers, Jonathan, Malvido and Hubert were partners and owners of the ships,
plus some additional ones like the motored vessel Sherman with a 90-ton capacity if
I’'m not mistaken. The “Ruby” was for 60 tons and the “Tres Amigos” was for 30 tons.
Those ships were bought in Gran Cayman. According to my father, no more trading
goes on nowadays and no more sail vessels are crossing our seas either. (Referring to
the ones we used to have in the Islands)

Some Captains took the citrus seeds to the Colombian continent so people began
farming and didn’t need us anymore. The coconuts were sold by quantity and not by
size and we eventually lost our precious African coconut palm tree because it was
gradually changed for the one we know now as San Blas palm tree. The African Palm
tree was richer in oil and had more meat inside. Now our coconuts don’t have as
much oil as before. They were sold by size and not by quality. Our citrus were spoiled
on account of the drought.

Anecdote: There is one I'll never forget. On the “Betty B”, owned by Sonny Tovar.
I had many years without spending Christmas with my family and had just arrived
from the United States, so | decided to travel to Providence it was the 23 of December
and | got the feeling that this boat was not going to make it. So, | changed my mind



and did not go on board. Well, that boat sank just 10 miles out of Providence and |
lost 2 nephews, and one cousin and her 2 children. Nobody knows exactly how
many people died. Guessing | would say approximately 75 souls were on board.
One of the first Captains for the “Betty B” was Alston Newball, followed by

Captain Fenton Hooker. When it sank, Captain. Oreste Howard was in command of
the ship. Currently, | have a little boat of my own and I like to fish. Especially | enjoy
deep-sea fishing.

MH: Any daydreams?

AA: Yes, one is to live in a boat but my wife doesn't like the idea. She likes to be
on firm land. Says Captain Antonio Smiling.
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Seriores Elsa de Robinsony
Mario Robinson Kenble Corpus

Mrs. Elsa Hironymus de Robinson and
Mr. Mario Robinson Kenble Corpus

;De donde eres?

Yo naci en Novi-Sad, Yugoslavia. Una linda ciudad del rio Danu-
bio. Mi esposo nacié aqui mismo en San Luis, cerca de la Iglesia
Bautista. Su padre, el sefior Walter Robinson, era de Providencia.

,Cbémo se conocieron ustedes dos?

Bueno, mi familia y yo estabamos desplazados por la Segunda
Guerra Mundial; asi que terminamos en Suiza. Aunque habiamos
considerado volver, nos aconsejaron no hacerlo porque todo ha-
bia cambiado demasiado. Entonces mi padre decidié emigrar a
otro pais: Australia. En ese tiempo habia pocos barcos con ese
rumbo. Tuvimos que esperar dos afios y medio, y Venezuela en
cambio sf solicitaba inmigrantes. Mi padre aplicé y en menos de
un mes nos halldbamos en Le Havre, Francia, abordando un
trasatlantico hacia La Guaira, Caracas.

Ir a la iglesia era sumamente importante. Fue ahi donde cono-
ci a mi esposo en una de sus visitas a Caracas. El era profesor en
el Instituto Colombo-Venezolano de Medellin. “Fue amor a pri-
mera vista”. Al principio tuve problemas para obtener mi visa para
ir a estudiar a Medellin, pero después me la dieron y después de
tres afios de noviazgo nos casamos. jAcabamos de celebrar nues-
tras bodas de oro!

Tuvimos cuatro hijos: Magda, nacida aqui en San Andrés; Rose-
Marie, en Barranquilla; Glenda, en Cali, y Mario Ludwig, en
Bucaramanga.

Poco después de nuestra boda nos pidieron que viniéramos a
la Isla con el fin de introducir el idioma espafiol en el colegio
Modelo Adventista hace 50 afios. Aqui mismo en Sprite Bight.

También para esos dias, La vieja planta eléctrica que le propor-
cionaba luz a la isla desde las seis hasta las nueve p.m. se habia
dafiado. Tenian una planta nueva, pero las instrucciones estaban
en aleman; de modo que fue para mi un placer contribuir con la
traduccion del manual para facilitar su instalacion.

Llegamos en enero de 1953 en la motonave Cisne. jUff! jQué
viajecito!, —exclamo Elsa—. Me dio mucho mareo; nos sentiamos
como una cascara de nuez a la deriva sobre el mar. Durante los
tres cortos afios que estuvimos aqui, hicimos varios viajes al con-
tinente, a Panama y a Providencia. Viajamos en la motonave
Arcabra, y también en una embarcacion de la Armada Nacional, y
el mejor... en la hermosa goleta Persistence.

De todos esos viajes hay dos que se destacan y quedan en
nuestra memoria. El primero y mejor fue el de la Persistence en
1954. Fue un suefio, a pesar de que yo estaba tan asustada y me
habia preparado para lo peor. Fue el mejor viaje de mi vida: esas
velas estaban totalmente desplegadas y la goleta se desplazaba



sobre el agua casi como si volara levemente sobre el mar. Me hacia sentir como
cuando yo esquiaba y apenas si sentia la nieve bajo mis pies.

El capitan me cedid su camarote y la tripulacién pescd un pez llamado king,
que es muy delicioso. Ese fue nuestro menu: arroz con coco, pescado, Johnny
cake. Era la primera vez en mi vida que podia comer y disfrutar y, por si fuera
poco, a bordo de un barco jretener lo ingerido! ;Qué mas podria desear?

Fue una pena que arribaramos tan pronto. Nuestro viaje habia comenzado al
atardecer del dia viernes y terminado el domingo al medio dia. Fue un viaje muy
favorable; tuvimos muy buena brisa y muy buen tiempo. La Persistence era de
color blanco o gris claro y su cubierta era muy bonita. Yo podia escuchar el cam-
bio de las velas de un lado a otro cuando sucedia. Fue toda una bella experiencia.
“Si pudiéramos, la repetiriamos. Estabamos fascinados!” —agreg6 el sefior Robinson-—.

El viaje en el Alcabra, a pesar de que los camarotes eran un tanto mas como-
dos, fue el peor. Habia demasiados pasajeros, la maquina se habia descompuesto
y habia también mal tiempo. Por si fuera poco, la gente se puso a llorar y todo el
mundo creia que ibamos a perecer y los tiburones afuera estaban esperandonos.

La Persistence era el orgullo del capitan Alex Rankin. El'y su esposa Nena eran
como padres para nosotros, hicieron todo lo posible por hacer mejor nuestra
estadia en la isla y muchas otras familias también que queremos mucho. Como la
sefiora Jane Robinson, la tia Wall y su familia, y la sefiora Guendoline Downs.

Mrs. Eisa Hironymus De RoBiNsON AND MR. Mario RosinsoN KensLe Corpus

MH_: Mrs. Elsa, where are you from?

E: I was born in Novi-Sad, Yugoslavia, a nice city of the Danube River. My husband
was born right here on the Island in San Luis by the Baptist Church. His father Mr.
Walter Robinson was from Providence.

MH.: How did you two meet?

E: Well, my family and | were displaced by World War II; so we fled and finally
we went to Switzerland and although we’d considered going back people told us not
to because things had changed too much so my father decided to emigrate to another
country, Australia. But at that time, there were very few ships heading that way. We
had to wait for two and a half years and Venezuela wanted immigrants;, so Dad
applied and in less than a month we were in Le Harvre boarding a trans-Atlantic
from France to La Guaira, Caracas.

Church going was always our primary concern and that is where | met my husband
the first time, during one of his visits to Caracas. Mario was a Professor of the “Colombo-
Venezolano” Institute in Medellin. “It was love at first sight”. | had some difficulties
getting my visa to study in Medellin but later it was granted to me and | was able to
travel. After three school years of courtship, we got married. We just celebrated our
50" anniversary! Later, we had four children: Magda, born in St. Andrews Island,
Rose-Marie from Barranquilla, Glenda from Cali and Mario Ludwig was born in
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Bucaramanga. Shortly after our wedding we were asked to come to this Island to
introduce the Spanish Language in the “Modelo” Adventist school system 50 years
ago. Right here on Sprite Bight. Also in those days the “Old Electric Plant” that
provided light from 6 to 9: p.m., had broken down and a new plant arrived but it
couldn’t be installed because all the instructions were in German. It was my privilege
to contribute by translating it. We arrived in January 1953 on the motor vessel
“Cisne”. Oh Boy! What a trip!, says Mrs. Elsa. | got very seasick. It was like being in
a nutshell tossed in the sea. During the three short years we were here; we made
several trips to the Continent, to Panama and Providence. We traveled on the motor
vessel ‘Alcabra”, “Cisne”, on a big ship of the National Colombian Army and on the
beautiful sail vessel called the “Persistence”

From all the trips we took, there are two that remain as outstanding in our minds.
The first and best one was the one from the “Persistence” in 1954. It was a dream
even though | was so scared and expected the worst. It was the best trip of my life.
“Those sails were fully blown and the ship just glided over the water. It made me feel
like when | used to go skiing and could barely feel the snow under my feet. The
captain offered me his bunk and the crew got a hold of a huge Kingfish. Our menu
was a nice slice of that fish plus coconut rice and Johnny cake the best I've ever had
plus. It was the first time | could really enjoy having a meal on board of a ship. And
on top of that, | was able to keep it in my tummy. Too bad we arrived so soon. Our
journey began on a Friday evening and we got here at lunchtime on Sunday. It was
such a favorable trip because we had very good weather and a strong and steady
breeze. The “Persistence” was white or light gray and had a nice deck. Its beautiful
sails were also white. | could hear when the vessel would be zig-zagging, says Mrs.
Elsa. It was an extremely nice experience “If we could ever repeat it; we’d love to do
it again!” added Mr. Robinson. The trip on the ‘Alcabra”, even though the
accommodations were better, was our worst. The ship was overcrowded and the
engine broke down. We had a rough weather and the people were crying and
screaming thinking we were all going to die. Sharks were all over the place. The
“Persistence” was Captain Alex Rankin’s pride. Captain bouy and Nena were like
our parents and did all they could to make our stay on the Island comfortable. We
live grateful to them and to others who contributed to our well being. Mrs. Jane
Robinson, Auntie Wall & family Mrs. Guendoline Downs & family and a long list of
people we love dearly.



Naci aqui en esta bella isla el 24 de septiembre de 1927. A la
edad de diecisiete ya era capitdn de mi propio velero; se llamaba
Tiempos Dificiles (dice sonriendo). Desde 1944 hasta hoy siem-
pre he trabajado en el mar como capitan y pescador. Ensefié a
todos esos muchachos jovenes que se ven por ahi.

El velero era de un solo mastil y pertenecia al sefior Delancy
Forbes, también oriundo de aqui. El tenia tres veleros y todos
llevaban bastantes cocos.

¢Las rutas?

Bueno, al comenzar ibamos al cayo South West; luego nos
alejamos mas, hasta Roncador y Serranilla, pero con la vela grande.
Eran tres veleros: Wave Crest, Albatraz, y Cannary & Henry.

Definiciones. Schooner es la media vela con dos mastiles y no
tiene mastil superior.

ligga es la vela trasera. Es mas pequefia; también tiene dos
mastiles.

Ketch. La llamamos Sloop; son tres velas, un Jib y un solo
mastil.

Sloop (repite el Sefior Dudley)... tiene una vela mayor y un
solo jib.

Tres velas: Schooner, la vela va en toda la mitad del velero y
hay un solo mastil.

Segunda vela: va en medio del velero tipo Schooner y la pri-
mera vela.

El mastil principal equivale a un tercio del velero.

Joe Bernard construy6 a Canary aqui mismo en San Andrés;
si, en Hell Gate, donde se han construido la mayoria de las gole-
tas. Hoy en dia es la Avenida Providencia.

Uncle Pally construyo el Albatrazy Henryfue construida por Samuel
May, quien era también el capitan de la Urious cuando se hundid.

Los Alemanes hicieron esto y mucha gente murié. Nosotros
vimos todo desde la Iglesia grande de La Loma... El humo salien-
do del barco y éste hundiéndose y todo. Triste, muy triste. La
Canary tenia como 35 pies de eslora, de 12 a 15 pies de ancho y
6 pies de profundidad. jAh! me olvidaba decirte que el famoso
Uncle Pally construyé muchas goletas, como la Persistence,
Endurance, Deliverance. Creo que hasta una llamada Resistant.
Mmmm... no estoy seguro.

Huracanes... Experimenté uno fuerte aqui por Bahia Roca. Hace
15 afios. Me rompi el tobillo pero nada mas.

Veo que tiene visita sefior Dudley...

Ahsi. Mira, te presento a miamigo el sefior Vargas Manuel Thyme.

Mucho gusto. ¢Es también hombre de mar?

Yo hoy dia uso mi canoa, remo, un mastil, una vela.
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Bueno (afiade el sefior Vargas), pero es que también fui una vez marinero del
Persistence. Naci el 11 de enero 1933 y mas 0 menos en el 45 llevabamos cocos
y naranjas y ayudabamos a las damas, timoneabamos, cargabamos y descargaba-
mos la nave. Después... soliamos llevar copra, muchas tortugas, carne salada,
colitas de cerdo y bacalao. Esos fueron dias de arduo trabajo.

Un chico murié a bordo. Era hijo de Vida Taylor; se mared y murié. Lo
enterraron bastante descompuesto. Tenia como 30 afios de edad; venia de
Cartagena. Su padre estaba con él.

En esa época no habla muchas mujeres a bordo. Existia el respeto.

Si, —dice su amigo y afilade—: cuando queriamos visitar a una dama, ibamos a
su casa y sus padres se sentaban con nosotros y nos vigilaban.

iAh!'Y eso no es nada... Si queriamos casarnos... Su padre preguntaba: ;Don-
de esta la casa? ;Y la canoa?

Si no habia, olvidate. No se podia uno casar hasta tener la casita y la canoa.

Ambos rien al recordar esos dias.

El sefior Dudley dice: también las familias eran grandes... Nosotros somos
como 10. Eramos como 18 y quedan 13. Vargas dice: nosotros como 17, entre
hermanos y hermanas.

Cuando fui marinero del Persistence, el capitdn Fenton Hooker de Providencia
estaba al mando. También trabajé con el capitan John Bull, de Providencia. Tenia-
mos una semilla rica en aceite. Se parece al aceite de Castor. En esa época todo
era fresco. (Refiriéndose a los alimentos).

MR. DupLEY JAMES BERNARD

St. Andrews Island July 19th, 2003.

D: | was born in this Island on the 24™ of September 1927.

D: At the age of 17, | was already Captain of my own boat. It was called “Hard
times” (and having said this, he smiles)

D: Year 1954. Since then “till now” I still work in the sea as Captain — fisherman.
[ “teach” all them young bouys. Meaning: | have taught all those young boys. The
boat was a one-mast sail vessel and it belonged to Delancy Forbes who was also from
St. Andrews. He had 3 boats and they all carried plenty of coconuts.

MH: The Routes?

D: Well, we used to go to South West Cay at the beginning. Later, we went out a
bit further like Roncador and Serranilla but with the Big Old Sail. Three of them:
Wave Crest, Albatraz, Cannary and Henry.

MH: Mr. Dudley, please give me some descriptions of the boats you know,

D: Okay, “Schooner™. It is the half sail with the big 2 masts and no top.

Jigga: “The behind” sail is smaller: 2 masts also.

MH: What about the Ketch?

D: We called it a Sloop. It is a three-piece sail, one jib, one mast only.



Sloop (He repeats. 1 sail main and the Jib only.)

3 Sails: Schooner sail middle of boat with one mast.

2nd sail: It is in the middle of the Schooner and the 1% sail.

D: The 1st. Mast is one third of the boat. Joe Bernard built the Cannary. He
made it here in St. Andrews. Yes, right here on Hell Gate where most of the goletas
have been built. Nowadays, that is the ‘Avenida Providencia”. Uncle “Pally” built the
‘Albatraz” and “Henry” was built by Samuel May, who was also Captain of the
“Urious” when it sank. The Germans did it and plenty of people died.

D: We saw it all while being right here at the big church. We saw the smoke and saw
the boat come down and everything. Saad, very sad. (He refers to the big Loma Church).

D: The Canary was more or less 35 ft. long, 12 to 15 ft. wide and 6 ft. deep.

D: Oh! I forgot to tell you also that Famous Uncle Pally built many sail vessels
such as the “Persistance”, “Endurance” and “Deliverance”.

MH.: Was there one more called Resistant?

Mmm... | can't really remember right now.

MH: Do you recall any hurricanes?

D: I experienced a bad one right out here on the Rock Harbour 15 years ago. |
broke my ankle but nothing else happened.

MH: | see you have a visitor, Mr. Dudley.

D: Oh! Yes, this is my friend Mr. Vargas Manuel Thyme. He is also a man from
the seas; 1 canoe, 1 paddle, 1 mast and one main sail.

V: “Well”, says Mr. Vargas, “but | also was once a sailor on board of the Persistence.
I was born on January 11", 1933 and around 1945, we used to carry coconuts and
oranges and we would help the Ladies and Steer the boat steering wheel, plus we
loaded and discharge (unloaded) the boat. Later on, we carried Copra, lots of turtles,
meat, Pigtail and Cod Fish. Those were hard times.

D: A boy died on the boat. He belonged to Vida Taylor. He was seasick and died.
They buried him almost completely spoiled. He was around his 30’s, coming from
Cartagena to St. Andrews. His fada’ (father) was on board too.

D: In those times we didn’t have many women here on the boats.

Respect existed. “Yes”, says his friend. Then they add. ‘“And when we wanted to
visit a lady, we’'d go to her house and her parents would sit with us and would be
watching.

V: Ye Man, (Oh Boy!) And if one wanted to marry her, her father would ask:

D: Where is the House? and Where is the Canoe?

V- If you didn’t have it, FORGET about getting married ‘till you did.

(They were both laughing at this point with all those good memories)

Mr. Dudley says: ‘Also families were larger. In total counting myself we are 10
brothers and 8 sisters. We were 18. Now 13 are alive.” Vargas adds: “My father had
17 sons (children) girls and boys.

V: When | was a sailor on the “Persistence”, Captain Fenton Hooker from
Providence was in charge. Also | worked with Captain John Bull from Providence too.
We also had a special seed to trade for oil called Oil Nut Seed. It’s like Castor OIl.
Yes, sir (sigh) in those days everything was fresh. (Referring mostly to the food)
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Sefior Francisco “Pacho”
Garnica Taylor

Nacido en San Andrés Isla, yo viajé en la Persistence cuando era
un nifo y fui a Cartagena como pasajero y volvi en la misma goleta.
El clima a veces era bueno; otras, pues, malo por supuesto. jLa
comida! Comi pescado, carne de res, arroz y yuca, platano y frutas.
Teniamos buena agua y buen servicio de la tripulacion. El viaje gene-
ralmente duraba como cinco dias de San Andrés a Cartagena.

No era una embarcacion con maquina, era un velero. Asi que
de noche nos acostdbamos como a las ocho p.m. y nos levanta-
bamos a las siete para desayunar. El desayuno era café con leche
(pan dulce en leche de coco).

Durante el dia camindbamos en la cubierta y mirdbamos hacia
el mar. Siempre era méas placentero cuando habia buena brisa
porque todo era mas fresco por existir mayor velocidad.

No, Marcia, lo siento... pero no recuerdo algo especial suce-
dido por esos viajes. Si recuerdo un capitan Newball, pero no
recuerdo su primer nombre. Su apodo era Chung.

Creo que Marcos Newhball es su hijo.

Debo haber viajado muy pocas veces en la Persistence. Las
otras ya fueron motonaves como la Silvia, y el Sea-Lane de Pana-
ma. Fui a La Guaira, Aruba y algunas veces Haiti. Trajimos carga
de la Zona Libre. Pero ya eso se pasa de la época que ti solicitas
porque fue en 1974.

En la motonave Silvia los bafios eran un hueco hecho sobre
una plancha de madera, y todo se iba al mar. Cuando los hom-
bres se reunian en cubierta, se acostumbraba charlar, rezar, echar
chistes y, a veces, cantar.

MR. Francisco GArRNICA TavLOR

St. Andrews Island. July 12, 2003.

F: 1 was born on this island. | traveled on the “Persistence” when
I was a little boy and went to Cartagena as a passenger and returned
on the same sail vessel. The weather was sometimes good and
others... well, bad of course. Food! Food was good. | ate fish, beef,
rice, yucca, plantains and fruits. We had good water and good service
from the crew. The trip would usually last around five days from St.
Andrews to Cartagena.

F: Fact. It was no engine boat; so at night we'd go to bed around
8 p.m. and we'd wake up at seven for breakfast. It was coffee milk
and bread. During the day we’d walk on the deck and look stare at
the ocean. It was better when we had good breeze because we had
more speed and therefore it was cooler.



F: No, Marcia, I'm sorry but | don’t recall something unusual
happening on those trips.

I do remember a Captain Newball, but not his first name. His
nickname was Chung. | believe Marcos Newball is his son. | must
have traveled only twice on the “Persistence”. The other vessels
were: Motor vessel “Silvia”, and | also traveled on some more motor
vessels like the Sea-Lane to Panama, La Guaira, Aruba and
sometimes Haiti. We had cargo from the free Zone. But then that’s
too far away from your research because that was in 1974.

F: About the Silvia, | went on it to Cartagena. The rest rooms
were just a hole made on wood and from there to the ocean.

F: We, the men gathered on deck to pray, say jokes and
sometimes to sing.
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Mi inesperada experiencia
enunvelero
El espiritu de Persistence

My unexpected experience
on a sailing vessel
The Spirit of Persistence

Una brillante y soleada tarde en el puerto de Cartagena, Co-
lombia, estaba con mi pequefio hijo y otros dos pasajeros y abor-
dé un velero; ese era el Gnico medio de transporte existente ha-
cia las islas de San Andrés, Providencia y Santa Catalina. Después
de vivir en el continente, volvi a la Vieja Providencia, mi isla hogar
en el Caribe.

Mientras el barco desplegaba sus velas y el capitan gritaba sus
ordenes a los marineros, yo, de pie sobre la cubierta, contempla-
ba el hermoso ocaso. Un caballero se me acercd, se presento y
me contd que él también regresaba a Providencia después de
haber vivido y trabajado en Panama. Le conté que me mareaba
mucho cuando viajaba por barco. Me prometid que nos cuidaria
durante el viaje. Una oferta muy apreciada cuando se viajaba en
velero en esa época.

El sefior X nos acompafid a nuestros camarotes y regresd a
cubierta. Nunca imaginé que ésta seria la primera y Ultima vez
que veria a este hombre.

No estaba preparada para la aventura que ocurriria durante
los cuatro dias del viaje a la isla. Durante el resto de la noche el
sefior X no cumplié su promesa; nunca volvié a ver como esta-
bamos. Al transcurrir la noche, yo me enfermaba mas y mas, y el
Sr. X no aparecia. En la oscuridad de la noche, yo veia sombras de
personas caminando dentro y fuera; escuchaba voces a través de
la cabina del capitan. También pude notar que alguien yacia en su
cama.

A la mafiana siguiente a(n habia alguien descansando sobre la
cama del capitan. Y él estaba al pie de su puerta. Comencé a
sospechar que algo pasaba y que alguien se habia enfermado se-
riamente. Mis compafieros de viaje y yo decidimos preguntarselo
al capitan; y él confirmo nuestras sospechas. Nos dijo que el se-
fior X habia fallecido durante la noche. Habia sido hallado sin vida
sobre la cubierta.

El capitan estaba desmoralizado. Decia: “Creo que voy a re-
nunciar a seguir navegando”. Segun parece, era su primera expe-
riencia con la muerte en alta mar. Era costumbre que si alguien
moria a bordo de un velero, el cuerpo se envolviera en una tela
de vela, el capitan leeria de la Biblia el Salmo 23 como un men-
saje de despedida y los marineros colocarian el cuerpo en /a pa-
sarela de desembarcoy lo entregaban al mar. Pero este capitan, el
sefior B, decidid que no le daria una despedida marina a este
hombre. Después de cuatro dias en el mar, en una cabina donde
el calor podia alcanzar los 80 grados, la luz de bienvenida prove-
niente del faro de la Vieja Providencia resultaba ser un gran alivio.

A medida que nos acercabamos a la isla, el capitan usé su



linterna y en clave Morse notifico a las autoridades que alguien
habia muerto durante el viaje. El bote velero habia sido anclado al
puerto de la Vieja Providencia. El cuerpo del sefior X fue removi-
do. A los pasajeros se les habia autorizado descender. Dimos gra-
cias al capitan B y a su tripulacion, y partimos.

El recuerdo de este viaje permanecera por siempre en mi
mente. Sobre todo por el hecho de que en nuestras islas, los
cuentos fantasmales son nuestro pasatiempo favorito.

iBuen Viaje!

MY UNEXPECTED EXPERIENCE ON A SAILING VESSEL
THE SPIRIT OF PERSISTENCE

By Patsy Archbold.

It was a bright and sunny afternoon in the sea port of Cartagena Colombia when
along with my baby boy and two other passengers, | boarded a sailing vessel. At the
time, it was the only way of transportation to the island of St. Andrews, Providence
and Santa Catalina. After living on the Continent, | was returning to my island home
of Providence in the Caribbean. As the vessel set sail, and the Captain shouted his
orders to the sailors, | stood on the deck, contemplating the beautiful sunset. A
gentleman approached me and introduced himself. He also was returning to
Providence after working and living in Panama. | told him that | became very seasick
when | traveled by boat. He promised that he would take care of my son and me
during the trip. An offer very much appreciated when traveling on sailing boats in
those days. Mr. X accompanied us to our sleeping quarters, and then returned to the
deck. | never dreamed that this would be the first and last time that | would see this
man. | was not prepared for the adventure that would occur during the four days
voyage to the island. During the rest of the evening Mr. X never returned to check on
us as he had promised. As the night wore on, | became more seasick, but still Mr. X
never came to our aid, as promised. In the dark of the night, | could see shadows of
people walking, in and out of the cabin and heard talking across the way to the
Captain’s quarters. | noticed also that someone was lying on the Captain’s bed. The
next morning | noticed that someone was still resting in the Captain’s bed. When |
saw the Captain standing by the door, | became suspicious that something was not
right. | decided that someone had probably gotten very seasick. My traveling
companions and myself decided to ask the Captain if someone got very sick during
the night. He confirmed our suspicious and told us that Mr. X had died during the
night. That he was found dead on the deck. The Captain was devastated. He said,
“I think that I'm going to quit going to sea.” This was his first experience with death
at sea. It was customary if someone died on board a sailing vessel, the body would be
wrapped in sail cloth, the Captain would read from the Bible a send off message like
the Psalm 23 and the sailors would put the body on the gang plank and deliver it to
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the sea. But this Captain, Mr. B was determined that he would not give this man a
watery grave. After four days at sea, in a cabin where heat could easily rise to 80°
the welcome beam of the lighthouse of Providence was a great relief. As we came
closer to the island, the captain used his flashlight and signal Morse code to notify
the authority that someone had died during the trip. The vessel anchored safely in
the town harbor of Providence. Mr. X's body was removed, and the passengers were
allowed to go a shore. We gave thanks to Captain B and his crew and bid good bye.
The memory of this trip will forever remain in my mind, more so because in our
islands, ghost stories are a favorite pastime.



Nacio: octubre 23 de 1924.

Padres: Paimerston Eduardo Coulson y sefiora Clementina Duffis.

Esposo: Mister Pittman Bryan, oriundo de Providencia.

Hijo: Palmerston Eduardo Bryan.

Yo solia acompafiar a mi papa, el capitan Palmerston Coulson,
en las goletas.

Me gustaba mucho y adoraba su compafiia. Nuestra comida
era obtenida en diferentes viajes donde se compraba la res, el
cerdo, etc. También en alta mar, cuando habia buen tiempo, los
hombres se ponian a pescar. Yo ayudaba a limpiar el pescado y lo
comiamos frito o guisado, y asi por el estilo. Las otras carnes se
salaban. A veces se preparaba comida antes de zarpar.

Mi padre y los deméas hombres cantaban himnos. En uno de
los viajes, una sefiora dio a luz a bordo. Si mal no recuerdo, el
capitan Eustacio Suarez estaba al mando de la embarcacién. El
bebé fue un saludable varoncito.

MRS. ELEANOR COULSON

Born: October 27" 1924.

Parents: Mr. Palmerston Eduardo Coulson and Mrs. Clementina
Duffis.

Husband: Mr. Pittman Bryan from Providence.

Son: Palmerston Eduardo Bryan.

| used to travel always with my dad Captain Palmerston Coulson
known also as “Uncle Pally”. The sail vessels were very nice and |
enjoyed his company very, very much. Our food was obtained in
different trips where we’d buy beef, pork and so on. Men would be
fishing at open sea. | would help cleaning the fish and frying it.
Sometimes we liked to cook stew fish and some other similar dishes.
The other kind of meat we'd salt and prepare before going out to the
sea. My dad and the other men used to sing anthems. In one of
those trips a lady gave birth to a baby. He was a healthy little boy.
| think Captain Eustacio Suarez was the lucky one in command
when that happened.
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Sefior Nicasio Howard

Mr. Nicasio Howard

Naci en Providencia el 9 de marzo de 1914. Mis padres fue-
ron John Gonzilez Howard y la sefiora Meduina Hawkins. Yo
tenia como 18 afios de edad y era Capitan de La /slefia por alla en
1932. Luego, en la Envoy, Mary V. Finalmente fui marinero en la
Bird.

Nuestra ruta era de Providencia hacia Cartagena, San Andrés,
Panama y Bocas del Toro. Generalmente ibamos a Cartagena a
llevar cocos. Yo era un marinero en aquellos dias. Una vez, nues-
tro bote Envoy se hundié por mal tiempo en la ruta de Providen-
cia a Cartagena. Nos salvamos todos en dos botes salvavidas;
éramos como siete. Recuerdo al capitan Victor Newball, Ledn
Wilson, el segundo al comando, y cuatro marineros mas. El hun-
dimiento sucedi6 cerca a Cartagena.

iAhl, me olvidaba. En otra ocasion, con el capitdin Oswaldo
Connoly a bordo de la Halcon nos tuvimos que salvar cuatro o
cinco en un salvavidas.

¢Nuestro trabajo? La mayor parte del tiempo ayudabamos con
el timén o teniamos que descargar y cargar las goletas.

Mr. Nicasio Howard

Santa Catalina, May 15", 2003.

| was born the 9th of March 1914 in Providence; my parents
were John Gonzales Howard and Mrs. Meduina Hawkins. | was
around 28 years old and was already working on the “Islefia” around
the year 1932. Later, | also worked as a sailor on the “Envoy”,
“Mary V" and the “Bird”. We used to go from Providence to Cartagena,
St. Andrews, Panama and ‘Bocas del Toro’, but mostly we went
always to Cartagena to carry coconuts. While working as a sailor in
those days our ship “Envoy” sank because of bad weather. We were
on the Providence-Cartagena route and were closer to Cartagena
when it happened. None of us died. We used two lifeboats and
from the seven of us, right now | remember Captain Victor Newball,
2" in command, Captain Ledn Wilson, and four other sailors. Oh! |
forgot to mention that on another occasion | was also out in the open
sea with Captain Oswaldo Connoly and the “Halcon” sank and we
had to save ourselves; four or five of us on a little lifeboat.

Our Job? It was very hard, most of the time we helped with the
steering of the ship and also we had to load and unload the cargo.



Nuestras islas siempre han tenido vinculos comerciales y fa-
miliares con las costas de Nicaragua, Honduras, Panama y Costa
Rica. Esto ya es una tradicion. Antes de establecerse el comercio
con el continente colombiano, dependiamos de las costas de los
paises anteriormente mencionados y también de Estados Unidos.
Cambiadbamos mercancias por cocos y algoddn, el cual se cultiva-
ba aqui.

Los primeros islefios que fueron al continente a estudiar el
bachillerato, y a la vez a aprender el espafiol (porque aqui la pri-
maria se ensefiaba en inglés), fueron Simén Wellington y Perla
Howard de Armas; Terencio Howard, Julio Gallardo de Armas,
Dewy May y Frank May.

El bachillerato lo estudiaron en la Universidad de Cartagena.
Simon Howard de Armas y Julio Gallardo se dedicaron al comer-
cio, después llegaron los Robinson y demas familias a establecerse.

Los islefios por naturaleza son los mejores nauticos de Co-
lombia. Entraron a la Armada y fueron los fundadores de la Escue-
la Naval de Cartagena. Francisco Robinson, fue comandante de la
base naval del Atlantico y del Pacifico. Participaron en el conflicto
con el Perd. También se encontraban Walworth Hooker y
Victoriano Howard.

Eran de admirar los grandes lobos de mar que fueron los de
esa época. Se navegaba en goletas a pura vela. Cuando el viento
no era favorable, el viaje duraba algunas veces hasta mas de quin-
ce dias desde las islas rumbo a Cartagena. Alla llegaban cargadas
con cocos, aguacates y hasta 150.000 naranjas que se vendian en
los departamentos de la costa y se intercambiaban por papas. En
los afios cincuenta, cien naranjas costaban cuatro pesos, 0 sea a
cuatro centavos la unidad; en ese tiempo se cotizaba a dos pesos
un dolar.

Los hermanos Alejandro y James Rankin tenian una flotilla.
Julio Gallardo tenia £/ Cisne. Entre los capitanes de esas goletas y
motonaves se encontraban Roosevelt, Francisco, Sagasta y Hilton
Robinson; Nicholas Newball (Jambul), Willie Howard Blandford,
Alston Newball y Ashar Robinson.

Actualmente resido en San Andrés; a través del tiempo reco-
pilé toda esta informacion que hoy en dia te cuento.

Cuadernos del Caribe N°6 |57

17

Sefior Enrique Howard

Mr. Enrique Howard



58 | Mr. Enrique Howard

MR. ENRIQUE HOWARD

Due to family links or for commercial reasons our islands have always been
connected with the Nicaraguan, Panamanian and Costa Rican coasts. This is an
established tradition. Before beginning commerce with the Colombian continent, we
depended solely on those coasts plus the U.S.A. The first students that went to the
continent in order to study their high school and learn how to speak Spanish (because
here elementary school was taught in English), were: Simon Wellington, Perla Howard
de Armas, Terencio Howard, Julio Gallardo de Armas, Dewy and Frank May. They
studied at the University of Cartagena. Simon Howard de Armas and Julio Gallardo
dedicated themselves to the commerce. Later, the Robinsons and some other families
arrived to settle down here. Islanders are by nature excellent seamen and therefore
the best in Colombia. They joined the Armed Forces and became the founders of
Cartagena’s Navy School. Francisco Robinson was the commander of both the Atlantic
as well as the Pacific Navy Bases (they participated in the Peruvian conflict). Walworth
Hooker and Victoriano Howard were among those who did. In those times, those
men were sea wolves causing admiration since then until nowadays. They'd navigate
only sail vessels, and when the wind was unfavorable, the trip would last even more
than fifteen days from these islands all the way to Cartagena. There they would
arrive loaded with coconuts, avocados and up to 150.000 oranges that would be
sold in the Municipalities close to the Colombian shore and they'd be exchanged for
potatoes. In the 1950's a hundred oranges would cost four pesos, which meant four
cents more per unit. In those days, two Colombian pesos used to be equivalent to a
dollar. The Rankin brothers Alejandro and James owned a small fleet; and Julio Ga-
llardo owned the Cisne. Among sail vessels and motored sail vessels were: Captain
Roosevelt, Francisco, Sagasta and Hilton Robinson; Nicolas Newball (Jambul), Willie
Howard Blandford, Alston Newball and Ashar Robinson. At the present moment, |
live in St. Andrews Island and through time I've compiled all this information that I'm
handing to you today.



Nacié: noviembre 29 de 1925 en la isla de San Andrés.

Padres: sefior Julio Gallardo de Armas, también de San Andrés
Isla, y sefiora Elisa Fl6rez, de Mompdés, Bolivar.

Hermanos: Adalberto, Carlos, Laureano, Velasco, Glenes,
Nora, Cecilia y Julio César.

Esposa: Blancaluz Barrios.

Hermanas fallecidas: Silvia y Maria.

Hijos: Pedro, Virginia, Julio Antonio, Juan Carlos, Octavio, Silvia
Elisa, Luis Fernando (Bimbo). Este dltimo fallecio.

En mi infancia el Gnico medio de transporte que teniamos en
la isla eran las goletas, naves silenciosas y majestuosas cuando la
brisa les hinchaba las velas. Me acuerdo de goletas como la Jessy
Nell, Klandike, Birdy Acme. En estas yo viajé a Cartagena, Colon
y Providencia cuando era un nifio, desde luego siempre acompa-
fiado de mis padres. En un viaje de Cartagena a San Andrés, en el
Klondike, después de once dias arribamos al puerto de Colon,
por supuesto nos recibieron con alegria y regocijo pues nos daban
como desparecidos. Las autoridades portuarias y la colonia isle-
fia de la época nos atendié muy bien. Supongo que el trayecto
Colon-San Andrés fue normal, pues no tengo ningln recuerdo
de éste.

Hubo una época de mi infancia en que ingresaron a nuestro
medio de transporte motoveleros como la Peabody, de los
Martinez & May, y la Carmania, de la familia Lung. En mi época
de estudiante, contdbamos con las siguientes goletas: Resolute,
Mary V., Halcén, Envoy, Ziroma, Goldfieldy Rembro, y otras que
se me pasan los nombres, cuyos capitanes y armadores eran de
Providencia.

De San Andrés habia dos goletas: la Persistencey la Deliverance,
que fueron totalmente construidas en San Andrés por mister
Palmerston Coulson y mister Joe Bernard. Habia ademas una se-
rie de técnicos islefios que hicieron obras de ingenieria naval, co-
losal para su época.

Con la goleta Silvia, propiedad de la familia, teniamos ademas
de Cartagena, la ruta Providencia-San Andrés, Puerto Lim6n-Blue
Fields-Brakman Bluff, en las cuales llevabamos patillas, mangos,
naranjas, aguacates, que se producian en abundancia en nuestras
islas. Haciamos trueque por madera de pino y tortugas, las cuales
eran un manjar exquisito en la cocina islefia.

En nuestros viajes de estudiante, siempre me embarcaban en
la Persistence. Como era época de colegio y universidad, eran
varios los estudiantes que lo haciamos junto con mis hermanos.
Me acuerdo del padre Eusebio Howard, el doctor Alvaro Archbold,
Félix y Marcos Palacio, Toté y Brochurst Livingston y los Vélez;
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todos éramos como una sola familia. Hago recuerdo que para esa época, la déca-
da de los treinta y los cuarenta, éramos como 2.500 habitantes en San Andrés y
1.500 en Providencia.

En estos viajes habia un sitio de dormir que yo apetecia mucho: el galley. Este
era el quarter (camarote) del cocinero, donde me iba muy bien por que era
ventilado y la cocina estaba cerca.

Los capitanes eran verdaderos lobos marinos, siendo la mayoria oriundos de
Providencia. De San Andrés me acuerdo de los capitanes Dudley May, Stephens,
Joshua Pomare y Suéarez y Palacio.

De Providencia tengo buenos recuerdos de los capitanes Celestino Alamilla,
Eliseo Hawkins, Baldwin Britton, Alejandro Rankin, James Rankin, los hermanos
Robinson: Roosevelt, Franco y Sagasta, Fenton Hooker, James Howard, Alston
Newball, Asha Robinson, Connoly, Archbold, “Chong” Newball y Alford May
entre otros. Habra nombres que se me escapan, pero lo cierto es que eran todos
unos capitanes.

Habia tres veleros hermosisimos del tipo “Schooner”; era una fantasia verlos
entrar y salir del puerto a toda vela con vientos de 12 nudos. Sus nombres eran
Goldfield, Ziromay Rembro. Sus capitanes y armadores se sentian orgullosos de
estas naves. Fui aprendiz de navegante, por tal motivo hice varias travesias entre
San Andrés y Providencia a puertos colombianos y centroamericanos. Esta vida
era brava. Mi mayor susto o tuve una vez viajando en la Silvia de San Andrés a
Cartagena al mando del capitan Wendell Phillips: tipo dos de la madrugada, oigo al
contramaestre Jonathan Dawkins llamando al capitan. Me doy cuenta lo que esta
pasando. Debo aclarar que esto sucede en plena segunda guerra mundial; ya habia
pasado el hundimiento de la Resolute. En fin, veo a escasos cien metros de noso-
tros la silueta de un barco, totalmente sin luces. El capitin Wendell ordend seguir
su marcha. Desde luego nuestro desplazamiento era lento, por tratarse de un
velero y no habia brisa. Esta nave, de la que nunca supimos su nacionalidad, dio
tres vueltas a nuestro alrededor y después desaparecio. Creo que cuando regresé
a San Andrés, mis anhelos de ser capitan de goleta llegaron a su fin.

Para mi esta época de las goletas fue romantica. Todas eran oriundas de Provi-
dencia y San Andrés, como lo eran sus duefios y capitanes. Las goletas fueron
desplazadas lentamente por las motonaves Victoria, Arcabra, Cisne, Gloria, Lagu-
na, etc. Tuve la dicha y suerte de ser el armador del Cisne.

A Hazel y Marcia les deseo suerte y éxitos con su proyecto Persistence.



MR. JuLio E. GALLARDO FLORES

St. Andrews Island, June 7th, 2003.

Date of birth: November 29th, 1925. St. Andrews Island.

Father: Julio Gallardo De Armas, also from St. Andrews Island

Mother: Elisa Flores from Mompox, Bolivar.

Brothers: Adalberto, Carlos, Laureano, Velasco, Glenes, Nora, Cecilia and Julio César.

Wife: Blancaluz Barrios.

Deceased Sisters: Silvia and Maria.

Sons: Pedro, Virginia, Julio Antonio, Juan Carlos, Octavio, Silvia Elisa and Luis
Fernando (Bimbo) who died.

In my childhood, the only means of transportation we had on the islands were the
sail vessels. They were silent and majestic specially when a strong breeze would
display all their sails. | remember some: Jessy Nell, Klandike, Bird and the Acme.
On those vessels, when | was a boy | traveled to Cartagena, Colén and Providence,
always accompanied by my parents of course. Once heading to St. Andrews from
Cartagena, we ended up in Colon eleven days later. People were thinking we had
disappeared, so they were very happy to be able to welcome us. The maritime
authorities and the Islanders took very good care of us. | suppose the rest of the trip
from Colon to St. Andrews was normal because | have no recollection of it. Also while
I was still in my childhood motored sail vessels arrived as means of transportation.
There was the “Peabody” from the Martinez and the May Families and the
“Carmania”, which belonged to the Lung family. When | was a student, we could
travel on vessels like the Resolute, Mary B., Halcon, Envoy, Ziroma, Goldfield,
Rembrow;, and some others whose names | don't remember right now and the Captains
and builders were from Providence. We had two sailboats; the Persistence and the
Deliverance, which were completely built on St. Andrews Island by Mr. Palmerston
Coulson and Mr. Joe Bernard, along with a group of native technicians that made
these works of naval engineering outstanding for the time being. With the “Silvia”
vessel which belonged to our family, we traveled to Cartagena, plus the route: Old
Providence-St. Andrews. Limon Harbour, Blue Fields and Brakman Bluff On board,
we carried watermelons, mangoes, oranges, and avocadoes that were abundantly
grown in our islands. We used to exchange them for pinewood and turtles, which
were one of our main gourmet dishes in our islander cuisine. During the school and
university season, | was always on board the Persistence along with my brothers and
other students | remember Father Eusebious Howard, Dr. Alvaro Archbold, Félix and
Marcos Palacio, Toto and Brochurst Livingston and the Vélez. We were all like one big
family. In the decades of the thirties and the forties St. Andrews population was no
more than 2.500 inhabitants and only about 1.500 in Old Providence. My favorite
spot to sleep on board was the “galley” which meant the cook’s “quarters”. It was just
fine because there was plenty of fresh air plus it was near the kitchen. The Captains
were real “Sea Wolves”, most of them were born in Providence and a small minority
was from St. Andrews like: Captain Dudley May, Stephens, Joshua Pomare and
Captains Palacio and Suarez. From Providence, | have very good memories from
Captain Celestino Alamilla, Eliseo Hawkins, Baldwin Britton, Alexander Rankin,
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James Rankin, and the Robinson brothers: Roosevelt, Franco and Sagasta, Captain
Fenton Hooker, James Howard, Alston Newball, Asha Robinson, Captain Connoly,
Captain Archbold; and Alford May among others whose names | may not remember
at the moment but the truth is they were all very good Captains. There were three
“Schooner” type sail vessels that were so beautiful that it was fantastic to see them
approaching and setting out of the port full sail with 12 knots wind. Their names
were “Goldfield”, “Ziroma” and Rembrow” and their Captains and builders were
very proud of them. | wanted to be a Captain so | began to learn how to navigate.
Therefore, | made several trips from St. Andrews and Providence to other Colombian
and Central American ports. | realized this was a very hard life. | was frightened the
most when | was traveling on the “Silvia” on the route St. Andrews — Cartagena.
Captain Wendell Phillips was in command and around 2 a.m. | heard the chief petty
officer Jonathan Dawkins calling the Captain. | realized what was happening (I must
point out this was during World War | and the Resolute had already sunk) so, at just
100 meters away from us, | saw the silhouette of another ship without any lights
whatsoever and Wendell's order was for us to maintain our heading. Obviously us
being a sailboat and having no breeze, our speed was pretty slow. Anyhow, this ship,
whose nationality remains unknown, circled around us 3 times and disappeared. At
the time, we arrived back in St. Andrews. My hopes of becoming a sail ship Captain
had vanished. The sail vessels were gradually replaced by the motored sail vessels
and motored vessels like the VICTORIA, ARCABRA, CISNE, GLORIA, LAGUNA,
etc. | was lucky enough to have been the ship owner of the CISNE. | wish you, Hazel
and Marcia lots of luck and success in the Persistence project.



Viajamos en la embarcacion llamada Persistence. El constructor
era Palmerston Coulson y lo vendio al capitan B. Rankin. Era un
Jjigger boat. El primer capitan era Eustacio Suarez; su ruta solia ser
Cartagena, San Andrés, Colon (Panamad). Era una goleta usada
para transportar carga, mas que nada comida desde Cartagena
hacia aca; desde aqui, de regreso a Cartagena, llevaba cocos.

Su servicio era muy importante; en ese tiempo teniamos so-
lamente tres embarcaciones: Mary V., Tres amigosy Ziroma. Lue-
go teniamos la Resolute, con el capitan Elkaina Archbold. Las islas
sobrevivian con estos barcos. Estas naves también llevaban a los
nifios a sus colegios: a Coldn, Cartagena y Costa Rica.

Viajé como un marinero e incluso le he dado la vuelta al mundo
dos veces. Esto es importante. Cuando yo tenia s6lo dieciséis afios
me meti como polizén en la motonave Cisne, que pertenecia al
sefior Gallardo. Escapé de mis padres. Archie Veena, un ingeniero
de la embarcacion, me ayudo a salir de San Andrés a Cartagena.

Luego, el capitdn Roosevelt Robinson en la motonave Loto
Land, segunda después de la motonave Cisne; me tomd como su
“muchacho”. Esto significaba ser su ayudante, encargarse de todo
lo relacionado con él, Cuidar de su ropa, comida; algo asi como
ser su mayordomo. El capitan era el padre de Hazel. El capitan de
la Urious era Sam May, padre de George May de San Andrés Isla.
Victor Abrahams era operador de telégrafo y también fue la pri-
mera persona en establecer comunicacion con el exterior desde
la isla de San Andrés. Fue el primer radio aficionado que tuvimos.

A los dieciséis afios, en Cartagena, me hospedaba con la fami-
lia de la sefiora Adaina. Luego consegui el trabajo con el capitan
Roosevelt y fuimos a Santa Marta. Mi hermano Phillip me llevé
en los barcos que llaméabamos fruteros, que transportaban fruta a
Miami y a Tampa. Ese fue mi comienzo como marinero interna-
cional (fui a Ecuador) y profesional, tanto en el cuarto de maqui-
nas como en la cubierta. Regreseé a las islas mas o0 menos después
de cincuenta y cinco afios. Me estableci.

También viaj¢ en una motonave llamada Medellin, con Car-
los, conocido como “Uto”, con Orington Peterson.

En otro de mis viajes, a bordo del Orion, yo era cabo y nos
fuimos desde San Francisco al Japdn con una tripulacion de veinti-
cinco hombres, incluyéndome a mi. Todos éramos de diferentes
nacionalidades. En ese viaje hubo un huracéan y se cayo la gria, pues
se rompid, y maté a un hombre. Era un muchacho de Jamaica.
S6lo éramos dos islefios a bordo: Phillander Peterson y yo. El era
un ingeniero y yo el timonel. Asi que hicimos un atald y lo echa-
mos al mar. El capitan leyé un “adi6s” en la Bibliay cantamos un par
de himnos. Creo que uno es “Permanezco en Dios”.
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The seaman

Mr. Thomas Livigston. St. Andrews Island, June 21, 2003

We traveled on the vessel called Persistence. The builder was Palmerston Coulson
and he sold it to Captain B. Rankin. It was a jigger boat. The first Captain was
Eustacio Suarez. Her route used to be Cartagena, St. Andrews and Colon (Panama).
She “Persistence” was a cargo boat that carried mostly food from Cartagena to St.
Andrews Island. Back to Cartagena she would carry coconuts. Her service was very
important. At that time there were only three vessels: The Mary V| the 3 Amigos and
the Ziroma. And later we had the Resolute with Captain Elkaina Archbold, and the
son “Urious”. The islands were surviving with those boats and they also took the
children to school to Colon, Cartagena and Costa Rica. | traveled as a Seaman. I've
been around the world twice on cargo ships. This is important: When | was 16, |
stowed away on the Cisne, which belonged to Mr. Gallardo. | ran away from my
parents. Archie Veena, who was a ship engineer, helped me to get out of here and go
to Cartagena. Then Captain Roosevelt Robinson on the Motor Boat LOTO LAND,
second motored vessel after the Cisne. Captain Roosevelt took me as his boy. To be
the Captain’s boy meant that he would take care of the Captain’s clothes, food, more
or less like being his butler. He was Hazel’s father. The Urious’s Captain was Sam
May, father of George May from St. Andrews Island. Victor Abrahams was a wireless
operator and he was also the first person to establish communications with the outside
world. He was the first radio amateur on the island. Being 16 years old, in Cartagena,
| stayed with Miss Adaina’s family and later | got the job with Captain Roosevelt and
from there | went to Santa Marta and my brother Phillip took me on “fruteros” (fruit
boats) that would carry fruits to Miami and Tampa. That was the beginning for me as
an international professional Seaman (I went to Ecuador) with the engine room as
well as on deck. | returned to the Islands more or less being 55 years old, and |
settled. | also traveled on a ship called Medellin with Carlos known as “Uto”. |
traveled with Orington Peterson on the “Medellin” motor vessel cargo boat, On another
of my trips | was on board the Orion. | was a quarter Master and we sailed from San
Francisco to Japan. There were 25 crewmen, including myself; all of different
nationalities. On that particular trip, we had a hurricane and the Derrick fell off and
broke killing one of the crewmembers, he was a Jamaican boy. There were only two
Islanders on board: Pillander Peterson and myself; he was an engineer and | was a
steersman. So we made the coffin and we buried him in the ocean. The Captain read
the Bible and | don’'t remember the two anthems. | think “I Abied with God".



El 21 de mayo de 1926 las Misiones de San Andrés y Provi-
dencia fueron encomendadas a los Hermanos Capuchinos y se
nombrd como primer superior de la mision al padre Eugenio de
Carcagente; con €l llegaron otros sacerdotes. Entre las primeras
medidas adoptadas por el padre Eugenio para las islas quedo para
la historia el viaje en goleta de las primeras misioneras Terciarias
Capuchinas para las islas de San Andrés y Providencia.

Los comienzos de la Mision capuchina

(relato publicado en Internet)

Lo primero que hizo el padre Eugenio de Carcagente fue ha-
blar con la superiora provincial de Colombia, con la general de
Espafia y, aln mas, con el propio Monsefior Luis Amigo, para que
les cedieran unas cuantas misioneras Terciarias Capuchinas para
las islas de San Andrés y Providencia. Siempre estuvieron dispues-
tas a venir a las islas, pero el factor humano del sostenimiento era
muy necesario tratarlo. Y el superior de las islas no tenia una
solvencia requerida para mantener una docena de religiosas, que
se necesitaban para el plan cultural que se pretendia. Pero todo lo
soluciono el Sefior y se destinaron para las islas las primeras Ter-
ciarias Capuchinas: sor Verdnica de San Juan, superiora, sor Ca-
rolina de Abejorral, sor Vicenta Maria de Medellin, sor Eduvigis
de San Andrés, sor Virginia de JericO y sor Encarnacion de Yarumal.
Después de un viaje de dos dias de mar, en lenta pero segura
embarcacion, se llegd al puerto en la mafiana del 26 de mayo de
1927.

Asi se expresa la madre Verdnica de San Juan: “Después de
cuarenta y ocho horas de goleta, divisando sélo mar y cielo, ha
anclado en tierra firme y hemos sido recibidas por el superior
eclesiastico de la Mision, reverendo Eugenio de Carcagente y por
Fray Carlos Maria de Orihuela, secretario de la Misién, y fray
Antonio de Novelda. También estaban presentes el intendente
(doctor Jorge Luna Ospina) y un gran namero de habitantes. La
poblacién en general se muestra bondadosa y pronto tomaremos
posesion de nuestras escuelas.

... Y los padres de familia nos recuerdan que el verdadero
aguinaldo de Jests (Navidad 1927) son las tres nuevas religiosas
que llegan a compartir nuestro trabajo misionero. Fueron ellas
Regina de San Andrés (Antioquia), Adelina de América y Maria de
los Angeles de Sonsdn. Sobre todo ésta Gltima que arraigo tanto
aqui, que vivio y murié en las islas y para el bien de los islefios...”.
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GAZING ONLY AT THE SKY AND THE SEA

On the 21% of May 1926, the Missions of St. Andrews Islands and Providence
were entrusted to the Franciscan Brothers and Father Eugenio de Carcagente was
named as First Superior. Along with him other priests arrived but one of the first things
Father Eugenio did was write the story about the first trip the Sisters of the Third
Order of St. Francis had to realize in order to arrive on the Islands of St. Andrews and
Providence. Story published on the Internet as THE BEGINNING OF THE CAPUCHIN
MISSION. “The first thing Father Eugenio de Carcagente did was talk to the Provin-
cial Superior of Colombia, to the General of Spain and even to Monsignor Luis Amigo
so that they'd allow a few sisters of the congregation of St. Francis to come to the
Islands as long as they would be willing to do so. Yet the overall cost for the living
expenses was a very important subject that had to be addressed. And the Superior
from the islands did not have the required economic solvency to sustain a dozen of
religious they way it had to be in order to meet the expectations for the intended
cultural plan. But everything was solved by the Lord and so the first sisters of the third
order of St. Francis were destined to the islands: Sister Verénica de San Juan, superior,
Sister Carolina from Abejorral, Sister Vicenta Maria from Medellin, Sister Eduvigis
from San Andrés, Sister Virginia from Jericé and Sister Encarnacion from Yarumal. A
two day trip on sea, in a slow but safe vessel, arrived at port in the morning of the
26" of May 1927.” This Is the way Sister Verénica from San Juan expresses herself:
‘After 48 hours on a sail vessel, gazing only at the sea and the sky, the ship has
anchored on firm land and we've been welcomed by the Superior Eclesiastic of the
Mission, Reverend Eugenio de Carcagente and by Brother Carlos Maria from Orihuela,
secretary of the mission and Brother Antonio from Novelda. Also the Intendant Dr.
Jorge Luna Ospina and a great number of inhabitants were present. The population
in general is very kind and soon we’ll be taking possession of our schools”. And the
heads of the families reminded us that the real Christmas gift from Jesus (December
1927) were the three new Sisters that came to share our missionary duty. They
were: Regina from Antioquia, Adelina de América and Maria de los Angeles from
Sonson, most of all this last one, who settled down here so strongly and lived and died
in the islands for the well being of the islanders.



Entrevista con Hazel Robinson

El capitan Antonio Bryan Junior, hijo del capitan Antonio “John
Bull” Bryan Senior con 66 afios, dijo adids al mar y a la adminis-
tracion de barcos para dedicarse exclusivamente a la hoteleria en
Providencia.

Desde la recepcién de su hotel Cabafias EI Recreo, tratamos
de tomar rumbo otra vez al mar. El, al igual que la mayorfa de los
capitanes de Providencia (de la época de las goletas), es de una
estatura que demanda inmediato respeto. Pero, contrario a lo
que se recuerda de otros, su voz es supremamente célida. Es
dificil imaginar de él un grito de orden en una tormenta en alta mar.

HR: capitan Bryan, ;(de qué goletas entre 1901 y 1967 fue
capitan?

CB: ninguna. Yo fui capitan de barcos, pero no llegaban a las
islas. Desde muy joven viajé con mi papa en las goletas como
marinero. A la hora de tomar la vida de mar como profesion,
decidi por otros mares y por barcos mas grandes de mas calado.

HR: ;guarda algin recuerdo especial de esos afios como ma-
rinero en goletas de no més de 50 pies?

CB: fue duro y con muchas dificultades pero era la Unica for-
ma de transporte entre las islas y tierra firme. Todo dependia de
esas goletas: llevabamos naranjas y cocos a Cartagena; mangos a
Puerto Limén. En temporada de calma nos demorabamos de 13
a 14 dias de Providencia a Cartagena. Pero con buen viento ha-
clamos la travesia en tres dias.

HR: ;como explica la vida dificil?

CB: incomodidad, mucho trabajo, peligro y naufragios. Me
toc6 un naufragio con mi padre como capitan en la Mary Xl en
1956. Y uno de los marineros murio tres dias después del naufra-
gio en el bote salvavidas y nos tocé dejarlo en el mar. Poco des-
pués fuimos recogidos por la Ziroma estando de capitan Elsworth
Connoly. El nos llevé a Cartagena y de alli regresamos a casa.

Tres aflos mas tarde nuevamente me toco otro naufragio en la
Seaferer. No teniamos sino un pequefio bote y no cabiamos to-
dos, pero con tablas construimos una balsa. Eso sucedi6é un saba-
do y el martes nos tocO separarnos y no nos volvimos a ver. El
jueves nos recogio un barco americano de nombre Wild Ranger.

HR: ;cudl fue, en su concepto, la culpa de estos desastres du-
rante esta época de las goletas?

Falta de tiempo para mantenimiento. Ademas, nuestro Unico
medio de comunicacién, en un desastre, era la luz de una linter-
na. Fue duro pero existe cierta nostalgia. En los dias de calma
charlabamos, jugabamos domind y siempre habia una guitarra para
acompafiar los cantos. Por lo general esas calmas eran de dia y de
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noche llegaban los vientos. Cuando me inicié como marinero me mareaba pero
después me acostumbreé.

HR: (cree, capitan Bryan, que es de importancia para los jévenes de hoy y las
generaciones futuras de la isla conocer esta época de las goletas?

CB: definitivamente. A lo mejor van a tener que volver a ese medio de vida.
En Providencia, por lo menos, no estaria mal pensar en un ferry o transbordador
entre las dos islas.

Capmain ANTONIO Bryan WaTson

Interviewed by Hazel Robinson.

Captain Antonio Bryan Jr. Son of Captain Antonio “John Bull” Bryan Sr. Being 66
said good bye to the ocean and to managing sail ships in order to dedicate himself
exclusively to the hotel business in Providence. From the reception of his hotel “Ca-
bafias El Recreo”, we try to reroute ourselves again towards the ocean. He, just like
most of the other captains from Providence of the sail vessels era, is so tall that his
presence immediately calls out for respect. Yet, on the contrary of what one remembers
from the others, his voice is warm and pleasant, and makes it hard to imagine him
shouting orders during a storm at open sea.

HR: Captain Bryan, between the years 1901 and 1967 of which sail vessels
were you Captain?

CB: Iwasn't. | used to be the Captain of other ships that would not approach the
islands but since | was very young I traveled with my father on sail vessels as a sailor.
When the time came to become a professional seaman, | decided to look out for
larger ships and other seas.

HR: Do you remember something in particular from those days when you were a
sailor in those no more than 50 ft. schooners?

CB: Yes, hard work and lots of difficulties. Yet, it was the only way of transportation
between the sea and firm land. Everything depended from those schooners. We'd
carry coconuts and oranges to Cartagena and mangoes to Puerto Limon. During the
calm season it would take us from 13 to 14 days to reach from Providence to
Cartagena, but with good wind it would only take us three days.

HR: How do you explain life being difficult?

CB: Uncomfortable, lots of work, danger and sinking. | sank once with my father
being a Captain on board the Mary Xl in 1956. And one of the sailors died three
days later while being with us in the lifeboat. We had to bury him at sea. Shortly
after that, we were rescued by the Ziroma and Captain Elsworth Connoly, who took
us to Cartagena and from there, we went back home. Three years later | was again
on another shipwreck on the “Seaferer” and we had nothing except a small lifeboat
and it was not enough for all of us, but with some wood we were able to built a raft.
This happened on a Saturday and on Tuesday we had to split and we never saw each
other again. On Thursday, a North American ship, the “Wild Ranger”, rescued us.



HR: In your opinion, what caused most of the disasters during the schooners age?

CB: Lack of time for maintenance. Moreover, our only means of communication
in a disaster was a flashlight. It was hard but a certain feeling of nostalgia remains
within oneself. On favorable weather we'd chat and play domino and there was
always a guitar for all of us to sing. In general during the day it was calm and at night
the strong breeze would show up. When | began as a sailor, I'd get seasick but later
I got used to it.

HR: Do you believe Captain that it is important for today’s youngsters and for
future generations on the Islands to know this particular era of the schooners?

CB: Definitely, they may even have to return to that means of transportation and
that way of living. In Providence at least it wouldn't be a bad idea to think about a
ferry between the two Islands.
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Erick “Cooly” Britton

Entrevistado por Hazel Robinson

Se llama Erick, pero los pobladores de Providencia lo cono-
cen como “Cooly” el constructor de botes. No sobra decir que
“Cooly” era el sobrenombre con el cual distinguian a los trabaja-
dores y comerciantes de piel clara de paises distintos a
Norteamérica durante la construccion del Canal de Panama. En-
contrar este constructor de botes no fue dificil. Alli estaba en su
Shelter o Shed (cobertizo), como le dicen a este lugar los islefios.
Es un sitio protegido del sol y la lluvia por ldminas de aluminio,
tejas de cemento o palmas secas de coco, franqueado por el ca-
mino publico y el mar, donde “Cooly” trabaja en varios botes a la
vez y donde parientes y amigos al pasar se detienen y se acomo-
dan en improvisados asientos de cajas, arrume de tablas o en los
mismos botes en construccion, en sitios que se respetan como
propios de cada uno de estos visitantes diarios. El golpe del mar-
tillo contra los clavos o el rodar del cepillo contra la madera se
interrumpe solamente para escuchar de los visitantes una version
nueva de los acontecimientos del dia anterior o un nuevo suceso
de la isla.

HR: “Cooly”, ;donde aprendiste a construir botes?

C: En Panama, de 1945 a 1959, cuando volvi a las islas. Antes
de eso viajé por el mundo con la Marina colombiana.

HR: ;Qué modelos de botes construyes?

C: Todos. Aunque maés que todo los denominados Cat boat.
Los construyo de madera de abarco, ceiba, con clavos de cobre
y los cubro con fibra de vidrio por dentro y por fuera para preser-
var la madera. Construir un bote de estos cuesta mucho, pero yo
les garantizo un buen trabajo.

HR: ;Cuél es el oficio de estos Cat boat y qué significa Cat
boat?

C: Pescar; el nombre vino de Gran Caiman.

HR: ;Sabias que cat significa igualmente izar, como lzar el ancla?

C: Tal vez originalmente eran los botes que bajaban para ayu-
dar a izar el ancla cuando se enterraba en sedimentos o se incrus-
taba en piedras.

HR: Por su edad no hay duda de que vivid en las goletas.
¢Trabajo en alguna de ellas?

C: Sali desde muy temprana edad de las islas, pero me embar-
qué con la Marina Colombiana. Recorri el mundo con ellos.

HR: ;Admiras a alglin capitan de la época?

C: Si, a Alston Newball, quien voluntariamente acompafio a
Colombia en la guerra contra el Perd. Y fallecié a los 101 afos.



Eric “CooLy” BriTTON

Interviewed by Hazel Robinson.

His name is Eric but the people from Providence know him more as “Cooly”, the
boat builder. Its worth mentioning that the nickname “Cooly” was used to distinguish
the merchants and workers that had a light skin tone and were not from the U.S.A.,
during the time when the Panama canal was being built. Finding this man was not
difficult. There he was in his “Shelter” or “Shed” as the islanders call such places. It
Is a spot protected from the sun and the rain by aluminum panels, cement tiles or
dried coconut palms, between the public road and the sea shore where “Cooly”
works on several boats at the same time and where his family and friends pass by,
stop and say hello, sit on cardboard boxes or on top of piled up wood. Sometimes they
even sit on top of the boats that are being worked on. These small places are respected
and taken for granted by each daily visitor as their own. The noise caused by the
hammering against the nails or the rolling of the plane over the wood is interrupted
only in order to listen to the voices of the guests who put him up to date with the
latest news and happenings on the island.

HR: “Cooly”, where did you learn to build boats?

“Cooly”: In Panama since 1945 until 1959, and when | came back to the Islands.
Before that, | traveled around the world with the Colombian Navy.

HR: What types of boats do you built?

“Cooly”: All. But mostly those called “Cat boat”. | make them with Abarco wood,
Ceiba, copper nails and cover them with fiberglass inside and outside in order to
preserve the wood. Building a boat like this is pretty expensive, but | guarantee a
good ob.

HR: Which is the performance of a “Cat boat” and what does the name “Cat
boat” mean?

“Cooly”: It is for fishing and the name came from Grand Cayman Islands.

HR: Did you know that CAT means equally to raise or as Anchor up? Maybe at
the beginning those were the boats that used to come down to help to lift the anchor
when it got stuck in the bottom of the sand or the rocks.

HR: Judging by your age, | have no doubt that you lived during the schooner’s era.
Did you ever work on one of them?

“Cooly”: Ata very short age, | left the Islands but I did embark with the Colombian
Navy and went all over the world with them.

HR: Do you have an admiration for a Captain of those days?

“Cooly’: Yes, Captain Alston Newball, who voluntarily fought for Colombia against
the country of Peru. He when he was 101 years old.
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La visita del presidente
Roosevelt a Providencia
(Obtenido de la libreria Franklin D.
Roosevelt en Hyde Park N.Y. 1938)

President Roosevelt visits Providence
(Obtained from the Franklin

D. Roosevelt Library in

Hyde Park, N.Y. 1938)

Pocas personas saben que en agosto 6 de 1938, el presidente
Roosevelt visitd Providencia a bordo del USS Houston.

Después de que la nave se alejo de la isla, se intercambiaron
saludos el comandante del ARC (Armada Republica de Colombia)
Caldas y el presidente Roosevelt. Y fue asf:

Caldas a Houston: “Su visita a nuestra isla marca nuestra histo-
ria y es muy apreciada por todos nosotros. Caldas le desea buen
viaje”.

Houston a Caldas: Por favor exprésele a su gobierno y a las
autoridades de la isla de Providencia el gran placer que me causo
visitarles. Espero algun dia volver a repetir esta interesante esta-
dia. Al comandante oficial Caldas gracias por su mensaje y le de-
seo una grata visita a Colon.

Sabado 6 de agosto de 1938

Se tenia previsto fondear en la bahia de la isla de Santa Catalina
y de Providencia a las 10:00 horas de este dia. Pero el arribo a la
isla se dificulté muchisimo debido a los torrenciales aguaceros, asi
que el destacamento presidencial disminuy6 la velocidad a fin de
obtener puntos de referencia mas precisos para lograr una nave-
gacién apropiada antes de anclar. A las 10:26 Houston pudo anclar
a 8 brazas de profundidad.

Cerca de una milla de la costa de donde estaba anclado Houston
se encontraba el destroyer ARC Caldas, perteneciente a Colom-
bia, totalmente engalanado con el fin de darle la bienvenida al
presidente Roosevelt. Un oficial vino del ARC Caldas y abordo el
USS Houston a las 10:40. A las 11:35 su comandante, el capitan
de Fragata R. Roundell, abordé el Houston para rendirle sus res-
petos al presidente, quien lo recibié y charld con él de manera
informal por unos 15 minutos y acordaron pasar a buscar al pre-
sidente mas tarde e irse a pescar.

El capitan del destroyer colombiano demostrd ser un gran
anfitrion ameno vy divertido. Fue oficial de la Armada Naval Brita-
nica y “por su inhabilidad para permanecer en tierra” aceptd una
comision de la Marina Colombiana.

Al regreso de un reconocimiento preliminar, hecho por un
grupo del buque que estaba a cargo del teniente Holbrook, se le
reporto al presidente un informe acerca de las interesantes ruinas
de un antiguo fuerte espafiol que se hallaba en la isla de Santa
Catalina. Este fuerte desempefié un papel muy importante en los
dias en que el pirata Henry Morgan planeaba y efectuaba sus sa-
queos en los puertos panamefios; pues le servia de refugio.

Cuatro de los hombres del destacamento presidencial devora-
ron un almuerzo temprano con el fin de salir a explorar la pequefia



villa pesquera de la isla. Regresaron poco después de una hora, exhaustos, sofoca-
dos por el calor y alegres de no formar parte de los habitantes del pueblo. Mi
padre regreso de este viaje necesitando los servicios profesionales de Ross. Apa-
rentemente, el patron del bote cometié un error al maniobrar con el fin de
atracar cerca del pueblo, y éste causd una respuesta abrupta y repentina en la
embarcacion, dando como resultado que papa fuera catapultado con gran facilidad
y que su pecho se golpeara con el banco de bogar. Todos estaban muy preocupa-
dos, segun cuentan. Pero las frecuentes y olorosas aplicaciones de Agua de Colonia
Panamefia (Eau d’ Cologne) aminoraron su dolor y le brindaron una rapida mejoria.
(jAsf dice Papa!).

El presidente, acompafiado por Ross y Dann, se fue en el bote salvavidas para
conocer el pueblo y, de paso, recogieron al capitan Roundell del ARC Caldas. En
el muelle, el presidente fue recibido por el alcalde, el capitan de Puerto y otros
oficiales de la isla. Partieron bajo un fuerte chaparron tropical que empapo al
presidente y a sus acompafantes sin miramientos. Se realiz6 una corta parada en
la playa de la isla de Santa Catalina y alli Ross, el Capitan Roundell y Dann se
dispararon loma arriba entre las zarzas con el fin de “echarle una miradita ” a las
ruinas del famoso fuerte espafiol mencionado anteriormente. El grupo explora-
dor regreso al bote del presidente todo rasgufiado, enlodado y totalmente cubier-
to por las hormigas.

Sin éxito resulto la excursion pesquera del presidente en las cercanias de la isla
de Santa Catalina; asi que, después de dejar al capitan Roundell en su buque, el
presidente retornd al suyo. El destacamento presidencial se puso en marcha hacia
Pensacola a las 18:00.

Una despedida sumamente ingeniosa fue presentada a través de la radio por
los tripulantes del buque, después de cenar, para el estimulo de todos. Estuvo muy
bien lograda y el presidente y sus acompafiantes la disfrutaron ampliamente.

PRESIDENT ROOSEVELT VISITS PROVIDENCE

Not many people know that on August 6", 1938, President Roosevelt visited
Providence aboard the USS Houston. After the President’s ship left the island, greetings
were exchanged between the Commanding Officer of the Caldas and the President.
The exchange was as follows:

Caldas to Houston: “Your visit to our island is a landmark in our history and is
deeply appreciated by us all. From Caldas, bon voyage and a tight line.”

Houston to Caldas: “Please express to your government and to the authorities of
the Island of Providence my pleasure in my visit to this Island. | hope | shall be able
someday to repeat my interesting stay. To Commanding Officer Caldas thanks for
your message and | wish you a pleasant visit to Colon.”
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Saturday August 6™, 1938

It had been intended to anchor off Catalina Harbor, Old Providence Island, by
1000 on this day, but the Island on approach was completely blotted out by a driving
rain squall, so the Presidential Detachment slowed in order to obtain proper
navigational fixes prior to anchoring. At 1026, the Houston anchored in eight fathoms
of water. About one mile inshore of Houston anchorage laid the Colombian destroyer
Caldas full-dressed in compliment to President Roosevelt. A boarding officer from this
vessel came aboard Houston at 1040, and at 1135 her commanding officer, Capitan
de Fragata R. Roundell, boarded the Houston to pay his respects to the President
who received him and chatted informally with him for some fifteen minutes and
arranged to pick him up later for a fishing excursion. This Colombian destroyer skipper
proved to be a most entertaining and likable chap, retired British Naval officer who,
because of inability “to make a go of it ashore”, had accepted a commission in the
Colombian Navy. On the return of a preliminary reconnaissance party from the ship
in charge of Lieutenant Holbrook, a report about the interesting ruins of an old Spanish
fort on Catalina Island was rendered to the President. This particular fort played
quite a part in the buccaneering days of Sir Harry Morgan who used the “Island of
Providence” as his refit base for forays against Panamanian ports. Four of the “six man
formation” (Presidential Party) devoured an early luncheon and headed on an exploring
expedition to the fishing village on the Island. They were back in a little more than an
hour, hot and satisfied that they were not numbered among the local inhabitants. Pa
came back from this trip seeking the professional services of Ross. It appears that the
boat Coxswain committed a slight error of judgment in making the boat land in the
town with the result that the boat “brought-to” with extreme suddenness, catapulting
Pa “through the air with the greatest of ease” and bringing his chest in violent contact
with a thwart. His “sympathetic” companions in the boat, so is told, were most
concerned over Pa’s injury. But frequent and odiferous applications of Panamanian
“Eau d’ Cologne” eased the pain and brought about rapid convalescence (5o says
Pal) The President accompanied by Ross and Dan embarked in the motor whaleboat
for a look at the town, picking up Capitan Roundell of the Caldas in the route. At the
town pier, mentioned above, the President was greeted by the Mayor, the Port Captain
and other local officials. Departure from the dock was made in a tropical downpour
thoroughly wetting the President and his “boat mates” despite “sou’ westers”. A short
stop was made at a beach on Catalina Island from which Ross Capitan Roundell and
Dan scrambled up hill through brambles to take a “look-see” at the ruins of the
Spanish Fort previously mentioned. The exploring party returned to the President’s
boat full of scratches and mud, and literally covered with ants. Indifferent success
met the President’s fishing excursion on the shoals off Catalina Island, so, after landing
Capitan Roundell on his vessel, the President returned to the ship. The Presidential
Detachment got underway for Pensacola at 1800. A very clever “take off” on a Radio
Broadcast show was presented by the ship’s company after dinner for the edification
of all hands. It was very well done and thoroughly enjoyed by the President and his party.



El capitan Antonio (Sigfard) Newball Archbold naci6 en Provi-
dencia el 21 de diciembre de 1931. Desde los 23 afios escogio
la vida del mar. Primero navegé en el velero Deliverance, las
motonaves Copaloy Princesa. Después abandond las travesias entre
las islas y los puertos de Colombia y Panama por otras latitudes.
Conocio6 puertos de Europa, Asia y el resto de América del Sur en
barcos de més calado, donde adquiri6 experiencia y gano respeto
y fue admirado por todos.

Es hoy el Unico capitan de la época de 1901 a 1967 al que
tenemos el privilegio de escuchar relatar con propiedad sobre la
vida de las islas y de las goletas durante esa época.

Estuvo casado con Lucila de la Ossa, quien fallecié. Tuvieron
tres hijos: Sally, Lydia y William.

Mientras imparte instrucciones sobre la reconstruccion de una
lancha que dedicara a la pesca, aprovechamos para hacerle pre-
guntas que él gustosamente responde.

HR: ;Como era la vida en el mar en estas goletas en compa-
racion con los barcos en que ahora navegas?

CN: Una vida muy dura.

HR: ;Qué equipos de emergencia o salvamento llevaban en
esas goletas?

CN: Dos botes donde cabian, maximo, doce personas.

H: ;Cuantos marineros llevaban?

CN: La mayorfa de las goletas llevaban ocho hombres: capi-
tan, piloto, cocinero, supercargo y cuatro marineros para tender
velas, manipular la carga y limpiar la goleta con agua del mar to-
dos los dias. Por obligacién debian saber dirigir con el timén la
goleta y seguir las instrucciones respecto a mantener estricta aten-
cién a la brdjula, respetar las cuatro horas de vigilancia y estar
dispuestos a seguir trabajando si por mal tiempo se les exige.

HR: ;A cuél de los ocho o diez marineros le tocaba la parte
administrativa?

CN: Cuando no habia supercargo, el capitan era el responsa-
ble de la nave, del pago de los marineros y el cobro de flete o
pasajes, la compra de la comida y, sobre todo, del mantenimien-
to fisico de la goleta. Ademas del oficio de navegante.

HR: ;Cual era el oficio del supercargo?

CN: No todas las goletas llevaban supercargo. En muchas el
capitan hacia el oficio de supercargo igualmente. Y era el encarga-
do de buscar cargo, recibir y almacenar y hacer las compras que
le encargaban de las islas en Cartagena o Coldn, y todo lo que se
necesitaba en la goleta.

HR: ;Existia algin reglamento fuera de la obligacién de
trabajo?
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CN: Si, y muy severo. Se exigia respeto a la goleta como si fuese la casa del
capitan. Estaban terminantemente prohibidas las palabras obscenas, rumbas o visi-
tas de enamorados.

HR: Las campanas del cambio de guardia en las goletas siempre me han llama-
do la atencién. A veces esas notas tocadas rapidamente en golpes de dos eran el
Unico sonido que interrumpia la calma, como una llamada de atencion de la at-
mosfera.

CN: Esas campanadas se dividian asf: supongamos que eran las ocho de la
mafana. El que estd en el timdn tocaria cuatro campanadas dobles; a las nueve,
una doble; a las diez, dos dobles; a las once, tres dobles.

HR: ¢(En el cambio de guardia siempre intercambian algunas palabras el que
entra con el que sale?

CN: Simple. El que sale de guardia le indicaba al que entraba la direccién en
que navegaban, el rumbo escogido por el capitan.

HR: ;Qué instrumentos de navegacion se necesitaban para un viaje?

CN: Sextante, regla paralela, cronémetro, compas, brijula y, sin falta, las ban-
deras de todos los puertos y las de emergencia. Claro, para que estos instrumen-
tos funcionaran bien, era indispensable tener cielos estrellados, dias soleados y
firmamento claro para tomar una buena observacion. Mientras que hoy el GPS
no importa la hora o el clima, siempre te informara donde estas.

HR: ;Le toco alguna vez izar la bandera de emergencia?

CN: No.

HR: (A qué puertos viajaban?

CN: Cartagena, Coldn, Limon, Bocas del Toro, Blue Fields, Puerto Cabeza,
Puerto Isabel, Honduras, Belize y los cayos de Roncador y Quitasuefio.

HR: Yo recuerdo como lograba comer cuando las olas zarandeaban la goleta,
¢pero los marineros cémo lo hacfan?

CN: Los hombros juegan un papel importante. Se aprende a sostenerse con-
tra una pared, una viga, un hombre. Sigues los movimientos de la goleta. En esa
posicion puedes comer, clavar madera y hasta coser, si toca remendar velas.

HR: Relatame un mal momento en una goleta.

CN: Encontrarse en una tormenta que obliga a bajar la vela mayor a la mitad
para maniobrar la goleta debidamente, lo que llaman en inglés double reef, y exigir
vigilancia de hasta ocho horas por hombre. A veces, después de ocho horas y bafios
constantes de las olas, cuando te despedian te acostabas asi, con la ropa mojada,
porque sabias que si las cosas empeoraban, tendrias que subir de inmediato. Ade-
mas, el calor de la copra y el olor penetraban el castillo de proa y sedaba.

Si, a pesar de los cuidados, la vela se desgarraba, entonces deciamos throw
palm. Se bajaba vela, se amarraba la botavara, se colocaba un guante de hierro
para proteger la palma de la mano, y a remendar la vela. Cosa que podia durar
tres y cuatro dias. Mientras tanto se navegaba con las velas menores. Si era un
viaje de las islas al continente, se podia mantener facilmente la ruta, pero en la via
contraria era casi imposible. Sin duda, fue una época cuando los hombres eran de
hierro y las goletas de madera. Trabajamos horas extras sin compensacién alguna.



HR: ;Capitanes admirados por su conocimiento y disciplina?

CN: Elsworth Connoly y Nicolas Newball.

HR: En tierra, ;quiénes sablan coser velas para las goletas?

CN: George Winter. Casi todos los capitanes sabian disefiar y coser velas.

CAPTAIN ANTONIO (SIFGARD) NEWBALL ARCHBOLD

The captain was born in Providence on the 21st of December 1931.

Since he was 23, he chose to be a “seaman”. First he sailed on the sail vessel
“Deliverance”, the motor vessels “Copalo” and “Princess” and later he stopped sailing
between the islands, the Colombian ports and Panama and went searching for other
latitudes, therefore becoming familiar with European, Asian and South American
ports in larger ships in which he acquired a lot more experience and became admired
by everyone. He is the only Capitan from the 1901 - 1967 era that we have the
privilege to listen to telling accurate stories about life in the Islands during the schooner’s
epoch. He married Mrs. Lucila de la Ossa with whom he had three sons, Sally, Lydia
and William.

While he gives instructions about how to rebuild a boat that will be used for
fishing, we take advantage of the opportunity we have in order to ask him a few
questions that he happily replies.

HR: How was life in the ocean with the sailboats in comparison with the ships
you navigate now?

Cap N: A very tough life.

HR: What kind of emergency aids and life saving equipments did you have on
board those sail vessels?

Cap N: Two life boats with capacity for 12 people at the most.

HR: How many sailors were on board?

Cap N: Most sailboats had 8 men. Captain, Pilot, Cook, Supercargo and four
sailors to set sails and handle the load, clean the boat daily with sea water and it
was their duty to know how to steer the wheel, follow instructions for it and maintain
strict attention on the compass, respect the four hour watch and be willing to continue
working if the weather and the captain demanded it.

HR: Which of the eight or ten sailors was the one in charge of the administrative
aspect?

Cap N: When we had no supercargo, the captain had full responsibility over the
ship, paying the sailors and charging the tickets for freight and for traveling, and also
buy the food and keeping the maintenance of the ship up to date. Plus navigating.

HR: What did a supercargo had to do?

Cap N: Not all our sailboats had one. Many times the captain did both jobs. He
was in charge of searching for the cargo, receiving it and loading the ship, doing the
shopping that was required by the people on the islands in Cartagena or Colon and
everything else that was needed on board.
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HR: Were there any extra rules besides those stipulated by work?

Cap N.: Yes, and very severe ones. Respect towards the ship was demanded as if
it was the Captain’s house. Bad words were forbidden as well as parties and lovers’
visits.

HR: The bell rings for the change of guard on the sail vessels always intrigued
me. Sometimes those notes played very rapidly in two by two were the only sound
that would break the silence, as if calling the atmosphere’s attention.

Cap N: Those bells rings were divided as follows:

Suppose it was 8:00 a.m. The one steering the wheel would hear four double
bell rings at 9:00 a.m., one double bell ring at 10:00 a.m., two double bell rings
and at 11:00 three double bell rings.

HR: Every time they'd shift guard they said a couple of words to each other.

Cap N: Simple, the one leaving would show the course that was being followed,
the, route chosen by the captain.

HR: Which instruments for navigation were required in order to travel?

Cap N: Sextant, Parallel rules, Chronometer, Compass, dividers and with no
doubt the flags of all the ports plus all the emergency ones. Of course, skies full of
stars and sunny days were required for all these instruments to work properly; and
enable one to make a good observation in a clear firmament. Unlike nowadays with
a GPS regardless of the climate and time of the day or night, you will always get
information about your actual position.

HR: Captains were always admired by their knowledge and discipline, would
you name me two?

Cap N: Captain Elsworth Conoly and Nicolas Newball.

HR: In the Island, who knew how to sew the sails for the sail vessels?

Cap N: George Winter, Sam Davis, Ashkelton Francis, Mayotan Davis, Ferdinand
Francis and almost all the Captains knew how to sew and design sails.



El padre José es actualmente el parroco de la iglesia catélica
llamada Estrella del Mar. Naci6 en la hermana isla de Providencia
el 20 de marzo de 1941. Sus padres fueron el sefior Elijah
Archbold y la sefiora Federica Archbold; sus hermanos: Idelia, Laura,
Piedad, Donato, Elijah, Federico y Mario.

MH._: Padre José, por favor cuéntenos acerca de sus experiencias
en el mar.

PJ: Tenia s6lo 11 afios cuando me tocé salir de Providencia
hacia San Andrés con el fin de asistir a un seminario y de ahi ir a
Cartagena. Mi mama me recomendd con mi tio para que me
cuidara mucho. El era el capitan “Uncle Marshall” Archbold. Este
viaje era, si mal no recuerdo... fue en la goleta Rembro. Tuvimos
buen tiempo y yo dormi toda la noche. A la mafiana siguiente ya
estabamos en la isla de San Andrés; era la primera vez que yo iba
a conocer esta isla. En estas embarcaciones uno estaba a merced
del viento; como hubo buen tiempo, no hubo contratiempos.
Este viaje fue normal.

A partir de entonces, para ir al seminario, cada afio a princi-
pios de enero o a principios de febrero yo iba hasta Cartagena y
regresaba en noviembre. Siempre iba a Cartagena en motonaves
como la Victoriay la Cisne.

Cuando regresabamos del seminario, hacia la travesia de
Cartagena a Coldn, Colén-San Andrés-Providencia.

Lo que mas recuerdo de esos viajes era que esas goletas esta-
ban llenas de cocos a veces, y otras veces de naranjas. Como
nosotros éramos jovenes (pelaos) estudiantes, pues nos acomo-
dabamos en cualquier parte y dormiamos sobre cocos o naran-
jas. Cediéndoles asi los camarotes a las damitas estudiantes y se-
fioras que se hallaran a bordo.

Asf fue durante varios afios consecutivos hasta que se constru-
yo el aeropuerto Gustavo Rojas Pinilla aqui en San Andrés y co-
menzaron allegar los aviones. Entonces comencé a viajar en avion,
pero segui viajando a Providencia en goletas o en motonaves,
pues alla no habia aeropuerto.

Segui estudiando en Cartagena hasta el afio 1963. Después fui
a Bogotd, en 1964, a la Universidad Javeriana. En julio de 1965,
cuando terminé todos mis estudios y demas, fui a Providencia
para ser ordenado sacerdote. Como no habia aeropuerto, fui en
un barco grande que se llamaba E/ Amigo. Eso creo, ;no?

A esta ceremonia religiosa asistieron el obispo de Valledupar,
monsefior Roy Y. Villalba; el prefecto apostolico de San Andrés,
monsefior Gaspar de Orijuela, y el padre Martin Taylor. También
asistieron otras personalidades que en el momento se me que-
dan en el tintero... jAh! si, ya recuerdo... un sacerdote eudista del
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Seminario de Cartagena y otros sacerdotes capuchinos. En ese viaje tampoco
hubo ningn contratiempo.

Me ordenaron en Providencia el 11 de julio en una ceremonia grandiosa don-
de actualmente se encuentra el Hotel Aury. En ese entonces se estaba construyen-
do, y como la iglesia era pequefiita, se pensd que era mejor hacerla alli.

El domingo 11 de julio de 1965 tenia compromiso para celebrar la primera
misa en la catedral, aqui en San Andrés, y el (nico medio de transporte que habia
para volver de Providencia a la hermana isla era la Wave Crest. Por la noche cayo
una tempestad y nos liboramos de un naufragio por misericordia del Sefior y gracias
a la astucia de varios capitanes que estaban viajando como pasajeros. Todos se
pusieron a ayudar. La gente en Providencia crefa que habiamos naufragado por el
ventarrén tan fuerte que los azoto alla. Las olas nos echaban el agua por dentro y
el barco se mecia como una cascara de mani sobre el mar, sin control alguno. Fue
impresionante.

MH: ;Sinti6 mareo?

PJ: No; casi nunca me mareaba. Esa vez no me dio mareo tampoco. Mas bien
sucedia al ir a Cartagena porque eran tres noches, tres dias, segun el tiempo.

El viaje habia sido corto pues mas bien la tormenta, con ese viento tan fuerte,
nos favorecié. Generalmente uno salia de San Andrés a Providencia en la noche,
y en la mafiana siguiente ya habia llegado a la otra isla.

Bueno, tan pronto bajamos mandé un marconi (fax de la época) para avisar a
todos en Providencia que estabamos bien.

Al dia siguiente, el dia sefialado, un domingo, celebré mi primera misa en la
catedral de la Sagrada Familia. Después de eso segui viajando a Providencia, mas
que nada para ver a mis familiares, pues yo no trabajaba en Providencia. También
iba en las vacaciones que le conceden a uno. Me quedé tres meses por all; luego
regresé y me quedé aqui en San Andrés. El nuevo prefecto apostdlico Alfonso
Robledo, me nombré parroco de la iglesia Estrella del Mar en 1966. Al padre
Martin Taylor lo nombré parroco de la iglesia Nuestra Sefiora del Carmen en
Lazy Hill, Providencia.

Después solo iba a Providencia a visitar a mi madre. En otra ocasion, viajando
de Cartagena a Coldn, San Andrés y Providencia, al llegar a Colén, se pagaba un
délar o nos quedabamos a bordo. Entonces, un sefior que se llamaba Clarington
Newball, hermano de Maxwell Newball, subia y nos preguntaba quiénes eran
nuestros parientes y los buscaba para que nos sacaran del barco. El me sacé y me
llevé donde un sefior Hamilton Archbold y su hermano. Resultamos ser primos
hermanos.

A veces viajé con los Gallardo, Julio, Adalberto, Ida de Bustillo y los otros
estudiantes de ese entonces. A principios del afio todo el mundo iba a Cartagena;
al final del afio, otra vez todos estadbamos de regreso. Aunque a veces esperaba-
mos en el seminario hasta ocho dias de nuestras vacaciones para que llegara la
goleta y poder viajar.

¢Que te cuente algo méas de mi familia? Bien, mi padre era catolico y mi madre
era bautista. Cuando se casaron, tuvieron que casarse en la misma casa porque no



era permitido que un matrimonio mixto se casara en una iglesia. Papd vivia en el
centro en Santa Isabel. Mi papa era dificil para ir a una fiesta. El era mas que nada
agricultor, trabajaba mucho la tierra y era amigo intimo del doctor Francisco
Goémez.

Mi madre atendia el hogar. Era una verdadera ejecutiva de éste, pues éramos
muchos hijos. Laboraba y vendia dulces de coco y buns, panecillos dulces redon-
dos. También hacia menta: peppermint candy.

Mama se convirtio al catolicismo. Mis padres fueron muy cristianos, tanto él
como ella. Aungue €l no iba mucho a la iglesia; tenia muchos valores. Mi madre
asistia los domingos tres veces a la iglesia: a Misa, a catequesis y a la bendicion con
el Santisimo. Mi mam@, después de volverse catolica, antes de mi ordenacion y
después, siguid siendo siempre una catélica muy fervorosa.

Por parte de mi madre, venimos de familia de capitanes, entre ellos mi abuelo
el capitan Frederick Archbold, quien era capitan de un barco del gobierno que traia
el correo de Cartagena a San Andrés. Se dice que por envidia lo empujaron al mar
y se ahog6. Si no me equivoco, este barco era El Islefio. También fue capitan de la
Mary B. Cuando esto sucedio, mama ain no habia nacido. También tuvo al capi-
tan Lisandro Archbold, y a Morvin Archbold, ambos tios mios. Ademas, los hijos
de ellos también fueron capitanes: Morvin Jr., y otros. Perddn si se me quedan
algunos en el tintero, por favor.

FATHER JoSE ARCHBOLD ARCHBOLD

Father Jose is currently the Parish Priest of the Catholic Church “Estrella del
Mar”, which means “Sea Star”.

He was born in the Island of Old Providence the 20" of March on the year 1941.
His parents were: Mr. Elijah Archbold and Mrs. Federica Archbold.

Brothers: Idelia, Laura, Piedad, Donato, Eljjah, Federico and Mario.

MH: Father, please tell us about your experiences on the sea.

FJ: 1was only 11 years old when | had to leave Providence and go to St. Andrews
Island in order to assist to a seminar and from there go to Cartagena. My mother
recommended me to the Captain so that he would take good care of me. He was
Captain “Uncle Marshall” Archbold and this trip, if I'm not mistaken, was made on
the “Rembro” sail vessel. The weather was nice and | slept through the entire night.
The next morning, we were already at St. Andrews Island, it was the first time | was
somewhere else and everything was new for me. On those vessels, we depended on
the wind and the weather and on that particular trip both had been very favorable to
us; therefore we’d arrived on time and had no difficulties whatsoever. From then on,
in order to go to the seminar, each year I'd go to Cartagena at the beginning of
January or February and would return in November. By then we had motored vessels
and | would travel on the “Cisne” or the “Victoria”. Coming back from the seminar
we’d travel from Cartagena to Colon and from Colon to St. Andrews and then we
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would reach Providence. What | remember the most about those trips is the fact that
those vessels were sometimes loaded with coconuts and other times with oranges
and as we were young boys, teenager students, we'd adjust to any Situation and
sleep on top of coconuts or oranges, practically anyplace. Yielding the comfort of
sleeping quarters to the ladies. That is when and if that particular vessel had any
comfort at all. This traveling went on in the same way for several consecutive years
until the Gustavo Rojas Pinilla airport was built in St. Andrew Island and airplanes
began to land here. That's when | began flying to Cartagena. Yet, | still had to go to
Providence on sail or motored vessels because Providence had no airport. | continued
studying in Cartagena until the year 1963. Then | went to Bogota in 1964 and
studied at the Javeriana University. In July 1965, after | had finished my studies and
everything else, | went to Providence and | was ordained Priest. As we had no airport,
| traveled on a vessel called “Los Amigos” or “El Amigo”. Many personalities were
present at that Religious Ceremony, among them were The Bishop from Valledupar
Monsignor Gaspar De Orijuela, and Father Martin Taylor. Some other names skip my
mind at this moment. Oh! Yes, | remember an Eudist Priest from Cartagena’s Seminar
and some Capucchin Monks. That was also an uneventful trip, | mean, while traveling
on our caribbean sea. | was ordained in Providence on the 11" of July 1965 with a
huge Ceremony right where nowadays the Aury Hotel exists. In those days its
construction was just beginning and because the local church was so small, that was
the best place. As Sunday was the 11" of July and | had already committed myself
to celebrate my first Mass at the St. Andrews “Sagrada Familia” (Sacred Family)
Cathedral, the only way | could “get it done” was traveling on board the “Wave
Crest”. That small sail vessel was the only means of transportation available in order
to return back to St. Andrews Island on time. Well, that night we had a terrible storm
and we didn’t sink because it wasn't God'’s will; plus the braveness and expertise of
some Captains that were on board and helped the crew. People in Providence were
thinking that we had perished on account of the terrible weather that they also had
on the Island. The waves were doing with our ship whatever they wanted; we were
being shaken as if we were on a blender. It probably looked like a nutshell over the
sea. It was very impressive.

MH: Did you feel dizzy?

FJ: No, | almost never got dizzy. And this time | didn't get dizzy either. Most of the
time, if got dizzy it was on the way to Cartagena because that was a three day and
night trip according to the weather. Although it had been a rough voyage, it turned
out to be rather short because the strong winds of the storm were favorable to us.
Well, as soon as we got to St. Andrews Island | sent a Marconi (equivalent to a fax or
an e-mail nowadays), to let everyone know that we were O.K. On the next day, a
Sunday, | celebrated my first Mass at the ‘Sagrada Familia” Cathedral. And I kept on
going to Providence mostly to see my family because I didn’t work in Providence. I'd
also go there when | was on vacation. | remained three months in Providence Island
and then | returned to St. Andrews Island and | settled. The new Apostolic Prefect
Alfonso Robledo in the year 1966 named me Parish Priest of this church “Estrella del
Mar” (Sea Star). And Father Martin Taylor was named Parish Priest of the “Nuestra



Sefiora del Carmen” (Our Lady of Carmen) in Lazy Hill, Providence. I'd only go to
Providence to visit my mother. Once, while traveling from Cartagena to Colon, St.
Andrews and Providence, when we arrived at Colon, one should pay a dollar or
remain on board the ship. So, a man by the name of Clarington Newball brother to
Maxwell Newball would come to us and ask us who were our parents and he would
search for our relatives in Colon and make them take care of us. He took me to a Mr.
Hamilton Archbold who turned out to be brother of another member of the family
and therefore, we were first grade cousins. Sometimes | traveled along with the
Gallardo family, Julio, Adalberto, Ida Bustillo and many other students. At the beginning
of the year everybody would go to Cartagena and at the end of it, we would all come
back to the Islands, although once in a while we’d have to wait up to 8 days for the
sail vessel to arrive.

FJ: Some more about my family?

My father was Catholic and my mother was a Baptist and when they got married
the ceremony had to take place on the house because mixed marriages were not
allowed to marry in a church. Dad lived in St. Isabel and he had to use a canoe in
order to go to the party. Farming was his job; agriculture and Dr. Francisco Gomez
was his best friend. My mother would take care of us and the house and also helped
by selling sweets, coconut cakes, buns, and made peppermint candy. Through the
years she became Catholic. Both my mom and dad were very good Christians,
although he didn't go to church a lot, he had a lot of values. On Sundays mother
would go 3 times to church; first to Mass, second to Cathequesis and third for the
blessing and the Holiest. On my mother’s side of the family, we have many Captains
among them | can name: My grand father Captain Frederick Archbold, who was
Captain of a government ship called “The Islefio” and was the one that would bring
and carry the mail between Cartagena and the Island. The word is that on account
of envy, he was pushed overboard and drowned. He was a Captain on board the
“Mary V. By the time he died, my mother was not born yet. Grandma’ was pregnant.
Also we have Captain Lisandro Archbold and Captain Morvin Archbold both uncles of
mine. Besides, their kids also became Captains like Morvin Jr. among others. | hope
they excuse me if I don’'t remember them at the present moment.
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El Gltimo viaje del
Persistence

Persistence’s last voyage

La goleta Persistence solia viajar mucho entre San Andreés Isla y
Cartagena y viceversa. En este viaje en particular llevaba carga de
Cartagena a San Andrés.

MH: Sefior Listel, por favor cuéntenos acerca del dltimo viaje de
Persistence, ya que usted estaba a bordo.

LS: Con mucho gusto, ;qué le gustaria saber primero que todo?

MH: ;Dénde sucedi6?

LS: Cerca a Nicaragua. Todo comenzo después de que deja-
mos Cartagena a las cuatro p.m. La brisa era suave y salimos de
Bocachica a bordo de la goleta y nos enrumbamos hacia San An-
drés; eran aproximadamente las 8:45. Navegabamos bien. Como
a las 11:45 yo le dije a uno de los marineros: “Vaya y bombee el
agua del barco porque vamos a entregar nuestro turno”. Acos-
tumbrabamos cambiar turno cada cuatro horas. Lo haciamos de
este modo: usabamos la bomba para sacar el agua hasta que ya
no quedara mas y entonces entregabamos nuestro turno. Pero
esta vez, las cosas serian diferentes. No la podiamos vaciar y no
habiamos terminado de bombear. Bajé al cuarto donde estaba el
agua y habia mucha. Mi hermano Lisandro era el capitan y se
hallaba indispuesto; yo era el contramaestre, asi que dije: “Capi-
tan, no hemos podido liberar el bote de agua. Debemos cambiar
el curso porque més bien estamos haciendo més agua. Sugiero
cambiar hacia el punto mas cercano que es Isla Fuerte, cerca de la
Isla del Rosario”. El contestd: “Continda el viaje un poco mas.
Enrique Archbold estaba bombeando. El continud en esas todo el
tiempo y teniamos que turnarnos”.

Después de las dos a.m. Volvi e informé: “Capitan aln esta-
mos haciendo agua”.

El nos ordend que aflojaramos las velas un poco. Asi que baja-
mos la del mastil mayor y

acortamos la velocidad. Continuamos bombeando y a las cua-
tro a.m. aln no lograbamos librarnos del agua.

Le dije al Capitan: “Nada Capi. Ain no podemos vaciarla”.

Finalmente cambiamos de rumbo: directo a San Andrés, 40
millas afuera. Lo mejor y mas favorable es ir a Isla del Rosario e
Isla Fuerte.

“iNo!”, dijo el capitan. Y asi siguid la situacion hasta las ocho a.m.

Para entonces, afiade mister Listel, ella (la goleta), tenia tanta
agua que ella hacia todo por si misma.

Le dije a Enrique Archbold: “Abra la escotilla”. Apenas se hizo
eso, el velero se veia as: la proa estaba hacia abajo y la popa hacia
arriba.

Yo dije: “ Venga y comience a botar la carga”. Botamos cuatro
filas enteras de cemento.



LS: ;Puedes imaginarte?

iEl cemento estaba muy caliente! jTe quemaba! Yo no sabia que el cemento
era tan caliente cuando estaba mojado. Es como poner la mano en una olla sobre
el fuego.

Asi que bombeamos y baldeamos muchos cubos de agua. jComo 96!

Todos estuvimos de acuerdo: ella se manda sola... Ya no obedece al timén.
Solo va hacia el oeste y al noroeste.

Hacia oeste-noroeste. Alli es donde se encuentra el coral... Asi pasamos ese
dia, la noche siguiente y un dia mas.

Yo sali como a las cuatro p.m. y me puse a observar... y le di el informe al
capitan. Este contenia la latitud, los minutos y los segundos.

MH: ;Us6 usted un sextante?

LS: Si. Usé uno y tomé el Sol, los minutos y los segundos, y la hora. Contintia
con su relato.

Después de que nos deshicimos de la carga y botamos las papas, terminamos.
El Capitan dijo: “Estamos navegando hacia el sur este... 22 millas”.

Casi a las 10 de la noche vi la luz de otro barco. Asi que observé cuidadosa-
mente y utilicé el compas y me di cuenta de que se trataba de un barco que habia
salido de San Andrés y que iba rumbo a Providencia.

Pasara cerca de nosotros, pensé. Sin embargo, nos cayo una fuerte lluvia vy,
para cuando escampo, ya el barco nos habia pasado.

Bueno, era el dia dos y las cuatro p.m. Yo observé de nuevo y le di el informe
al capitan para que lo leyera. Si, que hiciera su carta de navegacion, etc.

Bueno, dice el Capitan: “estamos en la latitud 82, aguas de Nicaragua”. Aqui,
San Andrés, es latitud 81. (Explica mister Listel).

No podemos hacer nada; son las ocho de la hoche. La goleta sigue con su vida
propia a las diez p.m.

“Traeme una cuerda con nudos”, dije (entre nudo y nudo habia un brazo), y
medi la profundidad del agua. Teniamos 18 brazas. Una hora mas tarde volvi a
medirla y aun teniamos 18.

Cuarto dia

La goleta se ha parado completamente, no hay movimiento alguno. Después
de hacer este alto, comenzd a mecerse igual que una silla mecedora. Entonces
acordamos “arreglar” algo para llevar porque el botecito salvavidas no va a poder
con todos nosotros. Eramos nueve almas a bordo. Asi que hicimos un poco de
cereal (avena) y algo mas de comer, y pusimos unas galletas en un tarro. Once
almas a bordo. Pusimos el botecito en el mar y el pobre estaba casi al mismo nivel
del agua; solo cinco pulgadas sobresalian del mar. jCasi estadbamos inundados ahi
también!

Yo quité la botavara y the bum and the giaf. Uno a cada lado para que no
pudiera hundirse. “iPreparense! que ya nos vamos a hundir!”.

A las cuatro a.m. la goleta comienza a mecerse otra vez. Asi que le dije al
capitan: “entre (a nuestro botecito salvavidas) y lo segui”. A las cuatro y media ella
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se hundid. Se hundi6 (repite), primero un extremo y luego... se sumergio.

El sonido que se escuchaba de esto era como un sonido de aire... como de
una salida de aire.

Nos alejamos y teniamos que seguir el mismo rumbo que llevaba nuestra
goleta.

Entre las siete y las ocho a.m. veo tierra firme: Nicaragua. Lo mismo ven |0s
demas. Mientras miro por los binoculares, veo un arrecife.

“Nuestra proxima pregunta ahora es ;cémo vamos a pasar?”

“Bueno, vamos a planear esto antes de llegar, O.K. Verando, Enrique y yo....
vamos a bajarnos y a amarrarnos del botecito salvavidas”.

Todo el mundo comenzo a rezarle a Dios. Y le pediamos que nos “abriera el
camino”.

MH: ;Qué se siente estar en el agua sobre el arrecife consciente de que puede
haber tiburones cerca? ;No tenia usted miedo?

LS: Si, jclaro! Pero se reza; es la Unica salida. No hay otra manera. S6lo Dios.

Llegamos al cayo, pero no habia nadie ahi. Pero nos dimos cuenta de que
alguien habia estado alli. Porque se notaba que los matorrales habian sido corta-
dos con machete para abrirse camino. Como no estabamos seguros de si habia
animales venenosos y peligrosos, como culebras y otros, decidimos anclar el
barquito y dormir en él hasta la mafiana siguiente.

Cinco a.m. Levantamos el ancla y nos dirigimos al proximo cayo.

Siete a.m. Este cayo resultd tener una pequefia choza; asi que dormimos ahi'y,
a la mafana siguiente, un barco estaba al lado nuestro con unas personas. Dos
chicos fueron y pidieron ayuda.

Encontramos unos indios tastapone, pero habia un problema conocido como
“la barrera del idioma”, ya que no teniamos una lengua en comun.

Eran indios “mosquito”, as/ que los pelaos volvieron pero el Capitan Lisandro si
conocia esta lengua y dijeron que iban hacia Tastapone, como a tres millas de ahi.

Ellos querian enviarme a mi a averiguar pero yo decliné la oferta. Culebras
venenosas podian estar ahi ademas de tigres y leones, asi que nos olvidamos de la
ida y dormimos otra noche mas.

jCayo grande justo al frente!

Llegamos al cayo llamado Line, como a eso de las cuatro de la tarde. Arriba-
mos y vemos una embarcacion del gobierno local, de modo que enseguida colo-
qué nuestra bandera colombiana al revés. De ese modo nadie creerd que los
gueremos invadir. Tomarnos a Nicaragua no era nuestra intencion.

La pequefia embarcacion se aproximd y no vio motivo para detenernos, asi
gue nos dijeron: “Ya ustedes estan cerca del cayo, ahi viven unas personas. Sigan!”

En el cayo, un viejo de unos de 80 afios nos pregunta:

“Qué Nesitan?’ (;Qué necesitan?)

“Naufragamos y necesitamos ayuda. Nosotros venimos de San Andrés y Pro-
videncia.

“Vengan, entren. Hablan espariol?”



“Algunos de nosotros hablamos espafiol y otros inglés”.

Resulté ser que el duefio del cayo era de Providencia. La familia del doctor
Amos Britton vivia alli, buena gente.

“Todos estan en su casa”, dijo la sefiora de la casa.

Era una casa grande. El primer piso ella lo arregld para nosotros, y después se
dedico a cocinar. Mataron dos gallos y cocieron fiame, platano, y se volvid eso
una buena olla de sancocho. jUn sancocho exquisito! Mas una botella de ron
Santa Cecilia y jcelebramos! Eso si, primero déjeme decirle que la sefiora de la
casa era muy religiosa; asi que rezamos con ella y se cantaron dos himnos.

Y después de todo esto, fuimos a la cama. A las cinco a.m. el anciano vino a
preguntarnos “;Qué tal durmieron anoche?”

Esto fue mas o menos en 1960. Como el esposo de la sefiora de la casa era
marinero, tenia lo que nosotros llamamos “gondola” y nos dio también un mastil
y una vela.

El capitan queria ir a Corn Island. Era hermano de la sefiora. Iba a hablar con
alguien a ver si nos llevaban y fueron a Laguna a notificar acerca de nosotros.

Cayo Line, justo al frente dirigiéndose a Blue Fields, y después de llegar a Corn
Island, un motovelero llamado The Experience nos llevd a San Andrés.

El sefior Rankin acostumbraba darnos cien dolares para emergencias. Esa vez
los usamos.

Finalmente después de ocho dias estdbamos de regreso en casa con nuestra
familia.

PERSISTENCE'S LAST VOYAGE

Persistence used to travel a lot from St. Andrews Island to Cartagena back and
forth. On this particular day of its last trip, it was carrying cargo from Cartagena to St.
Andrews Island.

MH: Mr. Listel, please tell us about Persistence’s last journey since you where on
board.

LS: With much pleasure, what would you like to know first?

MH: Where did it happen?

LS: It was close to Nicaragua. And he continues to relate, “It all began after we
left Cartagena at 4 p.m. Wind was light and at around 5:45 p.m., we cleared
Bocachica “little mouth” in the sailing vessel, after we shaped our course to St.
Andrews. Time was 8:45. Sailing along was smooth and at 11:45 | told one of the
sailors: ‘Go and pump out the boat because we're going to deliver the watch.” We
changed guard at 12:00. We used to shift work every four hours. We used to do it
this way: We'd pump out the boat until it was clear, meaning free (no water), then
we’d deliver it. But this time things were different. We could not get her free. She
didn’t finish pumping. When | went downstairs, plenty water was down there. My
brother Lisandro was Captain and he was sick so | was the Mit (mate) and | said:
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‘Captain, we can't get the boat free. We must change course because the boat is
leaking’. ‘I suggest to change to the nearest point: Isla Fuerte, close to Isla del Rosa-
rio”, and he said, ‘Continue journey a little bit more’. Enrique Archbold was pumping.
He continued pumping all the time and we had to shift.

After 2 a.m., | went back and said, ‘Captain, she’s still leaking’. He ordered us to
drop a little of the sail, log the main sail and we took off the standing jib, and
chopped the peak of the boat. We continued pumping and at 4 a.m. we still didn’t
free the water. | told that to the Captain, ‘She still didn’t free!” We finally changed the
course. It was direct to St. Andrews, 40 miles outside. Bet it's more favorable to go to
Isla del Rosario and Isla Fuerte. Captain said, ‘'NO’. And so the situation remained
until 8 a.m. ‘By now, adds Mr. Listel, she had so much water that she was doing
everything by herself.’ | said to Enrique Archbold, ‘Open the hutch’. After we opened
the hutch the boat was this way. The “bow” (proa) was down and the “stern” (popa)
was up. And he continues, | said, ‘Come and start dumping some of the cargo’. We
threw four rows of cement. Can you imagine? The cement was so hot! It would burn
you! | didn’t know that cement was so hot when wet. It was like putting your hand on a
pot on fire. We'd stop and start bailing buckets of water. We bailed out 96 buckets and
washed them up. All break out. We all agreed, ‘She is on her own... She’s not
taking any steering. She’s doing west, northwest. Heading west, northwest,
that’s where the coral is, so we passed that day, the following night and another day
more. | went out at 4 p.m. and looked (did some observation) passed it, meaning gave
(hand) it to the Captain. It contained the altitude, latitude, minutes and seconds”.

MH: Did you use a Sextant?

LS: Yes, | used one and “took” the sun, minutes, seconds and the hour, he says
again. And continues with the story. After that, we dumped some cargo and we
threw away the potatoes and we finished and The Captain said, ‘we're heading
southeast, 22 miles.’

Almost at ten at night, | saw the light of another boat. So | watched carefully,
checked it with the compass and realized it was from a boat that had left St. Andrews
and was going to Providence. | could see that it would pass near to us. Yet, a squall
came in and it rained hard, very hard, and by the time the squall was over, the boat
had already passed by. Well, at 2 p.m. in the day, and in the evening at 4 p.m., |
look again and gave to the Captain to read; yes, to figure it, chart etc. Captain says,
‘Well, we are in latitude 82 water of Nicaragua. Here, St. Andrews is 81'. (Explains
Mr. Listel). ‘We could do nothing at 8 p.m. at night. The vessel was going by herself
around 10 at night. ‘Bring me the cord’. | sound the water. We had 18 fathoms. One
hour later, | made a sound again. Still same 18.

MH: How was that cord?

LS: It was pretty long and had a heavy piece of iron tied at one end of it. Also it had
knots and from one knot to the other we had one fathom. That's how we could measure.

Fourth Day.
LS: The vessel just stopped; no movement. And after she stopped, she began to
fall into a rocking motion. We all agreed, he says remembering. ‘Come out fix



something to help us because the lifeboat can't take all of us’. We were nine souls on
board. So we fixed some porridge and food and put it in a biscuit jar. We were 11
souls on board. We put the boat over board and the water was more or less 5 inches
from the boat’s level. We almost floated in there also! | took off the “boom” (bum)
and the gaff (giaf). One on each side so it couldn’t go down no more.

MAKE READY! We're about to sink!

LS: At 4 a.m., she started rocking again, so | told the Captain: ‘Get in’. | stand off
the boat and about 4:30 she went down. ‘She went down, one end first and dipped”.
The sound that came out of her was an Air out sound.” We cut away and we had to
go the same way the vessel was going. Between 7 and 8 a.m. | saw mainland,
Nicaragua, so do the rest. While using a spyglass | saw a reef. Our next question now
was ‘how are we going to pass? Let’s plan before we approach it; OK’. Verando and
Enrique and I, we going tie ourselves and 3 get down. (We'll tie ourselves and we’'ll
get out of the lifeboat). Everybody began to praise the Lord and pray for him to “Open
a way.”

MH: How does it feel being in the open sea above a reef, knowing there can be
sharks near by? Weren't you afraid?

LS: Of course | was! But one prays, there is nothing else you can do. It’s up to
GOD. We got to the cay, he says, but there was no one there. We did notice
someone had been there because one could see somebody had been making his
way through the bushes with a machete. As we were not sure if there were any
poisonous and dangerous animals, then we decided to sleep in the canoe until the
next day at 5 a.m., and we picked up anchor and got to the next cay at 7 a.m. The
next cay had a small hut so we slept in it and the next morning a boat was next side
with some people. 2 boys went and asked for help. They were Tastapone indians but
we had a problem. It's called “language barrier”. We could not communicate
effectively, but Captain Lisandro could speak it. The Mosquito Indians said to him:
We're going to Tastapone. But 3 miles further. They wanted to send me to find out
but | denied the offer. Poisonous snakes may be there and lions and tigers so we forgot
about it and slept that night in the same way again. Next morning: Big Cay right
ahead!

LS: We reached Line Cay around 4 o’clock in the evening. | got there and | saw
a government boat so | made our Colombian flag look upside down. So nobody would
think that we wanted to invade them. Taking over Nicaragua is not our intention. The
little boat approached us and found no sense in stopping us so they said: You all are
close to the cay. Some people live in there. Go Ahead! At the Cay an 80-year-old
man asks. What your need? ‘We sank and need help. We come from St. Andrews
and Providence.” ‘Come Inside. You all speak Spanish? ‘Some of us speak Spanish
and some speak English.’ It so happened, says Mr. Listel, that the owner of the Cay
was from Providence. Dr. Britton, Amos Britton'’s family lived there, good people. You
all is at home’, said the Lady of the house. Welcome.

LS: It was a big house. The first floor she arranged for us and later began to cook.
So they killed two roosters and with Yam, Cassaba and plantain made a good pot a
Sancocho’ (pot of ‘Sancocho.’) Plus a bottle of Santa Cecilia Rum and we celebrated.
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But first, let me tell you, she was a Religious Lady so she prayed and we prayed with
her and she sang two hymns. And after all this, then we went to bed. At 5a.m. The
old man came to ask how we'd slept. This was more or less 1960. As the lady of the
househusband had been a sailor, they had a “Gondola” so she gave us a mast and
ajib plus a sail. The Captain wanted to go to Corn Island. The man was her brother.
He was going to talk to someone, any boat to see if they'd carry us. So they get the
“Laguna’ to notify about you all. (So they got a hold of the “Laguna” and notified
them about us) Line Cay, right in front going to Blue Fields and afta (after) we get in
Corn Island the Motored Vessel called “The Experience” took us to St. Andrews. Mr.
Rankin used to always give us US$100.00 for emergencies only, so we used it.
“FINALLY AFTER 8 DAYS, WE WERE BACK HOME TO OUR FAMILIES”



En la época en que yo empecé a estudiar era el afio 1946. No
habia otro medio de transporte que las goletas. Mi primer viaje
fue en la motonave Cisne; yo tenia ocho afios. En esa época era
de mi abuelo, el sefior Jeremias Lynton. Teniamos mal tiempo.
La nave iba cargada con cocos y naranjas, y comenzo a llover. Mi
mama dijo: “Boten los cocos al mar”, porque nos ibamos a hun-
dir, y él que no, que la carga no se debia botar.

Alfin se dieron cuenta de que habia unas islas cerca a Cartagena
y nos acercamos y se fondeo lejitos, pero escapamos del mal
tiempo. Al dia siguiente por la mafiana arrancaron nuevamente y
llegamos a Cartagena.

iUno se mareaba mucho! Y el olor a copra era tan fuerte que
no ayudaba para nada a tu bienestar general.

En otra ocasion ibamos en la goleta Deliverance del capitan
Alex Rankin. Tenia en la proa una casetita y dos camarotes de cada
lado. Abajo iban los cocos y arriba uno ponia unas tablas, encima
unos colchones y uno dormia alli. Atras tenia una puertita. De
pronto empezo a brisar fuertemente; las olas eran enormes. En
una de esas entré una ola. ibamos con mi tia Ida, mis hermanos y
Vicky. De pronto, ya habian cogido de frente la goleta varias olas,
hubo una ola tan grande que se levantd mi colchon. Ya iba, yo que
estaba dormida, flotando con el colchdn. Por la ventana, una se-
fiora vio y me agarro los pies; ella me retuvo pero el colchén se
fue.

iQué cosa mas impresionante ver al capitan luchando con su
timén! jInspiraba tanto respeto! El capitan se amarraba al timén y
usaba un impermeable negro. Como ibamos tan cerca en esa
casetita, velamos todo y era admirable. Venian esas olas, y a él le
cafan cosas encima; y él seguia ahi firme. Yo le decia Blue Shoes
(Zapatos azules). Era de apellido Hooker, de Providencia. Yo me
mareaba mucho y él me decia: “No te mueras porque cuando
lleguemos a Cartagena, te voy a comprar un par de blue shoes
(“zapatitos azules”).

Yo le cogi un carifio a ese sefior porque era tan bueno. Cogia
un periddico y lo mojaba con agua de sal y me lo ponia en el
estdbmago y me decia: “Asi no vas a vomitar”. Y te aseguro, no sé
si era supersticién o qué, pero... jme funcionaba! (dice sonriendo).

Peligran nuestras vidas

Otro de mis viajes fue en época de vacaciones de medio afo,
0 sea en julio. La costumbre era quedarnos en Cartagena, pero
esa vez las mamas nos consintieron mas y accedieron a traernos,;
viajAbamos en la goleta Persistence. Un tio mio, Cody Veléz, era
el contramaestre. Todo estaba normal y habia dos bombas ma-
nuales para sacar el agua.
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De pronto se vino encima el mal tiempo, y nos perdimos. Empezé a entrar
mucha agua por debajo, y las bombas no daban abasto. El agua nos daba ya a las
caderas y pedimos “achicar”. Los marineros y nosotras tirando el agua de regreso
al mar. Vimos en la madrugada una luz; pensamos que era un barco que nos venia
a auxiliar y salimos desesperadas. Yolanda, Vicky y yo salimos a cubierta y amarra-
mos una almohada a un palo y le prendimos fuego. Eso parecia un incendio; las
plumas salian volando y se pegaban en la vela. Ellos vieron eso y se acercaron, y
nos dimos cuenta que era una motonave mas pequefia que la nuestra, llamada
Silvia, de la familia Gallardo. Entonces, de capitan a capitan, se gritaban. El de la
Silvia le dijo: “Pésame tus pasajeros”. Estos eran el sefior Macaris y su esposa, y
nosotras tres. En medio del gran oleaje bajaron el bote salvavidas y el marinero
reméd como pudo y nos pasaron al Silvia. Para hacer esto, nos amarraron de la
cintura y nos lanzaban al aire, asi como meciéndonos, y caiamos dentro del otro
bote. Para nosotras, lo méas doloroso fue que pasaron hasta la brijula, y quedaron
solos el capitan y mi tio (no quedaba nadie mas a bordo). Nos daba mucha tristeza
pues no sablamos si los volveriamos a ver.

Ya no tenian quien les botara el agua ni tampoco habian vuelto a montar el
bote salvavidas; lo llevaban amarrado atrds. Afortunadamente la Silvia los reorien-
to y llegamos a San Andrés. Detrés llegaron ellos; encallaron, pero llegaron. Tu-
vieron que encallarlo para que no se hundiera.

Tres mamas asustadas

Y el susto de estas tres mamas que van alla hasta el muelle en un botecito. Y
nosotras gritando: “aca estamos”. Ellas decian: “Algo pasd porque vienen remolcando
el bote salvavidas”. Ellas no podian creer lo que veian. Y “Bull”, tan galante, las
llevé y nos recogieron.

“Bull”, que traduce toro, era un personaje que todos aprecidbamos. Era un
sefior muy fuerte. Se puede decir que es el “padre-maestro” de todos los lanche-
ros de la isla. Bueno, al ver el susto de esas tres mamas, “Bull” las llevd al barco en
su lancha. Y nosotras les dijimos: “Vamos a buscar al tio Cody que debe estar
totalmente emparamado”.

Después teniamos que contarles a nuestras mamas que les debiamos dinero a
todos los marineros pues habiamos ofrecido pagarles por ayudarnos a “achicar”,
sacar (botar), el agua de mar fuera de la goleta.

Es bueno que los chicos del futuro y de hoy dia, que no conocen las dificultades
gue pasaron sus ancestros para poder brindarles un mejor futuro, se enteren de
estas cosas. También en la Silvia venia el padre Ladislao.



Mgs. HELEN VELEz

I began to study around 1946. The only way we could get in and out of the
Islands was on board of a sail vessel or a motored vessel. My first trip was on the
motored vessel called “Cisne”. It used to belong to my grandfather Mr. Jeremias
Lynton. At that time, | was 8 and | remember we had very bad weather and the ship
was loaded with coconuts and oranges and it began to rain so my mom said, “Throw
the cargo at sea because we are going to sink”. But he did not allow it. The cargo was
not to be wasted. Finally, they noticed some cays were close to Cartagena so we
approached them and we anchored a bit far from them. Yet, we escaped the bad
weather and we got to Cartagena the next morning. One would get very dizzy! And
the copra odor did not help a bit to your overall well-being. On another voyage on
board the “Deliverance”, owned by Captain Alex Rankin, its bow had sort of a “tiny
house” so to speak with a chamber on each side and a small back door. Underneath,
were the coconuts and on top of them, one could lay some wood panels and a
mattress and you could sleep there. Suddenly a very strong breeze showed up and |
was along with my aunt Ida, my brothers and Vicky. The boat had been punished
several times already by the waves and this time a big wave came and lifted up my
mattress and carried me away into the ocean while | was sleeping. A lady saw me
through the window and she got a hold of me grabbing my feet. She kept me but the
mattress was gone. It was very impressive to watch the Captains of that era fighting
against the sea, resisting all the waves and things that would fall on top of them.
Sometimes they 'd even have to tie themselves to the helm and wear a black raincoat
because the weather was so bad. Yet, they’d never give up and they stud firmly as if
they could be invincible. It caused us a lot of admiration and respect. We could see
everything very clearly because we always liked to use that little “house”. | remember
a Captain | used to call “Blue Shoes”. His last name was Hooker and he was from
Providence. As | always got seasick, he would say to me, “Don’t die because when
we get to Cartagena I'm going to get you a pair of blue shoes.” | was very fond of him.
He was a very good gentleman and would take some newspaper and wet it with salt
water and place it on top of my tummy and say, “This way you'll not vomit” and | can
assure you... | don’t know why but it worked!” says Mrs. Helen smiling.

Our lives are in danger.

On another of my trips during the month of July, we were on vacation and the
traditional thing to do was for us to stay. But this time we got lucky and our mothers
decided to “spoil” us a bit and bring us back to the Islands. So we were coming back
on board of the “Persistence” and an uncle of mine, Cody Velez, was the mate.
Everything was normal and the vessel had two manual water pumps to get rid of the
excess of water when needed. Suddenly the bad weather overtook us and we got lots
of water beginning to come in from underneath, the two pumps were not enough and
they were unable to get rid of all of the water. Now the water was up to our hips and
we asked the sailors to help us to get rid of the water and at dawn we saw a light and
thought it was another ship that could save us so in desperation Yolanda, Vicky and
myself went out and standing on top of the deck tied a pillow to a stick and set it on
fire! It looked pretty bad, feathers were flying all over the place so the boat came
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toward us and it was the motored vessel called “Silvia”, which was a bit smaller than
ours. It belonged to the Gallardo family. Then the yelling between Captains began
and the “Silvia's” captain said, “Send me your passengers”. They were Mr. Macaris
and his wife and the three of us ladies. In the middle of all these big waves and in
sort of a “rocking” motion the crew tied us to a rope and sent us up in the air and we’'d
fall into the other boat. For us girls the most painful thing was to watch how everything
was getting on board the “Silvia”, including the magnetic compass. But, my uncle
and the Captain remained on board the “Persistence” no one else. And we felt very
sad because we didn’t know if we would ever see them again. They had nobody to
give them a hand anymore to get rid of the water. They had no life boat either. It was
being towed behind them. Fortunately, the “Silvia” re-oriented them and we got to
St. Andrews and they arrived right behind us. They got stuck on the reef but they
made it. They had to do it that way so it would not sink.

Three scared Mothers.

These three mothers were scared and at the pier waiting for us and we were
screaming ‘Here we are!” As they were thinking, “Something happened and it
doesn’t look good because the life boat is being towed.” They couldn’t believe their
eyes! But Bull, who was always so gallant, took them to us and they picked us up.
“Bull”, which means “Toro”, was a character that we all used to appreciate a lot. He
was very strong and one could say that he was the “ Father-Teacher” of all the
“lancheros” meaning the “boatmen” from the Island. Well, when he saw those three
mothers all scared he took them on his boat. And we said, “Let’s go and get uncle
Cody. He must be soaking wet.” Later, we had to tell our mothers that we owed
money to the sailors because we had offered to pay for helping us to get rid of the
excess of water inside the vessel. It is good that kids from the future as well as the
ones that are present today learn the difficulties that their ancestors had to go through
in order to be able to provide them with a better future. On board the “Silvia”, we
found Father Ladislao.



Yo llegué en goleta a San Andrés en 1949 cuando fui llamado
a ser radiooperador en Providencia; en ese tiempo la isla estaba
bajo un gobierno intendencial. Sali de Cartagena el nueve de no-
viembre y abordé la motonave Silvia. La salida estaba programada
para las nueve a.m., pero no se cumplio porque el machine man,
el maquinista, un sefior de apellido Peterson, no llego sino hasta
las cuatro p.m.

Zarpamos Y el capitan Baldwin Britton me preguntd: “;Where
are you going?” (;Adonde va usted?). Le respondi y le conté que
iba a ser el radiooperador de esa isla.

Me mir6 de pies a cabeza y dijo: “jlmposible! Usted no sirve
para eso; usted es un nifio!”.

Yo tenia en ese entonces dieciocho afios... (dice el sefior Ote-
ro sonriendo. Y continuo).

La travesia demoré seis dias. Llegamos a Providencia a las dos
p.m., y la Aduana nos recibié. El jefe era Manuel Manrique. Para
mi todo era nuevo.

En la travesia venia a bordo el sefior “Lito”, hermano de Ma.
Teresa, y nos pusimos a charlar. Me comento que venia de Turbaco,
de un centro convencional donde él habia estado. Nos hicimos
amigos. Zarpamos de Providencia a las once de la noche. Recuer-
do que en la parte delantera de la Silvia embarcaron seis reses. Yo
ahi durmiendo, medio durmiendo. Habian unos bultos de gaseo-
sas y de cervezas. Me desperté a media noche por el ruido y la
algarabia que tenian. Resulta que el ganado se habia ido de medio
lado y tuvieron que cortar las sogas y echar el ganado al agua. En
medio de todo eso, vi que los marinos bajaron un bote y estaban
tratando de volver a montar las reses al barco. Una de ellas se
ahorco... después de unas cinco o seis horas lograron volver a
poner el ganado encima. Durante ese tiempo, con mi poca expe-
riencia y con todos esos avatares del mar, me puse a pensar: “Si
yo tuviera dinero, pagaria todo ese ganado para que no tuvieran
que hacer toda esa operacion tan dificil”.

Llegamos a San Andrés como a la una p.m., en vez de llegar a
las siete de la mafiana. Durante ese trayecto ya habian descuarti-
zado la vaca. “Seguro para comérsela”, dirfa yo.

Ya en San Andrés, en tierra firme, contacté al sefior Rafael
Vasquez, que era el jefe de la Marconi (hoy en dia conocida como
la empresa llamada Telecom), a José Vicente Espinoza, contador
de la misma empresa, a Victor Abrahams quien era el otro opera-
dor y al mensajero, que era Abices Escalona.

Tomé posesion del cargo como jefe de la Oficina Intendencial
de Comunicaciones de Providencia, para lo cual fui asistido por el
amigo Antonio de Armas, que era el Oficial Mayor de la Inten-
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dencia en ese tiempo, aprovechando que esa noche zarparia hacia Providencia la
motonave Deliverance que manejaba el capitin Chong Newball.

Durante todo ese tiempo que yo estuve aqui en San Andrés, el capitan era
Chong, y el contador era su hijo, el sefior Vancliff Newball.

Llegamos a Providencia a las ocho a.m. del dia siguiente. Yo me dispuse a ir a
la oficina de radio con la asistencia del mensajero, el amigo Handel Taylor. Ya
habia convenido con el sefior Vasquez y con el sefior Abrahams tener un contacto
a las diez a.m., pero resulta que al instalar el equipo e intentar hacer el comunica-
do, nos dimos cuenta que el equipo estaba dafiado, razon por la cual comuniqué
al comisario, en ese tiempo sefior Obal May, que el transmisor estaba dafiado. El
receptor de radio si funcionaba, y fue asi como sintoniceé la estacion de San Andrés
y escuché que me llamaban. Y yo sin poder responder.

En vista de que no le contestaba, el sefior Vasquez acudio al sistemay envié un
mensaje blind. Lo recibi y lo envié al sefior Obal May, a lo cual &l me manifestd
que aprovechara el dia siguiente que salia una motonave para San Andrés y llevara
el equipo para ser reparado alla.

El sefior May crefa que habia un error, y me fue dificil convencerlo que yo
estaba en lo correcto. Entonces le habl6 al sefior Randel, que tenia una caja para
el equipo. Lo llevé a San Andrés. Ese mismo dia el sefior Victor Abrahams, que
también era técnico de radio, me lo arregld. Al otro dia sali de nuevo a Providen-
cia. En Providencia, tal vez por la propaganda del capitan Britton, y en vista de lo
joven que yo era, ya estaba la palabra en Providencia de que yo no habia podido
hacer nada y que habia dafiado el equipo.

Una vez arreglado el equipo en la goleta Rembro, del capitan James Rankin,
instalado el equipo, hice contacto con San Andrés.

Comencé a recibir mensajes para Providencia. Los repartia Handel Taylor a
los comerciantes y a otros lugares.

A pesar de la juventud, cuando me vieron en accion, comencé a tener muy buena
aceptacion de todos. Hice muy buenos amigos, como Angel Britton, Randell Howard,
el doctor Connoly, Silvestre Forbes, Jorge Taylor, el hijo del doctor Connoly, Gloria
Britton, Casimiro Newball, Winston y Gibson Jay, y otros que se me escapan.

Ahi estuve por ocho meses y fui nombrado en la Marconi para reemplazar a
Victor Abrahams, que se habia retirado. Ganaba en ese entonces como noventa
pesos al mes. Pagaba renta en compafiia con el sefior Vasquez y nos alimentaba-
mos donde Isidora de Beltran (carifiosamente la llamaban La Mona).

Anécdota

Una de mis idas en vacaciones se efectud en la embarcacion Victoria, en viaje
hacia Cartagena via Panama; el capitan era James C. Howard. Llegamos a Pana-
ma. En la misma embarcacién iba también el sefior Rafael Araujo, secretario del
juzgado en San Andrés. En Col6n, mientras la goleta cumplia con todas sus dili-
gencias, nosotros nos fuimos a beber algo. La nave se iba a la una p.m.; a las
cuatro p.m. aun no habiamos llegado.

A la llegada, el capitan estaba bravo, lo cual incomodd a Rafael. En un arrebato
de licor, comenzo a hablar mal del presidente Remon, lo que motivo que llegara



la autoridad y lo detuviera. Por medio del capitan James C. se pagd la multa, y
zarpamos a las doce de la noche. Al dia siguiente el amigo Rafael, agobiado por la
“resaca”, me preguntaba: “Otero, ;(qué se comenta?”. Yo s6lo respondi: “cositas
pequefias”.

Llegamos a cartagena. Al cumplirse las vacaciones regrese a la isla de San An-
drés. A bordo de la misma motonave llegué a Coldn; sin el sefior Araujo.

Valores en esos dias

La vida era apacible; habia paz, honestidad y honradez. Recuerdo que vivia en
compafiia de Rafael Vasquez, Rodolfo Gonzélez y Teresa Villalobos en casa de
propiedad del sefior Ciusam Bush. La casa se la pasaba con todo abierto; las
puertas de par en par dia y noche sin que nadie tomara nada.

Una vez vino el equipo de fatbol de un colegio de Bogota a jugar y a realizar
unos eventos aqui. La policia y otros, Julito Gallardo, Rodolfo Gonzalez y el sefior
Pinky Jay, se ofrecid a llevarlos en un truck al hoyo soplador; s6lo hasta ahi se
podia llegar en carro en ese tiempo. Se regresaron mas 0 menos a las siete p.m.
al centro. Luego el chofer del camién estaba indagando coémo podia conseguir a
los que habia llevado para saber de quién era una billetera que se habia quedado
en el camion.

Epoca digna de recordacion; contraria a lo que generalmente sucede hoy en
dia.

Mi esposa llegé en la Deliverance con su hermana a pasar vacaciones aqui, y se
quedo aqui conmigo. Nos casamos aqui. La ceremonia la oficié el padre Eusebio
Howard. Invitamos cerca de 600 personas y Altos de la Mansién Bogota, la casa
de los Gallardo. Debido a la gran cantidad de invitados, éstos se sentaron en el
parque Bolivar.

Comenzo6 el comercio y se acabaron las goletas. Los terrenos fueron vendidos
sin tener en cuenta nada y todo se construyd al azar. Inclusive, le daban a los
islefios una cantidad sin requisitos ni normas de ninguna naturaleza. Eso genero los
problemas actuales.

MR. Jests DANiEL OTERO DAGER

I came to St. Andrews Island on a sail vessel in the year of 1949 when | was
assigned to be the Radio Operator in Providence. In those years, the Island was an
intendance. On the 9" of November, | departed from Cartagena on board the motored
vessel “Silvia”. Departure was estimated to be at 9:00 a.m. but it didn’t happen
because the “machine” man named Peterson arrived at 4:00 p.m. As we waited
anchored, Captain Baldwin Britton asked me, ‘Where are you going?’ | answered by
telling him what and who | was. So, he looked at me from head to toe and replied,
‘Impossible! You are just a Kid! You can’t be any good.’ ‘| was only 18 years old’, he
says smiling. It took us six days to reach Providence. We got there at 2 p.m. and Mr.
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Manuel Manrique, chief of the Customs Department welcomed us. Everything was
new for me. On the trip, Maria Teresa’s brother, Mr. “Lito” was on board and we
began to chat and he told me that he had been attending a convention center in
Turbaco. We became friends. We left Providence at 11 p.m. and | remember that at
the bow of the “Silvia” six cows were on board. | was trying to sleep among those
bulks of soda and beer drinks and at midnight | woke up because everybody was
making a lot of noise and definitely something was going on. Well, it so happened
that the cows had fallen overboard so the people had to cut the ropes and let them
swim. In the middle of all this madness, | saw how the sailors were on a little boat
trying to get the cattle back on the ship. It took them six hours to meet their goal. Yet,
one of the cows died strangled by the rope. Inexperienced as | was during all that
time, | was thinking, ‘If | had enough money, | would pay for the cattle so that they
wouldn’t have to go through such a difficult operation.” We got to St. Andrews around
1 p.m., instead of arriving at 7 a.m. During the trip the cow had already been cut
into pieces. Probably to be eaten | suppose. Back on firm land, | got a hold of Mr.
Rafael Vasquez, who was in charge of the Marconi Co. (Nowadays known as Telecom
Co.) and Mr. José Vicente Espinoza, bookkeeper of the same company and Mr. Victor
Abrahams, who was another radio operator and the messenger Abices Escalona.
Assisted by Mr. Antonio de Armas, Major Official of the Intendance of those days, |
took possession of my new assignment as Chief of the Main Communications Office
in Providence Island. Knowing that the motored vessel “Deliverance” was heading
towards Providence that very same night, | decided to take advantage of the fact and
travel right away. Captain Chong Newball was in command of the ship and his son
was his bookkeeper, Mr. Vancliff Newball. We reached providence at 8 a.m. | decided
to go to my Radio Office and with the help of Mr. Handel Taylor, who was the
messenger. | had previously agreed with Mr. Victor Abrahams and Mr. Vasquez to
make contact at 10:00 a.m. but it so happened that when | installed the equipment
and tried to get communication, something was wrong and | was unable to meet my
goal. | told the commissary, Mr. Obal May, that the transmitter was broken. The
Radio receiver was okay so that allowed me to tune into the St. Andrews Island
Station and | could hear them calling me, but | couldn’t reply. Since they got no
answer from me, Mr. Vasquez sent a “Blind” message and | got it and sent it also to
Mr. Obal May. He told me to go the following day back to the Island and take with
me the equipment so that it could be repaired. Mr. May was convinced that there
was a mistake and it was very difficult for me to convince him that | knew what | was
doing. So he spoke with Mr. Randel and he gave me a box for the equipment and |
took it to St. Andrews with me. That same day Mr. Victor Abrahams, who was also a
Radio Technician, fixed it for me.

The next day, | went back to Providence and on board the “Rembro” with Captain
James Rankin, | installed the radio equipment and | established contact with St.
Andrews. | began to receive messages for Providence and Handel Taylor would deliver
them for the commerce as well as for the rest of the Island. Although | was so young,
when people saw me “in action” | began to be accepted by everyone and made a lot
of good friends like Angel Britton, Randell Howard, Dr. Connoly, Silvester Forbes,



Jorge Taylor, Dr. Connoly’s son, Gloria Britton, Casimiro Newball, Winston and Gibson
Jay and many others that right now escape my mind. | remained there for 8 months
and was named by the Marconi Co. to replace Victor Abrahams, who was retiring. |
earned about 90 pesos a month. | used to pay rent with Mr. Vasquez and we would
buy our meals at Mrs. Isidora Beltran, called “La Mona” by her friends.

Anecdote:

On one of my vacations | was on board the “Victoria” going to Cartagena via
Panama and the Captain was James C. Howard. As we reached Panama, | met Mr.
Rafael Araujo, who was the Secretary of the Court of Justice in St. Andrews Island and
we decided to go and have some drinks while the ship did whatever it had to do at
port. The ship was supposed to leave at 1 p.m. but at 4 p.m. we'd still not arrived.
At the time of our arrival the Captain was very upset with us and this made Rafael
very uncomfortable and in a rage of madness he began to badmouth the Panamanian
President and this caused the Police to show up and he was detained. The Captain
had to interfere in the matter and through him, the fine was paid and we finally
departed from Panama at 12 o’clock at night. The next day, Rafael, overwhelmed by
the hangover was asking me, ‘Otero, what is the word around?’ To which | replied,
‘Oh, nothing! Just small stuff. (Small potatoes) We arrived at Cartagena and when
my vacations were over, | came back to the Island on the same ship but without Mr.
Araujo. We went to Colon. Moral values in those days... Life was very quiet. There
was a lot of PEACE and honesty. | remember | used to live with Mr. Rafael Vasquez
and Mr. Rodolfo Gonzales and Teresa Villalobos in the house owned by Mr. Ciusam
Bush. The house used to be completely open day and night. Doors and windows
wide open and no one would ever take a needle out of there. Once a football team
from a school in Bogota came to play with us and the Police Department and some
citizens like Julio Gallardo, Rodolfo Gonzales and others took part on the event. Mr.
Pinky Jay offered to take them in his truck to the Blowing Hole. In those days one was
able to drive only up to that point. From then on, the road no longer existed. They
came back downtown more or less at 7 p.m. Later at night, the truck driver was
looking for the owner of a wallet that had been left on the car, probably forgotten by
its owner. Old times that deserve to be remembered. Nowadays usually no one
would do such a thing. My wife arrived on board the “Deliverance” along with her
sister. They were on vacations and she ended up staying here with me. We got
married here. Father Eusebio Howard married us and we had about 600 guests in
the Gallardo’s place called ‘Altos de la Mansion Bogota”. We had invited so many
people that some sat at the “Bolivar Park”. Well, the commerce began and the sail
vessels and motored ships came to the end of their days. The land was sold with no
regard towards the future and the constructions took place at random. Furthermore,
islanders were handed a certain amount without any special requirements or rules of
any kind. This fact has developed the current problems we face today.
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Sefiora Trinie Guerrero

Mrs. Trinie Guerrero

Lo primero que me viene a la mente es que las goletas eran
nuestro unico medio de transporte entre las islas y la Gnica forma
de viajar a Panaméa o a Cartagena, por ejemplo. También recuer-
do que nosotros, los habitantes del archipiélago, esperdbamos
con ansia la llegada de las goletas. Cuando llegaban se tocaba el
caracol, o sea que lo soplaban para anunciar su arribo; se hacia lo
mismo cuando zarpaban. En los afios cuarenta también se sopla-
ba el caracol para anunciar las visitas oficiales. Las embarcaciones
trafan frutas, como los cocos, y animales tales como cabras, reses,
gallinas y cerdos de Providencia para venderlos en San Andrés.

Como pasajero tu traias tus propias frazadas, dos o tres, y tus
sabanas, una bacinilla, agua potable y algo ya preparado para co-
mer a bordo. Todo esto mas o menos calculando dos dias de
viaje. Por las tardes se cantaba, se contaban cuentos, se bromea-
ba. A mi me gustaba invitar a todos a disfrutar un poco de lo que
yo habia traido para mi'y lo compartia: primero el capitan y luego
los marineros. Ese era el orden. Cuando alguien se enfermaba, se
mareaba mucho, otra persona se encargaba de cuidarte y te daba
té caliente y se ocupaba de mantener tu bacinilla limpia, etc. Tu
subias al barco con un “bultico” que, ademas de las cosas ya men-
cionadas, también contenia una almohada y tus cositas personales
y una maleta. Todas las mafanas se te daba suficiente agua para
que pudieras asearte, lavar tu cara y acicalarte.

El capitan enviaba a alguien de su tripulacién a subirse a uno de
los mastiles y divisar a ver si ya habia tierra a la vista.

“iLand Ahoy!”, gritaba si veia tierra firme, y ja todo el mundo
le daba una alegria tan grande!

En cambio, cuando el mar estaba bravo, el capitan gritaba:
“Lleven a las mujeres abajo”. jAy, eso era terrible!, —dice miss
Trinie—. jEl mismo infierno. Estar encerrados por alla abajo!

Una vez yo no queria bajar. Asi que me escondi debajo de una
lona, pero un marinero casi me pisa porque, claro, nadie sabia
que yo estaba ahl. Yo dije: “no me lleven abajo”. Estuve a bordo
de la motonave Cisne, la Goldfieldy la J.B. Victoria. Y también de
la Persistence. Viajaba ida y vuelta. Una vez, regresando de
Cartagena, habiamos estado ya varios dias sequidos en alta mar y
nos bajamos en cayo Bolivar y fritamos pescado fresquito. Apenas
estdbamos terminando de disfrutarlo cuando el capitan dio la or-
den: “jApuUrense; todos a bordo. Hay buen viento! Tenemos que
aprovecharlo. Y en efecto, llegamos a San Andrés rapidito.

Era muy hermoso estar en alta mar, pero extrafiaba el agua
dulce. Me encantaba la comida que se me brindaba. Trabajé por
afios en la Capitania de puerto, y tuve la oportunidad de conocer
al mar y escuchar las aventuras de muchos capitanes y marineros.



Mgs. TRINIE GUERRERO

The first thing that comes to my mind about sail vessels is that they were the only
means of transportation we had in order to travel between the islands and also the
only way to get to Panama and Cartagena for example. | also remember that all the
residents from the archipelago would anxiously wait for their arrival. When the boat
was coming in, the person in charge would blow a shell to announce the arrival and
or a departure of a ship. This was still going on during the 19407 s. Also the shell was
blown to announce official visitors and special occasions. The boats used to bring
passengers and would take from Providence fruits like coconuts and animals such as
goats, chickens, cows and pigs that could be sold in St. Andrews Island. As a passenger
you would bring your own blankets 2 or 3 as well as your own sheets, a basin for your
own body fluids some potable water and something already prepared to eat on
board. All this considering you would spend more or less two days of traveling. In the
evenings, people liked to sing and tell stories and jokes and | loved to invite everybody
to share some of the goodies that | had with me; first the captain and second the
sailors. That was the order I liked to follow. When someone got seasick, another
person took care of you and kept your “potty” clean etc. You got on board with a tiny
“bulk” that besides the things already mentioned it also contained a pillow and your
toiletries plus a suitcase. Each morning one was provided with enough water so that
you could wash-up and groom yourself. The captain used to send an observer from
the crew to climb up the mast and advice if he saw firm land. Land Ahoy! He’d shout
if he did; and everyone would get very happy.

On the contrary, when the ocean was rough the captain would shout orders like:
“Take the women and the rest of the passengers down below” “and that was the
worst!”, says Mrs. Trinie... “Hell itself! That’s how it felt being enclosed down there.
Once, | didn't feel like going down there so I hid under a sail that was on the deck
and a sailor almost stepped on top of me because, of course, he didn’t know | was
there so | said, “Take me downstairs”. | was on board the MV “Cisne” and the
“Goldfield” and also the “J.B. Victoria.” plus, the “Persistence”. | traveled back and
forth and once coming back from Cartagena, we had been for several days at open
sea and we stopped in Bolivar Cay and fried some fresh fish! We were not yet quite
done enjoying it, when the Captain shouted: Hurry up, all on board. We have good
wind! We must take advantage of that. And as a matter of fact we got to St. Andrews
rather quickly. Although it is beautiful to be at open sea, | missed the sweet water. |
loved the food that was offered to us.
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San Andres hace sesenta
afos (1930)

Autor: Sefior Benjamin Moreno Torralbo
(Obtenido del libro de Armando
Zaharainy Vicente Martinez Emiliani
eds. 1992. Costa 2000: evocaciony
destino de Caribe. Nuestro Mundo).

St. Andrews sixty years ago (1930)
Original written in Spanish by Mr.
Benjamin Moreno Torralbo.

(Obtained from the book by Zabarin,
Armando and Vicente Martinez Emiliani,
edited 1992. Costa 2000: Evocaciony
Destino del Caribe. Nuestro Mundo).
(Evocation and Destiny of the
Caribbean. Our World)

Viaje a San Andrés

La bahia de las Animas, en Cartagena de Indias, es un amplio
recodo de agua marina tersa y luciente, frente a las puertas de la
celebrada villa. La goleta que hace la travesia a las islas de San
Andrés y Providencia semeja una gaviota que reposa sobre el mar.
El trafico maritimo, activo movimiento de embarcaciones meno-
res de barcos de rio, lanchas a motor, remolcadores y canoas es
pintoresco calidoscopio, en esa ensenada de la playa caribe, en la
que Pedro de Heredia fund6 a la hoy legendaria e historica ciu-
dad. Entre tanta nave moderna que sale y entra, la goleta es un
anacronismo. En esa cascara de nuez que no es otra cosa que una
goleta, de suyo incomoda y arriesgada, corremos la aventura del
mar.

En ese viaje me he vuelto escéptico, pienso que no es posible
llegar al otro dia, porque la isla de San Andrés es una fantasia
geogréfica que no ha existido nunca, y si alguna vez realmente
existio, se la llevaron de donde estaba, pero en ninglin caso noso-
tros llegaremos a ella. Estamos extraviados en el mar, es mi mas
intima impresion.

Al amanecer nos ha sonreido el sol que asoma su cara rubi-
cunda entre luces de tenues colores. A la difusa luz del dia que
nace, alla muy lejos, en los confines del mundo, oculta en el limi-
te del cielo y el mar, como una nube ceniza, la isla remota es
anunciada por la marineria.

Cuando pisamos tierra firme, entre los abrazos de los amigos
que me dan una bienvenida, el vaivén de las olas sigue su ritmo en
mi cabeza; un vago rumor de brisas marinas me zumba en los
oidos y siento como el gemir del viento en los caracoles.

Lo que maés apasiona a los islefios es el mar; la llanura indomi-
ta los atrae, los subyuga. Se sienten impelidos por ella. Por una
especie de necesidad fisica, navegar es el suefio de todos. En el mar
se sienten libres, duefios y soberanos de sus propias vidas, sin los
compromisos enojosos que significan atenciones del mundo social.

Este nuestro mar del trépico es luminoso. Sus aguas, brufidas
por el fuego vivo del sol, se rompen contra el cinturdn de roca
del acantilado, y la espuma en fragmentos relucientes semeja opu-
lento joyero de diamantes.

Los despreocupados y tranquilos moradores de las islas co-
lombianas, cuando la brisa silba como un alarido y corre con vio-
lencia, como temerosa de asistir con retraso a la cita de la trage-
dia, y el cielo, de suyo claro y benigno, se ennegrece y descarga
sus aguas con desesperacion, y el mar ruge y la luz de los relam-
pagos con su resplandor siniestro encandila y atemoriza, se acon-
gojan, y en las casas se vela y se ora, inquieto el animo y oprimido



el corazon. Dias después, restablecida la calma, llegan las noticias, que en ocasio-
nes son fatales: el mar se trago a tal o cual goleta con todo su pasaje. Los que se
salvan, arriban con las velas de sus embarcaciones destrozadas, el timoén roto o
perdido, los hombres de mar, fuertes como 0sos polares, agotados, hambreados.

Islefios e islefias tienen como diversion favorita reunirse en grupos, y van a los
cayos cercanos a merendar. Hacen la travesia de la bahia en botes de vela, se
bafan en el mar, toman una fuerte dosis de sol y regresan muy complacidos a sus
hogares. Todo el tiempo de tan ingenua distraccion lo pasan tocando guitarra y
cantando. A estos paseos los llaman pic-nic. Y todo parece indicar que se divierten
bastante, a pesar de la muchas incomodidades. Es un esparcimiento barato y una
variante del cotidiano vivir, lo que, posiblemente, es su mayor atractivo.

ST. ANDREWS SIXTY YEARS AGO (1930)

Trip to St. Andrews

The ‘Animas Bay” in Cartagena de Indias is a wide angle of smooth shinning
marine waters, splendidly showing off itself just before the doors of the famous villa.
The sail vessel that travels between the islands of St. Andrews and Providence resembles
a seagull resting on the sea. The maritime traffic, active movement of minor river
ships, canoes, motored and towing boats is a picturesque kaleidoscope on the small
bay of that Caribbean beach where Pedro de Heredia founded this legendary and
historic city. Among so many modern ships coming in and out of the bay, the sail
vessel is an anachronism. In that nutshell, which is nothing more than just a small,
uncomfortable and risky schooner, we began the sea adventure. In this trip, | have
become a skeptic. | believe its impossible to arrive the next day because the island
Is a geographic fantasy that has never existed and if at some point it did, it was taken
away from its place. Anyway, we will never reach it. We are lost at sea, and that’s
my most intimate impression. At sunrise, the sun has smiled at us showing its reddish
face among dim multicolored lights. Through the diffused light of the burning day, far
away in the lost horizons of the world, hiding between the limits of the sea and the
sky like a grayish cloud, the remote island appears and it is announced by the
sailors. When we stepped down on firm land, among the hugs of the friends that
were welcoming me, the swinging of the waves maintaining their beat remained in
my head. And a vague rumor of marine breezes is still ringing in my ears. Plus, | also
feel the roar of the wind in the conch shells. Islanders are extremely passionate
about the ocean. Its unruly evenness attracts and subjugates them, they feel compelled
towards it by some sort of physical need. Navigating it is everyone’s dream. In the
sea they feel free, owners and rulers of their own life, without the hassles and
commitments that the social world demands on firm land. Our tropical sea is luminous;
its waters burnish by the sun’s vivid fire, brake against the steep stone belt and the
ocean’s foam seems like tiny sparkling diamonds. The unworried and peaceful
inhabitants of these Colombian islands change when the breeze whistles and sounds
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scary and the sky that is usually so bright becomes dark and the weather seems to
turn violent. Rain and thunders are present and the sea roars. People get inside their
homes and afraid of disasters, they pray and light candles. Their heart shrinks and
they feel restless. After the storm is over, everything is calm once more. News arrives
and some are pretty bad and strong like, ‘The ocean swallowed this or that sailing
boat and all that it carried.” The survivors arrive with their torn sails and a broken
steering wheel if any. The strong sea wolves, men of the sea, appear weak, hungry
and exhausted. Islanders both men and women like to go and gather at the nearer
cays for ameal. They sail on a ketch through the bay, bathe in the sea, enjoy the sun
and return content to their homes. All the time during such a pleasant day, they play
the guitar and sing. These small trips are called Pic-nic and everything seems to
point out that they are very amusing yet not very comfortable. It's an inexpensive
recreation and out of the daily routine which is its stronger appeal.



HR: Sefior Petersen, usted es una de las personas que mas
nos puede contar sobre las goletas. ;Recuerda cuantas goletas
existian desde 1901 hasta 19677

WP: Bueno, tengo nombres de las goletas de 1901 a 1967.
Tengo la Vicsen. Pertenecia al sefior Phillip Beekman Livingston y
era una de las goletas que se usaron para trasladar el material de
construccion de la primera iglesia bautista desde los Estados Uni-
dos hasta San Andrés. Eran goletas de vela que se utilizaron por-
que no habia otra clase de transporte maritimo en ese tiempo. La
Vicsen llegd a San Andrés traida por mi abuelo paterno, que fue
contratado para traer ese barco de Dinamarca. Estando aqui se
casé con mi abuela y entonces siguid trabajando como navegan-
te. Mi bisabuelo Phillip Beekman Livingston también era navegan-
te. El tenia tantas ocupaciones después de iniciar la religion en San
Andrés Isla, que le habia hecho, unos 50 afios antes, traer los
materiales para esta iglesia. Porque estos materiales fueron trasla-
dados desde 1890 hasta 1895. Tuvieron que hacer varios viajes y
aqui, naturalmente, para 1896 ya estaba totalmente armada. Fue
inaugurada en marzo. Entonces, ya ven ustedes que esa primera
goleta, de la familia Livingston, era muy importante.

HR: Hablemos, por ejemplo, de las goletas que existian cuan-
do a usted le tocé ir a Barranquilla a estudiar. ;Como fue esa
época?

WP: El primer viaje que hice para salir de esta isla fue con mi
papa, cuando yo tenia solamente cinco afios en 1928. Viajé en
uno de los barcos, el Endurance, el primer barco que habia cons-
truido en la isla el sefior Palmerston Coulson. Pasé todo el viaje
en cubierta y estaba con mi hermano Will, un afilo mayor que yo.
Mi papé insistia que yo bajara pero nos mareadbamos. Y nos gusta-
ba maés la cubierta, aunque éramos unos nifios de s6lo seis y cinco
afos. Alli no nos maredbamos y nos poniamos a ver el mar.

HR: Cuando fue a estudiar a Barranquilla, ;en qué goletas via-
jaba?

WP: Bueno, cuando yo sali de aqui para estudiar alla, eso fue
una cosa muy arriesgada porque cuando yo sali hacia alla, en 1944,
yo fui con otros estudiantes a bordo del Warren. Este era un bar-
co de motor; no era ya velero. Pero detras de nosotros estaba en
puerto, para salir junto con nosotros, un velero que se llama Ruby.
Algunos estudiantes se iban con Ruby también, pero como que el
Espiritu Santo los ilumind y decidieron no viajar ese afio. Cuando
llegamos a Cartagena no vimos a Ruby anclada. Se supone que un
velero en ese tiempo, con buen viento, podia llegar a Cartagena
antes que un barco a motor porque en vela y viento favorable eso
es asi, juna belleza para sentirlo y para verlo!
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Cuando llegamos, preguntamos: ;Qué pasé con Ruby?

Nos dijeron: “Aqui nos llego la noticia que la hundieron los alemanes”. Eso fue
en enero de 1944,

HR: A bordo de las goletas durante esos cuatro o cinco dias, ;qué hacia en las
goletas?

WP: A bordo del barco iba como pasajero. A mi me gustaba mucho el mar, y
como no me mareaba, siempre ayudaba a la tripulacion en todo. Una vez que
estuve con el capitan Dudley May, que es pariente de nosotros también, perdi-
mos los dos mastiles. Imaginese. Un viento un domingo a las tres de la tarde,
viene un ventarron y rompe los dos mastiles. Todo el velamen se cay6 en cubier-
ta, lo que no cayd al mar cayo en cubierta.

HR: (En qué barco era?

WP: Era la Rembro, una de las embarcaciones veleras mas bonitas. Era herma-
na de la Ziroma, hechas en el mismo astillero en Caiméan. Eran dos embarcacio-
nes idénticas; todavia no se sabe cual de esas dos era mas veloz, porque ambas
habian ganado la Copa de Oro de la isla Caiman, que en ese tiempo hacia esas
regatas de goletas grandes todos los afos.

Cuando se ladeaban e iban a un angulo tal. Cuando uno se acostumbra a eso,
jesa sensacion era lo més agradable que siente un marinero! Como yo era ya un
estudiante de 19 afos, me acercaba al capitan. Los otros, conmigo, como éra-
mos del Colegio Bautista. Eramos los mejores estudiantes en matematicas de San
Andrés.

Cuando eran las seis de la mafiana y velamos al capitan (aprovechabamos)
tomando sus apuntes. Después de coger su sextante y verificar su posicion por
medio del mismo, iba a la carta marina azul. El no nos prohibia. En ese primer
viaje, a bordo de la Warren, iba el capitan Henry Stephens, que ademaés era el
duefio.

Desde entonces nosotros comenzamos a navegar. Willis Francis después se
dedicé a la mar completamente. Era uno de los mejores estudiantes; éramos
compafieros. Eugenio Corpus también. Nosotros sabiamos navegar desde el co-
legio porque estudidbamos desde el colegio las matematicas que se necesitaban
para ese fin. Geometria, trigonometria y algebra, todo eso; y sabiamos como
utilizar los logaritmos, todo eso.

Ya en el mar nosotros decidiamos. Vamos a practicar lo que sabemos de ma-
tematicas, y la mejor forma era ponernos detras del capitan cuando él con su regla
paralela estaba verificando la posicion del barco sobre la carta marina. Nosotros
adquirimos una experiencia de ahi en adelante. Yo creo que eso fue lo que sirvid
de incentivo para que Willis Francis, mi compafiero que se murié a principios de
este afio, se convirtid después en un capitan de barco. No s6lo de barcos que
trabajan aqui en esta region, sino en barcos transatlanticos de los Estados Unidos.
Pasdé mucho tiempo asi.

Después de viejo llegd aqui nuevamente y fue capitan de goletas y también de
barcos de motores que vinieron después del puerto libre a reemplazar a las gole-
tas porque ya habia mucha mas mercancia para traer y se necesitaban barcos mas



grandes que las goletas. Los armadores empezaron a vender las goletas y a com-
prar barcos mas grandes.

HR: Pero volviendo a esa época de las goletas, ¢piensa usted que, comparando
la juventud de esa época con la actual, existe algo de esa época que nosotros
podriamos compartir con la juventud de ahora?

WP: Pues si, porque la experiencia ganada por los marinos de esa época nos
ha servido para mucho. Fijese que cuando Colombia tuvo que ir a la guerra con el
Pert, Colombia no tenia una armada. Eso fue en 1934, antes de que yo me
embarcara para ir a estudiar a Barranquilla. Lo que nosotros teniamos era marinos
de goletas. Cuando Colombia necesitdé una armada, tenia barcos, pero no tenia
marinos. Porque los marinos que tenian para guardacostas eran personas que no
sabian navegar; sélo sablan manejar un barco siempre a la vista de la costa, como
los pescadores. Esos eran los guardacostas colombianos. Entonces compraron
barcos de guerra sin tener una fuerza naval y utilizaron a los capitanes y marineros
de las goletas de San Andrés y Providencia para tripular barcos de guerra y enviar-
les al Amazonas a luchar. Ganaron la batalla de Tarapaca porque el general Vasquez
Cobo, que era el comandante del grupo, iba en el barco de Cérdoba que venia
pa’ tras. Cuando él llegd alla, la tripulacién del Pichincha, que era capitaneada por
Samuel May Jr. y Bertrand Taylor, de Providencia, como segundo comandante, ya
habia tomado el fuerte de Tarapacd, y los peruanos habian salido corriendo por el
monte. Entonces soltaron a los soldados caucanos que fueron en el mismo viaje
con ellos; a punta de machete salieron corriendo detras de ellos. Entonces los
peruanos utilizaron sus piernas para escapar.

Creo que en toda esa guerra solamente se murid una persona, un peruano.
Porque alguien que no queria correr tanto levanto su rifle y con un tiro certero lo
mato.

HR: Esa fue nuestra colaboracién con conflicto del Peru. Volviendo a 1945 y el
hundimiento de las goletas de San Andrés, ;qué opinion tiene sobre eso; qué
recuerda sobre eso?

WP: Normalmente yo recuerdo eso porque la noche cuando hundieron a la
Resolute estabamos en una reunion aca en el Colegio Bautista. En esos tiempos la
comunidad se reunia todos los dias en la noche para resolver sus problemas aqui
en la Loma. Era una cuestion cultural que existia entre nosotros: jovenes, viejos y
hasta nifios. Y escuchabamos las noticias sobre la guerra. De pronto nos informa-
ron que una canoa habia llegado con sobrevivientes de la Resolute, y nos dieron la
noticia completa. Ese barco lo habian hundido la noche anterior, y esos tripulan-
tes, en una canoa toda perforada de balas, lograron sobrevivir y llegaron a San
Andrés. Esa canoa se guardd durante mucho tiempo ahi al lado del Palacio de
Gobierno; hasta 1965 estaba esa canoa ahi.

Cuando se incendi6 el Palacio, ella se quemd también. Tenia mas de cien
perforaciones de bala, sin embargo, lograron llegar siete sobrevivientes. Hay que
ver. Entre otras cosas, ahora recuerdo los nombres de las embarcaciones con sus
capitanes, cinco en total, que hundieron los alemanes, mas los nombres de los
que se murieron, cinco en total. La Resolute, Ruby, Urious, que es la misma Roamar
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y la Envoy, la Rembro y Tres Amigos. Hay una cosa sobre eso. Hay un capitén,
Elkaina Archbold, que estaba a bordo de la Tres Amigos cuando la hundieron.
Después estuvo en otra embarcacién que también hundieron; tuvo mucha suerte
siempre. Sobrevivié dos hundimientos en la guerra.

HR: Entonces llegé la segunda guerra mundial y desaparecieron cinco barcos y
llegé el puerto libre y desaparecieron el resto de las goletas.

WP: Si; iban desapareciendo las que no se hundian. Parece que las vendian
porgue siempre esas embarcaciones de vela de San Andrés tenian pedido. Si iban
a Cartagena, los cartageneros querian comprarla; si iban a Colén, querian com-
prarlas. Dondequiera, porque eran goletas muy bonitas, muy bien cuidadas, pinta-
das de blanco inmaculado. A excepcion de una pintada de negro, que era la Hilda.

HR: ;Qué opina usted hoy de lo que estamos haciendo nosotros en este proyecto
del Persistence, que es tratar de revivir esta época de las goletas y las personas que
se embarcaban en las goletas, las personas que manejaban? ;Cree usted que esto
es importante y que forma parte de nuestra cultura?

WP: Es importante, especialmente la Persistence, porque el que construy6
esta embarcacion construy6 cuatro mas. Estas, en su respectivo orden son: la
Endurance, que era un Scooner, 0 sea era un barco de dos mastiles iguales, que fue
vendido en Colon. Después de esa venta se dedicd a construir la Persistence; esa
fue una de las ultimas goletas en abandonar la flotilla y termind en manos de
Alejandro Rankin. Era lo que nosotros llamamos un Jigger, es decir, una goleta
cuyo mastil principal, el de adelante, es mas alto que el de atras; la vela mas
pequefia que esta atras es la identificacion de esa clase de bote. Luego vino la
Deliverance; esa era un Scooner mas grande que las otras que él habia construido
hasta ahora. Luego vino la Reformy Resistence. Observe todos los nombres de
esas goletas y lo que significan...

Mister Palmerston Coulson fue el constructor de barcos que mas embarcacio-
nes hizo. No fue el Gnico; también mister Samuel Davis y Samuel May, y su hijo
Samuel Jr. construyeron barcos. También los Palacio, Napoledn Enrique y el otro
Palacio. También un sefior a quien todo el mundo le decia “Son” Peterson, y sus
dos hijos, que fueron a la guerra del Per(, Phillanda y Eric Peterson. Ellos se
quedaron en la armada hasta cuando se retiraron. Ya han fallecido. El Gltimo hijo,
Ellington, construyd una embarcacion a motor, que fue el primer barco construi-
do en San Andrés, para el capitan Roosevelt Robinson.

En esa embarcacion se fue el capitan Robinson a Panama y no regreso en ella,
pues era tan bonito ese barco que se o compraron alla. Le ofrecieron de todo
por ella pues era realmente bella. Era un yate a motor.

Todos los constructores de barco tenian una especie de hermandad, porque se
ayudaban entre ellos, y el dia que una de esas embarcaciones finalmente entraba al
mar, jah, eso era una fiesta! Yo asisti a la botada de la Persistence al mar, a la de la Sea
Stary ala de los Palacios. Mi papa, como era viejo marino, también no se perdia esa
fiesta y los barcos. Todos los constructores de barcos eran también capitanes.

HR: De todos esos capitanes que usted conocio, ;podria escoger los dos mas
sobresalientes, mas respetados y mas honrados?



WP: Para mi los dos mejores capitanes eran el capitan Chong de Providencia,
el papa de Vancliff (Nicolas Newball), y el capitan Dudley May, que no era s6lo un
capitan sino un hombre. Es decir, él hacia volar en el mar a las goletas pues sabia
como controlar si habia demasiado viento, él ordenaba a los marinos. Yo estaba a
bordo, ese momento era marino, aun cuando estaba pagando mi pasaje. Cuando
el dice: Double reel, hay que disminuir el velamen, porque si se deja todo, ahi si
existe el peligro de que el viento puede voltear el barco de vela, pero casi nunca
sucedia, porque estos capitanes tenfan tanta experiencia que veian el viento venir
y entonces daban las 6rdenes para hacer el viraje, y daban drdenes precisas. Cuan-
do decia: Ready, todos sabian exactamente cuél era su posicién. Esas son 6rdenes
marinas que se dan a bordo de una goleta. Si él decia: Bring her up!, eso queria
decir “Ponla de frente contra el viento” para detenerlo, porque iba muy rapido.
Después de esa maniobra, él podia arreglar su velamen, ponerlo, arreglarlo. Des-
pués daba otra orden: On course, y alla nuevamente el timonel la volvia a colocar
en el curso. Ready boat era para dar un viraje completo; entonces se colocaba el
viento en la popa del velero. Esas 6rdenes yo me las aprendi porque desde nifio
todo eso de navegar también me gustaba. En las mafianas yo veia a mi papé, y aun
cuando él ya no salia mas al mar, desde su casa en La Loma se ponia con el
sextante y tomaba posicion de la isla de San Andrés para hacer lo que él llamaba
correccion de la hora. Eso se usa diariamente. Yo recuerdo una cosa: la hora que
usamos aqui es la hora colombiana. Esa no es la hora de San Andrés. Los capitanes
a bordo de las goletas tienen que usar un reloj que se llama cronémetro, y éste
tiene que tener la hora exacta.

En esa época habia que corregir tres veces al dia: a las seis a.m. a las doce m.
y nuevamente a las seis p.m. Si por alguna razén no se habia podido corregir
durante el dia porque el dia era muy nublado, entonces esperaban la noche y, en
base a la posicion de la Luna, tomaban la hora. Asi que eran excelentes capitanes
y aln hoy dia los que quedan siguen siendo muy buenos.

Bueno, esos dos, como afirmé antes, eran los dos mejores. Chong nunca se
equivocaba y el capitdin Dudley May, a pesar de la rapidez con que hicimos la
maniobra ese domingo en la tarde a bordo de la Rembro. Nos alcanzé el viento
cuando ya teniamos double reel. Es decir, habian bajado las velas a la mitad de su
capacidad. Sin embargo, el viento reventd el primer mastil y éste arrastré el se-
gundo mastil. El nos dijo: “Vengo diciéndole al duefio de este barco desde hace
tiempo que tenemos que cambiar los mastiles”.

Con él habia bajado el viento y ese arrastrd con el segundo mastil. Los mastiles
no estaban en su mejor estado.

“AyGdenme a salvar todo, todo”.

Y unos se tiraron a recoger pedazos que habian caido al mar. Unos tuvieron
que salvarse en una canoa.

Inicialmente fbamos a Cartagena llevabamos naranjas asi que para que no se
dafiaran cambiamos rumbo y llegamos a Colén.

HR: ;Con qué vela?

WP: Pues con un pedazo de mastil que se habia roto y qued6 como a 10 pies
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de la cubierta y vela, se las ingenié y él amarr6 e hizo una vela cuadrangular
parecia como si era un barco chino y asf logramos llegar a Panama pero las auto-
ridades de Col6n no nos dejaban bajar ni una sola naranja porque un barco que
llega en esas condiciones llega a cuarentena y ninglin pasajero podia pisar el mue-
lle; teniamos que quedarnos a bordo. Y comenzamos a comer naranjas y yo le
dije al cocinero: O.K. “No cocine mas”, de aqui en adelante comia como 20
naranjas y toda la noche arriba y con la Luna... mas naranjas cuando llegamos a
Coldn casi habia desaparecido la carga, todo estaba lleno de naranjas pero lo que
salvé al capi en ese viaje es que habia un barco-escuela de Argentina y mandaba a
bordo todos los dias a parte de su tripulacion y comian naranjas en esa época; en
enero, la naranja habia alcanzado su punto de miel.

HR: ¢Es importante ahora lo que hacemos para nuestras generaciones futuras?
¢Considera importante describirles lo que fue esa época?

WP: Yo creo que un marino que se entrena a bordo de un barco pequefio de
vela es un buen marino y que se necesita un barco escuela para entrenar la Arma-
da Colombiana. Desde la goleta Gloria tienen buenos marinos, hoy en dia no hay
a bordo oficiales islefios los mejores se entrenan a bordo de veleros porque
aprenden a manejar un barco como si fuera un vehiculo de tierra y la tripulaciéon y
el barco se convierten en una sola unidad.

HR: (Ve usted un interés respecto al mar y las goletas?

WP: Si. Y mucho y por eso... le hago entrega de otros nombre de barcos que
encontré para usted y su proyecto.

HR: Bueno, muchas gracias.

WP: Como no. Gracias también y hasta luego.



MRr. WaALWIN PETERSEN BENT

He begins with these words:

‘We used to know how to navigate since we were at school because we learned
all the subjects related to that purpose. Geometry, Algebra... We knew how to use
the logarithms and all that. At sea we'd decide to apply all the math and knowledge
we had and sometimes we had the opportunity to stand behind the Captain when
he was calculating and using his ruler on the navigation chart and we acquired more
knowledge that later served us as a major incentive. I'd like to mention a special
case: Mr. Willis Francis, my friend that just died this year, he later became a Captain
of ships and | mean big transatlantic ships, those that belonged to the United States
and he was into that for a long time. In his later years, he returned and was Captain
of our sail ships and motored vessels that began to replace the schooners because
there was too much merchandise to import and we needed larger ships, so people
began to sell their sail vessels and to buy bigger boats.

HR: Going back to the days of our schooners, do you believe that comparing the
youngsters of those days with the ones we have today there is something from that
time that we could share with today’s youth?

WP: Yes, because the experience acquired by those sea wolves in those days has
served us a lot. For example, at the time Colombia was at war with the country of
Peru, Colombia had no navy and that was before 1934. Prior to the time when |
embarked to go to Barranquilla, Colombia had boats but had no captains. People did
not know how to navigate. They were only coast guards so they had to hire us the
captains and sailors of our sail vessels from St. Andrews and Providence to serve as
crewmembers during the war and send them to the Amazons and they won the
battle. General Vasquez Cobo was the commander and he was on board the Cordoba
when he got there. Captain Samuel May and Fernando Taylor had already taken the
fort while they were on the Pichincha. The Peruvian people had to run away. One
person died. There were no more casualties.

HR: Very well, then that was our cooperation with the Peru confiict. Going back to
1945 and the sinking of our sail vessels, what do you remember about that matter?

WP: | remember that particular night when the “Resolute” was sunk because we
were in a meeting at the Baptist School. It was a habit that we had in order to solve
any problems from the hill. We all used to gather; children old and young people and
we would listen to the news about the war. Suddenly, we were informed that a canoe
had arrived with a few survivors from the “Resolute” and that it had been sunk the
prior night. The canoe was full of holes from bullets and they still were able to make
it to St. Andrews and the canoe was kept for a long time right beside the Government
Palace building until 1965 when a fire burned the palace and everything. The
Germans sank 5 of our sail vessels. | remember their names, “Resolute”, “Envoy”,
“Rembro”, “Ziroma” and “Tres Amigos”. Captain Elkaina Archbold was in charge of
the “Tres Amigos” when it was sunk and later was also on board of another vessel
when they sank it too. He survived twice! What a lucky guy!

HR: O.K., so the war passed and we lost 5 of our boats and the free port ended
the rest of them.
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WP: Yes, everyone wanted to buy our ships when they arrived to Cartagena
because they were strong and beautiful except for one that was painted in black.

HR: Which is your opinion about the project “Spirit of Persistence”. We are trying
to bring back those days when we had sail vessels and the captains were brave sea
wolves. Do you consider it important and part of our culture?

WP: It is important; and specially the “Persistence” because the builder of that
boat built also four more vessels and they are the “Endurance”, which was a schooner,
meaning a boat with two masts that are equal. It was sold in Coldn and after selling
that one, he built the “Persistence”, which was one of the last ships of the fleet of
Captain Alex Rankin. That one was what we call a jigger, meaning a ship with a
main mast and that mast is taller than the one behind and its smaller sail indicates
the boat’s I.D. Later he built the “Deliverance”. This one was a schooner and it was
the largest one up to that date and later on he built the “Reform” and the “Resistance”.
Take note of the meaning of all the names of the boats. This great ship builder was
Mr. Palmerston Coulson. We had also many other boat builders so to speak. The
Palacios built some, Napoleon, Enrique and Marco Peterson, two of them, the last
son built the first motored ship in St. Andrews for captain Roosevelt Robinson. On that
ship captain Robinson went to Panama and didn’t return on it because it was so
beautiful that it was sold over there. All the boat builders had sort of a brotherhood
because they'd help each other and the day one of those ships were put to sea. Oh
my, what a party! | was present when it happened to the “Sea Star” and the “Pala-
cios”. My father was also a great seaman and he would never miss one of those
parties. Also, all the builders were captains.

HR: From all those captains you met, could you choose two of the most outstanding,
respected and honest?

WP: Yes, for me two of them were: Captain Chong from Providence, Vancliff's
father Nicholas Newball and Captain Dudley May, who was not only a captain but
also a man. What | mean is he would make those ships “fly” over the sea because
he knew how to control it. If there was a lot of wind, he would shout his orders. Those
captains had so much experience that they could see the wind coming ahead and
they'd turn and call for the right and precise order. He would say, “Ready!” And
everybody knew what to do and where to be at the time. If we'd say “Bring her UP!”
that meant straight ahead against the wind and so it will slow down to stop the wind
a bit because it was going too fast and then he could adjust the sails. Another order
was “On Course!” and the steersman would set it again on the right course. But
“Ready boat” meant completely turning around and then the wind would be on the
ship’s poop. Those orders | learned since | was a kid and all about navigating because
| liked it and in the mornings | watched my father at home in the hill and he would
take the sextant and position St. Andrews Island in order to correct the time. That
was done daily. | remember something, the hour we use here is the Colombian hour
but that is not really the Island’s time: the captains on board the vessels have to use
a chronometer and that one should have the exact time. Well, nowadays things are
different but in those days one had to correct the time 3 times a day: at 6 a.m., at
12 and again at 6 p.m. If for any reason it was not possible to do so because for



instance it had been a cloudy day, then at night based on the position of the moon,
the time would be known. Those were excellent captains and the remaining ones
are still very good. As | said before those two were the best. Chong was never wrong
and Dudley May although being so fast like that Sunday afternoon when we worked
the “Rembro”. The wind caught up with us when we had double reel; meaning the
sails were at half their capacity yet the wind broke the first mast and that one tore
down the second one. “Help me save everything possible!”, said the Captain. Some
sailors threw themselves at sea to recover the pieces of wood and others saved
themselves in a canoe. We were going to Cartagena to carry some oranges but we
changed course and went to Colon instead.

HR: With no sail?

WP: Well, with a broken part of the mast that we had left about ten feet from the
deck and a sail, he made it possible. The sail was square and the boat looked more
like a Chinese ship. Pretty funny I'd say. Anyway, that’s how we reached Colon. But
the Panamanian authorities did not let us unload the oranges and we had to be in
quarantine eating oranges. | said to the cook, “Don’t cook anymore” and we ate like
20 oranges per day. There was a navy boat from Argentina and some of their crew
came everyday and ate oranges also. It was January and by then, the fruit had
reached its “honey” flavor.

HR: It is important now in the year 2003, what we are doing for our future
generations. Do you consider it important to describe to them how things were in
that era?

WP: | believe a sailor that trains himself on board a small sail vessel is a great
sailor and that there is a need for a navy ship to train the Colombian navy. Since the
Gloria, there are good seamen and no more islander officers on board sailing ships.
The best come out of learning how to sail and command a ship and it's crew.

HR: Do you see any interest in the sea and its sail vessels?

WP: Yes, a lot and that is the reason why I'm handing you this list with names of
some more boats I've found for your project.

HR: Thank you very much.
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Mr. Felix Palacio

MH: Sefior Félix, por favor cuéntenos acerca de sus experien-
cias con goletas.

FP: Bueno, cuando yo era joven todas las conexiones con el
continente, especialmente con Panama y Centroamérica, eran
por medio de goletas. Estas eran muy pequefias, comparando,
maxime, con lo que existe hoy en dia. La mayoria de los capita-
nes y los tripulantes eran de Providencia.

Me acuerdo de unas goletas como la Mary V, la Persistence, y
una nuestra llamada Los Palacios, cuyos duefios eran el capitan
Enrique Palacio, tio mio, y mi papa, que era Napoledn en esas
goletas. Cuando ibamos a Cartagena, los recuerdos que tengo
especiales era ver a los jovenes estudiantes montando en esas
goletas. Todos tenian una estera en la cual iba envuelta una aimo-
hada, una ponchera y una mica. Eso era necesario para el viaje
porque la estera la utilizaba uno para acostarse en cualquier parte
del barco, la mica para el mareo y la ponchera para lavarse por-
que a bordo no habia bafio de ninguna naturaleza.

A la salida del puerto, todos estabamos contentos. Algunos,
generalmente, llevaban guitarras y nos poniamos a cantar.

MH: (Recuerdas alguna cancién?

FP: No, no... ninguna cancién en especial. Asi fbamos todos
contentos hasta llegar a la entrada de la bahia por alla por donde
esta Haynes Cay ahora. Cuando comenzaban las olas y vela uno
que... uno a uno ibamos poniéndonos serios tragando en seco y
después a marearnos y a acostarnos, y ahi se acaba la fiesta.

Como en esas goletas se llevaba: coco y copra, la cabina don-
de tenia uno que dormir era pequefa y casi sin ventanas, mejor
dicho, sin ventanas. El olor era lo peor que uno se puede imagi-
nar. Entonces uno buscaba en cubierta, acostado sobre los cocos,
0 sobre los sacos con botellas vacias, mojandose cuando habia
alguna ola, antes que estar alla abajo en ese olor.

A veces llegaba uno a Cartagena y el mareo continuaba en
tierra, que era lo peor. Un dia buscando entre los papeles de mi
padre encontré un libro donde llevaban las cuentas del barco des-
de la goleta Los Palacios, y me reia de ver los costos de ese enton-
ces comparados con los de hoy. Porque hablaban de centavos, y
la cuenta no pasaba de 25 a 30.000 pesos por un viaje de aqui a
Cartagena. A la ida, muchas veces ibamos por Providencia, me
acuerdo, a recoger naranjas. En enero aprovechaba el viaje para
comerlas; eso era delicioso.

Habia diferencias entre los marineros, unos capitanes y otros.
Unos eran demasiado prevenidos y otros demasiado arriesgados.
Como ejemplo teniamos al capitdn Eustacio Suarez, que en paz
descanse, quien apenas veia en el horizonte algunas nubes recogia



velas o acortaba velas, y cuando ya entraba el viento, si era necesario, iba alargan-
do las velas poco a poco... En cambio el capitdn Dudley May seguia con las mis-
mas velas, y si el viento arreciaba demasiado iba recogiendo velas. Por eso casi
todas las goletas en que él iba de capitan, ganaban las carreras.

MH_: Ahora hable por favor acerca de la época en que usted era intendente y las
goletas atn cumplian su funcion.

FP: No, cuando yo fui intendente, todavia seguian las goletas, pero ya habian
unas con motor mas grande y con mas comodidad. Por ejemplo la Cisne, que
tenia camarotes casi individuales en cubierta. EI comercio seguia dependiendo de
la frecuencia de esas goletas por que aun no habia otro medio de transporte.
Todavia no habia avion; eso vino después... los aviones Catalina.

Cuando llegaban las goletas, atin en ese entonces, no sé si Usted sabe o habia
oido el “toque de caracol” que habia en ese entonces. Antiguamente habia tres
clases: depende de si era continuo o como cuando esta en “Morse” es decir, uno
largo, uno corto. Uno era para anunciar precisamente cuando se divisaba una
goleta en el horizonte; el otro era para cuando el pescador tenia bastante faena,
llamaba a la gente para la compra, y el otro toque era para anunciar cualquier
emergencia, como un huracan. Aproveché el que uno de los capitanes y duefio de
barco, James C. Howard de Providencia, era interesado en su isla; trataba de
comprarle a él la mayor parte de los materiales de construccion que se necesita-
ban en Providencia para que él estuviera obligado en cada viaje a pasar por esa isla.

MH: ;Querrias dar un mensaje a estos chicos del futuro que van a estar estu-
diando este tema? ;Cual seria este mensaje?

FP: El mensaje que yo quisiera darles era que... Tal vez no lo puedan com-
prender si no hicieran un viaje en una goleta en los meses de noviembre, diciem-
bre y enero, que era la época de mayor viento, oleaje y tempestades (mal tiem-
po), para que se den cuenta de que para conseguir cualquiera cosa en esta vida, y
especialmente hacerse a una educacion, ningin esfuerzo es demasiado. Nosotros
teniamos solamente escuelas de primaria. Teniamos que ir a Cartagena o a otra
ciudad del continente o del exterior para seguir los segundos estudios. Hoy en dia,
la juventud solamente se monta en un avién y en una hora ya estan en Cartagena
0 Barranquilla, ya estan en el continente. Nosotros teniamos que pasar cuatro,
cinco y hasta mas dias sufriendo los rigores del mareo y el mal tiempo.

Generalmente, no podiamos regresar en vacaciones de medio afio porque el
tiempo no alcanzaba y la comunicacion con nuestra familia era solamente cuando
llegaba un barco pues no habia telefonia entre las islas y el continente. Aprecien lo
que tienen hoy en dia: las facilidades y las oportunidades para hacerse una educa-
cion integral y responsable.
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‘When | was young all our contacts with the outside world were made by traveling
on sail vessels. We would go to Colombia and to Panama and Central America.
Those vessels were very small specially compared to the ones you can find nowadays.
Most of the captains we had were from Providence and some schooners | remember
are “Mary B.”, “Persistence” and “Palacios”. That last one used to belong to my
uncle who was captain Enrique Palacio and to my father Napoleon. In order to go to
high school, we had to go to Cartagena and all of us students carried along with us a
straw mat and a pillow for sleeping, a basin for the moments one felt seasick and a
wash basin because the boat had no bathroom at all. It was necessary to lie down
anywhere one could because one for sure would feel seasick after a while. At the
beginning of the trip everyone was always happy and some of us played the guitar
and we’d sing. But as we passed Haynes Cay, one by one would start getting serious,
swallowing dry, feeling seasick and would go looking for a space to lie down. Party was
ended. As the ships were loaded with coconuts and copra and the cabin was small
and had no windows, the odor was pretty unpleasant and the worst of the voyage.
You would always prefer to be on the deck and lie down on top of coconuts or empty
bottles and get wet, instead of being down below with that smell. Sometimes, we'd
reach Cartagena and after several days you were still dizzy. One day looking through
some of my dad'’s papers | found a notebook where the expenses of the trips were
Jotted down and it made me laugh to see the costs of those days versus the ones we
have nowadays, especially because cents were mentioned and a “huge” bill would
be no more than $25.000 or $30.000. That’s all it cost to go to Cartagena. Many
times on the way to Cartagena the schooner would stop at Providence Island to pick
up a load of oranges and we’d eat and smell them. That was in the month of January
so they were delicious. The best! Among the captains | remember some differences
some were pretty cautious and others took too many risks. For instance, Captain
Eustacio Suarez, may he rest in peace, as soon as he saw some clouds he’d tie up
the sails and if the wind would come in stronger he’d spread them out little by little.
In contrast, Captain Dudley May would keep the sails set the same way all the time
and only if the wind got too strong he’d pick them up. That's why in all the races he
entered, he always won. When | was the Intendant of the archipelago, we still had
schooners but also we had motored sail vessels and motored vessels. They were
larger and more comfortable like the “Cisne” and they had individual cabins on
deck. Commerece still depended on the vessels. We had no airplanes yet. The era of
the Catalina airplanes came later. The conch shell announcements were another
typical custom we had as a way of communication. We had three kinds depending
if it was continuous or in Morse key meaning one long, one short etc. We'd use it to
announce the arrival of a vessel as soon as it could be seen on the horizon. Another
one was used to announce trading, and the last one, for emergencies, death, fires
and so on. As Intendant | took advantage of the fact that Captain James C Howard
was very interested on the Island’s well being so I'd buy all the construction materials
that were needed in Providence that he’d bring and in such way | made sure he’d be
obliged to pass by that Island.



AS far as the message I'd like to pass out to our future generations, maybe they
will not understand it unless they live the experience of traveling on a sail vessel out
in the open sea, especially between the months of November, December and January.
Those were the ones with a stronger breeze, largest waves and worst bad weather.
So they can realize that in order to obtain something in life and be someone, no effort
is big enough, or too much. We only were able to study elementary on the Islands
and after that we had to travel in order to be able to study high school. Nowadays,
they just take an airplane an in one hour they're at their destination. We had to
travel during 4 or 5 days and get seasick and stand the bad weather. Most of the
time we didn’t come back because the vacation time was so short and on top of that
communications in those days were made only when a boat arrived. There was no
telephone communication between the Islands and the main land. As a message to
today’s youth I'd say, “Appreciate what you have today. So many easy ways and
opportunities are out there to make it possible for someone to become a person with
an integral and responsible education”.
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(Apartes de la conferencia en el
auditorio del Banco de la Republica,
San Andrés Isla. Noviembre de 2003)

Mr. Edburn Newball
(Briefing at the Republic Bank in
St. Andrews Island. November 2003)

Comenzaremos en 1630 cuando por primera vez las Islas
fueron habitadas por colonos ingleses puritanos. Creo que esa
parte de la historia casi todos la sabemos de alguna manera. Cabe
anotar que es un gran privilegio el vivir en una isla; ademas, es
préacticamente imposible sobrevivir en una isla sin tener transpor-
te. Las islas desarrollaron una tradicion maritima que estaba por
encima del promedio por su misma insularidad. Debido a eso se
establecieron ciertas entidades de nivel nacional en San Andrés y
Providencia, mucho antes que en otras partes de Colombia: Adua-
na y Capitania de puerto.

Los ingleses llegaron a formar una sociedad agrocomercial;
esa fue la intencion: sembrar y exportar. Por ejemplo, sembraban
algodon, tabaco e indigo y los exportaban a través de embarca-
ciones. En el principio, todas estas naves pertenecian a los resi-
dentes de la isla. La Providence Company era la empresa, por
decirlo asf, que fundaron algunos islefios que se establecieron en
Providencia. Ellos mismos cargaban sus productos. Es de notar
gue esa misma gente fue la que establecié la primera colonia
britanica en Massachussets. Ellos llegaron alla en el May Flowery
llegaron acé, a Providencia, en el Sea Flower, era la misma com-
pafia. Escogieron a Providencia porque la entrada de los barcos
se podia supervisar mejor que en San Andrés. De esta forma se
establecid un comercio directo entre Providencia e Inglaterra.

A raiz de la expulsion de los puritanos, los ingleses crearon el
western design, el “plan del oeste”, y por esta causa comenzaron
a invadir sistematicamente territorio espafiol en Cuba y Jamaica,
hasta que vienen sucesivas expulsiones de espafioles e ingleses.
Finalmente, alrededor de 1670, llega el famoso Henry Morgan y
expulsa a los espafioles en 1688.

En 1787 Francis Archbold consigue permiso del rey de Espa-
fia para navegar a Providencia y colonizar la isla bajo los
parametros de Espafia; naturaimente, tenia que ser leal. El llegd
con su propia embarcacion. Asi se reasumio el trafico maritimo
entre Providencia y el resto del mundo y empez6 otra vez el
cultivo del algodon; esta vez con esclavos muy productivos. Se
vendia por afio una cantidad por encima de 30.000 libras de
algodon a Jamaica, de donde eran reexportadas a Inglaterra. La
calidad del algod6n era inmejorable. Igualmente sucedi6 con el
coco: tenia mucha mas grasa que los de otros lugares; por tanto
nuestros productos eran muy apetecidos.

En esa época el comercio se hacia entre Providencia, Jamai-
ca y Estados Unidos, y muy poco hacia Colombia porque no
habia demanda de productos; asi que se producia para exportar.
El comercio era libre y sin impuestos. Francis Archbold llegé a



Providencia huyendo del control del Gobierno Britanico. Aqui ellos mismos
eran la ley.

Ademas de las cargas licitas, también llevaban contrabando. Hay un documen-
to en que consta que el sefior Livingston vendia armas a los patriotas. ;Como
conseguian armas los patriotas de Colombia para pelear contra los espafioles? El
vendié las armas y se fue a Cartagena. Alli Murillo lo captur6. No sabia lo que
estaba pasando en Cartagena ni que habia llegado un Pacificador alla, que luego lo
solto.

De 1835 hay un registro de que sélo Providencia exportaba 30.000 libras de
algodon y 175 libras de carey. Las mismas embarcaciones que utilizaban para
comerciar en parte del afo, las goletas, se utilizaban para pescar. No habia restric-
ciones que limitaran que una misma goleta sirviera para varios fines. Esa tradicion
se mantuvo hasta los afios de 1960, incluso hasta los de 1970. Después comen-
zaron las regulaciones y los controles que afectaron ese tipo de navegacion. Cierta
vez una nave inglesa encallé en Providencia; era de la Corona. A raiz de eso, en
Providencia decidieron hacer un levantamiento topogréfico de toda la region. En
1835 se hizo una carta de navegacién de la isla con sus arrecifes y bajos, etc.
Providencia tenia una importancia trascendental en la navegacion de esa época. El
comercio siguio asi, aunque Colombia no estaba de acuerdo, pero igual no tenia
cémo controlarlo.

En 1902 existe un informe de un prefecto de apellido Guerrero; el fue el
Ultimo. Después vino la intendencia. Sucedid que la gente tenia su embarcacion y
su negocio propios, sobre todo las familias principales; eso le daba “estatus” a la
gente. Ser hijo de un capitdn o ser hijo de un duefio de una embarcacion les
proporcionaba “estatus” porque el tenia obligacién, o deberia hacerlo, de visitar
otros lugares. Las embarcaciones en esa época eran veleros; alin no teniamos
motonaves. Eran goletas de madera, pero teniamos hombres de hierro. Eran
goletas que llevaban mas 0 menos seis tripulantes; el capitan, el contramaestre, el
cocinero y tres marineros. Los marineros dormian en la proa en lo que se conoce
mas como el fox hole (forecastle) o castillo de proa. Ellos tenian que ser de hierro
para poder manejar toda esa situacion. Trabajaban en turnos alternos de cuatro
horas; pero si habia una tempestad, les tocaba salir, trepar el mastil, bajar las velas,
hacer lo que habia que hacer, mojarse y dormir asi, etc.

San Andrés producia bastante coco, pero Providencia producia mucho mas de
todo y vendia hasta 600 cabezas de reses por afio. Esto era bastante para una
poblacién tan pequefia. Las reses se transportaban vivas. Cuando ya se acercaban
a tierra las lanzaban al mar y ellas nadaban hasta la orilla. En esas mismas naves se
transportaban personas también. Las pequefias embarcaciones eran suficientes
para transportar lo necesario; habia pocos autos y llegaban en goletas, como todo.
No habia muelles. Se bajaban los autos juntando dos planchas de madera, coloca-
ban el auto encima y asf lo bajaban a tierra. Era toda una maniobra. Hasta 1915
no hubo muelle. El desarrollo del puerto fue producto de la demanda de mayor
transporte; ya habia Capitania de puerto, Registraduria. Comparativamente, otros
pueblos mas grandes no tenian todo esto que nosotros si teniamos ya en esa
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época. Aqui era una comunidad agrocomercial cuyo ingreso per capita estaba por
encima del promedio de lo normal logrado en el resto del pais.

Uno de los problemas que llevd a la poblacion a protestar en 1911 fue que
ellos producian y pagaban un impuesto anual, en esa época de $30.000,00 dola-
res pagados ante el Gobierno Nacional, y se quejaban de no ver ningln resultado.
Solicitaron, mediante una carta con aproximadamente 248 firmas a Bogota, que
se vieran los resultados. El gobierno reacciond. Como hacia poco, en 1903, se
habia presentado el problema de Panama4, se puso atencion a las islas y el sefior
Guerrero hizo un informe que envié a Bogota. Basado en eso se produjo un acto
administrativo por el cual se elevaba a la categoria de intendencia a San Andrés y
Providencia. Para la gente, el negocio no era tanto la carga sino el barco y el
transporte; ese era el apoyo a su negocio.

Cuando no tenian los medios para comprar una embarcacion, las personas se
asociaban; asf lograban suplir sus necesidades. En 1918 la Peabody, como le decia
la gente, cuyo nombre verdadero era Peoples Body, de la familia Martinez, fue
comprada en Estados Unidos. Samuel May Senior fue quien la trajo a San Andrés.
Fue la primera embarcacion de motor de esa familia que, por decirlo asi, era los
terratenientes de San Andrés entre 1912 y 1920, la época de oro de las embar-
caciones en San Andrés porque la primera guerra mundial interrumpio la comuni-
cacion entre Estados Unidos y las Filipinas; en consecuencia el coco de las Filipinas
no podia llegar al mercado norteamericano. Asi se llegaron a exportar hasta 18
millones de coco por afio. Lo apetecian para hacer dulces; el coco de San Andrés
era el mejor. Luego, empez6 en forma muy lenta la transformacion del transporte
maritimo. Estas embarcaciones no tenian seguro; el capitan era el Gnico responsa-
ble por todo lo que sucediera. No habia reglas. El barco se cargaba hasta donde el
capitan decidiera. En el puerto de San Andrés no habia boyas que indicaran el canal
de acceso, Sino que esos capitanes tenian la pericia y entraban sin marcaciones,
incluso de noche, tanto en San Andrés Isla como en Providencia. Todavia hoy en
dia van a todos lados hasta sin brujula.

Antes todos los nifios sabian manejar una canoa y navegar a vela. Para ir al
colegio, para todo, era necesario usar un botecito; hoy no porque existe el puen-
te, y por eso esta tradicion se ha perdido.

El desarrollo econémico comenzo6 a demandar un mayor volumen de carga.
Hasta ese momento todo el transporte de la isla era de los islefios; nadie podia
entrar a competir en San Andrés. Por alla en 1938 se abrio la primera bomba de
gasolina en San Andrés; todo eso se podia hacer en virtud de que habia un sistema
de transporte que traia la gasolina y el diesel en tambores de 55 galones.

Desde los afios de 1920 las goletas y su comercio se volvieron tan importan-
tes que ya venian agentes comerciales de Estados Unidos hasta aca. La Mary K.B.
tenia en Cotton Cay su lugar para guardar coco. No habia ain una legislacion. La
Flota Mercante vino a nacer por alla en 1948. El administrador de Aduana de San
Andrés era el superior jerarquico del capitan de puerto.

Entonces comienza a notarse la necesidad de contar con barcos mas grandes y
empieza a formarse una sociedad entre el continente y la gente residente en las



islas. El sefior Helario Rodriguez, Pablo Arango y el sefior Martinez, un espafiol,
compran una embarcacion que se llamaba May Flower, Uriousy Ruby. Tenia tres
nombres. Esta goleta tenia 3 mastiles.

Era la primera vez que se transportaba carga sin que los duefios del barco
fueran islefios. Sus tripulantes si lo eran. Esta embaracion fue hundida. El sefior
Reigner también era socio de Pablo Arango.

Aqui presento unas fotos de los afios de 1950: el muelle de San Andrés Company
con el barco Mary K. B. El transporte maritimo era vital y no habia tanto papeleo.
No habia bancos ni nada; todo el mundo era bastante honesto. La gente que
estudiaba en Cartagena tenia que tomar el barco, llegar a Cartagena, coger bus a
Barranquilla y después coger el ferry hasta el rio Magdalena para llegar a Girardot.
De alli iban Bogotad o a Medellin. Los estudiantes hasta mandaban la ropa para
lavarla en su casa y devolverla en las goletas.

MRr. EpBURN NEWBALL

Mr. Newball begins by saying:

EN: “We will start with the year 1630, when for the first time the islands were
occupied by puritan English settlers as well all know. It is a great privilege to live on
an island. Besides, it’s practically impossible to survive in it without any means of
transportation. The islands developed a maritime tradition that was above the
standards due to its own insularity and on account of that, in St. Andrews and Providence
entities were established at a national level before other parts of the country of
Colombia such as Customs and Captain of Port. The English settlers arrived and
formed an agro-commercial society planting and exporting. For instance, they would
plant cotton, tobacco and indigo and make it through ships that in the beginning
used to belong only to residents of the islands. The Providence Company was founded
by some islanders that established themselves in Providence. And they loaded their
own vessels. These very same people established the first British colony in
Massachusetts; they arrived on the “May Flower” and came here to Providence on
the “Sea Flower”. They chose Providence because it was easier to supervise the
arrival of the ships than in St. Andrews Island. In such way a direct commerce between
England and Providence Island was established. In the year 1641, they were ousted
by the Spaniards and Providence suffered the consequences of the war between
Spain and England. Yet, as its land was so fertile, important people came to the
island such as the author of “EL PARAISO PERDIDQ” (Lost Paradise). All these facts
should be used as an example worldwide. On account of the expulsion of the Puritans,
the English created the “Western Design” (el plan del Oeste) and because of this
cause, the English began to systematically invade Spanish territory; the invasion of
Cuba, Jamaica, and many people from Spain and England were ousted until finally
in the year 1670, the famous pirate Henry Morgan arrives and drives away the
Spaniards in 1688. In the year 1787, the King of Spain allowed Francis Archbold to
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navigate to Providence in order to colonize the island under the Spanish parameters
and of course, he had to be loyal. He arrived on his own vessel and in this way
maritime trading between Providence and the rest of the world begins again. Once
more they were cultivating cotton. This time with slaves and they were very productive,
so more than 30.000 pounds were sold per year and it traveled first to Jamaica and
then it was re-exported to England. Its quality was insuperable. Likewise the coconut;
it had more fat than coconuts from other places and therefore there was always a
high demand for our products. Besides the legal products they also carried their
contraband. There is a document that states that Mr. Livingston used to sell weapons
to his fellow countrymen. How did the Colombians obtain weapons to fight against
the Spaniards? He sold the weapons and went to Cartagena and was captured by
Murillo. They had no idea of what was going on in Cartagena and much less were
aware of the fact that a pacifier had arrived. Later he was released. From 1835
there is a record that shows that Providence by itself exported 30.000 pounds of
cotton and 75 pounds of tortoise shells. The same vessels that were used for trading
during a certain part of the year were later used for fishing. No restrictions existed
that would limit a sail vessel to perform just one task. This tradition was kept until the
60’s and even up to the 70’s. Later, controls and regulations were created and they
affected that type of navigation. Once, there was an incident where an English
vessel got stuck on a reef in Providence. As it belonged to the crown, they decided to
make a topographic surveying of the entire region. In 1835 a navigation chart was
made from the island and all its reefs and sand banks etc. At that time, Providence
had a great transcendental importance in navigation. In 1902 another prefect who
happened to be the last one and whose last name was Guerrero handed another
inform. Later the islands became an Intendancy. It so happened that people (mainly
the head families) had their own business and vessels and that provided them with
a certain social status. Being a captain’s son, or the son of someone that had his own
ship, would place that person at a higher level because he or she was supposed to
travel to the outside world. Ships of that era were sail vessels. We didn’t have motored
vessels yet. Those schooners were made out of wood but our captains were sea
wolves, iron men. The vessels had more or less 6 crewmen, a captain, a boatswain,
a cook and three sailors. The sailors would sleep on the bow, which is better known
as forecastle and they had to be made out of iron in order to stand the entire situation.
They’d work and shift turns every four hours but if a storm arouse theyd all come out
to help climb up the mast, lower the sails and do whatever was considered necessary;
get wet and go to sleep wet, etc. St. Andrews used to produce a lot of coconuts. Yet,
Providence produced a lot more of everything, plus 600 hundred cows per year. This
was a lot for such a tiny place. The cows were carried alive on the boats and then put
to swim when close to shore. People also traveled on the same ships. Few cars
existed and they had arrived on schooners like everything else. There were no piers.
The cars were unloaded placing them on two wooden rafts. Until 1915, the port of
Captain was undeveloped but due to a major demand for more transportations. A
register office was needed and we had more than many other cities in Colombia. We
were an agro-commercial community and therefore had a bigger per capita income,



above the national average. One of the major complaints in 1911 came out of the
fact that the population was paying an annual income tax for the amount of US
$30.000.00 before the National Government. Yet, it would never see solutions to
the current problems they had. So a letter with approximately 248 signatures was
sent to Bogota. The government finally took action in the matter and the Panamanian
incident in 1903 had a positive impact on this particular case. Mr. Guerrero handed
a report to Bogota and the islands reached an Intendency status. Business was to
own a boat, a shop and have your own transportation. When one could not afford
your own boat or so, people would associate and in that way they were able to supply
their needs. In 1918, the “Peabody”, which used to belong to the Martinez family,
was bought in the U.S. and Captain Samuel May brought it to St. Andrews Island. It
was the first motored vessel. Those were the great landlords between the years
1912 and 1920. “The golden schooner’s era” due to the following fact. During WWI
communication was broken between Philjppines and the U.S., therefore their coconuts
could not get to the states and we began supplying them with 18 millions coconuts
per year. It was very much appreciated, even to make sweets. We had no regulations
and the captains were the ones in charge and responsible for everything. Even
nowadays people still sail without a magnetic compass. Before all the kids knew how
to sail, even to get to school, they would use a canoe. Not anymore, now the bridge
is there and this tradition has vanished. In 1938, the first gas station was installed on
the island. Fuel and diesel arrived in 55 gallon barrels. From 1920 on, schooners
became so important that commercial agents from the States began to arrive. “Mary
K. V\” had Cotton Cay for storing the coconuts, and the man in charge of Customs
was above the Captain of Port. A need for larger ships began to show up and people
from Colombia began to be partners with the people from the islands. Mr. Helario
Rodriguez, Pablo Arango and Mr. Martinez, a Spaniard, buy a ship that was called
May Flower, Urious and Ruby. (It had three names). It was the first time load was
being shipped without islanders being in charge. The crewmen were islanders. This
vessel sank. It had three masts. Here | show a photo of the 50's. No paperwork was
necessary in order to travel and people went to Colombia to studly, specially to cities
like Cartagena, took a bus to go to Barranquilla, and in order to get to Medellin and
Bogota they traveled by ferry on the Magdalena river until they reached Girardot.
Students used to like to send their clothes home to be washed and receive them
clean again. All this was done thanks to the schooners. And in this way the briefing
was ended'’.
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El hundimiento de la Betty B.

The Sinking of the ‘Betty B’.

El doctor Alvaro Archbold, a través de la radio y su programa
Horizonte, comienza esta mafiana su entrevista con el hermoso
tafir de las campanas en memoria de las almas fallecidas a bordo
de la motonave Betty B. el 23 de diciembre, hace 34 afos.

La motonave aparece descrita y matriculada con las siguientes
caracteristicas fisicas: tiene 83 pies de eslora, 0 sea 24,90 metros
de largo; 19,6 pies de manga o sea 5,88 metros de ancho, y un
puntal de 6 pies, lo que equivale a 1,80 metros. Esta motonave
parti6 de San Andrés a Providencia transportando un sin nimero
se personas que iban al reencuentro de sus familiares para la tem-
porada de Navidad en la madrugada del 19 al 20 de diciembre.
Encontrandose ya cerca de la isla de Providencia, la Betty B. como
se conocié en San Andreés, se hundié. En el naufragio perecio un
gran nimero de personas; no sabemos cuantas porque es muy
dificil encontrar los testimonios de los pocos sobrevivientes de la
motonave Betty B.

Hecho el rastreo por la isla de Providencia de las pocas perso-
nas que iban en esta motonave, hemos encontrado una persona
que esta dispuesta a recordar, a traer a la memoria de las perso-
nas que vivieron esta tragedia y de las nuevas generaciones, o sea
las personas que tienen menos de 30 afios en este momento,
que no supieron lo que fue el naufragio de la motonave Betty B.
Esta persona esta con nosotros en la linea telefonica desde la isla
de Providencia; es el sefior Antonio Bernard sobreviviente, del
sector de Casa Baja. Esta entrevista la vamos a hacer en inglés vy,
posteriormente, en espafiol. Teniendo en cuenta las dificultades
del idioma, esperamos que las personas puedan entender lo que
nos va a decir el sefior Antonio Bernard. Después el va a hacer un
esfuerzo y nos va a contar algo en espafol. (La entrevista se rea-
liz6 primero en inglés mezclado con el creole, y después el sefior
Bernard habld en espafiol.)

AB: Era un sdbado en la tarde y dejamos San Andrés con rum-
bo a Providencia como a eso de las seis p.m. De repente nos
enfrentamos al mal tiempo vy la planta se apagd. Dejé de funcio-
nar all4 abajo en el fondo del barco. Traiamos carga de Panama
cuando nos toco hacerle frente al mal tiempo. Eramos bastantes
pasajeros, cerca de 100. No hay una cifra exacta; nos toco botar
parte de la carga con la esperanza de salvarnos y acercarnos mas
a Providencia. Le prendimos fuego a una sabana para ver si al-
guien nos venia a ayudar pero nadie vié nada y nos hundimos.

AA: ;Quién era el capitan de la Betty B. en ese entonces?

AB: El capitan era el sefior Oreste Howard; hoy dia ya fallecido.

AA: ;Estaban cerca de la isla de Providencia?

AB: Si, eso creemos porgue veiamos sus luces. Lucia grande,



a lo mejor con la tecnologia existente hoy dia nos hubiésemos salvado. Pero no
en esos tiempos. El nombre de mi hermana es Gloria, y ella estaba a bordo
conmigo. Yo cogi un pedazo de madera, se lo di y le dije: “jAgarrate y no lo
sueltes!, eso te salvard”. Esta es una experiencia muy dificil de explicar, es algo que
puedo afirmar que para comprenderla hay que vivirla, ese sentimiento que te da...
el oir a toda esa gente gritando pidiendo ayuda desesperadamente... en medio del
mar.

AA: ;Cuéndo se dieron cuenta de que el barco se estaba hundiendo?

AB: La motonave ya estaba llena de agua como hasta la mitad. El ingeniero
como que estaba borracho y por eso la tragedia no se evitd... pues de seguro al
estar durmiendo, pues... nadie se dio cuenta y tanta gente se ahogo... (dice con
voz de tristeza).

AA: ;Cuénto tiempo tardé en hundirse totalmente? ;Cree usted que fueron
unos 30... 45 minutos? ;Y cree que la gente comprendia lo que realmente estaba
sucediendo?

AB: Mucha gente sabia que se estaba hundiendo, pero como no habia nadie
que ayudara, se quedaban alli de pie como petrificados por el miedo. Y el barco se
hundié con ellos. Creo que como esta es una experiencia tan fuerte, uno se olvida
parte de ella. Yo estuve en el mar por seis largos dias, comido por los peces. Los
pocos que sobrevivimos, lo hicimos porque fue como un milagro de Dios. Un
barco pesquero nos rescat6. Todo lo que teniamos para salvarnos era una canoita
para una sola persona, asi que nos turnadbamos.

Me alegra saber que las futuras generaciones no nos olvidaran; hace treinta
afios que esto sucedid. Gracias.

AA: ;Quién estaba con usted en esa odisea?

AB: Lloyd Jay, el hijo del sefior Winston Jay. También estaba Roman Archbold
y otro sefior de Santa Catalina cuyo hombre no recuerdo ahora mismo; pero le
decian “Puppy” que quiere decir “cachorrito”.

AA: Tengo entendido que Lloyd se estaba muriendo de hambre en esa canoa...
(es cierto?

AB: Yo tomaba dos turnos seguidos porque él estaba tan débil. También lo
hacia para evitar que lo “botaramos”. Llegamos a un puerto llamado Tastapone,
en Nicaragua. Fui al hospital, ahi se recuper6. Le conté luego como deliraba
diciendo cosas sin sentido: “Ahf estd mi comida... PA&senme mi comida”. “Ahi mis-
mo esta...”, y cosas asi. El era capitan y me prometié siempre darme trabajo en
cualquiera de sus barcos.

AB: Mi hermana habia estado durante cuatro largos dias en el mar, estaba a la
deriva aln agarrada a ese pedacito de madera y picada por los peces; habia dos
mujeres mas con ella. Cuando le preguntaron su nombre, ella dijo que se llamaba
Casilda Livingston, pero ella en realidad se llama Gloria Bernard. Asi que se po-
dran imaginar su estado mental. Ni siquiera sabia su propio nombre.
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THE SINKING OF THE ‘BETTY B’

With the beautiful sound of the bells through his radio program Horizonte, (Horizon)
Dr. Alvaro Archbold begins this morning an interview in memory of the souls that
perished on board the motored vessel “Betty B.”, which sank on the 23 of December,
34 years ago. This motored vessel appears described and registered with the following
characteristics: It's a M/V 83 ft. in length (24.90 mts.), 19.6 ft. wide (5.88 mts.)
and a 6 ft. depth of hold (1.80 mts.). This motored vessel was leaving St. Andrews
and heading towards Providence carrying a great number of passengers that were
going to meet again with their families for the Christmas season. At dawn, between
the 19" and the 20" of December and while already finding itself pretty close to
Providence the motored vessel ‘Betty B.” sank. We don’t know exactly how many
people died but a great number of souls perished and it is very difficult to find testimony
from the very few survivors of the “Betty B.” Searching for survivors through the Island
of Providence, we found someone who is willing to remember and bring back to the
memory of the people who lived through this tragedy and to the new generations
(meaning those younger than 30 years of age) that at this moment do not know
what the sinking of the ‘Betty B.” meant. This person is with us today through the
phone all the way from the Bottom House Area in Providence Island and he is Mr.
Antonio Bernard. This interview will take place first in English and later Mr. Bernard
will make an effort and will try to relate it to us in Spanish.

Mr. Antonio Bernard begins by saying:

AB: It was a Saturday evening. We were leaving from St. Andrews to Providence
around 6 p.m. when we encountered bad weather and the plant went out. It dropped
itself from the bottom of the boat. The boat was loaded with cargo from Panama. We
met the bad weather. We had a lot of people, more or less a 100 passengers but we
didn't really know how many. We started to get rid of part of the cargo to save
ourselves in hope to get closer to Providence and light up a sheet and see if someone
could come out to help us and nobody saw anything and the ship went down.

AA: Who was the Captain of the Betty B.’ at the time?

AB: The Captain was Mr. Oreste Howard. He is dead nowadays.

AA: Were you close to Providence?

AB: Yes, we believe we were because we could see its lights. It seemed big.
Maybe with today’s tech, we could have been saved but not in those times. My
sister by the name of Gloria, she was on board with me so | got a large piece of wood
and said to her, ‘Don't let go of it because it will save you'. It is so hard to explain. It
is something one would have to live. The feeling of hearing all those people screaming
on the ocean for help. | tried to explain part of it but there’s a part that one cannot
really imagine unless you experience it by yourself.

AA: When did you all realize that the boat was sinking?

AB: The boat was practically filled half way with water. It seems the engineer...
well, he was drunk and that’s probably the reason it happened while being asleep.
No one noticed, and so many people drowned.

AA: So, at the time it was a fact that it was going down, how long did it take until
it sank, 30 minutes, 45 minutes? Did the people understand what was going on?



AB: Many people knew it was sinking but no one was there to help so they would
Jjust stand up. And it when down with them. | guess that because it is such a hard
experience. One forgets some of it. | was in the sea for 6 long days, bitten by the fish.
We survived because it was God’s will. A fishing boat rescued us. All we had to
survive was a little canoe for one person, so we took turns. I'm glad to know that the
younger generations will not forget us 30 years ago. Thanks to you.

AA: Who was with you in this journey?

AB: Lloyd Jay; Winston Jay’s son and Roman Arcbold and another guy from Sta.
Catalina, his nickname was Puppy.

AA: I've understood that Lloyd was really starving in the canoe.

AB: | took 2 turns overboard because he was so weak and also to avoid dashing
him away. We reached a port named Tastapone and went to a hospital in Nicaragua
and he recovered. | told him later on how he was saying things that made no sense
like, “I have my food over there, pass me my food” and “It’s right over there” and so
on. He was a Captain and he promised me to give me a job always in any of his
boats.

AB: My sister was four days at sea when she was found drifting along with two
other ladies hanging to a board. She said she was Casilda Livingston and her name
is Gloria Bernard so you can imagine her state of mind. She didn’t even know her
name. They had also been bitten by the fishes.
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Capitan Alfredo Ballesteros

Navy Captain Alfredo Ballesteros

Hoy en dia soy un oficial naval retirado. Cuando llegué a San
Andrés Isla era capitan de navio. Naci en Bogota. Tengo 89 afios
de edad, cumplidos el 25 de diciembre de 2003. Mi esposa es
Mara y tenemos 5 hijos. Llegué a las Islas en junio de 1957 como
Intendente.

HR: ;Cual es su opinidn sobre la pérdida de lo que significd
esa etapa de las goletas?

AB: Fue una pérdida muy grande para las islas porque ese era
el inico medio de comunicacion con el continente. Se perdi6 el
interés por ser “hombre de mar”, por la profesion de ser marino
y la aficién por la vida del mar.

HR: ;Viaj6 en goletas?

AB: No tuve esa oportunidad porque ya habian llegado a las
islas los aviones y barcos de motor, como La Providencia.

HR: ;Recuerda nombres de goletas cuando llegd?

AB: Recuerdo la Persistence. Unas eran de Julio Gallardo y
otras de Alex Rankin. No recuerdo los nombres de los capitanes.
Pero hay uno que si, era muy amigo mio: Dudley May, y a otro
hermano de Eustacio Suarez; era capitan pero no recuerdo el
nombre.

HR: ;Cual es su opinién sobre esa época; piensa que era me-
jor que la actual?

AB: No fue mejor, fue diferente a lo actual.

HR: ;Noto la admiracién por los capitanes?

AB: Si, eran muy respetados. No importaba cuantos hijos o
esposas hubiesen tenido. Un capitan era respetado.

HR: ;Qué opina sobre la administracion de las islas?

AB: La isla es diferente. No puede tratarse como un departa-
mento. La legislacion para un departamento no es la apropiada
para estas islas. Una isla es como un barco, y se debe administrar
como tal. “Un barco tiene capitadn”. “Donde manda capitan, no
manda marinero”, —afirma el capitan Ballesteros—.

HR: ;Como llegd a ser nombrado Intendente de las Islas?

AB: A mi me nombro la junta militar como reemplazo de
Max Rodriguez, que era el Intendente en el gobierno del general
Rojas Pinilla.

Cuando entr6 el gobierno de Alberto Lleras, ceso el militar; y
yo fui confirmado como intendente. Tres afios estuve en el cargo
hasta que me relevo el general Carrasco a principios de 1961.

HR: ;Qué vision tenia la gente del futuro de las Islas?

AB: Al abrir el puerto libre, se abrian los futuros comerciales
de las islas, se preveia un futuro turistico muy conveniente para el
pais en general. Un emporio de riqueza.

HR: Volviendo de nuevo a las goletas, ;sabia usted que los



capitanes de las Islas obtenian su licencia de navegacion de la Capitania de Puerto
de Panama? ;Y que una de las razones por las que desaparecieron las goletas es
que los capitanes tenian que hacer un examen en Colombia y como era en espa-
fiol, pues, no podian pasar el examen?

AB: De eso no estaba enterado. En esa época todo giraba alrededor de las
goletas (correo, etc.).

HR: Como capitan de navio, ;como comparaba los conocimientos nauticos
con los de los capitanes islefios?

AB: A pesar de no tener la preparacion profesional igual a la nuestra, tenian la
experiencia y los conocimientos practicos de la navegacion en todo sentido. A los
capitanes de las goletas yo los admiraba. Recuerdo que la gente se angustiaba
cuando alguna goleta se retrasaba. Coraje era lo que se necesitaba para navegar en
una goleta de esas. Era muy duro.

HR: (A usted le tocd con brdjula y todo eso también?

AB: S, se navegaba a base de sextante, estrellas o luna; pero habia que saber
de eso.

HR: ;En qué afio entrd a la Armada?

AB: Entré en la Armada en 1935 como cadete de la Escuela Naval recién
fundada. En esa época el gobierno habia contratado a muchos islefios, entre otros
a los capitanes Palacio, Robinson y Suérez, y a algunas tripulaciones inglesas para
tripular los buques recién adquiridos. Estuve en servicio activo hasta 1961 y me
retiré como capitan de navio.

HR: ;Conocio el Caldas?

AB: Si el Caldasy el Antioquia eran los dos destroyers que tenia la Armada en
esa época.

HR: (Ve usted futuro para la juventud de las islas en el mar?

AB: Si, aunque la juventud esta muy alejada de la actividad marinera.

HR: ;Qué esta alejando a los jovenes islefios del mar?

AB: En mi concepto la antigua actividad marinera de las goletas ha disminuido
y ahora todo se hace por avion o barcos de gran calado y de vapor. Y los jévenes
estan mas interesados en obtener un titulo de doctor que en ser capitanes.

HR: ;A qué actividades se dedico al salir de la Intendencia?

AB: Estuve vinculado al comercio de San Andrés, con el almacén Johnny Cay
hasta practicamente el afio 2000 cuando se liquidd. Ademas estuve publicando un
semanario que se llam6 San Andrés Isla Bilingtie entre 1962 y 1966. Fundé el
Club Nautico y también fui uno de los impulsores para la fundacion de la Camara
de Comercio.

HR: ;Qué los atrae a las Islas?

AB: Bueno, primero fue una inversion comercial. Nos quedamos aqui y en
esos dias, ya retirado, el sefior Hernando Carrillo, creador del Johnny Cay, nos
propuso la sociedad y asf fue. Lo segundo ya fue un encarifiamiento con la belleza
de las Islas, ademas de haber construido mi casa.
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Navy CaApTAIN ALFREDO BALLESTEROS

Name: Alfredo Ballesteros

Profession: Nowadays, | am a retired navy officer. When | arrived to St. Andrews,
| was a navy Captain.

Age: | was born in Bogota. | became 89 years old on the 25" of December 2003.

Wife: Mi wife is Mara and we have 5 children.

AB: | came to the islands in June 1957 as the Intendant of these islands.

HR: What is your opinion about the Schooners?

AB: It was a great loss for the islands because that was the only means of
transportation that the islands had with the continent. The interest to become a man
of the sea was lost and therefore the profession and the appreciation for it, for being
a seaman.

HR: Did you travel on those kinds of vessels?

AB: No, | didn’t have the opportunity because by then the airplanes were already
here and also motored vessels like the “Providencia”.

HR: Do you remember some names of those sail vessels?

AB: | remember the “Persistence”. Some belonged to Julio Gallardo and others to
Alex Rankin. | don't remember the captains’ names. But one in particular was a
good friend of mine, Dudley May and Eustacio Suarez.

HR: What is your opinion about the schooners era? Do you think it was better
than Nowadays?

AB: Better? No. Different from the current one, yes.

HR: Did you notice the admiration people had for the captains?

AB: Yes, they were very respected.

HR: It didn’t matter how many wives they had or how many children. They were
admired regardless. A captain was respected.

HR: What's your opinion about the way the Island’s administration is being handled?

AB: An Island is different. It should not be handled in the same manner one
handles a

Department. The legisiation for a department should not be the same as the one
for an Island. An Island is like a boat. And it should be handled as one.

HR: Who designated you as Intendant of these islands?

AB: | was chosen by the military as Max Rodriguez’s replacement. He was the
Intendant under Gr. Rojas Pinilla’s government. When Alberto Lleras became
president, | was confirmed. | remained in charge for three years until Gr. Carrasco
arrived in 1961.

HR: What kind of vision did the population have about the Island’s future?

AB: When the free port became a fact, the commercial future seemed very
suitable for the islands as well as for the rest of the country, an emporium of richness.

HR: Once again, regarding the schooner days, did you know that the captains
used to obtain their license from de Panamanian authorities? And, that one of the
reasons for many of the sail vessels no longer being able to travel was that the
captains had to take an exam in Colombia which was written in Spanish and therefore
the captains were unable to answer it?



AB: | had no knowledge about it. In those days, everything had to do with the
schooners, the mail etc.

HR: You, as a navy officer, a captain, how would you compare the nautical knowledge
of the islanders versus the rest?

AB: Although they did not have professional training like ours, they had the
experience and the practical knowledge required in order to navigate. | remember
that the captains were admired and that the people used to wait anxiously for a ship
to arrive. When it was delayed, they'd get pretty uneasy. Being courageous was
required to be a captain and do such a job was tough.

HR: Did you also use a compass and all those instruments?

AB: Yes, we had to use a sextant. We looked at the stars and the moon. But
knowledge is a major requirement.

HR: In which year did you join the Navy?

AB: | began in 1935 as a cadet of the navy academy. It had been recently
founded. At the time the government hired a lot of islanders to navigate our new
ships since we had no personnel. Among those | remember captains Palacio, Robinson
and Suarez and some English crewmen. | remained on duty until 1961, when |
retired as a Captain.

HR: Do you remember the Caldas?

AB: Yes, the Caldas and the Antioquia. They were the two destroyers that the
Colombian army had at the time.

HR: Regarding the sea, do you see any future for the islands?

AB: Yes. Event though the youth is very far from the marine activities nowadays.

HR: What, in your understanding, is chasing the youngsters away from the sea?

AB: The old tradition of the schooners has diminished and now everything is done
by airplane or in larger ships. Besides kids are now more interested in obtaining a
different kind of profession. They want to become doctors, lawyers etc. Being a captain
is no longer their dream.

HR: To which activities did you devote your time when you were no longer an
Intendant?

AB: | became partners with Mr Hernan Carrillo and we had a shop called ‘Johnny
Cay’ and used to sell merchandise. Later on, | built my house and fell in love with
the Island’s beauty.
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Sefiorita Inés Newball Robinson

Miss Ines Newball Robinson

MH: Miss Inés, usted es hija de uno de nuestros capitanes de
goleta, ;podria compartir con nosotros sus memorias al respecto
de este estilo de vida?

IN: Si, iclaro! Mi padre era el capitan Maxwell Newball Newball
y era el duefio de un motovelero llamado Gloria. Esta nave, com-
prada en Panama4, fue construida en Florida. Mi madre era la se-
fiora Carmen Robinson; mis abuelos eran Samuel Newball y
Vicenta Newball. Mi hermano ya falleci; se llamaba Aristides
Newball Robinson.

Creci en la isla de Providencia y, como a todos nos pasaba,
después de terminar la escuela elemental tuve que viajar a Medellin
mas 0 menos en 1943 para poder continuar los estudios secun-
darios. Viajaba generalmente en la goleta Persistence hasta la ciu-
dad de Cartagena y de ahi hasta Medellin.

Antes de esos viajes, recuerdo haber viajado con sélo cinco
afios de edad a la ciudad de Coldn, Panama, con mi papa. No
recuerdo otros capitanes en especial. El mar estaba bravo y to-
maba como cinco dias hacer el viaje. Recuerdo que me quedé en
Medellin y que después de dos afios por fin volvi a la Isla en un
motovelero llamado Victoria. El recorrido fue de Cartagena a Colon,
de ahi a San Andrés y después a Providencia. El capitan era Eliseo
Hawkins. No me acuerdo mucho de todo, pero solia ir a Medellin
una vez al afio. Viajé hacia Medellin durante seis afios seguidos.
Desde primero hasta sexto de Bachillerato.

MH: ;Qué tal era viajar en la goleta Persistence?

IN: Los viajes en la Persistence eran buenos. Buen tiempo y
llevaban naranjas y las vendian en Cartagena. Se compraban en
Providencia. Siempre me iba muy bien en el barco... nunca me
mareaba.

Cuando yo era una estudiante, teniamos la costumbre de via-
jar por mar. Una vez, siendo yo muy pequefiita, Ludin y yo fui-
mos hasta Colon con mi padre; éramos los dos hijos mayores y
no hubo ningtn problema ni a la ida ni al regreso.

Mi padre acostumbraba observar el cielo y usar en la noche
unos instrumentos para sus calculos de navegacion. Asi, al dia si-
guiente ya sabia lo que debia hacer y qué tan lejos se encontraba
de la isla.

Volvi de Medellin ya como profesora. En 1948 aln viajaba-
mos en goletas. Mi familia tenia bastantes profesores: Maxine,
Ludin, Aristides y yo. Cuatro de nosotros decidimos ser educado-
res; y todos ensefidbamos en las escuelas adventistas.

MH: Como profesora que fue usted durante toda su vida,
Miss Newball, ;tiene un mensaje que desearia enviar a la juven-
tud de nuestras futuras generaciones?



IN: Si. Lo més importante es estudiar, respetar a las gente, y escoger qué es o
que desean ser en su vida. Por ejemplo doctores, médicos, etc. Y considerar
aquella para lo cual tienen el regalo de la facilidad. Algo que les gusta y que sienten
estd en su naturaleza.

Miss INEs NEwBALL ROBINSON

MH: Miss Inés, you are the daughter of one of our captains. Could you please
share with us your memories about the era of the sail vessels?

IN: Sure! My father was Captain Maxwell Newball Newball he was the owner of
the motored sail vessel “Gloria”, which was purchased in Panama and built in Tampa,
Florida. My mother was Mrs. Carmen Robinson and my grandparents were Samuel
Newball and Vicenta Newball. My brother is no longer on this earth. His name was
Aristides Newball Robinson. | grew up in Providence Island and just like everyone
else, after elementary school, we had to travel in order to go to high school. So | went
to Medellin more or less around 1943. I'd usually travel on “Persistence” to Cartagena
and from there continue to Medellin. Prior to those trips | remember being five years
old and going to Colon with my father. | do not remember any captains in a particular
or specific way. The ocean was rough and it would take like five days to reach our
destiny. | remember remaining in Medellin for two years and when | finally returned,
I did it on the “Victoria”. We did Cartagena, Colon, St. Andrews and Providence. |
don't quite have a clear memory of every detail but | remember | had to go to
Medellin at least once a year. | did that for six years in a row until | finished high
school.

MH.: How was it? Traveling on “Persistence”?

IN: It was O.K. We had good weather and lots of oranges. They were sold in
Cartagena and purchased in Providence. | always had a nice time while traveling;
never got seasick. When | was a student, we always traveled by sea. Once when |
was a very little girl, Ludin and myself were heading along with my dad all the way
to Colon. We were his oldest children and we never had any problems at all. My dad
used to look at the stars and used the navigational instruments that were required in
order to calculate. Therefore, the following day, he already knew what he had to do
and how far he was from the islands. In 1948 | returned to Medellin as a teacher, we
were still traveling on our schooners. My family has a lot of teachers, Maxine, Ludin,
Aristides and myself. Four of us decided to become teachers and we all taught at
Adventists schools.

MH_: As the teacher that you have always been, Miss Newball, do you have a
message for the teenagers of today and for future generations?

IN: Yes, “The most important thing is to studly, respect people and choose what it
is that you want in life”. For example, medical doctors, etc. And to consider the one
in which you feel gifted, something you like and feel comfortable doing because it is
really you.”
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Serior Linley Henric
Pomare Escalona

Mr. Linley Henric Pomare Escalona

Naci en San Andrés Isla en 1922. Tengo 81 afios; mi esposa es la
sefiora Verna Vella Myles. Tenemos once hijos. Vivimos actualmente
en Sound Bay (Bahia Sonora) frente al antiguo Canal de Smith.

MH: Sefior Linley, ;su padre fue capitan de goleta?

LP: No, mi papa cultivaba la tierra; sembraba yuca y platanos.
Mi hermano trabajé en la Ziroma, que era una goleta que llama-
mos aqui una Schonner. Era de un marinero llamado Clark. Hice
toda clase de trabajos, constructor de barcos...

MH: ;Ah si? ;Cuales barcos recuerda haber construido?

LP: Recuerdo a Berlin, la Flint Speedy la Zeppelin.

Trabajaba en las carreteras, iba a los cayos. Trabajé en el mue-
lle cuando estaba siendo construido en la bahia. Yo en ese enton-
ces tenia mas 0 menos cuarenta afios de edad.

MH.: Tengo entendido que usted era el cocinero en la motonave
Cisne. ;Podria por favor regalarme una de sus recetas?

LP: Cocinaba res, pollo, cerdo y pescado. Generalmente no-
sotros nunca cocindbamos usando ninguna receta. Siempre yo
cocinaba al gusto; iba probando y, a mi juicio, decidia. jYa esta!
Nosotros nunca haciamos ningin convenio acerca de la temporada.

Era tan bueno...

Bueno, generalmente el capitin no compraba otra cosa que
carne de res de Colon, Panama o de San Andrés.

MH: ;Qué parte de la res en especial?

LP: Round, que traduce lomo redondo. Yo esa carne la coci-
naba, la horneaba, la guisaba, la sancochaba o hacia sopa. Tam-
bién horneaba pan. La estufa ya para ese entonces era muy dife-
rente a la de las goletas. Era de gas y tenia dos tanques.

MH: Serior Linley, debia ser muy dificil cocinar en un barco.

LP: Oh i, el oleaje te abria el horno. Cuando frefas pescado
te echaba el aceite caliente encima, y cosas asi.

MH: ;Qué hacia para aliviar las quemaduras?

LP: Cuando estaba fritando y me quemaba, lo Unico que hacia
era echarme agua fria. Y eso es todo.

Yo tenia como sesenta afios. El Gltimo capitan de la motonave
Cisne fue Joshua Pomare.

MH: ;Y la receta que me vas a regalar?

LP: No teniamos, pero te puedo decir que yo el pollo lo
hervia y lo sazonaba a mi gusto y lo metia al horno. Tu sabes que
todos nosotros los islefios sabemos y nos gusta cocinar. Yo trabajé
seis meses en mar abierto. Bello cuando estaba calmo el mar.

Terrible cuando estaba “bravo”. Cuando el mar estaba bravo
te tocaba amarrar todo con alambres y con todo lo posible por-
que te tumbaba al piso o te echaba encima todo lo que estuviera
por ahi.



MH: Sefior Pomare, (se acuerda de alguna ocasion en la cual pasé algo ain
mas especial?

LP: Pues me acuerdo de una vez que veniamos de Nicaragua y fue cuando la
pasé dificil. Nos quedamos quince dias por alla abajo en el rio Esperanza y tenia-
mOos que lavar nuestra propia ropa y cocinar para nosotros mismos. Nunca nadie
se murié estando yo a bordo. Si alguien cala al agua, era sélo por algin descuido.
Tampoco llevabamos mujeres; s6lo hombres a bordo. La tripulacion constaba de
nueve hombres.

La motonave Cisne era de color blanco, tenia cien pies de eslora y veinte pies
de ancho. Tenia cuatro camarotes. Trabajamos en turnos rotando cada cuatro
horas. El capitan era Joshua Pomare y el contramaestre se llamaba Danford Cor-
pus. Uno de mis hijos es hoy dia capitan de un barco grande en Estados Unidos.
Se llama Leonidas.

MH: Aqui donde usted reside, ;se llamaba Smith Channel porque todas las
embarcaciones solian entrar por aqui?

LP: Si. Y por aqui vivia un sefior llamado Smith. Pero no tengo anécdotas de él.

MH: Adios y gracias.

LP: jSuerte!

MR. Lincey HENrIC POMARE ESCALONA

LP: Iwas bornin 1922 in St. Andrews Island. Right now I'm 81 years old. My wife
is Mrs. Verna Vella Myles and we have 11 sons and daughters. My father was a
farmer and he used to plant yucca and plantain. My brother Clark was a sailor on
the “Ziroma”, which was a schooner. Besides being a cook on the motored vessel
called “Cisne”, | did all kinds of work related with boats. | built several of them. I'll
mention some that | can remeber now. They were Berlin' (a small one), Flint
speed’ and another one called Zeppelin'. | also worked on the deck when it was
being built in the harbor. | went to the cays. I'd do anything | had to do related to
boats. At that time | was around my 40’s. In the “Cisne”, | cooked beef, chicken,
pork, and fish.

MH: Is there a cooking recipe that you could pass on to me?

LP: No. Because | never used one. | cooked and when | decided it tasted good
that was it!

MH: Where did you get the beef that you used to cook?

LP: The captain did the shopping. It was usually purchased in Colon or St. Andrews,
and it was ground beef. | used to stew it, bake it, or sometimes make a good soup
with it. | also used to bake the bread. The stove at that time was pretty different than
the prior ones from other sailing ships.

MH: Yet, it must have been pretty difficult cooking in a boat in the open sea.

LP: Oh, yes. Sometimes the waves would open the oven, and the hot oil could
also burn you and all sorts of things could happen.
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MH: What did you use to do to cure the burns?

LP: I'd just put some cold water on my skin. That was all.

MH: Do you remember any captains?

LP: The last one on “Cisne” was Joshua Pomare.

MH: Do you remember the most difficult time you ever had in the ocean?

LP: Well, once we had left Nicaragua and stayed on the Esperanza River for 15
days. We had to wash our own clothes and cook for ourselves and all those kinds of
things. Nobody ever died while | was on board, and when someone fell in the water
we’d rescue him immediately. We carried no women along with us, just men. Nine
crew men. “Motored vessel Cisne” was white. It was 100 ft. long, 20 ft. wide and
had four sleeping quarters. We shifted turns every four hours. Captain Joshua Pomare’s
mate was Danford Corpus. One of my sons is nowadays a captain but he works far
away in the States in a much larger boat than the ones we see around here. His
name is Leonidas.

MH: You live here in Sound Bay; | understand some people also call this spot
“Smith’s

Channel”. Do you know why?

LP: Yes. Long time ago, an old man called Mista Smith used to live around here.
But that’s all I know.



Mi nombre es Eugenia Teresa Davis de Robinson y soy cono-
cida popularmente como Miss Chichi. Mi padre era Samuel Davis
Taylor y mi madre era Zoila Bernard. Mis hermanos son: Selso,
Rodrigo, “Forno”. Mis hermanas, Dolores, Edelmira.

Los nifios de la panaderia Susanny son nietos de “Forno”.
Martha, hermana de la gobernadora.

MC: ;Cuando comenzd a viajar en Goletas?

ER: Mas 0 menos a los seis afios de edad fui a Nicaragua, pero
no recuerdo el nombre de la goleta.

MC: ;(Recuerda algunos capitanes?

ER: Si, recuerdo a mi hermano... y también que los delfines
nos acompafaban. Esa impresién que me causaban jera grande!
Y me gustaba.

MC: jQué bien! ;Podria mencionarnos algunas personas que
viajaban con usted?

ER: A decir verdad, no. Pero yo viajaba todo el tiempo. Fui a
Providencia, a Costa Rica, a Panama y también a Santa Marta.
Estudié alli en la Normal. Asi se llamaba el colegio. Me acuerdo
de un viaje en particular porque durd dieciséis dias. La ruta era
San Andrés-Colon, pero entonces la brisa era “pura calma”; no
habia nada de viento. Yo llegué un 25 de diciembre, hambrienta,
cansada, débil. Ademas, tenia a dos de mis hijos conmigo: Dilia y
Samuel.

La Eugenia fue construida aqui mismo, atras del quiosco (al
momento estamos en la avenida 20 de Julio). Hoy en dia se po-
dria decir que el sitio esta frente al SENA.

MC: ;Cuénto tiempo tomao construir la Eugenia?

ER: No sé, pero si que fue en 1926 cuando la lanzaron al mar.
iYo era la madrina! (dice sonriendo).

MC: ;Cémo era la ceremonia?

ER: Bueno, llegaba un ministro (pastor) y ponian whiskey en
un saco y yo debia golpear la embarcacion donde se encontraba
el mastil y caminar por toda la cubierta y todo el mundo miraba y
me hacian barra. Al principio, nadie sabia el nombre de la embar-
cacion: “la nombraron igual que a la hermanita menor” decian. Al
fin alguien abrié el papel y lo pronuncié: Eugenia.

Después de rociar el whiskey sobre toda la cubierta, repartie-
ron ponqué, emparedados, y otras cosas asi por el estilo.

Yo sélo tenia seis afios cuando la bauticé. Tenia susto y tembla-
ba. Miss Orvedia Robinson me agarraba de la mano. Ella es mi
prima y la mama de “Roosy”.

MC: Miss Chichi, ;quién es “Roosy™

ER: Roosevelt Robinson, que fue también un capitan de goletas.

MC: ;Me puede mencionar otras goletas?
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ER: jClaro! Ademas de Eugenia, la Mary V., Resolute, Lizzy D. Peabody (People’s
body), Ziroma.

MC: ;Hay alguna anécdota que le gustarfa compartir con nosotros?

ER: Aja. Una noche recuerdo que mi casa estaba llena de gente, y todo el
mudo tenia ropa de mi papa o de mi mama puesta. La gente se acomodé como
pudo. Sucedié que La /slefia venia de Cartagena con rumbo a Providencia y nau-
fragd y se salvd un bebé de dos afios, llamado Almido James. La sefiora Filipa
Brown nadé hasta el arrecife con €l en sus brazos, y la sefiora Priscila, que tenia la
pierna fracturada, también. Fueron rescatados por Eugenia. Por Gltimo, viajé en
una embarcacién americana de la United Fruit Co. Desde Cartagena hasta Santa
Marta. Era un barco grande.

MC: ;Cuando dejé de viajar en barcos?

ER: Cuando llegaron los aviones.

MC: ;Como le fue durante la guerra?

ER: Pues, hundieron la Envoy, y la Resolute y muchas mas, pero yo estaba en
Panama. Fui profesora por 34 afios, de modo que viajé bastante con la Mary V'y
la Ziroma. Los viajes eran en febrero y uno regresaba en julio; y a fines de Julio
otra vez a Santa Marta. Una vez me quedé. Por eso digo que viajé en todas las
goletas, y motonaves hasta que llegaron los aviones.

MC: ;Desea dejarle un mensaje a la juventud de nuestro futuro que no sabe
cémo fueron esas épocas de las goletas?

ER: Si, jovenes, las ventajas que ustedes tienen hoy, nosotros nunca las tuvi-
mos, pues teniamos que viajar de cinco a quince dias para realizarnos como per-
sonas. Imaginense: vomitar tanto lo que tenias como lo que no tenias. Ahora todo
es mas facil, muchisimo mas facil que en nuestro tiempo. Abracen esta oportuni-
dad que se les presenta. jAprovechen!

OMiss CHi CHi RosinsoN Davis

Name: Eugenia Teresa Davis de Robinson is my name but I'm known as Miss
Chi Chi.

My father was Samuel Davis Taylor and my mother was Zoila Bernard. My
brothers are Selso, Rodrigo, “Forno” and my sisters are Dolores and Edelmira. The
kids at the “Susanny’s Bakery” are “Forno’s” grandchildren. Martha is Sussany’s
sister.

MH: When did you begin to travel on our sail vessels?

Ch: Iwas more or less six years old. | went to Nicaragua but | don’t remember the
ship’s name.

MH: Do you remember some captains?

Ch: Yes, | remember my brother Selso and | also remember that it was a beautiful
trip because | got to see dolphins swimming and playing along with the boat. That
was a great experience! | loved it.



MH: Great! Could you tell me about some other passengers that were also
traveling with you?

Ch: To tell you the truth, no. But | traveled all the time. | went to Providence,
Costa Rica, Panama, and also to Santa Marta. There, | studied at the “Normal”
School. | remember one trip because it lasted 16 days. We were going from St.
Andrews to Cartagena but we had no breeze at all. | arrived a 25" of December
tired, weak and hungry; plus | had both of my kids with me, Dilia and Samuel. The
“Eugenia” was a sail vessel built right here behind that little store. (At the present
moment, we are standing on the 20" of July Avenue). Today the ‘SENA is there.

MH: How long did it take to build the “Eugenia”?

Ch: I don’t know but | know it was in 1926 when she was put out to the sea. | was
its ‘Godmother’! (Smiling).

MH: How was the ceremony?

Ch: Well, a minister would arrive and they’d put whiskey bottles in a sack and |
was to hit the sailboat right on its mast and walk the entire deck and everybody
would look and cheer. At the beginning no one knew the ship’s name. It was named
after me, (After the “Little one”) or so they said. Finally, they opened the envelope
and read “Eugenia”. After spreading whiskey all over the deck, they offered some
cake and sandwiches and stuff like that. | was only six years old. | felt scared and was
trembling. Miss Orvedia Robinson held my hand. She is my cousin and she is “Roosy’s
"mother.

MH_: Miss Chi Chi, who is Roosy?

Ch: Roosevelt Robinson, who was also a captain.

MH_: Could you also mention other sail vessels to me?

Ch: Sure. Besides the “Eugenia”, the “ Mary V", “Resolute”, “Lizzy D. Peabody”,
(People’s body) and the “Ziroma”.

MH._: Is there any additional anecdote you'd like to share with us?

Ch: Yes, | remember one night seeing my house full of people and they were all
wearing my dad’s or my mom’s clothes. And every one had a place to sleep or sit
down and rest. It so happened that the “Islefia” had sunk while returning from
Cartagena and heading towards Providence. They were survivors. A two-year-old
baby, whose name is Almido James, Mrs. Filipa Brown, she swam all the way to the
coral reef while holding her baby and another lady, Mrs. Priscila, whose leg was
broken. They were all rescued by the “Eugenia”. And | remember an American ship
from the so-called “United Fruit Co.” in which | traveled from Cartagena to Santa
Marta. It was big.

MH: When did you stop traveling by boat?

Ch: When the airplanes arrived.

MH.: How was it for you during WWII?

Ch: | remember the “Envoy” and the “Resolute” were sunk as well as many
others but | was in Panama.

Ch: | was a teacher for 34 years. Therefore, | traveled a lot on the “Mary V" and
the “Ziroma”. Trips were during the month of February and one would return in July
and at the end of July, you'd go to Santa Marta and once | stayed there. That’s the

Cuadernos del Caribe N°6 {139



140 | Miss Chichi Robinson Davis

reason why | say that I've traveled in all of them, schooners, jiggers, motored vessels
and all the sailing ships we had until the airplanes got here.

MH: Would you like to leave a message for the youngsters of today and the
children of our future? They have no idea how our lifestyle was during the era of the
sail vessels.

Ch: Yes. “Children, young people, the advantages you have today, we did not.
We had to travel from five to fifteen days in order to be able to become people with
a better education. Just imagine having to vomit everything you had plus, what you
didn’t. Nowadays everything is a lot easier than in our days. Embrace such opportunity
that is your reality. Take advantage of it!



Yo iba con el capitan James C. Howard rumbo a Cartagena
como a eso de las seis de la tarde, y como a las ocho de la noche,
la maquina se pard. Todo estaba muy oscuro y quedamos a la
deriva. De pronto aparecié Abrahams y pregunté al capi James C.
qué le ocurria, y fue de regreso y nos consiguio el repuesto para
que pudiéramos seguir rumbo a Cartagena.

Todo esto pas6 de noche, estaba muy oscuro.

Esos barcos tenian una cabina. En los camarotes dormian los
pasajeros.

Pero los marineros estaban de pie sobre la cubierta y tenian
una pequefia cabinita que llamabamos fox hole; ese era su lugar.
En otras palabras, los marineros y los pasajeros no se mezcla-
ban... no eran iguales.

Y habia una cabina especial para atender a los pasajeros por-
que en esos dias (se rie , sin poderlo evitar) se mareaban y vomita-
ban bastante. Cuando las mujeres y los nifios trasbocaban, alguien
tenia que echar eso por la borda.

Para ellos y ellas todo esto era muy dificil. Otra vez, después
de ese recuerdo otro barco salié y se hundio porque se enfrentd
con una tormenta. Esos viajes en alta mar eran realmente duros,
bruscos. Tenias que traer y colocar todo en una pequefia escotilla
de carga.

THE PassINGA (THE PASSENGER)

Once | was traveling with Captain James C Howard. | was going
to Cartagena and the boat’s name was... | can’t remember. We left
from there around 6 o’clock. At around 8 o’clock the machine “gan
out”, which means, ‘stopped working’. And the boat was uhm...
“On the deriva”, and Horvis Abrahams came out here and found
out from Captain James C what was wrong... and then he came
shore and brought out the spare part that was needed. Then we
continued our journey to Cartagena. All this happened in the evening.
It was very, very dark. Those boats had the “cabina” (cabin) and in
the bunks and the ‘passinga’ (passengers) slept in them. But the
sailors stood on deck and then had a next little cabin we call the
fox. We the ‘siela’ (sailors) live. So the ‘passinga’ and the ‘siela’
(sailors) were not together. And they had a cabin to attend the
‘passinga’ because when in those ‘dies’ (days) people got seasick,
so everybody would (laughing) vomit plenty, so they used to use it
when they were in their own ‘chiemba’ (chamber). So when the
woman and the children vomited, somebody had to take it and drop
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it over ‘bourd’. (board). Because fi (for) them is very hard. After that boat, the same
one ‘gan’ (gone) out and ‘lass’ (was lost) because it ‘tek’ (took) a ‘starm’ (storm). The
voyage on sea was very hard. The ‘goletas’ (Schooners) it were very hard at sea
because out there in the open is only a little boat. You had to bring... (inaudible) and
you put them in the hutch. ‘Dong in thea and put them ova in the sea’ (Down in
there and put them over in the sea). ‘Haize’ (inaudible) them back out. Something
you no (don’t) welcome. The thing is very ‘treasourous’ (Dangerous). Cap Wellington,
he was a man that had a boat and wanted it to carry to Panama to fix but the boat
was in bad condition. So everybody said to Captain not to go since he was getting old.
‘Him say’ (He said), “ | don’t carry if | die in the sea because | barn in the sea” (I
don't care if | die in the sea because | was born in the sea). And | don’t know if this
is true but that’s the story, and you know what? He gan (left) and he never came
back because the boat sank.

MH: Something else you remember about the schooners?

People say the Germans used to get fuel and other supplies from us. Nothing else.



HR: Es conocido por muchas cosas, pero hoy, ante todo, va-
mos a hablar sobre su época de estudiante cuando le tocaba na-
vegar en goletas a Cartagena para asistir a la Universidad.

Doctor, ;usted recuerda en qué goleta viajé por primera vez a
Cartagena? ;Qué impresién tuvo al salir de la isla y no ver si no
mar por todos lados hasta llegar a Cartagena?

AA: Muchas gracias, le respondo a su pregunta pero... antes...
Comenzar fue lo que me obligd a llegar a Cartagena por primera
vez. ;Qué fue lo que me sucedid? Yo hice mis primeros afios
elementales alli en el Colegio Bolivariano. El Colegio Bolivariano
inicio su carrera en el afio 1932, que mi memoria... no me
acuerdo. En este momento. Hice los cuatro afios alla del 32 al
35. Ya finalizado el 35, yo no sabia qué iba a hacer porque tenia el
deseo de estudiar... ;Qué voy a hacer? Me preguntaba a mi mis-
mo... Pues... bien, suscitd algo que fue favorable para mi. Desde
luego, yo tenia el que me habia acompafiado, que citd una beca
nacional, pero tenia que presentarme en un curso... Habian dos
candidatos: Manuel Castro y yo. Pero en la vispera, pues, de los
examenes sucedié algo con Manuel Castro. Hubo un accidente, y
entonces el Unico que podia presentarlo era yo. Por supuesto
gané la beca y, en el afio 1936, tuve que llegar a Cartagena en
marzo. La embarcacion que me condujo alla fue Mary B., capita-
neada por el capitan Ulric Archbold, que Dios lo tenga en su
santo reino.

Llegué a Cartagena después de nueve o diez dias entre San
Andrés y Cartagena; el 27 de marzo del mismo afio. Alld me
recibieron muy bien; como hacen todos en el resto del pais cuan-
do, pues, un islefio, un sanandresano o un providenciano, de cual-
quier parte pues de aqui de las islas. A mi me recibid6 muy bien
ese 27 de marzo que llegué.

HR: ;Cuantas veces le tocd viajar en goletas hasta terminar sus
estudios mas o menos?

AA: Vigjé tantas, tantas veces que... y tantas embarcaciones,
en la Mary B., en la Ruby, en Persistence, en... Todo ese tiempo
estando viajando a Cartagena; las veces que me tocaba porque el
afio lectivo en esa época era de febrero a noviembre. No estaba
semestralizado como hoy. Entonces me tocaba viajar con el capi-
tan Suarez, con todos esos capitanes. Muchas veces en mar afue-
ra, llegando y viendo Bocachica para entrar alld a Cartagena, tuvi-
mos que regresar y salir nuevamente mar afuera porque la brisa
en esa época, y en las horas de la tarde, era tan fuerte que no
podiamos entrar. A veces en ocho, nueve o diez dias; como tam-
bién a veces en cuatro o cinco dias llegamos a Cartagena. Unas
veces, durante todo ese tiempo, podia haber bastante calma. En-
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tonces llegamos a la costa de San Blas y tuvimos que ir costeando hasta llegar a
Bocachica. Yo recuerdo muy bien que una vez, creo que con el capitan Eustacio
Suarez, duramos once a doce dias para llegar. En todas esas embarcaciones; en la
Deliverance, tuve necesidad de viajar. Yo inicié el bachillerato en 1936 y lo termi-
né en 1941. Y entonces me volvi a San Andrés Isla porque el sefior Munévar y
mister Bill Newball... ambos me ayudaban y me apreciaban mucho. Y en el afio
42, por falta de medios econémicos, tuve que quedarme aca en San Andrés
porque no podia regresar a iniciar mi carrera profesional. Me decia mister Taylor
y mister Munévar: “Usted quisiera regresar a sus estudios, pero sus medios eco-
némicos no se lo permiten. Si nosotros pudiéramos hacerlo, con el mayor gusto
lo harfamos”. Esa era cosa muy grande, valerosa para mi. Pero ;qué paso ya a fines
del 42? En esa época dura, durisima para San Andrés por la Segunda Guerra
Mundial, me nombraron como subdirector del Colegio Bolivariano, yo ocupé
ese cargo en el afio 1942.

HR: Doctor, en esos viajes usted conocié muchos capitanes... ;Digame, hoy a
quién recuerda o0 a quién admira de todos ellos?

AA: Bueno, debo decirle Miss Hazel, que admiraba a todos, a todos porque en
esa época eran muy buenos capitanes y sabian ellos lo que tenian siempre en
mano. Recuerdo que soliamos hacer relatos, pues, de alguno de los capitanes. En
el momento recuerdo, repito, al capitan Ulric Archbold, el capitan Dudley May, el
capitan Eustacio Suarez y su hermano, el capitan Alejandro Rankin, porque una
vez me tocO viajar en la Persistence siendo capitan él. Capitan el papa del doctor
Reno. El capitan Eliseo Hawkins, yo creo que algunos se me escapan de la memo-
ria. Y otros tantos...

HR: ;Usted considera que fue una época que nosotros debemos repetir para
la juventud de hoy? Esa época de las goletas, lo que surgid de las goletas, lo que la
vida que se llevaba en las islas, dependiendo de ellas, ;vale la pena recordarlo, vale
la pena divulgarlo a los jévenes?

AA: Bueno, para mi, creemos nosotros y para mi también muy necesario y
aun obligado. Es una obligacion que uno debe tener: transmitir, transmitir todas
esas cosas que uno debe llevar, para mi, a toda la juventud providenciana, toda la
juventud del departamento, del archipiélago. Ojala, pues, pudieran ellos captar lo
gue en este momento estamos relatando para que puedan seguir los ejemplos,
porque sf es cierto que duraba uno ocho, nueve o diez dias de mar para llegar a
Cartagena. Hoy por hoy con 55 minutos estamos alld en Cartagena o en
Barranquilla; una hora y estamos en Bogota. Asi que eso es muy bueno; ojald
capten lo que les decimos: que una persona debe estudiar para poder hacer algo
para el futuro. Me pasé en el primer viaje a Cartagena. Era una experiencia para
decidirme que si quiero estudiar 0 no quiero estudiar. Después de haber pasado
tantos y tantos dias en barco desde San Andrés.

HR: ;Y no era, con respeto, mareado?

AA: No, sabes; no era para tanto. La primera vez si, en la Mary B. el primer
dia, pero después lo tomaba como hobby y me gustaba mucho el mar. Habia
muchas brisas fuertes y olas. Realmente, hoy por hoy, no creo que nuestra juven-



tud habria pasado lo que yo pasé tratando de llegar a Cartagena con tal de hacer
algo en el futuro.

HR: Muchas gracias por su experiencia y muchas gracias por habernos regresa-
do a ese momento y esos recuerdos de las goletas. Ojala otras personas algln dia
podamos, no sé, en alguna forma, mostrar a la juventud como fue. Tal vez por
fotografias, tal vez por historias, no sé, en una goleta de vela. Vamos a tratar de
que se recuerden a las goletas y a sus navegantes... Gracias por habernos brindado
este tiempo.

AA: iQué hermoso era San Andrés! Uno sabia cuando estaban esperando la
llegada de las goletas y se tocaba el caracol. Y cuando regresaban también eran
anunciadas apenas las divisaban.

Dr. AvaArO ArcHBOLD MANUEL

HR: You're known for many reasons, but today we will just talk about the time
when you were a student and had to travel in our schooners in order to get to
Cartagena and study at the University. Dr, do you remember in which sail vessel you
traveled the first time you went to Cartagena? How was it to leave the island and
see nothing but ocean more and more until you reached Cartagena?

AA: Thank you. I'll answer your questions but first, I'd like to tell you what made
me go to Cartagena. | began elementary school here in the Island and later continued
at the Bolivariano around 1932 if I'm not mistaken. Later in 1935, | graduated and
wanted to continue studying but didn’t have enough resources. What was | going to
do? Well, it so happened that something came up and was favorable to me. A
national scholarship was available for us, two of us, Manuel Castro and me. But
Manuel got sick so | won and went to study in March 1936. | was at it. | traveled on
the “Mary V" with Captain Ulric Archbold. R.1.P It took nine to ten days to get there
and on March the 27", | was welcome in a very friendly manner the way it’s customary
in Colombia with any Islander when we go there.

HR: How many times did you have to travel until you finished studying?

AA: Many, many times and in many sail vessels. We had the “Mary B,
“Persistence”, “Ruby”, “Deliverance”, always to Cartagena and always from February
to November. | remember Captain Suarez and sometimes going to Bocachica, the
sea was so rough. We’d have to turn back and wait until it got better. Other times
we’d go to San Blas and remain close to the shores until we reached Boca Chica.
Once it took us 12 days to get there. | finished in 1941 and returned to St. Andrews.
Mr. Munevar and Mr. Newball used to help me and in 1942, on account of lack of
money to continue my studies, | had to stay in St. Andrews. Both of my sponsors
wanted to help but the situation in the islands was very difficult due to WWII. Anyway,
| got a job as second director of the Bolivariano School.

HR: Doctor, you met a lot of captains. Which ones do you remember and which
do you admire the most?
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AA: Let me tell you Miss Hazel, | admired them all because those were very
good captains and they always knew what they were doing. | remember Captain
Ulric Archbold, Dudley May, Eustacio Suarez and his brother; Captain Alex Rankin
and | had to travel together once on the “Persistence” and another time with Captain
Eliseo Hawkins. Probably a lot more but at the moment, they skip my mind.

HR: Tell me, do you think it was a time that we should bring back to today’s
youth? Whatever emerged from those schooner days, the way we used to depend on
them, do you think it is worth remembering and telling them about it?

AA: Absolutely, more than necessary. | consider it an obligation. They should all
become aware of the fact and hopefully some would like to follow the example
because as much as it is true that nowadays one travels pretty fast and in just 55
minutes one is in another city of Colombia like Cartagena or Barranquilla, one hour
and you are in Bogotd and so on. | hope they get the meaning. A person should study
because that is the only way they'll be able to do something for their future.

HR: With all respect Dr., didn’t you use to get seasick?

AA: Not really. The first time on board the “Mary V", the first day, but later | took
it as a hobby and | enjoyed the sea very much. There was a lot of wind and strong big
waves too. | doubt that kids from nowadays would go trough such efforts in order to
study. But it's the only way one will become able to do something in the future.

HR: Dr., thanks a lot for everything, for sharing your memoirs with us, taking us
back to the good old schooner days. Hope someday we will be able to share all this
with the teenagers and be able to show them how it felt and how it was to live those
times, maybe through some photos and with some written stories and maybe on a
schooner along with its entire crew. Once again, THANK YOU.

AA: How beautiful was St. Andrews; one knew when a sail vessel was arriving
because a conch shell would be blown as if it was some type of horn. And in that way
they were announced as soon as they could be seen.

HR: Right!



Naci el 5 de noviembre de 1921 en Providencia. Mis padres
eran el sefior Phillip Huffington y la sefiora Enrietta Bryan. Mi
nombre antes de ser religiosa era Elia Huffington Bryan. Al cam-
biarlo, el nombre que se me dio fue el de Jacinta, ya que en esos
tiempos estaban de moda los videntes de la virgen de Fatima:
Jacinta, Lucia y Francisco.

Yo viajé 21 veces en goletas: me embarqué siempre a Provi-
dencia y a San Andrés. Recuerdo la Resolute. Mi hermano Rubin
Huffington y mi primo Antonio Bryan eran duefios de una goleta:
la Mary XII. Esa goleta viajaba de Cartagena a San Andrés a menu-
do; en una tempestad, se hundi6é en 1956.

Mas o menos alrededor del afio 1939, yo tenia como 18
afios y viajaba entre Providencia y San Andrés y estaba muy ma-
reada por mas o menos 10 horas. El mar estaba muy bravo. Vine
a estudiar aca a San Andrés Isla el bachillerato. Viajé en la Resolute
con el capitan Walwin Britton. También recuerdo al capitan Elkaina
Archbold.

Durante la Segunda Guerra Mundial, por alla en 1940, la pa-
samos muy duro aqui en las Islas. Habia escasez de todo. Hasta
usabamos agua de mar para hervir y los confites que quedaban
por ahi para endulzar las bebidas. A veces teniamos que salir a
pescar y rebuscar en la tierra los platanos y la yuca. Las goletas las
hundian porque se daban cuenta de que no era posible que los
submarinos estuvieran por aqui sin combustible.

Bueno, esos malos tiempos pasaron y yo logré terminar mis
estudios y volvi a Providencia a ensefiar en la primaria. En ese
tiempo casi no habfa profesoras ni profesores en la Isla. Luego
senti el llamado divino de Dios, el Sefior me esperd y entré a la
vida religiosa.

Pedi ser recibida en la Congregacion Terciaria Capuchina, y
dos meses me estuve por Panama a trabajar con mis primas. Al
fin me aceptaron y entonces me volvi en goleta a Providencia.
Era el mes de enero; vomité mucho y llegué medio muerta en
la Resolute. Me fui a Cartagena por mas 0 menos cuatro dias.
Llegué a Cartagena, estuve seis dias con hermanas y fui a Medellin
en una avioneta de dos motores. Me decia una amiga: “;Por
qué se va a ir y a dejar todo para ser monja?”. “Senti el llamado
de Dios”.

En el afio de 1950, me mandaron un afio y medio de Cartagena
a San Andreés. Cogi una goleta, y acé otra a Providencia. Recuerdo
que era la Cisne de los Gallardo. Pasamos cuatro dias vomitando.
Una hermana que tenia muy buen animo siempre y mucho sen-
tido del humor le decia a un muchacho que estaba tocando la
guitarra: “Siga, siga tocando cuando los pajaritos cantan”.
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En ese viaje s6lo teniamos platano maduro para comer... y siga vomitando de
Cartagena a Panama, hasta San Andrés.

Fuimos recibidas por ocho o diez hermanas. Casi que todas las pocas profeso-
ras que habia eran hermanas. El padre Carlos de Orejuela estaba en un viaje. Iban
mucho a Riohacha, San Andrés y Cartagena. Cuando ya comenzaron con los
aviones.

Lo Unico més que recuerdo fue un barco que se hundid, la motonave Betty B.,
entre la ruta de San Andrés y Providencia. Dos primos mios se ahogaron ahi; eran
de apellido Huffington.

Los barcos siempre nos traian azdcar, arroz, harina, papa, platano, de todo. En
1940 hubo un huracén en Providencia, que destruyé todo, las casas y todo. Todo
se fue; los animales y los vegetales se murieron, y todo se inundo y aguantabamos
hambre. Un dia vieron un barco con platanos y bananos al por mayor, pero enca-
6 y tuvieron que tirar toda su carga al mar. Por supuesto todas las barquitas
salieron de una a recoger la comida que flotaba en el mar. Era como un milagro
de la Providencia de Dios.

Me toc6 con el padre José en la escuela en Providencia. El hizo la primaria
también y ayudaba a limpiar el patio. Lo mandaron a Cartagena a estudiar el
bachillerato y termind y regreso para servir al Sefior (afirma la hermana Jacinta
sonriendo con dulzura).

Cuéntenos un poco mds sobre su familia.

HJ: Bueno, éramos seis: tres hombres y tres mujeres. Tengo un sobrino y dos
primos capitanes: el sefior Rafael Arenas, que tiene una tienda en Agua Dulce y La
Posada del Mar, y Antonio Bryan, que tiene £/ Recreo. Mi sobrina instalé el primer
restaurante en Providencia; lo llam6 Miss Elma.

Hermana, ;recuerda a otros capitanes mas?

HJ: Recuerdo que todos eran muy formales; islefios jovenes. Y nunca se me
olvida la hermana, tan chistosa: “Los pajaritos cantan”. jAy! Qué hermana tan
chistosa, y nosotras vomitando... Yo ahora ya cumpli hace poco mis cincuenta
afios de vida religiosa.

iLa felicito! Bodas de oro con Dios.

HJ: Si, me los celebraron en el afio 2002. Profesé en 1952 un 24 de septiembre.

¢Alglin mensaje para los jévenes del futuro?

HJ: Quiero decirle a los nifios y jévenes de hoy que la vida tiene que basarse
en la autoestima, que construye confianza en nosotros mismos y somos nuestro
mas alto valor. Autoestima. No poseerla es no estar en condiciones para prospe-
ridad. Debemos ser convencidos de amarnos a nosotros mismos. La suma de
todas las virtudes que poseemos. Entonces sabremaos vivir como seres humanos y
por ende siempre.

¢Cudl es la mejor herencia?

HJ: Educacion; es cierto.

;Qué tipo de educacién?

HJ: Pues la primera es la autoestima, de ella depende su propia seguridad y su
desarrollo. Si aprendemos a amarnos a nosotros a mismos, traerfa una consecuencia



inmediata de nuestro propio autorrespeto. Lo cual nos incita a protegernos y
cuidar de nosotros mismos y evitar todo lo que nos destruye, como el alcohol, las
drogas y la contaminacion. Ademas tenemaos que sentir amor a nuestras potencia-
lidades y autoexigirnos para superarnos. Evita el mal y obra el bien.

SISTER JACINTA

I was born in Providence Island the 5" of November 1921. My parents were Mr.
Phillip Huffington and Mrs. Enrietta Bryan. Before | became a nun, my name was
Elia Huffington Bryan. Now | am Jacinta, on account of the three shepherds that saw
the virgin of Fatima, Jacinta, Lucia and Francisco. | traveled 21 times on the sail
vessels, always between Providence and St. Andrews Island. | remember the “Resolute”.
My brother Rubin Huffington and my cousin Antonio Bryan were the owners of the
sail vessel “Mary XII” and that one used to go to Cartagena and St. Andrews a lot,
and it sank during a storm in 1956. Around the year 1939, | was 18 and traveling
between Providence and St. Andrews. | got seasick for more than 10 hours. The sea
was very rough. | came to St. Andrews to complete high school studies and | traveled
on the “Resolute” with Captain Walwin Britton. | also remember Captain Elakina
Archbold. During WWII in 1940, we had very hard times. Everything was scarce.
We even had to use salt water from the sea to bolil the few sweets we’d found in
order to use that sugar later on in our drinks. Sometimes we had to go fishing and dig
in the soil to see if we'd find some yucca or plantain. The Schooners were sunk
because it was very suspicious that the submarines could come all the way here
without enough fuel. So, the war was over and | finished my studies and went back to
Providence and to teach elementary school. In those days we had very few teachers,
almost none. Later on, | felt “The divine call”. “God wanted me at his service”, so |
Jjoined the religious life style and entered the convent. | asked the Capicchin nuns of
the third order of St. Francis to accept me. But first | had to go to Panama to work with
my cousins for two months. Finally, | was accepted and | returned to Providence in
January. | vomited a lot and got there feeling as if | was almost dead. It happened on
the “Resolute”. | went to Cartagena for more or less four days and spent six days and
later went to Medellin on a two-engine airplane. A friend was always asking me,
why are you leaving everything in order to be a nun? | replied, “I felt the Call of
GOD”. In 1950 for a year and a half | was sent to Cartagena and later to St.
Andrews and | took another sail vessel to Providence. | remember the “Cisne”. It
belonged to the Gallardo family and we vomited for four days and a sister (another
nun) who always had a great sense of humor was telling a boy on board, “Sing, sing
and keep on singing that song about the little birds.” He would smile and keep on
playing the guitar. She was very funny. On that trip all we had to eat was ripe
plantain. And one would continue vomiting, Cartagena to Panama and all the way to
St. Andrews. We were welcome by 8 or 10 sisters. Almost all the teachers were
nuns. Father Carlos de Orejuela was along with some of them in a trip that used to
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go alot to Rioacha, St. Andrews and Cartagena. Then came the airplanes. The only
thing else that | remember is the sinking of the motored vessel “Betty B.” Two cousins
| had, drowned. Huffington was their last name. It happened between St. Andrews
and Providence. Boats would bring us sugar, rice, flour, potatoes, plantain and all. In
1940 Providence was struck by a hurricane and everything was destroyed; houses
and all. Everything was gone. The animals and vegetables died and everything was
flooded and we had to starve ourselves. Then one day a boat appeared on the
horizon. It was full loaded with bananas and plantain and it touched the bottom on
the reef. So they had to throw everything away into the sea. Therefore, we all got in
our canoes and went out to pick up the food that was floating on the water. It was like
a miracle from God'’s Providence. At school | was with Father Joseph. He studied
elementary and helped cleaning the yard. Later on, he went to study high school in
Cartagena and when he returned, he dedicated his life to be at God’s will, to serve
OurlLord.

MH: Tell us a little bit more about your family.

Sister Jacinta says, ‘We were six; 3 boys and 3 girls. | have a nephew and two
cousins that are Captains Mr. Rafael Arenas, who has a small shop in “Sweet Water
Bay” in Providence and also the “Posada del Mar”; and Antonio Bryan, owner of “El
Recreo” hotel in Providence, too. My niece had the first restaurant in Providence. It
was called “Miss Elma”.

MH._: Sister, do you remember other captains?

SJ: | remember that they were young islanders and all were very formal. | have
been a nun for 50 years now.

MH_: Congratulations sister! Golden anniversary, wedding bows with God.

SJ: Yes, they were celebrated in the year 2002. | began my religious life the 24"
of September 1952.

MH_: Do you have any message for the youth and the children of our future?

SJ: I want to tell them they must base their life on their own self-esteem. That
builds up trust in ourselves and we are our highest value. Not having self-esteem
means not being able to prosper. We must be convinced of loving ourselves, add up
all our virtues. Then, we will be able to live as human beings and therefore forever.

MH: Which do you consider the best inheritance?

SJ: Education. That's the real thing.

MH: What kind of education?

SJ: First, your self-esteem; your security and development derive from it. That will
bring as an immediate consequence self respect and it incites us to take care of
ourselves and to avoid everything that can destroy us like alcohol, drugs and
contamination. Besides, we must love our potentials and demand from ourselves the
very best we can, avoid all evilness and be good.



