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I watched as a white heron circled the beach and then headed

north toward the open waters of the tropics. The lone bird flapped its

wings, gradually disappearing into the pink-and-orange-streaked sky.

It was time for us to go, too.

"Pack it up, Frankie. It's getting latej' I said.

Frankie threw his small fishing net into the rolling surf.

"C'mon, Lucia . . . a few more minutes. We dont even have

school tomorrow."

I sighed and leaned back on my towel. Frankie was right, there

was no need to rush home. Since all the private schools had been

closed and the public schools were being reevaluated, who knew

when classes would start again. I was growing tired of constantly

hearing about the revolution, but I privately thanked Castro for

postponing my algebra test. I closed my eyes and imagined old Seflora

Cardoza, our eighth-grade teacher, being questioned by one ofthe
new government officials. The Poor woman would probably be so

flustered that she'd pass out. Then I thought of Manuel, who sat two

rows ahead of me in algebra class. With hip light brown hair and green

eyes, he was definitely the cutest boy in class. Maybe that's why I
couldnt concentrate on anything Sefrora Cardoza said.

A distant rumbling snapped me out of my daydream. I searched

the slcy to see if a storm was coming, but it was a clear evening. The

thunder-like noise grew. Something big was coming down the beachside

road. I shook the sand off my feet, grabbed my sandals, and hurried

toward the boardwalk. A caravah of large camouflaged trucks and jeeps
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Castro elimind alegerile libere din Cuba
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Am urmdrit un cocostA,rc alb dand ocol plajei gi indreptAndu-se apoi spre

nord, spre apele intinse ale tropicelui. Pasirea solitari a bitut din aripi,

dispirand pe cerul brizdat de dungi roz gi portocalii. Sosise timpul si plecim

gi noi.

- StrAnge-fi lucrurile, Frankie, ci se face tdrziu, am zis eu'

Frankie gi-a aruncat hal[ul mititel inspre valurile care se tot rostogoleau.

- Hai, mi Lucia... Doar cAteva minute sd mai stdm! MAine nici n-avem

ore...
Am oftat gi m-am lisat pe spate pe prosop: Frankie avea dreptate:

n-aveam de ce sd zorim spre casi. Din moment ce toate gcolile particulare

fuseseri inchise, iar cele de stat treceau printr-un proces de reevaluare, cine

gtie cAnd aveau si fie reluate cursurile? Mi se cam tiiase si aud vorbindu-se

intruna despre revolufie, dar in sinea mea ii mulqumeam lui Castro c-a fbcut

sd mi se amAne testul la algebri. Am inchis ochii 9i mi-am imaginat-o pe

bitrina Sefrora Cardoza,profesoara noastri dintr-a opta, interogati de unul

dintre funcfionarii din noul guvern. Sirmana, cred ci s-ar emofiona aga de

tare, c-ar leEina! Apoi gdndul mi-a fugit la Manuel, care stitea cu doui binci

mai in faln la ora de algebri. Cu pirul ila castaniu-deschis gi cu ochii verzi,

era de departe cel mai drdgu{ biiat din clasi. Poate de-aia nu reuqeam si fiu

atenti la nimic din ce preda Seflor a Cardoza. . .

Un huruit in depirtare m-a trezit din reverie. M-am uitat pe cer si
vdd daci-s semne de furtuni, dar era o seari senini. Zgomotul tunitor
s-a intensificat. Ceva mare venea la vale pe drumul ce ducea la plajn.

Mi-am scuturat nisipul de pe tilpi, mi-am luat sandalele gi m-am gribit si
ajung la poteca de scAnduri. O caravani de jeepuri gi camioane camuflate
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came into view. I half hid behind a coconut palm and watched as

truck after truck, filled with men wearing fatigues, roared past me.

During the past year, there had been pictures of the revolution's

soldiers in the newspapers and on TV but I'd never seen so many

in person. Most of the soldiers that were riding in the trucks looked

like they were in their twenties, but a few seemed to be my age.

One of them had such intensity and fierce determination in his

eyes that it made me shudder, and I quickly looked away. And
then they were gone, leaving behind a cloud of sand and dust in the

road.
"Did you see that?" Frankie yelled from the water's edge'

I turned and walked back to where my bike and beach towel

lay. "Yeah. Strange to see army trucks around here."

"Huh? I'm talking about the huge yellowtail that swam . . ."

Frankie pulled in his net and spun around. "Wait, those were army

trucks?"
"Yeah, but they're abeady gone." I shook out my towel and

carefully tucked it into the bike's front-hanging basket. "Vdmonos,

Frankie, we're going to be late for dinnerl'
"You sure they're gone?" Frankie looked toward the road.

"I'm sure. Nothing ever happens in Puerto Mijares. Those

soldiers were probably just driving throughl'
'Well, you can go home. I'll catch up lateri'

He stared at the waist-deep water surrounding him.
"Ha! Mam6 would have my head if I left you alone."

"I'm already seven. I dont need a babysitteri' He twisted his

body, gettingrcady to throw the net again.

Frankie could be stubborn, but I knew the one thing my little

brother loved more than fishing.
"Okay, I guess we'll both have to miss Mam6'sf/4r."
";FIan?" Frankie pulled at the net, already in mid-air, catching

it with his left hand. "Why didnt you say that before?"

He sprinted out of the water and hurried over to his bike. A sly

srnile crept onto his face.

mi-a iegit in intdmpinare. Ascunsi pe jumitate in spatele unui cocotier, am

urmirit camioanele vijdind pe ldngd mine, unul cAte unul, ticsite cu oameni
imbr[ca{i in haine de camuflaj. in ultimul an tot apiruseri prin ziare gi la
TV fotografii cu soldalii revolufionari, dar nu avusesem niciodati ocazia si
vid atAt de mul$ in carne gi oase. Majoritatea celor din camioane pdreau

si aibi douizeci gi ceva de ani, insi erau gi cAfiva care pireau de-o seami cu
mine. Unuia dintre ei i se citea in ochi o hotirdre silbatici, de nestrimutat,
care m-a ftcut si mi cutremur gi si-mi feresc repede privirea. in clipa urmi-
toare, nu mai erau acolo. Lisaseri in urma lor pe drum nori de praf gi nisip.

- Ai vizut gi tu? mi-a strigat Frankie de la marginea apei.

M-am risucit pe cilcdie qi m-am intors in locul unde-mi lisasem bici-
cleta qi prosopul de plaj6.

* Da... E ciudat si vezi camioane militare pe aici.

- He? Io mi refeream la seriola uriagi care-a trecut pur gi simplu. .. azis
Frankie, trigAnd de haliu gi rotindu-se-n loc. Stai, alea care-au trecut erau

camioane militare?

- ihi, da' s-au dus deja, am spus eu, scuturindu-mi prosopul, impd-
turindu-l cu griji gi pundndu-l in coqul prins pe partea din fafi a biclei.
Vdmonos,Frankie, o sd-ntXrziem la masi!

- Egti siguri c-au plecat? a insistat Frankie, uitindu-se spre $osea.
* Da. Nu se-ntdmpl[ niciodati nimic in Puerto Mijares. Probabil ci erau

doar in trecere.

- Pii poti si te duci tu acasi. Vin gi io mai tArziu!

Se uita linti la apa din jur, care ii ajungea pdni la brdu.

- Ha! M-ar face Mam6 harcea-parcea daci te-ag lisa singur aici!

- Am deja gapte ani. Nu-mi trebuie didaci.

$i-a risucit corpul,ludndu-gi avdnt ca si arunce din nou plasa de pescuit.

Frankie era cipos cAteodati, dar eu gtiam bine care era sigurul lucru care ii
plicea frdliorului meu mai mult decit pescuitul, aga c-am zis:

- OK, atunci presupun c-o si ratdm arnindoiflan-ul lu Mam6...

- FIan? a tresdrit Frankie, trigand de haliul pe care-l azvdrlise deja gi

prinzdndu-l din zbor cu mAna stangi. De ce n-ai zis aga?!

A iegit din api cdt ai clipi 9i s-a dus iute la bicla lui. Pe f4e i-a apirut un
zAmbet pigicher.



..Hey,Lucyi,hesaid,andwithoneswiftmove'hesnatchedrny

towel and threw it as far as he could. "Race yotr home!"

***

My bike screeched into the driveway' I jumped ofl hurdled the

potted plant sitting by the porch steps, and ran to the front door' "Beat

you againi' I laughed, stumbling into the house'

An eerie silence greeted me.

"Mam6? Papil?" I called out. There was an uneasiness hanging

in the air as I walked into the darkened family room'

Frankie clattered into the house. "You only won because I let youi'

'Shhh. Something's wrongi I whispered'

"2Qud?"

"Not sure." I headed toward the dimly lit kitchen'

Myparentsweresittingatthekitchentablehuddledarounda
radio, obli-vious to the fact that the sun had set and that most of the

house was now dark and full of shadows'

" Oh, hij o s, You're home."

Mam6immediatelystoodup,smoothedbackherdarkhair'and
gave us quick kisses on the cheek. She signaled for Pap6 to turn down

the radio. The voice of someone giving a speech was promptly

silenced.
"What's going on? Why is the house so dark?" I asked'

Mam6turnedonsomelightsandtookoutthedinnerplates.
"Nothing's happenedi' Papri' smiled, but the worried look in his

eyes betrayed him. "Your mother and I just lost track of time listening

to the radio. Did you have fun at the beach?"

"It was okay, but I didnt catch anything' I did see this huge

yellowtail . . . about this big!" Frankie opened his arms wide'

Paptchuckled. "That big, huh? Probably more like this"' He

brought Frankie's arms together until they were about a foot apart'

'Well, yeah, maybe." Frankie reached for the plate of sliced

avocado.

- Hei, Lucy! m-a strigat el gi, dintr-o singuri miqcare, mi-a ingfrcat
prosopul gi l-a aruncat cit de departe a putut. Cine-ajunge primu'acasi?

***

Intrdnd pe alee, am frdnat c-un scdrtAit. Am sirit din ga, am fopiit peste

planta din ghiveciul de pe treptele verandei gi-am alergat la uga de la intrare.

- Te-am intrecut din nou! am zis rAzand in timp ce dideam buzna-n casl.

iniuntru m-a intAmpinat o linigte sinistri.

-Mam6? 
Papri? am strigat.

Cdnd am intrat in sufrageria cufundati-n intuneric, m-am lisat cuprinsi
de un sentiment apis[tor.

- Te-am lisat si mi-ntreci, de-aia! mi-a rispuns Frankie, nivilind iniuntru

- $ql! E ceva-n nereguli, i-am goptit.

-;Qud?
- Nu gtiu inci, am zis, indreptindu-mi spre bucitiria slab luminati.
Pirinfii mei stiteau la masa din bucitirie, aplecafi deasupra unui radio,

Fard ca micar si-gi dea seama ci afar| soarele apusese gi ci mai toati casa

era acurn cufundati-n intuneric Ai cotropiti de umbre.

- Oh, hijos,aliajuns!
Mam6 s-a ridicat numaidecdt de pe scaun, gi-a dat pirul negru dupi

urechi gi ne-a sirutat in pripi pe obraji. I-a fbcut semn tatei s[ dea radioul
mai incet. Vocea cuiva care linea un discurs a fost imediat redusi Ia ticere.

- Ce se-ntdmpli? De ce stim pe intuneric? am intrebat eu.

Mam6 a aprins cAteva becuri gi a scos farfuriile pentru cini.

- Nu s-a-ntdmplat nimic, a rispuns Pap6 zAmbind, dar expresia ochilor
ii treda ingrijorarea. Eu gi mama am pierdut nofiunea timpului tot ascultind
Ia radio. V-afi distrat Ia plaji?

- A fost bine, da' n-am prins nimic. Totugi, am vizut o serioll uriagi...
cam a$a de mare! a rispuns Frankie, deplrtindu-gi mult bra]ele.

- A.ga mare? a chicotit Pap6. Nu era mai degrabd aga? a zis el gi i-a apropiat

bralele lui Frankie pAni ce intre ele rdmiseseri numai weo 30 de centimetri.

- Pneni... ihi, poate aga, a cedat el, intinzdndu-se dupd farfuria cu felii
de avocado.
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"Mam6, do you need help with dinner?" I asked, peering over

her shoulder to see what she was cooking.

"No, it's just leftovers from yesterday'' She turned as Frankie

went for his second slice. "Frankie, no comas mds.You'lI get filled up

before dinner. Now wash up . . . both of you. Dinner will be ready in

five minutes."
"You made flan, right?" Frankie wiped his sticky hands on his

shorts.
"Oh, the flan. I forgot, with everythitg-"
'Ahem." PaP6 cleared his throat.

"I'll make it tomorrow sweetie. Promise' Now gol'
..Told you we shouldnt have left the beachi' Frankie muttered

as we stepped into the hallwaY.

I ignored him and focused instead on the shouting coming

from the kitchen radio. Mam6 had raised the volume the moment

we'd left the room. A reporter was describing a large crowd gathered

near the town square, and in the background there was some sort of

chanting. I strained to hear what they were saying' Then the words

came through clearly, echoing in my head. ;Socl alismo o muerte!

Socialism...ordeath!

- Mam6, ai nevoie de-ajutor cu masa? am intrebat, trdgAnd cu ochiul
peste umdrul ei ca sd vdd ce pregdtea.

- Nu, o si mAncim ce-a mai rimas de ieri. Frankie, no comas mds,l-a
mustrat ea, intorcAndu-se chiar cdnd Frankie lua o a doua felie. O si te saturi

inainte sl ne-agezim la masd... Ducefi-vi sd vi spilafi - amindoi! Masa e

gata-n cinci minute.

- Dd ai frcut flan, da? a spus Frankie, qtergdndu-gi degetele lipicioase pe

pantalonii scurfi.

- O,flan-uL.. Am uitat, cu toate pe cap...

- H-hm! a tugit Pap6 ca pentru a-i atrage atenfia.

- O sd fac mAine, scumpule, ifi promit. Acu'fuga!

- Io fi-am zis si mai rimAnem pe plaj6, a bodoginit Frankie cdnd am

iegit pe hol.

Nu i-am dat nicio atenfie gi, in schimb, m-am striduit si desluqesc

zbieretele care veneau de la radioul din bucitirie. Imediat ce iegiserim noi
din camer6, Mam6 diduse din nou sonorul mai tare. Un reporter relata

despre o mare mullime adunati-n piafa oragului, iar pe fundal se auzeau

oamenii scanddnd. Mi-am ciulit urechile, ca si-nteleg ce spuneau. Deodatd,

cuvintele s-au auzit limpede, reverberdndu-mi in cap: iSocialismo o muerte!

Socialismul... sau moartea!
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U.S. Brands Cuba Communist Statg Says Castro

Outdoes Soviet in Barring Vote,

Likens His Rallies to Hitle/s

- The New York Times, MaY 3, 1951
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"Today I'm having real funi' I mumbled to myself'

I pulled open the bedroom drapes and took a look outside' The

brightness of the morning sun blinded me for a moment. Then, as my

eyes adjusted to the light, I rcalized what a perfect day it was' The

cloudless sky, the slight chatter of birds in the fruit trees, and the warm

breezethat brushed past my cheek . . . there was no place I'd rather be,

although Ivette and I did talk about visiting Paris or Rome someday. we'd

been best friends since kindergarten, and I couldnt imagine exploring

those cities without her. But for now we'd have to be happy spending the

daywalking around downtown Puerto Mijares. we could catch a movie

or even a double feature. Something by Fellini was probably plapng'

I thumbed through my closet and picked out a pleated emerald-

green skirt with a crisply ironed white shirt. It wasnt too fancy or too

casual. After all, you never knew who we might run into in town' But

choosing a headband was a bit harder. I loved my bright yellow one,

which would stand out against my darkhair, but the green and white

polka-dot one matched my outflt perfectly. This was a decision better

left for lvette. She was my fashion guru.

A thumping on the stairs let me know that Frankie was on his

way to the kitchen. The warm, sweet smell of cafd con leche had wafted

its way up to me, and my stomach growled in response. BreaKast was

probably already on the table.
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SUA declard Cuba stat comunist, afirmd cd

Fidel Castro intrece chiar gi URSS-ul prin

inteaicerea alegerilor libere, compare

discursurile lui Castro cu cele ale lui Hitler

- The New York Times,3 mai 1961
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- Azi o si mi distrez din plin! .iln murmurat cat si m-aud doar eu.

Am tras la o parte draperiile de la dormitor gi-am aruncat o privire afarI.

Pentru o clipd, am fost orbiti de strilucirea soarelui matinal. Pe urmi, in
timp ce mi obignuiam cu lumina, mi-am dat seama cd e o zi absolut perfecti:

cerul fbri nori, ciripitul discret al pisirilor din pomi gi briza cildufi care-mi

mdng1ia obrazul... N-ag fi dat locul ista pentru niciun altul pe lume - degi

plinuisem cu Ivette si vizitim cAndva Parisul sau Roma. Eram prietene la

cataramd incd de la grddinifi gi nu-mi puteam inchipui cum ar fi sdvizitez
Iocurile astea frrd ea! Deocamdati insi, trebuia si ne mullumim si ne

petrecem ziua colindAnd centrul oragului Puerto Mijares. Puteam si vedem

un film sau sd prindem chiar doui la pref de unu. Sigur rula ceva de Fellini.

Am scotocit prin gifonier gi am scos dinduntru o fusti plisati, de nuanfa

smaraldului, gi o cimigu{i albi, cllcati la dungi. Era o finuti nici prea prea,

nici foarte foarte. La urma urmei, nu gtii niciodati peste cine dai in orag...

Alegerea unei bentife s-a dovedit ceva mai dificild. imi pllcea bentifa mea

galbeni-deschis, care avea si iasi-n evidenfi pe fundalul pirului brunet,

dar cealalti, cu bulinule albe gi verzi, se potrivea la fix cu linuta mea. Mai
bine lisam in seama lui Ivette decizia asta! Ea era mentorul meu intr-ale
modei.

Tiopiiala de pe trepte mi-a atras atenlia ci Frankie se-ndrepta spre buc[-
tirie. Aroma caldi gi dulce de cafe con leche s-a ini\at pani la mine, la etaj,

gi mi-a frcut stomacul si chioriie. Probabil ci micul dejun era deja pe mas6.
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