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THE OCTOBER MiSSiLE CRiSiS

Every day in September we saw 
warships on the horizon & worried 
that another invasion was about 
to begin, like the year before, at 
Playa Girón, for Americans, The  
Bay of Pigs.

Dear Friends,
Let me tell you about the “police state” we are 

supposedly living in. We recently met a very 

nice young Cuban policeman (who speaks fluent 

English) who told us a lot about how the police 

work here. Because of the terrible memories the 

people have of the many arbitrary and unlawful 

actions of the Batista police, the new police act 

under the strictest orders to respect people’s 

privacy and freedom in a way that cannot be 

matched by American police. For instance, they 

suspected anti-revolutionary, illegal broadcasts 

were transmitted abroad from a particular 

house but had no proof, and consequently could 

not go in and search the place. The house is still 

under surveillence, but not searched. Handcuffs 

have been abolished, in order not to hurt the 

dignity even of criminals. In general, police are 

very little in evidence; traffic police are very 

polite, and there are never any abuses.

Lenore now was also a 
foreign correspondent for 
an obscure West German 
newspaper, “Das Andere 
Deutschland.”

At my school, life went on as 
usual. Classes weren’t sus-
pended. We studied, oblivious  
to the looming nuclear abyss,  
while militia units erected 
sandbag barriers & anti-aircraft 
stations along the sea front.
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Meanwhile, on October 11, on the eve of the nuclear confrontation between the United 
States & Cuba, life got radically worse for a certain part of the Havana population. iCAP 
did not offer any press releases of this event.

THE NIGHT OF THE THREE Ps
Prostitutas, proxenetas y pájaros—prostitutes, pimps & queers

¡Suéltame! ¡Con 
qué derecho?!!

BAM!

SMACK!
¡Maricones 
de mierda!

¡Aquí todo 
el mundo va 

preso!

This was the first major police crackdown by the government in the sixties, targeting 
mostly young people deemed perverts & deviants. these were people perceived as male 
homosexuals, as well as prostitutes & pimps. The Revolution was by & for those who 
conformed to the macho ideal. Queers were just another kind of counterrevolutionary.

October 14— an American U-2 spy plane 
took photos of the installation of 
Soviet launching sites for nuclear 
missiles & all hell broke loose.
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Ted was delighted that the missiles 
were now in Cuba & participated in 
press conferences & radio broad-
casts aimed at the United States.

You can’t imagine the relief we all 
felt on receiving the news of the 

Soviet statement that the Russians 
would send arms to Cuba. For 

two weeks previous we felt that 
the probabilities of a large-scale 

invasion were very great.

These words were a reassuring 
hint of the world-shaking 

announcement of Soviet policy 
that followed the next day. 
With a few firm words, the 

whole Maxwell Taylor policy of 
“limited warfare,” of nice, easy 

“brushfire” wars, to save the vital 
interests of U.S. capitalism, became 

as obsolete as the “massive 
retaliation” of john Foster Dulles.

The implications of the Soviet statement  
are tremendous, not just for Cuba— which 
has now been made as safe as any spot on  

the globe— but for the whole world.

October 22— President Kennedy announced 
the installation of the missiles, demanded 
their removal & proclaimed a naval 
blockade.

October 25— Ambassador Adlai Stevenson 
showed aerial photos to the United 
Nations Security Council.

36 missiles were deployed at 6 dif-
ferent sites. Each missile contained 
a nuclear warhead 70 times more 
powerful than the Hiroshima bomb.
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For us on the ground in Havana, the atmosphere 
was amazingly upbeat. in the States our friends had 
nightmares about nuclear annihilation; here  
everybody was busy shouting “Patria o muerte!”

¡Compañeros, i am 
your brigade leader!  

You must present 
yourselves here every 

morning at 8 am!

iCAP organized western foreigners into an interna-
tional brigade that i, at 17, joined, along with 
around 100 Latin American residents of Havana.

Today’s lesson: 
you’ll learn to 

take apart & 
clean this semi-
automatic rifle.

¡1–2—3—4! ¡Abajo los imperialistas!  

We learned how to march up & down in the parking 
lot of a big hotel & went for target practice at a 
nearby rifle range. i was a pretty good shot.

BAM!
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On November 1, 1962, Nikita Khrushchev ordered the removal of the missiles from Cuba & 
after more negotiations, on November 20, he agreed to remove Soviet airplanes stationed 
in Cuba as well. Kennedy lifted the blockade & the crisis was over.

¡Nikita mariquita!  
¡Lo que se da  
no se quita!

¡Bolos de 
mierda!

The rest of the world may 
have been celebrating the 
end of this brush with the 
nuclear annihilation of the 
planet, but in Cuba there 
was frustration & anger.

Life went back to “normal” 
again. Ted & Lenore wrote 
more glowing reports back 
to the States via radio 
programs & newsletters.

Dear Friends, The government has given us two magnificent 

penthouses, one in the ICAP Hotel, the other in a 

big apartment building downtown, called Club de 

la Torre. Both were the most elegant and exclusive 

clubs in Havana with beautiful and luxurious 

rooms. The Club de la Torre has two restaurants, 

one for bachelors where they can get cheap and 

very good food. We have several times been there 

as guests of a bachelor (two of our American 

bachelor friends are just marrying Cuban girls 

— but there is always Joe North). The other 

restaurant is expensive but marvelous. This and 

the bar— a dream of a bar— are 30 stories above 

the city and the ocean, with glass all around, so 

you can have a magnificent view from every table. 

Naturally we have gone there quite frequently; 

there is always beer which one cannot always buy 

in stores, and one always runs into friends  

and acquaintances there; all the foreign diplo- 

mats go there, too, so there is always  

an interesting crowd.
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Dear Friends,
... i noticed in a recent Monthly Review one error appeared 
in their usually quite correct & careful coverage of Cuban 
events. They mention something about an “economic crisis” 
having been overcome. i have gone over considerable 
economic data at jUCEPLAN & can find no trace of economic 
difficulties of this sort, nor have i seen any evidence of this 
in any other way...

if only our “liberal” friends knew what it 
is to live in a country with a little too 

much liberty for the individual!

Tang... what is 
this stuff? MMMM! 
Orange powder!

Oh! Look what 
else i got. Hmm...
Ting... some kind 
of skin cream...

Sometime in December, the Cuban government began exchanging Bay of Pigs prisoners for 
food & medicines from the American government. Some of this largess trickled down to 
my high school & i received a small ration.

in my second year 
of high school, i 
started hanging 
out with Silvia, a 
classmate, who 
took it upon 
herself to save 
me from evil.

Connie, you’ve 
got to break off 

with Maritza.

You’re an 
American, you 

don’t understand.

She’s one of 
those... a 

homosexual.

i don’t know what 
you’re talking about. 

She’s just a friend. She’s a bad in- 
fluence & people are  
talking about you...
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i defied Silvia’s advice & went out with my compromiso. Once a week we’d go after school 
with a few friends to the CMQ television studios at L & 23rd Street & watch a live music 
show—my introduction to Cuban charanga.

Estimados televidentes, ¡Aquí la 
tienen! La legendaria Orquesta 
Aragón! ¡Un aplauso por favor!

...Ahora en mi jardín no  
                hay una rosa para ti

Me llaman el jardinero  
  del amor...

But the constant 
fear began to 
wear me down.

Watch out! 
That’s Rolando 
from the CDR*!

He’s seen us 
together twice 
this week. Duck!

* Comité de Defensa de la Revolución

Silvia worked on me for months & finally at the end of our second school year, i broke 
up with Maritza. She dropped out of school & i was left numb, determined to somehow 
get back on track. Maybe i’d find a boyfriend if necessary...

i’m sorry  
Maritza. i can’t  

do this anymore. i’m tired of 
being afraid 
all the time.
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