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The sea that morning was too calm.As if it knew.

In the port of Havana, between rusted cranes and warehouses soaked in salt and sweat, a ship from Europe was slowly docking. Its name meant nothing to the people on shore. The name didn’t matter. What mattered was what it carried in its belly—crates, carefully stacked, sealed, marked as “industrial equipment.”

But the men working in the port knew better.Weapons. Belgian weapons.

The crates were lowered one by one. Metal groaned. Ropes strained to their limits. No one spoke aloud, yet all eyes lingered on the same markings, the same codes.

One worker—thin, his hands carved by years of labor—paused for a moment.
He touched one of the crates.
Too light... or too heavy. He couldn’t tell.
He only felt that something was wrong. Like the silence before a storm.
“Move that!” the supervisor shouted.

The worker flinched and continued.Somewhere in the distance, a seagull screamed.

At 15:10—the world broke.
First the light.Then the sound.
The explosion tore through the air like a blade. Metal shot into the sky. The crates shattered in an instant, turning the port into a crater of fire. People didn’t fall, didn’t scream—they vanished, as if they had never existed.

The shockwave shattered windows kilometers away. Cars flipped. Walls cracked.

And then—silence.

A second that lasted forever.And then the screams.

Smoke swallowed the port. The smell of gunpowder and burned flesh clung to the throat. Survivors rose, disoriented, bleeding, searching for one another through ruins that still burned.

“¡Ayuda!”
“Here! Here!”
Hands emerged from beneath concrete. Voices came from within the smoke.

Rescuers ran toward the explosion site, unaware they were entering a second death.

Minutes later—the second explosion.
Stronger. Crueler. The one that kills those who try to save.
Flames rose again toward the sky. Bodies were thrown once more. Hope died again.

Now the city knew.This was not an accident.This was a message.

In the hours that followed, the death toll kept rising. No one knew the exact number. Some said dozens. Others, hundreds. The truth lay buried beneath the rubble, along with bodies no one could recognize anymore.

Papers burned. Faces disappeared.But something remained.Memory.And rage.

That night, Havana did not sleep.

And somewhere, among the smoke, the blood, and the ashes—history was already waiting for its next moment.

A moment that would be captured in a single photograph.A moment that would change everything.
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	The Ship from Belgium


Havana, March 4, 1960.

The morning began like any other—slow, sticky, with the smell of salt and diesel creeping into the lungs and refusing to leave. The sun was not yet high, but it already promised a heat that would pour over the city like molten metal.

At the port, the workers were already on their feet.No one asked what was coming. They just worked.

On the horizon, a silhouette appeared first—dark, heavy, like a wound on the bright sea. The ship approached slowly, without pomp, without music, without flags to draw attention. Just another freighter, they would say—those who didn’t know how to look.

But those who work in the port know.
They always know.
“It’s from Belgium,” one of the workers said, spitting into the sea.

“They say—equipment,” another replied, without a smile.

Both of them looked at the crates even before they could see them.

When the ship finally docked, everything became mechanical. Ropes, hooks, commands, shouting. The cranes groaned like old animals as they lifted the first cargo from the ship’s belly.

Wood. Metal. Markings.

The crates were perfectly arranged—too perfect for “equipment.” Each one marked with numbers, codes, and something that wasn’t meant to be seen. A soldier stood aside, watching.

He wasn’t there to help.He was there to observe.

The first crate hit the concrete. A dull thud. Dust.The second. The third. The tenth.

The rhythm of work quickly swallowed all thought. People moved like parts of a machine. No one stopped.

Except one.

An old worker, whose hands looked more like rope than flesh, stepped up to one of the crates and touched it briefly—as if checking for a pulse. He kept his palm there longer than he should have.

“Something’s not right,” he muttered.

“Everything’s right when it’s paid for,” a younger worker tossed back without even looking.

But the old man wasn’t convinced.

The crate was sealed with steel clasps. Too heavy for its size. Or maybe... too light. He couldn’t explain it. The feeling was simply wrong.

As if there was more than metal inside.As if something else was waiting in there.

“Hey! Move that!” the supervisor shouted.

The old worker flinched, nodded, and pushed the crate further down the line. The job had to go on. It always goes on.

On the deck of the ship, a man in civilian clothes watched everything through dark glasses. He didn’t speak. He didn’t take notes. He just watched.

As if checking whether everything was going according to plan.

For a moment, the wind shifted direction—bringing with it a scent that didn’t belong to the sea.

Gunpowder.

But no one paid attention.

Because in the port—smells come and go.Only problems stay.The sun rose a little higher.
The workers kept going.The crates piled up.The city breathed.
And no one knew they were already standing on the edge of a moment that would change it forever.


	The Silent Port


The sun had already passed over the warehouse roofs, but the port had not come alive the way it should have. At this hour, it was always loud—filled with shouts and the clash of metal blending with the sound of the sea. Today, all of that was still there—but muffled, as if an invisible curtain had been drawn over the entire place.

The workers kept working, but without their usual ease. Their movements were slower, their gazes lingering longer. No one asked questions out loud, yet they were written across their faces. The crates from the ship were now lined along the shore in neat rows, almost military in their precision—and it was exactly that order that felt unnatural.

A soldier moved among them, notebook in hand. He paused from time to time, checking markings and writing something down, as if counting more than ordinary cargo. His presence was not accidental, and everyone knew it.

The old worker—the one who had felt that something was wrong earlier that morning—returned to a crate that stood slightly out of line with the others. No one else would have noticed, but it caught his eye immediately. He crouched down carefully, as if trying not to draw attention, and examined the lower edge.

The wood was barely cracked. A tiny fracture, almost invisible.He slid his finger into it.

Inside, he felt cold metal.

But what made him freeze was the smell—sharp, heavy, foreign. It wasn’t the usual scent of weapons. There was something deeper, more dangerous, something that did not belong to an ordinary shipment.

“Don’t touch that.”

The voice behind him was quiet, but commanding. The soldier stood right at his back.

The worker slowly straightened up, without sudden movement. They looked at each other briefly. In that look, there was more than a warning—there was fear. Not personal fear, but the kind that comes when you know something is beyond control.

“I’m just doing my job,” the worker said.

“Then do it,” the soldier replied, without breaking eye contact.

The worker nodded and walked away, but the feeling didn’t leave him. He carried it with him as he pushed the next crate, as he listened to the cranes grinding and the sea quietly striking the concrete.

At the far end of the shore, the man in civilian clothes stood motionless, watching everything. He spoke to no one. He gave no orders. He simply watched the crates, as if waiting for something to happen.

The wind shifted for a moment and carried that same smell again. This time, stronger.

Several workers paused briefly, almost at the same time, as if they had all felt it in that exact instant. No one said a word. They simply kept working.

But now they knew.Something was wrong.And the port knew it too.That is why it remained silent.


	The First Explosion


It was 15:10 when the day in Havana split in two.

Up until that moment, everything still resembled the usual rhythm of work—slow, heavy, but familiar. Workers continued moving crates, soldiers kept watch, and the sea struck the shore as if nothing had changed. And yet, beneath that surface, tension was already there—quiet and persistent, like the air before a storm.

The old worker bent down to grab the next crate when something made him stop. It wasn’t a sound, nor a movement, but the absence of both. In a single moment, almost imperceptibly, the world fell silent.

As if the air itself had held its breath.

Then came the flash.

Not like ordinary fire, but a sudden, blinding burst of light that erased the outlines of things. In a fraction of a second, everything lost its form—and then came the удар.

The explosion tore through the port with a force that left no room for comprehension. Concrete cracked, metal twisted, and the crates vanished into flames that spread faster than the eye could follow.

The pressure wave hurled people through the air. Some fell meters away. Others disappeared into smoke and rubble. A crane buckled under its own weight and collapsed with a piercing metallic scream. The ship, which moments ago had stood still, was now engulfed in flames—as if it were burning from within.

The old worker found himself on his knees, stunned, unaware of where he was. He tried to stand, but his legs failed him. His ears rang, and the images around him were fractured and unstable, as if the world were breaking apart before his eyes. He saw people moving, but heard no voices. He saw someone try to stand, only to fall again. He saw hands reaching out from beneath shattered concrete.

The smell was now unbearable. Gunpowder and smoke mixed with something far worse—something that does not fade.

The sky above the port darkened with thick smoke rising high, visible from every part of the city. Sirens began to wail in the distance, but they sounded muffled, as if coming from another world.

At the edge of destruction, the man in civilian clothes stood watching the scene without moving. He did not try to help. He did not try to flee. His face showed no panic—only something else.

Cold understanding.

As if this moment was not a surprise to him, but a confirmation.

People had already begun running toward the port, unaware of what awaited them.

But those who were inside already knew.

This was not an accident.This was the beginning.


	The Second Explosion


The first explosion had not yet finished its destruction, and people were already returning.

Instinct was stronger than fear.

From all directions, soldiers, firefighters, workers—even civilians who happened to be nearby—ran toward the port. No one waited for orders. No one asked if it was safe. Through smoke and dust, through the smell of burning and gunpowder, they pushed forward toward the place where, minutes earlier, the ship had
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	Counting the Dead
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	Suspicion
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	Havana Under Tension

























	The Call to Commemoration
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