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Dedication

To the voices silenced by history.

To those who wove dreams amid the smoke of tobacco and the salt of the Caribbean.

And to those who, with unwavering faith, set sail toward freedom.

For Lucía, María, and every brave soul who turned the storm into hope and the mast into a lighthouse.

May this story illuminate a never-forgotten tragedy and honor the resilience of a people who chose the sea over the slavery of silence.

Acknowledgments

Bringing this book to life has been a journey filled with introspection, dedication, and countless hours of work. It’s a path I could never have completed without the extraordinary people in my life.

First and foremost, my deepest gratitude goes to my children. You are—and always will be—my greatest motivation: the heartbeat behind every paragraph, every sleepless night, and every sacrifice. Your joy, your curiosity, and simply your existence are the engines that drive me.

To my beloved husband—words fall short in expressing my appreciation. Your boundless patience, especially during moments of intense creation, your unwavering support, and your unconditional love have been the foundation of this entire endeavor. Thank you for 

walking beside me, for believing in me, and for being my constant champion.

My mother’s quiet resilience and unspoken strength have been a wellspring of support. Her steady presence in my life has offered a comforting peace that sustained me, even when I didn’t know how much I needed it.

And to my father, who watches over me from heaven—this book is deeply intertwined with your memory. Your wisdom, your spirit, and the lessons you instilled in me continue to guide my steps and ignite my passion. Every day, you inspire me to reach higher and live with purpose. This book is not only dedicated to you, but it also carries a piece of your essence within its pages.

Prologue

Chapter 1: The Idol with Feet of Clay

Chapter 2: The Roar of the Wind

Chapter 3: When Fireflies Rise to Heights

Chapter 4: When the Silence Breaks

Chapter 5: What the Blood Remembers

Chapter 6: Under the Basil and the Moon

Chapter 7: The Exodus of Hope

Chapter 8: The Last Horizon

Chapter 9: The Island Encircled

Chapter 10: At Guantanamo — Divided Realities

Chapter 11: On the Other Side of the Wire

Chapter 12: Entwined Voices, Divided Walls, and Whispers of Freedom

Chapter 13: Borrowed Land and Forbidden Land

Chapter 14: The Exodus Within the Exodus

Chapter 15: The Voices That Never Left

Chapter 16: Those Who Dare to Dream Aloud

Chapter 17: Tents That Become Temples

Chapter 18: The Promised Land Still Distant

Chapter 19: Echoes of Freedom. Stories of Resistance and Hope in the Camp

Chapter 20: The Miracle of December 18

Chapter 21: The Flight of Those Who Still Believe

Chapter 22: Our Day Is Coming

About The Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Prologue


[image: ]


The sea guards them. But you, my child, will remember them.

Lucía closed her eyes. And instead of darkness, she saw history. She felt something within her quiver, as if her veins were carrying salt instead of blood. The air around her no longer smelled of coffee or wood, it smelled of rust, of old engines, of a filthy sea. And then, the visions began.

This is how this book was born. Not from political analysis or statistics, but from living, embodied, suffering memory. From a child—Lucía—who becomes a medium of the past, the voice of those who had no voice. Because there was a time—not so long ago—when Cuba became the stage of a mass exodus, a collective cry made of water, fear, ropes, and faith.

The Exodus of 1994 did not begin on a single, precise day, but it had moments that marked it like open wounds. The first: the sinking of the tugboat 13 de Marzo. That dark morning, forty-one people embarked in search of freedom. Women with children in their arms, young people with backpacks pressed to their chests, parents with their eyes fixed on the horizon. No one carried weapons; they only carried hope—and a fear of captivity greater than the fear of death.

But the sea did not open its arms to them. Instead, the ships of the State arrived: Polargo 2 and Polargo 3. They brought no warning lights—only intentions of punishment. They rammed the tugboat repeatedly. They unleashed industrial hoses, not to clean rust, but to tear skin, break ribs, and force human bodies into the sea. Children’s bodies. Mothers. Human beings.

Thirty-seven died. Ten were children. And the world... the world remained silent.

There was no national mourning. No front-page headlines. Only silence. But the sea does not forget. The sea keeps watch. And Lucía, in her vision, sees them all: six-year-old Wilmer. Juan Miguel, who dreamed of becoming a baseball player. María Elena, with her rag doll. Rafael, who never let go of his mother’s hand—until the water tore them apart.

This book begins with them. Because to name them is to give them breath again. It is to raise them from the depths and place them where they belong: in the living memory of a people. Here, each name becomes a beacon that official history could not extinguish. They are not carved on tombstones—but here, they are written in a voice that does not drown.

Then came the boats. From Regla, Casablanca, La Lanchita. Humble vessels of public transport that suddenly became improvised wings. The people, tired of waiting, stopped praying and began planning. What once was routine become escape. And they did it without violence. Without weapons. With only one thing: will.

In the early morning hours of July 31, 1994, at three o’clock, a boat was taken over by a group of Cubans who simply wanted to leave. Not to cause harm, but to seek air. To breathe. To live without having to die inside. In the hours that followed, other boats were seized. Not all of them made it. Some were intercepted. Others vanished. But all of them—every single one—departed with the same cry: We can no longer stay here.

And then, the people shouted.

On August 5, 1994, Havana trembled. It wasn’t just a protest—it was a birth. A scream that had been gestating for years. The rumor of yet another boat triggered a wave of people gathering on the Malecón. First dozen. Then hundreds. And soon, thousands.

They shouted, “We want to leave!” “Freedom!” “Down with the lies!” They smashed display windows—not out of vandalism, but out of exhaustion. Out of hunger. Out of despair. Out of the rage of a life suffocated. Out of the heartbreak of a country that no longer offered a future. It was a scream for the right to scream, even if only for a single day.

The regime’s response was swift. Fidel Castro himself was taken to the scene. They tried to control the symbol, to smother the flames with his presence. But for the first time, the people didn’t listen. For the first time, his voice no longer commanded. For the first time, he lowered his arm and stepped back. Because he no longer ruled. Because no one applauded. Because on August 5, the Malecón no longer mirrored a leader—it reflected a relic.

Then came the special forces. Batons. Tear gas. Screams. But during the chaos, something unforgettable happened. A mother lifted her daughter onto her shoulders and said, “Look carefully, so they don’t tell you this never happened.” And that girl—like Lucía—saw everything. Not just the violence, but the dignity. Not just fear, but history becoming flesh.

A few days later, the sea came alive again. Hundreds of rafts—made of wooden planks, truck tire tubes, and sails stitched from bedsheets—began drifting away from the island. They were not ships. They were floating bodies. Acts of faith. Screams carved into wood.

On one raft, a man rows. Another prays. A woman breastfeeds. A child sings. The wind blows. The sea rocks them. Desperation guides them.

Each carried more than their bodies. They carried letters, photos, memories, and memorized addresses. They carried their entire souls folded into the seams of a backpack. Some arrived. Others did not. But all of them left. And those who stayed behind—part of them left, too.

This book is not fiction. It is an emotional, historical, and human chronicle of the exodus that split Cuban memory in two. It is the testimony of people who no longer wanted to remain silent. Who chose to row—using nails, ropes, and prayer—toward the unknown, rather than keep dying where they lived.

Through Lucía’s eyes, this work brings back to the present what power tried to sink into oblivion. The sea guards them. But this book is named after them. Honors them. Resurrects them. Because if there are readers, they will keep rowing—on the highest shore of memory.

Every name written here is a mast that refuses to fall—a flag waving over the waters of silence. May these pages serve as sail and rudder, but above all, as testimony: that there was once a people who, even without a ship, raised their dignity like an indestructible mast. And though many sank, they did not do so in vain. Because in memory—they still sail.
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