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Praise for Bacardi and the Long Fight for Cuba

“It’s hard to imagine that any [Cuban history] is as enjoyable. [Gjelten’s] book is as smooth and refreshing as a well-made daiquiri.”

—Barry Gewen, The New York Times

“Absorbing familial and political history…at once a colorful family saga and a carefully researched corrective to caricatures of decadent prerevolutionary Cuba and the fifty-year disaster of Fidel Castro’s rule.”

—Linda Robinson, The Washington Post

“A pistol-packing salsa dance of modern history…On one level, this book is the story of a great merchant family and its deeply intertwined relationship with a mysterious Cuban island nation. But it is also a story of the still resonating conflicts between capitalism and communism, nationalism and imperialism, and freedom and tyranny.”

—Harry Hurt III, The New York Times

“Exhaustively researched, succeeds in painting a vivid portrait of the company’s early, scrappy years and its prominent role in the fight against Spanish rule. Gjelten provides a fascinating look at how the company built itself into the multinational giant it has become.”

—Randy Kennedy, The New York Times Sunday Book Review

“A gem…Highly readable, impeccably researched…There may not be a better tale than the story of the Bacardi family to convey the broader, messier, and infinitely sadder story of Cuba. Gjelten has managed to capture in a single book almost all that one needs to know of Cuban history. Superb reporting, exquisite storytelling.”

—Mirta Ojito, Columbia Journalism Review

“With thorough reporting and an eye for rich, often quirky detail, Tom Gjelten traces the story of the Bacardi family, whose product helped shape Cuba’s soul until Fidel Castro nationalized its company’s facilities in 1960.”

—Will Weissert, Associated Press

“An appealingly smooth and colorful history—thorough and open-minded.”

—Peter Lewis, San Francisco Chronicle

“A thoughtful, thorough piece of reporting. Tom Gjelten subtly and skillfully details the saga of the Bacardi family. You may never look at a mojito or a daiquiri quite the same way.”

—Peter M. Gianotti, Newsday

“A thoroughly researched and lively history of the family-owned drinks business, currently the third largest liquor producer in the world.”

—Christopher Silvester, Spectator Business (London)

“By the turn of the century, as Gjelten lucidly recounts, the distilling operation that Facundo [Bacardi] had begun in a shed was among the brands most closely identified with Cuba, and the Bacardis became inextricably entangled with the nation’s history.”

—The New Yorker

“Gjelten leaves nothing unrecorded in his objective, warts and all, history of an unusual company, illustrating Cuban history without the canonizations by leftist apologists for Fidel and the demonizations by conservative Cuban exiles and their friends.”

—Ian Williams, World Policy Journal

“An engaging portrait of a vibrant though often tragic national trajectory.”

—Michael Deibert, The Miami Herald
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A NOTE TO THE READER

Cubans follow the Spanish-language custom of using both paternal and maternal surnames. Emilio Bacardi’s six children with his first wife, Maía Lay, were named Bacardi Lay, while his four daughters with Elvira Cape were named Bacardi Cape. In everyday usage Cubans normally drop their mother’s name unless it is needed for identification purposes. Facundo Bacardi Lay used his maternal surname to distinguish himself from his cousin Facundo Bacardi Gaillard, his uncle Facundo Bacardi Moreau, or his grandfather Facundo Bacardi Massó. But Fidel Castro Ruz is simply Fidel Castro to most of the world.

I have used Spanish spellings for all names in this book with the notable exception of Bacardi, which in Spanish is accented on the final syllable and spelled Bacardí. The rum brand name, however, has become so anglicized that the accent is dropped in contemporary English usage and among most U.S.-based members of the Bacardi family. For consistency purposes, I use “Bacardi” without the accent throughout the book. I apologize to those family members who maintain the old spelling.
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A bottle of white Bacardi rum sold in the United States bears a small logo—mysteriously, a bat—and a label that says “Established 1862.” Just above the date are the words “PUERTO RICAN RUM.” There is no mention of Cuba.

The Bacardi distillery in San Juan is the largest in the world, but the Bacardis are not from Puerto Rico. This family company for nearly a century was Cuban, cubanísima in fact—Cuban to the nth degree. In the middle of the nineteenth century, Don Facundo Bacardi, the company founder and family patriarch, pioneered Cuban-style rum, lighter and drier than the rough spirit that preceded it. Bacardi rum became the drink of choice on the island just as Cuba was becoming a nation. Bacardi sons and daughters were famous for their patriotism, standing up first against Spanish tyranny and then, in the next century, against the island’s homegrown dictators. The family company played another supporting role as Cuba established its cultural identity, becoming the leading corporate patron of Cuban baseball and salsa music. Bacardi was Ernest Hemingway’s rum and the rum of the Cuban casino crowd. When Fidel Castro launched his uprising in the mountains outside Santiago de Cuba, their hometown, the Bacardis cheered him on. They did not abandon Castro so much as they were abandoned by him; they left Cuba only after the revolutionary government expropriated their rum business. Nearly fifty years later, the family name is still revered on the island, and the Bacardis are thinking about making rum there again.

Over many tellings, the Cuba story has hardened around a few stale themes—Havana in its debauched heyday or Fidel Castro and his dour revolution—and it has lost much of its vitality and wholeness. This book originated in my search for a new narrative, with new Cuban characters and a plot that does justice to this island that produced the conga line and “Guantanamera” as well as Che Guevara’s five-year plans. I have tried to give a nuanced view of the nation’s experience over the last century and a half. Cuban history was not preordained. There were choices made and paths not taken, and the men and women who were excluded and then exiled deserve to have their contributions recognized, if only to understand why so many became so angry. The Bacardi saga serves all these purposes.

For Cubans, patriotism began with the effort of poets and intellectuals to define the idea of a distinctly Cuban people out of the mix of Europeans, Africans, and natives who inhabited the island. Cuba then needed to free itself from three centuries of harsh Spanish rule and suffocating U.S. attention and become a sovereign, viable, and honorable country. Given the island’s cultural mix and plantation-based social structure, this fight necessarily incorporated a struggle for racial equality and economic justice, but it cannot be reduced to a story that ends inevitably with Fidel Castro’s socialist revolution. Other threads can guide us, such as that of the Bacardi family in the eastern city of Santiago de Cuba, the cradle of Cuban nationalism.

There was a time when no name in Santiago carried more prestige. Emilio Bacardi, the son of Don Facundo, spent much of his adult life conspiring against Spanish rule and later served as Santiago’s first Cuban mayor. Emilio’s own son Emilito fought heroically in Cuba’s war for independence. But the Bacardis were also remembered in Santiago for their class and character. While they lived in elegant homes, rode in chauffeured carriages, and sent their children to exclusive private schools, they were also known as good Santiago citizens, generous and warmhearted and fair. And they loved to party. The Bacardis probably contributed more than any other local family to Santiago’s reputation as a playful, joyous city with a vibrant nightlife. There was no festival in Santiago without Bacardi rum.

In Fidel Castro’s revised version of Cuban history, the era before his revolution was characterized mainly by decadence, and the country’s elites were corrupt. The Bacardis are barely mentioned, because their record of patriotism and integrity does not match the Castro stereotype. Their family business was widely recognized as among the best-run enterprises in Cuba, and the company management was known for progressive policies and good labor relations. The Bacardi chairman in the 1950s, José “Pepín” Bosch (married to the founder’s granddaughter), served for a time as Cuba’s finance minister and broke precedent by pursuing wealthy tax cheats. When Castro went to Washington, D.C., shortly after taking power, Bosch was the one Cuban businessman he brought with him. Their break came after Castro embraced socialism; the Bacardi example had inconveniently demonstrated that there actually were capitalists who could play a responsible role in a democratic Cuba.

I do not, however, propose the Bacardis as would-be saviors of Cuba. The Bacardi story appeals to me in part simply because it contains so many critical but unfamiliar elements of the modern Cuban drama. At every stage of the nation’s development over the past century and a half, there is some Bacardi angle, some family member who is a key witness or behind-the-scenes player, or some Bacardi-related episode that epitomizes the historic moment. Countless families in eastern Cuba, for example, shared the Bacardis’ Catalan and French roots, and by making and selling rum from Cuban molasses, the family pursued an enterprise tied directly to the country’s social and economic development. They came of age with the Cuban nation, and the epic tale of their lives and adventures across several generations features classic Cuban themes: revolution, romance, partying, and intrigue.

After Fidel Castro ordered the confiscation of their property and made clear they and others like them were no longer welcome in the new Cuba, the Bacardis left the island, rebuilding their rum enterprise through their operations in Puerto Rico and Mexico. In exile, they took on a new leadership role, this time as organizers and financiers of the anti-Castro opposition. Fidel lost an important ally when he pushed the Bacardis out, and he gained a determined adversary. The Bacardi-Castro conflict came to symbolize the division of the Cuban nation and the rival claims on the country’s history. In the first years of the twenty-first century, when the burning Cuban question was what would follow the Castro era, the Bacardis were once again players. Few products are so associated with Cuba as rum, and the family that made Cuban rum famous was anxious to reclaim a piece of that industry, one of the few on the island with promising growth prospects no matter who was in charge.

There is another story buried in this tale, too. Just as Bacardi history helps explain modern Cuba, the company’s Cuba connection helps us trace the evolution of this unique family firm. Bacardi Limited entered the twenty-first century as a genuine multinational, headquartered in Bermuda, with a product line that included whiskey, gin, vermouth, vodka, and tequila, as well as rum. It nevertheless remained a private business wholly owned by a single family still feeling its Cuban identity. Its evolution reflects the strengths—and also the risks and challenges—of a closed, dynastic enterprise in an interconnected global economy. The company’s sense of heritage helped it survive after the loss of its Cuban headquarters, but there was inevitable tension between the old political values and the new focus on investment returns. On the eve of the post-Castro era, the Bacardi-Cuba connection set up a test that would reveal how the company had changed over the years: If it went back to Cuba—as it said it would—would it prove to be just another big, soulless corporation vying for a piece of the action, or would it return as the family company playing a patriotic role?
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The most distinctive element on a bottle of Bacardi rum is the peculiar icon at the top of the label: a black bat inscribed in a red circle. The bat’s wings are outstretched, and its head is turned slightly to one side, highlighting its big eyes and pointy ears. No marketing executive today would allow such a creepy image to identify a popular brand. But the Bacardi symbol dates from an era when bats were viewed more tenderly, and the story of its adoption reflects the company’s humble Cuban origins. Santiago was a small city full of merchants, slaves, and traders. Don Facundo’s homemade rum was occasionally sold in recycled olive oil containers that came with a picture of a bat on the wax seal. As Bacardi rum gained in popularity, some customers in Santiago referred to it as el ron del murciélago (the rum of the bat), and the association took hold.

For good reason. The bat was a symbol of good fortune, and it figured prominently in the heraldry of Don Facundo’s native Catalonia. As creatures, bats exemplified the ideal of brotherhood, because they lived and flew together; they symbolized self-confidence, because they could fly in the dark without hitting anything; they stood for discretion, because they kept silent; and they represented faithfulness, because they always returned home.


Chapter 1
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Santiago de Cuba

Marina Baja Street began in Santiago’s harbor area and ran uphill to the town square, where the Spanish governor had his palace. Along the way, it passed through the commercial district, and every day it was filled with oxcarts, men on horseback, and trains of heavily loaded mules. The stench from the waste was strong and the noise constant: the clop-clop-clop of hooves on cobblestones, vendors hawking their produce, dogs barking, mule drivers shouting at their beasts, Spanish sailors being boisterous.

In those years, the 1860s, the brick and stucco building at 32 Marina Baja, two blocks below the square, belonged to the Bacardi family. A fairly elaborate structure for the neighborhood, it was set back from the street by a portico and a row of curbside columns. A series of arched windows ran along the front. Facundo Bacardi, a Catalan merchant, had started a little rum business there and in an adjoining house in 1862 with the help of a French confectioner and experienced licorista named Bouteiller. A short time later, they acquired another distillery near the harbor, but they continued to make rum on Marina Baja Street, and the house at number 32 served as their headquarters.

The young, dark-haired man often seen at a desk near an open window was Emilio Bacardi, Don Facundo’s eldest son. Usually he was hunched over his books and papers, deep in concentration, his straight hair falling limply across his forehead. Emilio had cut short his formal schooling in order to help his father in the family business, but he remained a man of letters and ideas. In between his work on Bacardi company accounts and rum sales, he stole opportunities to write essays, study Cuban nationalist poetry, and review submissions for an underground newspaper that he and some friends published in defiance of the Spanish authorities’ stringent censorship. Emilio was the first Bacardi born in Cuba, and it was his destiny to be the family patriot.

Always a modest man, Emilio explained his political activism as a product of the epoch into which he was born and the Cuban environment in which he was raised. He grew up at a time when Spanish authorities were relying on brute force to maintain their colonial grip on Cuba and claim its bounty. Slavery was degrading Cuban society. Sugar and coffee planters stood in the way of change, but courageous Cubans were calling for democratic freedoms and an end to the slave trade. It was from Emilio Bacardi’s generation that the heroes of Cuban history emerged, and he was among the conspirators for the national cause. Though his father’s rum eventually brought him great wealth, he drank only on rare social occasions, and he mostly left it to his younger brother to master the art and craft of distilling. He saw his position in his father’s rum business first as a cover for clandestine work on behalf of the Cuban independence movement. Who could know whether the slightly disheveled young man behind the desk was writing receipts for rum buyers or passing coded messages to fellow revolutionaries?

In part, he was inspired by the unique heritage of his hometown. By the time of Emilio’s birth in 1844, Santiago de Cuba was well into its fourth century. Christopher Columbus, exploring Cuba’s coast in 1494, was the first white man to notice a narrow opening in the Caribbean shoreline and sail inland to discover a deep and well-protected bay, with the rugged green slopes of the Sierra Maestra mountains rising up on all sides from the water’s edge. Columbus did not establish a settlement there, however, because the area was so thickly populated by Taino Indians. It was not until 1514 that one of Columbus’s original conquistadores, Diego Velázquez, finally subjugated the natives. The Taino leader in the area, a chief named Hatuey, put up fierce resistance until he was finally captured by Velázquez and his men and burned alive at the stake. Bartolomé de las Casas, a Spanish priest traveling with Velázquez, reported that a friar tried in vain to convert Hatuey to Christianity in the moments before his execution, telling the chief that if he accepted the faith he would go to heaven and enjoy eternal life, while if he rejected it he would go to hell and suffer eternal torment.

“Tell me,” Hatuey allegedly responded, “are there any Christians in this heaven?”

“Yes,” the friar answered, “but only the good ones go there.”

“Then I’m not interested,” Hatuey said. “Even the best are worthless, and I don’t want to go any place where I will meet even a single one.”

Emilio Bacardi was fascinated by the story of Hatuey, whom he described in an essay as “the first martyr to die for Cuba.” (Years later, when the Bacardis moved into beer brewing, they chose “Hatuey” as their brand name, with a likeness of the Taino chief on the bottle label.) Hatuey’s heroic defiance of Spanish conquistadores and missionaries, in Emilio’s analysis, was the foundation for a tradition of “constant rebellion” in and around Santiago, where the mountains provided a thickly forested sanctuary, first for runaway slaves and later for the Cuban independence fighters known as the mambises.

Diego Velázquez founded the city of Santiago in 1514, and as Cuba’s governor he immediately declared it the island’s capital. The municipal government he established there was the first in the New World, and for years Santiago was the most important city in Spain’s territories. Hernán Cortés set off from Santiago in 1518 to conquer Aztec Mexico, having already served as the city’s first mayor. Fellow conquistadores Hernando de Soto, Juan Ponce de León, and Francisco Pizarro all came from Santiago as well. In 1553, however, the Spanish governor of Cuba moved his residence to Havana, effectively ending Santiago’s reign as capital, and from then on the two cities were rivals.

Havana, anchoring the island on the western end, was as far away from Santiago on the eastern end as Boston, Massachusetts, was from Richmond, Virginia, and the territory between the two cities was rugged and sparsely populated. Santiago developed its own identity, in many ways more attuned to its Caribbean neighbors than to Havana. The city lay just across the water from Jamaica and Haiti, and boat traffic in and out of the harbor was constant. It was to Santiago and its environs that French colonists fled after the 1791 slave uprising and revolution in Haiti, and more arrived a few years later after France lost Louisiana to the United States. Between the Spanish administration, the French influence, and its large population of free blacks, Santiago became the most racially and ethnically mixed city in Cuba.

Walking through town as a young man, Emilio Bacardi heard greetings shouted in African dialects, English, French, and Haitian Creole, as well as in Catalan and Castilian Spanish. The city had only about twenty thousand people, and more than half of them were slaves or former slaves, but there was an abundance of cultural activity, much of it sponsored by transplanted Spaniards—called peninsulares to distinguish them from the criollos (Creoles) who were born on the island—and by the French planters and merchants who had set down roots there. In Emilio’s day, Santiago sustained a Philharmonic Society and a municipal theater that hosted opera and dance companies, comedic productions, chamber orchestras, masquerade balls, even acrobatic shows.

Spain’s hold on the city, however, meant the officially sanctioned social life revolved mainly around the affairs of the distant Spanish Crown, the comings and goings of Spanish military officers and their families, and the Catholic Church, which was a strong ally of Madrid. A portrait of Queen Isabella II hung in the local cathedral, and on every notable occasion in her royal life a special Mass would be celebrated and a dance would be held in her honor at the Philharmonic Society. The Spanish military officers who attended such affairs were viewed as potential husbands for young Santiago women, at least for those girls whose fathers’ loyalty was to Madrid. The social dynamic was captured in a sardonic epigram of the day:


With turkeys and cakes,

Gifts and trinkets,

Gil wants to marry his daughters

To lieutenant colonels.




Don’t take this wrong,

But, oh Gil, they will show you.

They know the difference between

The bait and the hook.



Emilio Bacardi, a lifelong collector of local trivia, found the epigram later in an old newspaper and saved it. He was obsessed with his hometown’s history, partly because he found it so meaningful, partly because it was so immediate. Almost every notable Santiago event had occurred within walking distance of where he lived and worked. The Marina Baja office was just down the street from the house built for Diego Velázquez in the sixteenth century. The Philharmonic Society was only a few blocks away. And the historical narrative that Emilio observed and recorded was epic: What happened around him in those years was nothing less than the painful and inspiring birth of a nation. Among Spain’s colonial territories, Cuba had the reputation of being siempre fiel, the “ever-faithful” island, and the dominant position of the peninsular Spaniards in mid-nineteenth-century Santiago was evidence of that relationship. But Santiago was far too passionate and vibrant a city to exist contentedly as a colonial outpost. Among the city’s native sons was Cuba’s first famous poet, José Maía Heredia, forced into exile as a result of his involvement in an anti-Spanish uprising in 1823. Heredia, who was born in a house around the corner from the cathedral, was one of Emilio Bacardi’s Santiago heroes, and he and his friends often assembled secretly to read Heredia’s poetry and discuss its significance.

It would take more than romantic nationalist poetry, of course, to liberate Cuba from Spain. By 1830, Cuba had become the single wealthiest colony in the world, almost entirely because of its booming sugar industry. Spain had lost its other New World colonies and was determined to hold on at all costs to Cuba, an essential source of tax revenue for the Crown. More than forty thousand Spanish troops were based on the island, backed by a vast network of paid agents and informers. Wealthy Cuban sugar planters, meanwhile, were firmly allied with Madrid. The sugar industry depended heavily on African slave labor, and the planters were worried that without the protection of Spanish troops they might not be able to keep their slave population under control. Blacks were in the majority in Cuba, and a drive for independence could result in the establishment of a black republic and an end to slavery, just as had happened in Haiti.

Spanish authorities were able to move quickly and ruthlessly to squelch any movement in Cuba deemed potentially subversive. Cubans who dared to challenge the Spanish military regime, regardless of their rank or reputation, were routinely deported, thrown into prison with sentences of hard labor, or even executed. In early 1844, a slave revolt broke out and was met immediately with fierce repression. The Spanish military governor ordered the arrest of thousands of slaves and freed blacks and directed a wave of terror across the island. The year of Emilio Bacardi’s birth would go down in Cuban history as “the year of the lash.” Blacks suspected of involvement in rebellious activity were tied to a ladder, or escalera, and then whipped until they confessed to something. The alleged plot became known as the conspiracy of La Escalera.

All the trends defining Cuba in the middle decades of the nineteenth century came together in Santiago: the flowering of nationalist expression, the oppressive military rule of the Spanish Crown, the cultural sophistication, and the bloody slave revolts. There were also the developments that demonstrated Cuba’s impressive economic and industrial progress during those years: the first installation in eastern Cuba of a steam-powered sugar mill, capable of producing 1,300 to 1,500 gallons of sugarcane juice a day, and the construction of a new railroad connecting the mining center of El Cobre, just outside Santiago, to the coastal port of Punta de Sal. By the time the route was inaugurated, Cuba had more railroads than any other Latin American country.

Emilio Bacardi, the dreamer, reformer, and revolutionary, was also a novelist and storyteller, and nothing stirred him more than the tale of his hometown. Late in life, holed up in the library of his beloved Villa Elvira and surrounded by the notebooks and clippings he had been hoarding since his teenage days, Emilio set out to string together all his collected Santiago news tidbits, anecdotes, and official notices in a mammoth work that would come to be considered a classic of historical writing in Cuba. Year by year, month by month, he listed the notable funerals, steamship arrivals, theater openings, political crackdowns, murders, military movements, slave sales, and construction projects of the day. He wrote minimal commentary with this detailed chronology of his hometown, but the events he included in his ten-volume Crónicas de Santiago de Cuba (Santiago Chronicles) revealed the course of Cuba’s national development. “A people’s history can be seen in whatever causes a sensation, awakens enthusiasm, jolts sensitivities, provokes protest, and causes hilarity or rage,” he wrote. By following the notice of a slave killing in Santiago with a report of the inauguration of a piano and singing academy during the same week, he did not trivialize the importance of the former so much as show how awfully ordinary such things had become. “The deed with all its rawness, the brutally uninhibited telling of fact; here is history,” he explained.

Between his Crónicas and his term as the city’s first Cuban mayor, Emilio was as closely identified with Santiago as anyone during his lifetime. Some Cuban writers have portrayed him as more of a loyal santiaguero than a patriotic Cuban, but that misses the point. For Emilio, Santiago was the purest expression of Cuba, and it was the Cuba he experienced personally. He was an indefatigable advocate of Cuban independence, but his perspective was local above all, and he preferred to work where he could make an immediate and practical difference. Though he served Santiago as a thinker and a revolutionary and a politician, he was also an employer and a business leader. Indeed, were it not for the contributions of his father and the rest of his family, Emilio’s own impact would have been far more limited. The Bacardis’ remarkable story in Cuba was a combination of elements: Emilio exemplified the legendary Bacardi patriotism, Santiago de Cuba provided the setting where it was inspired, and the family’s successful rum business gave it power and influence.


Chapter 2
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Entrepreneur

Facundo Bacardi Massó, Emilio’s father, grew up within sight of the harbor in Sitges, near Barcelona, and as a boy he sat on the docks and watched tall ships sail off to the Americas. The cargo holds were loaded with barrels of wine from local vineyards, and waving from the decks were young Catalan men off to seek their fortunes. The old principality of Catalonia, strategically situated at Spain’s northeastern tip, had been a center of Mediterranean commerce for centuries, and the Catalans were renowned as merchants. By the early nineteenth century, a Catalan colony was well established in faraway Santiago de Cuba, and Facundo and his brothers heard from acquaintances that Santiago was a boomtown rich with opportunity. Facundo’s two older brothers, Magín and Juan, soon headed bravely across the ocean, and at the age of fifteen Facundo followed them, full of energy and ambition.

The Bacardi boys had no trouble finding work among their Catalan contacts. The oldest, Magín, saved enough money within a few years to open a general store, assisted by his brother Juan. They sold everything from hardware to penmanship paper, and in the Spanish tradition of colorful store names that meant nothing, they called their shop simply El Palo Gordo (The Big Stick). When young Facundo arrived, the Bacardi brothers helped get him a job with a business associate and then employed him in their own store as soon as they were able to pay him. A younger Bacardi brother, José, followed the others a few years later. Catalans dominated the Santiago commercial scene at the time and were famous for their work ethic and thrift. As one American visitor to Cuba wrote of the Catalan merchants he met, “They arrive in poverty, begin with a shop six or eight feet square, live on a biscuit, and rise by patience, industry and economy to wealth.” The Bacardi brothers, sons of an illiterate bricklayer, fit the mold well.

By 1843, Facundo had saved more than six thousand Cuban gold pesos—equivalent to six thousand dollars—and was ready to establish a business of his own. He was engaged to a twenty-year-old santiaguera, Amalia Moreau
*, who had been raised by her grandfather on his coffee plantation after her mother and grandmother died from cholera when she was just three years old. She and Facundo were married in August, and three months later Facundo opened a grocery and dry goods business in partnership with an old Sitges acquaintance.

The store, registered on the town books as “Facundo Bacardi y Compañía,” was stocked with goods of all kinds: buckets, toys, oil lamps, crockery, knives, jars of preserves, and cans of sardines. From the ceiling hung smoked hams, cooking pots, shovels, and coils of rope. Behind the counter were supplies of dried fish and bags of flour, sugar, and coffee. Santiago shoppers wanted nails and candles and ordinary muslin, but also imported chocolates, linens, and fine china, and Facundo had it all. His clientele came from all social classes. Through his contacts back in Sitges, he provided Catalan wine wholesale to other shopkeepers, but he also tended to the peasant farmer who stopped by looking for a new straw hat or machete. Next would come a pair of Santiago’s upper-class women settled comfortably in a volante, an elegantly adorned two-wheeled buggy pulled by a single horse. A black slave wearing a bright red waistcoat and a black derby hat sat astride the horse, guiding it, so his mistress needn’t bother with the reins. The ladies, wearing long ruffled black gowns and thin satin shoes, waited in the volantes while Facundo brought wares out to show them, thus making sure the women did not have to soil their shoes in the dirty street.

Following their wedding, Facundo and Amalia moved into a modest house at 8 Jagüey Street in the heart of Santiago’s warehouse district, a few blocks up from the waterfront. The view down the street was of ruts and cobblestones and horse-drawn wagons and porters struggling under the weight of trunks. The street ended at the harbor side, an area built up with storehouses, customs buildings, shipping offices, and a railroad terminal. Beyond, the dark waters of Santiago’s bay were dotted by the masts of moored schooners, with other boats gliding slowly in or out of the harbor. On the far side, the eastern section of the Sierra Maestra rose against the sky. Facundo and Amalia’s house, the property of Amalia’s godmother, was a one-story dwelling of brick and plaster with a small patio off the kitchen. It was mostly indistinguishable from other houses on the street. The roof was flat, and when Facundo climbed up there he could see the bay and the ships at anchor. He often began his day with a few minutes contemplating the harbor view, just as he had done as a boy back in Sitges.

It was in that house that Amalia gave birth to Emilio on June 5, 1844. She cared for the boy largely without the help of her husband, who stayed busy with his commercial activities. Just five days before Emilio was born, Facundo and his partner opened a second store, a retail shop in the mining village of El Cobre, ten miles outside Santiago. Amalia, like most Cuban wives, kept her distance from the businesses. Life on Jagüey Street was hardly luxurious. There was no interior courtyard or garden. The windows in the front parlor opened directly on the street, and the stench from manure was ever present. Not until Emilio himself became mayor of Santiago more than fifty years later was there an organized campaign to persuade residents not to dispose of their garbage simply by throwing it out their front door into the gutter.

A second son, Juan, arrived in 1846, followed by Facundo Jr. in 1848 and a daughter, Maía, in 1851. Amalia read to the children every day—often in French, the language of her grandfather, who came from Haiti. Emilio, a quiet and reflective boy, learned to read on his own at an early age and also developed a talent for drawing, which he did for hours on end. The young family was largely shielded from the social and political unrest sweeping across Cuba in those years, but Amalia and Facundo were familiar with all the controversies of the day, including slavery, living as they did in downtown Santiago. Town records show that Amalia acquired title to several slaves from her grandfather as part of her dowry, but whether any attended her personally is unclear; it is more likely that they remained on her grandfather’s plantation. In August 1851, Amalia sold Rachel, a female slave in her late teens with an infant son named José Dionisio, receiving five hundred dollars for her and her baby. Seven months later, she sold a twelve-year-old girl named Licet for three hundred dollars. It was common in Cuba to hold slaves as an investment, and it is possible that Amalia sold the young women in order to raise capital for her husband’s business operations.

Whatever routine characterized the daily life of Facundo and his young family, it all changed on August 20, 1852. The sky that morning was cloudless, the air fresh, and the landscape cleansed by overnight rains. But at 8:36 A.M., with the streets crowded with pedestrians, the daily rhythm was shattered by a horrifying sound like nothing heard before. “It was not a thunderclap like those that normally precede an earthquake,” historian Miguel Estorch wrote later in an eyewitness account, “but rather a deep earthly groan.” Estorch felt the earth “lift the whole city suddenly up and drop it again, like a child might do with a little toy.” People rushed from their houses and into the middle of streets and other open spaces, where they kneeled, raised their hands to the heavens, and cried for mercy. Though it was daylight, rats were scurrying everywhere in search of new hiding places, and frogs were leaping out of the public fountains. The earth shook violently again nine minutes after the first earthquake and four more times over the next four hours, each time causing more damage in the city. The government house, the customs headquarters, and the military hospital were totally ruined; the cathedral and seven other churches were heavily damaged. From the decks of ships anchored in the bay, a gray powdery cloud could be seen hanging over the city, formed by the dust of collapsing buildings.

Only two people were killed during the initial earthquake, but a breakdown of the water and sanitation systems in Santiago produced conditions perfect for the spread of disease. Facundo Bacardi closed his shops and volunteered to help with humanitarian relief in his neighborhood, taking charge of the distribution of soup rations in front of the church of Santo Tomás, not far from his home and his main store. The aftershocks continued for weeks afterward, and many residents abandoned their homes to sleep in sturdier public buildings. For solace, many santiagueros turned to their church, but they found little sympathy. The local archbishop, a Spaniard named Antonio Maía Claret, used the earthquake as an occasion to scold his people for having strayed from the holy path. “God does with us as a mother does with a lazy sleeping child,” he explained. “She shakes the child’s bed to wake him and get him up. If that fails, she strikes him. The good God does the same with His children who are sleeping in their sins. He has shaken their houses by the earthquakes, but He spared their lives. If this does not awaken them and cause them to rise, He will strike them with cholera and pestilence. God has made this known to me.”

Whether sent by God or not, cholera did indeed make an appearance a few weeks later, and within two months a deadly epidemic was sweeping the city. The death toll reached a peak on November 3, when ninety-four people died. At the Santa Ana cemetery, cadavers lay unburied for a day or more for lack of gravediggers. Before it ran its course, the cholera epidemic wiped out a tenth of the city’s population. Among the victims were Facundo and Amalia’s six-year-old son Juan and their infant daughter Maía, as well as Amalia’s grandfather. Frightened and grief-stricken, Facundo and Amalia decided to take their surviving sons, eight-year-old Emilio and four-year-old Facundo Jr., away from Santiago. In December 1852, they sailed for Spain, where they could stay for a time with Facundo’s parents in Sitges.

Facundo, now nearing forty, soon grew restless, however, and after a few months he returned to Cuba with his family—except for Emilio. Facundo and Amalia left him in the custody of a family friend in Barcelona, Daniel Costa, who had promised to oversee the boy’s education. Costa was a man of elevated literary and artistic tastes, and Emilio flourished under his personal tutoring. Back in Santiago, meanwhile, Facundo and Amalia went through the most difficult time of their lives, still mourning the loss of their two children and now facing an economic setback. Facundo’s shops had been looted while he was away and needed to be restocked. Commercial activity in the city had declined precipitously, as much of the population had fled. Customers to whom Facundo had extended credit were unable to pay bills, and with his own suppliers demanding payment, Facundo was forced to ask his wife for help. Amalia’s grandfather had left her ten thousand dollars at his death, and she allowed Facundo to invest it in his business, where it was listed on the books as a loan. He borrowed an additional seventeen thousand dollars from Amalia’s wealthy godmother, Clara Astié, a woman who would come to the Bacardis’ aid repeatedly.

Santiago’s long economic boom appeared to be at an end. Sugar prices were slumping, with the growth in world production outpacing the growth in demand, partly because of the introduction of the sugar beet in Europe. The less efficient Cuban sugar planters, located disproportionately on the eastern end of the island around Santiago, found their profit margins shrinking, and as their fortunes suffered, so did those of the merchants who did business with them. In 1855 the firm Facundo Bacardi y Compañía was declared bankrupt. By liquidating some assets and reorganizing his financing, Facundo was able to safeguard his wife’s savings and ultimately repay Clara Astié, but after twenty-five years of hard work, enterprise, and frugality, he faced the prospect of having to start over.

An indistinct family photograph from the 1880s, said to be the only surviving image of Facundo, shows him to have been lean of build, with sharply chiseled features. He is clean-shaven, and his hair is short and combed straight back. A drawing of him commissioned after his death, based on recollections of his appearance, shows him with a stern visage. His eyebrows are narrowed, his mouth is turned down in a frown, and he is perfectly groomed. Even his friends addressed him as Don Facundo, with the honorific suggesting respect. Family members would later say they could not recall seeing Facundo in his shirtsleeves, even in the privacy of his own home. His black shoes always lustrous, his shirts perfectly starched, his collars perfectly white, Don Facundo was the embodiment of a sober businessman. Each evening, after returning from a long day of work, he would pace the house, his hands clasped tightly behind his back, his gaze fixed ahead, his thoughts elsewhere. “Facundo, always in that silent place,” Amalia often said, knowing better than to interrupt him. It was his daily meditation time, and he would continue pacing until the call for dinner.

A strong will and a shrewd mind were needed to do well in that tumultuous era. Facundo Bacardi never doubted there was money to be made in Cuba, if only he could identify the right opportunity. Selling groceries would not do it, Facundo now realized; he needed to produce something. Slowly, an idea took shape. He could make rum.
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Cuba’s rich volcanic soil, tropical climate, regular rainfall, and abundant sunshine made it an ideal island for growing sugarcane. The industry got off to a slow start, but by 1850 Cuba was the number one cane producer in the world. Sugar exports had grown tenfold over the preceding fifty years. Rarely had an industry anywhere expanded so dramatically or produced such quick profits.

Heavily forested and underpopulated, the country was at first better known for its strategically located ports and its ship-repairing industry than for its agricultural production. The sugar industry took off only because of a pair of crucial and nearly simultaneous developments. One was the revolution in Haiti, sparked in 1790 when freed blacks on the island began arguing that they deserved to be treated as French citizens under the terms of the Declaration of the Rights of Man, the document underlying the French Revolution of 1789. Within a year, a full-fledged slave revolt had broken out across Haiti, the eventual consequence of which was the flight of the French plantation owners and the total collapse of the Haitian sugar industry. Cuban planters, previously lagging behind their Haitian rivals, saw their competition disappear. But they still needed to solve their chronic labor shortage. For years, they had been seeking Madrid’s permission to import slaves freely, arguing that the unrestricted use of slave labor would boost the sugar economy and bring Cuba previously unimaginable riches. In 1791, just as Haiti was coming apart, the Cuban planters got their wish. The Spanish Crown that year removed all limitations on the slave trade.

Cuba thereby staked its future on the institution of slavery, with profound implications for its economy, for the course of its history, and for its character as a nation. Within a few years, as many as ten thousand enslaved Africans were being shipped to Cuba annually. By the 1850s, there were about four hundred thousand slaves on the island, about 40 percent of Cuba’s total population. The vast majority worked on sugar plantations, where production was based as much on brute labor as on technology.

The larger estates employed hundreds of slaves, almost all of them men. Field slaves cut the sugarcane with machetes. Others worked at the “sugar house,” a place of overpowering noise and sweet, sticky smells. Slave laborers manually fed the cane stalks into huge, steam-powered iron rollers that squeezed the juice out. Others oversaw the cauldrons where the sugar juice was boiled into syrup or the cooling troughs where the syrup was left to crystallize. The sugar crystals were removed from the syrup by means of a centrifuge, typically a cylinder of wire mesh that spun rapidly inside a drum. The liquid would escape, draining into a catch basin as molasses, with the sugar crystals left caked on the wire mesh. Once dried, the sugar was packed into crates for shipment. The remaining molasses was filtered and collected in huge barrels called hogsheads.

There was a big market for Cuban molasses in New England, where it was used for distilling rum. For nearly a century, rum had been the spirit of choice in the United States. By one estimate, at the time of American independence the average adult male in the thirteen original colonies was drinking between four and five gallons of rum a year. In the beginning, most of the rum came from distilleries in the British West Indies, but the North American demand soon exceeded their capacity. Just as significantly, New England businessmen recognized a moneymaking opportunity. Molasses was relatively cheap and plentiful, and they could make huge profits by importing the molasses and distilling the rum themselves. The combination of African slaves, Cuban molasses, and New England rum gave rise in the early years of the nineteenth century to a variation of the infamous Triangle Trade. New England merchants shipped their rum to West Africa, where it was traded for slaves, who were then taken to Cuba to be put to work on sugar plantations. The slaves were exchanged in Havana or Santiago for Cuban molasses, which was shipped in turn to New England and distilled into rum.

Raw sugar was bringing Cuba so much wealth in the first decades of the nineteenth century that few growers or industrialists bothered to consider whether they could themselves get into the commercial rum business as a sideline to their main sugar operations. To be sure, Cuban sugar farmers had been distilling some form of primitive rum or aguardiente (from agua ardiente, “burning water,” akin to “brandy” in English or eau-de-vie in French or acquavite in Italian), as long as they had been growing cane. Virtually every sugar mill complex in Cuba had a small distillery attached, even if it was just a simple pot still set up under a tin roof to protect it from the rain. In general, however, the industry was so poorly developed that Cuban rum fetched a mere fraction of the price paid for the better known rums of Jamaica, Barbados, and Martinique. The dean of Cuban sugar historians, Manuel Moreno Fraginals, having reviewed nearly everything that was written about Cuban rum in the early years of the nineteenth century, concluded that even the best versions were considered to have “an unpleasantly musty taste and smell.” Within Cuba, locally made rum was often sold straight from the barrel in working-class taverns and neighborhood pulpeías, open-air stands set up in the doorways of houses or on public corners, barely a step above a vendor’s pushcart. Being respectable merchants, the Bacardi brothers refused to sell Cuban rum in their own shops.

One explanation for the low quality was that Cuba lacked the rum-making heritage of the other “sugar islands,” which had benefited by their access to superior British and French distilling expertise and technology. Another factor was the puritanical attitude of the Spanish Crown, which for years officially prohibited the manufacture of rum in Cuba, citing a need to protect public health and morals. The Spanish authorities finally lifted restrictions on rum production in 1796, but by then Cuba had been left on the sidelines of the rum trade.

As of 1850, basic rum-distilling procedures in Cuba were still at a rudimentary level. Molasses was mixed with water and left to ferment in vats. Yeast, either naturally occurring or artificially introduced, converted the sugars in the mix to alcohols. After several days, the fermented “wash,” as it was called, was fed into a still or alembic, basically a large copper kettle or pot set over a fire. Once heated, the spirits of the fermented mix would evaporate before the rest of the liquid, because alcohol has a lower boiling point than water. The alcoholic vapor would be piped to a second container where it would cool and condense. A somewhat purer spirit could be produced by running the distillate through the process again. The clear, cold liquid that dripped from the tap at the end was aguardiente, rum in its crudest form. It was potent, as much as 85 percent pure alcohol. Towels soaked in aguardiente were considered a cure for headaches and thought to speed the healing of wounds. Cubans also washed their hands in aguardiente and splashed it on their faces as a cleanser. They just didn’t much like the way it tasted.

One problem stemmed from the Cuban molasses itself, which had a relatively high sucrose content. In an extrasweet mixture, the yeast consumes the sugar voraciously, producing high levels of alcohol quickly and dramatically raising the temperature of the solution. Either development can kill the yeast and spoil the product. The trouble could be avoided by carefully measuring and adjusting the sugar levels in the wash and by monitoring the heat produced during the fermentation process, but this required expertise, technology, and attention to detail—all lacking in Cuban distilleries. The decision to build the sugar industry on slave labor had resulted in a shortage of skilled and motivated workers on the Cuban plantations, and the distilleries were not well tended as a result.

As early as 1816, one business leader in Santiago had argued that more attention should be paid to the rum industry on the island, lamenting that “the molasses with which aguardiente is made departs Cuba in immense quantities for the United States, where it is converted into rum at great advantage for that country’s industry.” He was appealing for a united Cuban front to challenge a tariff system that impeded Cuba’s access to the U.S. rum market. Such calls, however, were largely ignored until the 1850s.

The price of molasses had stopped rising by then, in part a consequence of Cuba’s abundant output. Rum production in the United States, meanwhile, was declining, as Americans on the lookout for cheap spirits began turning to rye whiskey. New England rum producers were also coming under pressure from the temperance movement, and many decided to close their distillery doors rather than face the protests of activists.

The cutback in U.S. distilling opened an opportunity for Cuban producers. A significant international rum market still beckoned, and no one was better positioned to increase production than the Cubans, who had all the raw material they would ever need. Given the high cost of transporting molasses to market and the relatively low price it was getting at that point, some Cuban growers had actually been feeding their surplus to their pigs or even dumping it in the river. It would make far more sense to turn the molasses into export-quality rum.
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Facundo Bacardi knew he would face competition if he were to get started in the rum business. Having once banned rum production, the Spanish Crown was now offering prizes for the development of a Cuban spirit “able to satisfy the taste of the Court and the elite of the Empire.” Between 1851 and 1856, at least a half dozen handbooks on rum making were published in Cuba, summarizing all the available technical information. It was only a matter of time before someone came up with a high-quality product.

At least Facundo was in the right place. Though sugar production was not as advanced in the east of Cuba as in the west, Santiago was Cuba’s closest connection to the British and French islands where the best-known rums were made. The French colonists who had come to the Santiago area from Haiti brought with them an appreciation for fine liquors. Santiago was also just a short distance from Jamaica, closer to Kingston than to Havana, and santiagueros were probably more familiar with Jamaican rums than they were with those from their own country. One of the first rum producers in Santiago was a Cuban of British ancestry, John Nunes, who opened a small distillery in 1838 near the waterfront on Matadero Street. Nunes knew something about making rum, though in the beginning his operation was as humble as any in the Santiago area. A Bacardi company narrative written many years later included a bit of the Nunes story:


The alembic installation was poor, rickety, miserable! But Mr. Nunes dabbled a little one day, a little more the next, and he was able to sell his liquor, first in Oriente [province] and afterwards across the whole island. Later he sent small shipments of his product off to American and European markets, though without any label to distinguish it.



By following the example of distillers such as Nunes, Facundo Bacardi could learn some of what he needed to get started in the rum business. But Facundo wanted an alembic of his own, or access to one, so he could begin experimenting with different methods of rum production. One man who could help him was a French Cuban named José León Bouteiller, who had a pot still that he used for making cognac and candies.
* Bouteiller rented a house on Marina Baja Street from Clara Astié, Facundo’s sometime benefactor and the godmother of his wife Amalia. Through Doña Clara, Facundo established a connection with Bouteiller, and the two men began a friendly collaboration.

When Astié died in 1859, she left her Marina Baja property and the rest of her estate to Amalia and her other godchildren, including fifteen-year-old Emilio Bacardi, who had returned from Spain two years earlier. Bouteiller remained in the Marina Baja house as a Bacardi tenant, and as part of his rental agreement he agreed to share his pot still with Facundo and assist him in rum distillation trials. At last Facundo had the opportunity he had been waiting for. He knew what he wanted to produce: a new Cuban rum that could not only compete with the rums from Jamaica or Martinique but improve on them. Even the best Caribbean rums were strong enough to burn the throat, and many were flavored so heavily that they could be drunk comfortably only when mixed with tea or punch. Facundo wanted to make and sell a rum that would move beyond the old association with buccaneers, rowdy sailors, and working-class taverns and take a place alongside the fine brandies and whiskeys favored by elite drinkers. Cuban rum had that potential, Facundo believed, if he could refine it properly, something no one had yet managed to do.

Bouteiller’s alembic was small, and Facundo’s plan was for the two of them to work at the Marina Baja location with batches of molasses, distilling just a few jugs of rum at a time, experimenting with yeast strains, varying the sweetness of the water-and-molasses mix, and adjusting the distillation procedure itself. The fermentation of the molasses actually produced a variety of alcohols and other elements, some contributing to rum quality and others detracting from it. Grain alcohol, or ethanol, the most neutral spirit, is almost odorless and flavorless, and in its purest form the ethanol produced in fermenting molasses differs little from that produced in fermenting sugars from potatoes or corn. But fermenting molasses also produced other alcohols, loosely called congeners, with different chemical compositions and therefore distinct flavors. All the alcohols had their own boiling temperatures, so they evaporated at different points during the boiling of the fermented molasses. The lighter alcohols, the first to evaporate, included methanol, which is toxic and therefore undesirable, but along with that came some fragrant compounds called esters, which contributed a fruity aroma to the distillate. The heavier alcohols, the last to evaporate, were loosely called fusel oils, and contained many of the flavors associated with rum. It was those same fusel oils, however, that left drinkers with hangovers and headaches. The key to making good rum was to control the distillation so as to be able to separate the desirable alcohols from the undesirable ones.

An experienced distiller in that era might not have been able to explain exactly what happened chemically during distillation, but he understood enough to discard much of the first condensate to emerge from the still, called the heads, as well as the last portion, called the tails, and to concentrate on the middle portion, called the hearts. The art came in knowing when to make those breaks in order to get the desired flavor and aroma. When the condensate was run through a still a second time, a finer sorting of the elements was possible. Different combinations yielded different flavors, and the distiller could blend the final products to produce a rum pleasing to his taste.

Impurities and undesirable flavors in rum could also be removed through aging. By the late 1600s, rum distillers had already discovered that when rum was stored in barrels for a period of time, while awaiting shipment or during the long passage across the Atlantic, it darkened in color and improved in taste. A distiller writing in 1757 complained of the “stinky flavour” of his spirit and lamented that “the rum must be suffered to lie a long time to mellow before it can be used.” Why this worked was not understood, but it was a principle that rum makers would apply in subsequent years. In Cuba, wooden barrels used previously to ship wine were reused for aging the rum. Because the barrels sometimes contained mold from the wine residue, rum makers sterilized them by charring the insides. At some point, they discovered that contact with the charcoal seemed to help mellow the spirit.

After months of experimentation, Facundo Bacardi and José León Bouteiller had improved their rum to the point that they were ready to share it. To test the local market, Facundo sold some of the rum through his brother’s general store, using any container available. Though the rum was unidentified, customers knew it was sold by Magín Bacardi and made by his brother Facundo, and around town it became known as el ron de Bacardi (Bacardi’s rum). Prospects appeared promising, and Facundo and Bouteiller decided they should go into commercial rum production. As it happened, John Nunes, the owner of the “rickety” distillery on Matadero Street, was ready to sell out after twenty-four difficult years. On February 4, 1862, Facundo and Bouteiller purchased the Nunes distillery for three thousand gold pesos.

The facility was little more than a large shed, with wood plank siding, a floor of bare dirt, and a peaked roof made of tin. Wagons and carts were parked alongside in a yard bounded by a wooden picket fence atop a low brick wall. Inside the building was the pot still and several molasses tanks and a tiny walled-off room that could serve as an office or work area. The still consisted of a copper boiler about three feet wide and three feet high, topped by a tall copper stack and a cooling pipe leading to a condensing chamber. Additional pipes coiled from the condenser back toward the boiler for redistillation purposes. The alembic could handle thirty-five barrels of fermented molasses in a single batch, and four batches could be processed each day, a notable improvement over what Facundo and Bouteiller had been able to do in their operation on Marina Baja.

With no money of his own to invest, Facundo turned to his younger brother José for the cash to make the deal. Bouteiller contributed his distilling equipment, which was valued at five hundred pesos and brought the total investment in the new company to $3,500, not counting the Marina Baja property. Facundo contributed only his labor and expertise. His brother José immediately gave Facundo a power of attorney to represent his financial share in the company, however, and Facundo was seen from the beginning as the enterprise head. The preceding years had not been easy for him financially. His family had expanded, first with the birth in 1857 of another son, José, and then four years later with a daughter, named Amalia after her mother. Facundo was now embarking on yet another risky business venture, though he had never before been so hopeful about his prospects. A family friend gave the Bacardis a young coconut palm to commemorate the occasion, and fourteen-year-old Facundo Jr. planted it in front of the distillery.

Later the same month, the Bacardi partners took over another small distillery, also on Marina Baja Street, this one belonging to a Catalan liquor merchant by the name of Manuel Idral. They now had all the distillery equipment and facilities they needed to launch their business. In May 1862, the firm was incorporated under the name “Bacardi, Bouteiller, & Compañía.” To maximize revenue, the company made and sold various sweets, from fruit conserves to guava paste to the candies—Caramelos Carbanchell—for which Bouteiller had long been known, along with Bouteiller’s cognac and wine made from oranges. But it was the new style of rum that attracted the most attention. “It was a light product, almost transparent,” one of Cuba’s rum historians would write, “and free of the foul odors that in preceding versions had produced so many headaches. The lines of people waiting to purchase this aguardiente were longer every morning, especially after the early months when Don Facundo so cleverly gave away free samples.” In the beginning, distribution was limited to the immediate Santiago area, because there were no bottles for the rum—meaning customers had to bring their own containers.

The distillery was just a short distance from the waterfront, and the business quickly became well known as a quality operation among the ship captains who put into the Santiago
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