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PROLOGUE 
 
For a long time we have wanted to wri te a history of our revoluti on, 
i l lustrati ng its many and vari ed aspects. Many of the 
revoluti onÕs leaders have often expressed, pri vately or  publ icly , 
thei r desire to wri te such a history . But the tasks are many, the 
years go by, and the memory of the insurrection is dissolving 
into the past. These events have not yet been properl y  descri bed, 
events which al ready belong to the history of the A meri cas. 
For this reason, I present here a seri es of personal  reminiscences 
of the ski rmishes, attacks, and battl es in which we all 
parti cipated. I do not w ish that this fragmentary history, based 
on memori es and a few  hasty  notes, should be regarded as a full 
account. On the contrary, I hope that those who lived through 
each event w il l  furt her elaborate. 
 
The fact that duri ng the enti re stru ggle, I was l imited to fighti ng 
at a gi ven point on CubaÕs map, evidentl y  prevented me 
from parti cipating in battl es and events in other  places. Sti l l , I 
believe that to bring to l i fe our revoluti onary actions, and to do 
this w ith some order , I can best begin with the first battl eÑ the 
only one Fidel  Castro fought in that went against our forcesÑ  
the surpri se attack at A legr’a de P’o. 
 
There are many survivors of this battl e and each of them 
is encouraged to fi l l  out the story by contri buti ng what they 
remember. I ask only that such a narrator be stri ctly  tru thful . They 
should not pretend, for thei r own aggrandizement, to have been 
where they were not, and they should be wary of inaccuracies. 
I ask that after w ri ti ng a few  pagesÑ to the best of thei r abil i ty , 
accord ing to their disposition and educationÑ they seri ously 
cri ticize them, in order to remove every word  not corresponding 
str ictl y w ith fact, or those where the facts are uncertain. With 
this intention, I  myself begin my reminiscences. 
 
Ernesto Che Guevara [1963] 
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ALEGRÍA DE PÍO 
 
Alegr’a de P’o is in Ori ente province, N iquero municipality , 
near  Cape Cruz, where on December 5, 1956, the dictatorshipÕs 
forces surprised us. 
 
We were exhausted from a trek that was not so much long 
as painful . We had landed on December 2, at a place known as 
Las Coloradas beach. We had lost almost all  our equipment, and 
weari ng new  boots had tru dged endlessly through saltwater 
swamps. A lmost the entire troop was sufferi ng open bl isters 
on their feet; but boots and fungal  infections were not our only 
enemies. We reached Cuba following a seven-day voyage across 
the Gulf of Mexico and the Cari bbean Sea, w ithout food, in a 
poorl y maintained boat, almost everyone plagued by seasickness 
from not being used to sea travel . We left the port  of Tuxpan 
on November 25, a day with a sti ff w ind when all  sea travel  was 
prohibited. A ll  this had left its mark on our troop made up of 
raw recru its who had never  seen combat. 
 
A ll  we had left of our equipment for war was nothing but 
our ri fles, cartri dge belts, and a few  wet rounds of ammuniti on. 
Our medical  suppl ies had vanished, and most of our backpacks 
had been left behind in the swamps. The previous night we 
had passed through one of the cane fields of the Niquero sugar 
mi ll , owned at the ti me by Julio Lobo. We had managed to 
sati sfy our hunger  and thirst by eati ng sugarcane, but lacking 
experi ence we had left a trail  of cane peelings and bagasse. Not 
that the guards following our steps needed any trail , for it had 
been our guideÑ as we found out years laterÑ who betrayed 
us and brought them to us. When we stopped to rest the night 
before, we let him goÑ an error we were to repeat several 
times duri ng our  long stru ggle unti l  we learned that civil ians 
whose backgrounds we did not know  could not be trusted in 
dangerous areas. In the ci rcumstances, we should never  have 
permitted that false guide to leave. 
 
By daybreak on December 5 only a few  could take another 
step. On the verge of collapse, we would walk a short distance 
and then beg for a long rest. Thus debil itated, orders were given 
to halt on the edge of a cane field, in some bushes close to dense 
woods. Most of us slept through the morning hours. 
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At noon we noticed unusual  acti vity . Piper planes as well  as 
other small  army and pri vate aircraft began to circle. Some of our 
group continued peacefully cutti ng and eati ng sugarcane, not 
realizing they were perfectl y visible to those flying the enemy 
planes, which were now  circling at slow speed and low alti tude. 
I was the troop physician and it was my duty to tr eat everyoneÕs 
blistered feet. I recall  my last patient that morning: his name 
was compañero Humberto Lamotte and it was to be his last day 
on earth. In my mindÕs eye I see how  ti red and anguished he 
was as he walked from my improvised first-aid station to his 
post, carr ying in one hand the shoes he could not wear. 
 
Compañero [Jesœs] MontanŽ and I were leaning against a 
tree talking about our respecti ve children, eating our meager 
rationsÑ half a sausage and tw o crackersÑ when we heard  a shot. 
Wi thin seconds, a hail  of bulletsÑ at least thatÕs how it seemed 
to us, this being our bapti sm of fi  reÑ descended on our group 
of 82 men. M y rifle was not one of the best; I had deliberately 
asked for it because I was in terri ble physical  conditi on due to a 
prolonged asthma attack I  had endured throughout our whole 
mari time voyage, and I did not want to be held responsible for 
wasting a good weapon. I can hard ly remember what followed; 
my memory is already hazy. After the initi al  burst of gunfi re, 
[Juan] A lmeida, then a captain, approached requesting orders, 
but there was no one to issue them. Later I  was told that Fidel  had 
tri ed in vain to gather everybody into the adjoining cane field, 
which could be reached just by crossing a boundary path. The 
surpri se had been too great and the gunfire too heavy. A lmeida 
ran back to take charge of his group. A  compañero dropped a box 
of ammuniti on at my feet. I pointed to it, and he answered me 
with an anguished expression, which I remember perfectl y, and 
which seemed to say, ÒItÕs too late for ammuniti on.Ó He immediately 
took the path to the cane field. (He was later murdered 
by Bati staÕs henchmen.) 
 
This might have been the first ti me I was faced, l i terally , w ith 
the dilemma of choosing betw een my devotion to medicine and 
my duty as a revoluti onary soldier . There, at my feet, was a 
backpack full  of medicine and a box of ammuniti on. They were 
too heavy to carr y both. I picked up the ammuniti on, leaving 
the medicine, and started to cross the cleari ng, heading for 
the cane field. I remember Faustino PŽrez, on his knees in the 
bushes, fi  r ing his submachine gun. Near me, a compañero named 
[Emilio] A lbentosa was walking toward  the cane field. A  burst 
of gunfi re hit us both. I felt a sharp  blow to my chest and a 
wound in my neck; I thought for certain I was dead. A lbentosa, 
vomiti ng blood and bleeding profusely from a deep wound 
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made by a .45-caliber bullet, screamed something l ike, ÒTheyÕve 
kil led me,Ó and began to fi  re his ri fe although there was no one 
there. Flat on the ground, I said to Faustino, ÒIÕm fucked,Ó and 
Faustino, sti l l  shooting, looked at me and told me it was nothing, 
but I saw  in his eyes he considered me as good as dead. 
Sti l l  on the ground, I fi  red a shot toward  the woods, on an 
impulse l ike that of my wounded companion. I immediately 
began to think about the best way to die, since in that minute al l 
seemed lost. I remembered an old Jack London story in which 
the hero, aware that he is about to freeze to death in A laskan ice, 
leans against a tr ee and prepares to die w ith  dignity . That was 
the only thing that came to my mind. Someone, on his knees, 
shouted that we should surrender, and I heard  a voiceÑ later 
I found out it belonged to Camilo CienfuegosÑ shouting, ÒNo 
one surrenders here!Ó followed by a swear  word . [JosŽ] Ponce 
approached me, agitated and breathing hard. He showed me a 
bullet wound that appeared to have pierced his lungs. He told 
me he was wounded and I repl ied, indifferentl y , that I was as 
well . Then Ponce, along with other unhurt  compañeros, crawled 
toward  the cane field. For a moment I was alone, just lying there 
waiti ng to die. A lmeida approached, urging me to go on, and 
despite the intense pain I dragged myself into the cane field. 
There I saw  the great compañero Raœl Su‡rez, whose thumb had 
been blown away by a bullet, being attended by Faustino PŽrez, 
who was bandaging his hand. Then everything blurr edÑ low- 
flying ai rp lanes strafing the field, adding to the confusionÑ amid 
scenes that were at once Dantesque and grotesque, such as an 
overw eight combatant tr ying to hide behind a single sugarcane 
stalk, or  a man who kept yell ing for silence in the din of gunfire, 
for no apparent reason. 
 
A  group was organized, headed by A lmeida, including 
Commander Ramiro ValdŽs, in that peri od a l ieutenant, and 
compañeros [Rafael] Chao and [Reynaldo] Ben’tez. Wi th A lmeida 
leading, we crossed the last path among the rows of sugarcane 
and reached the safety of the woods. The first shouts of ÒFire!Ó 
were heard  from the cane field and columns of flame and smoke 
began to ri se. But I canÕt be sure about that. I was thinking more 
of the bitterness of defeat and the imminence of my death . 
We walked unti l  darkness made it impossible to go on, and 
decided to l ie down and go to sleep huddled together in a heap. 
We were starving and thi rsty , the mosquitoes adding to our 
misery. This was our bapti sm of fi  re, December 5, 1956, on the 
outski rts of N iquero. Such was the beginning of forging what 
would become the Rebel  Army. 
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THE BATTLE OF LA PLATA 
 
An attack on a small  army garri son at the mouth of the La Plata 
ri ver in the Sierra Maestra produced our fi rst victory . The effect 
was electri fying and traveled far beyond that rough region. It 
was l ike a call  to attention, proving that the Rebel  Army did in 
fact exist and was disposed to fight. For us, it reaffirmed our 
chances for final  victory. 
 
On January 14, 1957, a l ittl e more than a month after the surp ri se 
attack at A legr’a de P’o, we came to a halt by the Magdalena 
ri ver, which separates La Plata and a ridge beginning in the 
Sierra Maestra and ending at the sea. Fidel  gave orders for target 
practice as some sort of training for our peopleÑ some of the men 
were using weapons for the first ti me in their l i ves. We bathed 
there as wellÑ having ignored matters of hygiene for many 
daysÑ and those who were able to do so changed into clean 
clothes. A t that ti me we had 23 working weapons: nine ri fles 
equipped with telescopic sights, five semiautomatic machine 
guns, four bolt-action ri fles, tw o Thompson submachine guns, 
two submachine guns, and a 16-gauge shotgun. 
 
That afternoon we climbed the last hi l l  before reaching the environs 
of La Plata. We were following a narrow track, traveled 
by very few  people, which had been marked out by machete 
especially  for us by a peasant named Melquiades El ’as. He had 
been recommended by our guide Euti mio [Guerra], who at that 
time was indispensable to us and seemed to be the epitome 
of the rebel  peasant. He was later apprehended by [Joaqu’n] 
Casil las, however , who, instead of kil l ing him, bought him off 
w ith an offer of $10,000 and a rank in the army if he managed to 
kil l  Fidel . Euti mio came close to fulfi l l ing his part  of the bargain, 
but lacked the courage to do so. He was nonetheless very useful 
to the enemy, informing them of the location of several  of our 
camps. 
 
At the ti me, Eutimio was serving us loyally . He was one of 
the many peasants fighti ng for their land in the stru ggle against 
the big landowners, and anyone who fought them also fought 
the Rural  Guard, who did the landownersÕ bidding. 
That day we took tw o peasants pri soner, who turned out 
to be relati ves of our guide. One of them was released but we 
kept the other one as a precautionary measure. The next day, 
January 15, we sighted the La Plata army barracks, under constru ction 
and w ith zinc roofs. A  group of half-dressed men were 
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moving about, but we could nevertheless make out their enemy 
uniforms. Just before sundown, about 6 p.m., a boat came in; 
some soldiers got out and others climbed aboard . Because we 
could not quite fi gure out the maneuver, we postponed the 
attack to the following day. 
 
We began watching the barracks from dawn on January 16. 
The coast-guard boat had w ithdrawn duri ng the night and 
although we searched the area, no soldiers could be seen. At 
3 p.m. we decided to approach the road along the ri ver  leading 
to the barracks and take a look. By nightfall  we crossed the very 
shallow La Plata ri ver  and took up position on the road. Five 
minutes later we apprehended tw o peasants; one of them had 
a record  as an informer. When we told them who we were and 
assured them that if they did not speak our intentions could 
not be guaranteed, they gave us some valuable information: the 
barracks held about 15 soldiers. They also told us that Chicho 
Osori o, one of the regionÕs three most notori ous foremen, was 
about to pass by; these foremen worked for the Laviti  family 
estate. The Laviti s had built an enormous fiefdom, maintaining 
it through a regime of terror w ith the help of individuals l i ke 
Chicho Osori o. Shortl y afterw ard , the said Chicho showed up 
drunk, astri de a mule, w ith  a smal l  Afro-Cuban boy riding 
behind him. Universo S‡nchez, in the name of the Rural 
Guard , gave him the order to halt and Chicho rapidly repl ied, 
Òmosquito.Ó That was the password . 
 
We must have looked like a bunch of pi rates, but Chicho 
Osori o was so drunk we were able to fool him. Fidel  stepped 
forward  and in an indignant tone said he was an army colonel 
who had come to investi gate why the rebels had not yet been 
liquidated. He bragged about having gone into the woods, 
which accounted for his beard . He added that what the army 
was doing was Òtrash.Ó In a word , he cut the armyÕs efficiency 
to pieces. Sheepishly, Chicho Osori o admitted that the guards 
spent all  their time inside the barracks, eating and doing nothing 
but fi  r ing occasional  useless rounds. He readily  agreed that the 
rebels must be wiped out. We carefully  began asking about who 
was friendly and unfri endly in the area and noted his replies, 
naturally  reversing the roles: when Chicho called somebody a 
bad man we knew  he was one of our fri ends, and so on. We 
had some 20 names and he was sti l l  jabbering away. He told us 
how he had kil led two men, adding, ÒBut my General  Bati sta 
set me free at once.Ó He spoke of having slapped two peasants 
who were Òa l ittl e bad-mannered,Ó adding that the guards were 
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incapable of such action; they let the peasants talk  w ithout 
punishing them. Fidel  asked Osori o what he would do if he 
ever  caught Fidel  Castro, and Osori o, w ith  an explicit gesture, 
said that he would cut his É off, and that the same went for 
Crescencio [PŽrez]. ÒLook,Ó he said, showing us his shoes, 
which were the same Mexican-made kind our troops wore, 
Òthese shoes belonged to one of those sons of É we kil led.Ó 
 
There, w ithout realizing it, Chicho Osori o signed his own death 
sentence. A t FidelÕs suggestion, he agreed to accompany us to 
the barracks in order to surprise the soldiers and prove to them 
they were badly prepared and were neglecting their duties. 
Neari ng the barracks, w ith Chicho Osori o in the lead, I was 
sti l l  not certain he had not w ised up to our tri ck. But he kept 
on ingenuously, so drunk he could not think straight. After 
crossing the river again to approach the barracks, Fidel  said 
that established military rules called for a prisoner to be ti ed 
up. Osori o did not resist and he went on, unwitti ngly, as a real 
pri soner. He explained to us that the only guards posted were at 
the entrance to the barracks under construction, and at the house 
of one of the other foremen named Honori o. Osori o guided us 
to a place near the barracks on the road to El  Mac’o. Compañero 
Luis Crespo, now  a commander, went on to scout around and 
returned saying that the foremanÕs report  was correct. Crespo 
had seen the tw o barracks and the fiery ends of the guardsÕ 
cigarettes. 
 
We were just about ready to approach the barracks when we 
had to hide to let three soldiers on horseback go by. The men 
were dri ving a pri soner on foot l ike a mule. They passed close 
by me, and I remember the words of the poor peasant, ÒIÕm just 
l ike one of you,Ó and the answer by one of the men we later 
identi fied as Corporal  Basol, ÒShut up and keep walking or IÕll 
whip you.Ó We thought the peasant would escape danger  by 
not being in the barracks when we attacked with our bul lets, but 
the following day, when the soldiers heard  of the attack, they 
brutally  murdered him at El  Mac’o. 
 
We had 22 weapons ready for the attack. It was an important 
occasion, and we had very l ittl e ammuniti on. We had to take 
the army barracks at all  costs, for failure meant wasting our 
ammuniti on, leaving us practically defenseless. Compañero 
Lieutenant Julio D’azÑ who later died heroically at the battl e 
of El  UveroÑ Camilo Cienfuegos, Ben’tez, and Calixto Morales, 
armed with  semiautomatic machine guns, were to surround 
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the palm-thatched quarters on the right side. Fidel , Universo 
S‡nchez, Luis Crespo, Cal ixto Garc’a, [Manuel] FajardoÑ today 
a commander w ith  the same last name as our physician, Piti  
Fajardo, who was [later]  ki l led in the EscambrayÑ and myself, 
would attack the center. Raœl [Castro] w ith his squadron and 
A lmeida with his would attack from the left. 
We approached within 40 meters of the barracks. By the l ight 
of a full  moon, Fidel  initi ated the gun battl e w ith two bursts of 
machine-gun fi  re and all  available rifles followed. Immediately, 
we demanded the enemyÕs surrender, but w ith no results. The 
murderer and informer Chicho Osori o was executed as soon as 
shooting broke out. 
 
The attack had begun at 2:40 a.m., and the guards put up 
a much fiercer resistance than we had expected. A  sergeant, 
armed with  an M-1, responded with fi  re every ti me we demanded 
their surrender . We were given orders to use our old 
Brazil ian-type hand grenades. Luis Crespo threw  his, and I 
mine, but they did not detonate. Raœl Castro threw  a stick of 
dynamite and nothing happened. We then had no choice but to 
get close to the quarters and set them on fi  re, even at the risk of 
our own lives. Universo S‡nchez made the fi rst, futi le attempt 
and Cami lo Cienfuegos also failed. Finally , Luis Crespo and I 
got close to one of the buildings and this compañero set it alight. 
The l ight from the blaze showed us it was simply a storeroom 
full  of coconuts, but we had inti midated the soldiers and they 
gave up the fight. One of them, tr ying to escape, ran right into 
Luis CrespoÕs ri fle; Luis shot him in the chest, took the manÕs 
ri fle, and conti nued fi  r ing into the house. Cami lo Cienfuegos, 
sheltered behind a tr ee, fi  red on the fleeing sergeant and ran 
out of ammuniti on. The soldiers, almost defenseless, were being 
wounded mercilessly by our bullets. Cami lo Cienfuegos was 
first into the quarters, on our side, where shouts of surr ender 
could be heard . 
 
We quickly took stock of our takings: eight Spri ngfields, one 
Thompson machine gun, and about 1,000 rounds; we had fi  red 
approximately 500 rounds. In additi on, we now  had cartri dge 
belts, fuel , knives, clothing, and some food. Casualti es: they had 
two dead, five wounded, and we had taken three pri soners. 
Some, along with the informer Honori o, had fl  ed. On our side, 
not a scratch. 
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We withdrew  after setti ng fi  re to the soldiersÕ quarters and 
tending to the wounded as best we couldÑ three of them were 
seri ously wounded and we left them in the care of the pri soners. 
We were told after the final  victory that they had died. One 
of the soldiers later joined the forces under Commander Raœl 
Castro, was promoted to l ieutenant, and died in a plane accident 
after the war. 
 
Our atti tude toward the wounded was in stark contrast to 
that of Bati staÕs army. Not only did they ki l l  our wounded men, 
they abandoned their own. Over  ti me this difference had an 
effect on the enemy and it was a factor in our victory. Fidel 
ordered that the pri soners be given all  available medicine to 
take care of the wounded. This decision pained me because, as a 
doctor, I  felt the need to save al l  available medicine for our own 
troops. We freed all  the civi l ians and at 4:30 a.m. on January 17 
started for Palma Mocha, arri ving at dawn and searching out 
the most inaccessible zones of the Sierra Maestra. 
 
Our eyes met w ith  a piti ful  spectacle: the day before, an 
army corporal  and one of the foremen had warned all  the families 
in the area that the air  force was going to bomb the enti re 
zone, and an exodusÑ almost all  the peasantsÑ toward  the 
coast had begun. No one knew  of our presence in the area, so it 
was evidentl y  a maneuver on the part  of the foremen and the 
Rural  Guard  to take the land and belongings away from the 
peasants. But their l ie had coincided with our attack and now 
became a reality . Terror reigned among the peasants and it was 
impossible for us to stop their  fl ight. 
 
This was the fi rst victorious battl e of the Rebel  Army. This 
battl e and the one following it were the only occasions in the l ife 
of our troop when we had more weapons than men. Peasants 
were not yet ready to join in the stru ggle, and communication 
with the urban bases was practically nonexistent. 
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THE BATTLE OF ARROYO DEL 
INFIERNO 
 
The Arroyo del  Infierno is a narrow, shallow river fl  owing 
into the Palma Mocha ri ver . Walking along it, away from the 
Palma Mocha, and mounting the slopes of the borderi ng hi l ls, 
we reached a small  circular cleari ng where we found tw o 
peasant huts. Here we made camp, naturall y  leaving the huts 
unoccupied. 
 
Fidel  presumed that the army would come after us, locating 
our approximate position. With  this in mind, he planned an 
ambush to capture some enemy soldiers, and to this end he 
posted the men. 
 
Fidel  watched our l ines vigilantl y , and checked and rechecked 
our defenses. Contour l ines were marked i rr egularl y 
every five or so meters up the hil l . On the morning of January 19 
we were reviewing the troops when there was an accident that 
could have had seri ous consequences. As a trophy from the 
battl e of La Plata, I  had taken a helmet from one of Bati staÕs 
corporals, and I wore it w ith great pri de. But when I went to 
inspect the troops, walking through open woods, the forw ard 
guards heard  us coming in the distance and saw  that someone 
weari ng a helmet was leading the group. Fortu nately, at that 
moment they were cleaning their weapons, and only Camilo 
CienfuegosÕs gun was working. He opened fi  re on us, and immediately 
realized his mistake. H is first shot missed and then 
his machine gun jammed, preventi ng him from fi  r ing furth er. 
This incident was symptomati c of the state of high tension that 
prevailed as we waited for the relief that battl e would bri ng. 
In such moments, even those with the strongest nerves feel  a 
certain faint trembling in the knees, and everyone longs for the 
stellar moment of war: battl e. None of us, however, wanted to 
fight; we did so out of necessity . 
 
At dawn on January 22 we heard  a few  single shots from 
the direction of the Palma Mocha ri ver, and this forced us to 
maintain even stri cter discipline in our l ines, to be more cautious, 
and to wait for the imminent arri val  of the enemy. 
Believing the soldiers to be nearby, we ate neither breakfast 
nor lunch. Some ti me before, the guajiro Crespo and I had found 
a henÕs nest and we rationed the eggs, leaving one behind as is 
customary so the hen would continue to lay. That day, in l ight 
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of the shots we had heard  duri ng the night, Crespo decided we 
should eat the last egg, and we did so. It was noon when we 
saw a human figure in one of the huts. At first we thought that 
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one of the compañeros had disobeyed the order  not to approach 
the huts. That was not the case: one of the dictatorshipÕs soldiers 
was looking around. Then about six others appeared; some of 
them left, three remained in view . We saw  the soldier  on guard 
look about, pick a few  weeds, put them behind his ears in an 
attempt at camouflage, then sit calmly in the shade; his face, 
clearl y visible through the telescopic sight, showed no signs of 
fear. FidelÕs opening shot shattered him; he managed to shout 
out something l i ke, ÒAy, mi madre!Ó then he fell  over dead. The 
gun battl e spread and the unfortu nate soldierÕs tw o comrades 
fell . Suddenly, I noti ced that in the hut closer to me another 
soldier was tr ying to hide from our fi  re. I could only see his legs, 
since from my elevated position the roof of the hut concealed 
his body. I fi  red at him and missed; the second shot caught the 
man full  in the chest and he fel l , leaving his ri fle pierced in the 
ground by the bayonet. Covered by the guajiro Crespo, I reached 
the house and saw  the body; I took his bul lets, his r ifle, and a 
few other belongings. The man had been stru ck ful l  in the chest, 
the bullet probably piercing his heart , and his death had been 
instantaneous; he al ready showed the first signs of r igor morti s, 
perhaps because of the exhaustion of his last dayÕs march. 
The battl e was extraord inari l y  fast and soon, our plan successfully 
executed, we all  w ithdrew . 
 
Taking inventory, we found that we had spent approximately 
900 bullets and had retri eved 70 from a full  cartri dge case. We 
also acquired a machine gun, a Garand, which was given to 
Commander Efigenio Ameijei ras, who used it for a good part  
of the war. We counted four enemy dead, but months later, 
after capturi ng an informer, we learned that fi  ve had actually 
been ki l led. It was not an absolute victory , but neither was it 
Pyrr hic. We had matched our forces against the enemy, in new 
conditions, and we had passed the test. 
 
This improved our  spi ri ts greatl y , and enabled us to continue 
climbing the whole day toward  the most inaccessible reaches in 
order to escape pursuit by larger enemy groups. We reached 
the other side of the mountain. We were walking parallel  to 
Bati staÕs troop, also withdrawing, both groups having crossed 
the same mountain peak to reach the other side. For tw o days 
our troops and those of the enemy marched almost side by side 
without realizing it. Once, we slept in a hut that was barely 
separated from another housing the enemy, by a small  ri ver  l ike 
the La Plata and a couple of bends in the road. The lieutenant 
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commanding the enemy patrol  was S‡nchez Mosquera, whose 
name had become infamous throughout the Sierra Maestra in 
the wake of his pil laging. It is worth  mentioning that the shots 
we had heard  several  hours before the battl e had ki l led a peasant 
of Haiti an descent who had refused to lead the troops to our 
hideout. If they had not committed this murder they would not 
have alerted us and found us waiti ng for them. 
 
Once again, we were carr ying too much weight; many of us 
had tw o ri fl  es. Under these circumstances, it was not easy to 
walk, but clearl y  morale was different from what it had been 
after the disaster of A legr’a de P’o. A  few  days earl ier we had 
defeated a group smal ler than ours, entrenched in a barracks; 
now we had defeated a column on the march, superior in 
numbers to our forces. We could al l  veri fy  the importance of 
this type of battl e to el iminate the enemyÕs forw ard  guard , for 
w ithout a forw ard  guard , an army is paralyzed. 
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AIR ATTACK 
 
After the victory over S‡nchez MosqueraÕs forces, we walked 
along the La PlataÕs banks, and later, crossing the Magdalena 
ri ver, retu rned to the already familiar region of Caracas. But 
the atmosphere was different from what we had experi enced 
that first ti me, when we had been in hiding and the vil lagers 
had supported us. Now, Casil lasÕs troops had passed through, 
sowing terror throughout the region. The peasants had gone, 
leaving only their empty huts and a few  animals, which we 
sacri ficed and ate. Experi ence had taught us it was not smart  
to stay in the houses, so after spending the night in one of the 
more isolated huts, we climbed back to the woods and pitched 
camp beside a small  spring almost at the summit of Caracas 
peak. 
 
It was there that Manuel  Fajardo came to me and asked me 
if i t were possible that we could lose the war . M y response, 
quite aside from the euphori a of victory, was always the same: 
the war would unquestionably be won. He explained that he 
had asked me because the gallego Mor‡n had told him that 
w inning the war was impossible, that we were lost; he had 
urged Fajardo to abandon the campaign. I made Fidel  aware 
of this, who told me that Mor‡n had al ready let him know  he 
was covertl y  testing the morale of the troops. We agreed that 
this was not the best approach, and Fidel  made a short speech 
urging greater discipline and explaining the dangers that might 
ari se if this discipline were disregarded. He also announced 
three cri mes punishable by death: insubordination, deserti on, 
and defeati sm. 
 
Our situation was not parti cularl y  happy in those days. The 
column lacked that spiri t which is forged only through battl e, 
and it was without a cohesive political  consciousness. On one 
day, a compañero would leave us, on the next day another, and 
many requested assignments in the city that often entailed much 
more ri sk but that meant an escape from the rough conditions 
in the countr yside. Sti l l , our campaign conti nued on its course; 
the gallego Mor‡n demonstrated indefati gable energy looking 
for food and making contact w ith the peasants in the immediate 
vicinity . 
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Such were our spir its on the morning of January 30, [1957]. 
Eutimio Guerra, the traitor, had earl ier  asked permission to visit 
his sick mother  and Fidel  had granted it, also giving him some 
money for the tri p. Accord ing to Eutimio, his tri p would last 
some weeks. We had not yet caught on to a seri es of incidents, 
but this manÕs subsequent behavior clearl y  explained them. 
When he rejoined the troop, Eutimio said that he had almost 
reached Palma Mocha when he realized government forces 
were on our trail . He had tr ied to get back to warn us but found 
only the bodies of the soldiers in Delf’n [TorresÕs] hut, one of the 
peasants whose land became the scene of the battl e of Arroyo 
del  Infierno. Euti mio said he had followed our trail  across the 
Sierra Maestra unti l  he finally  found us; but what had actually 
happened was that he had been taken pri soner. A fter being 
bribed with money and a military rank in exchange for murderi ng 
Fidel , he was now  work ing as an enemy agent. 
 
As part  of this plan, Euti mio had left the camp the previous 
day and on the morning of January 30, after a cold night, just as 
we were getti ng up, we heard  the roar of planes. We could not 
quite locate them since we were in the woods. Our field kitchen 
was some 200 meters below  us near a small  spri ng, where the 
forward  guard  was stati oned. Suddenly, we heard  the dive of a 
fi hter plane, the rattl e of machine-gun fi  re, and after a moment, 
the bombs. Our experi ence was very l imited and we seemed 
to hear shots from all  sides. Fifty-caliber bullets explode when 
they hit the ground and, although what we heard  was machine 
guns fi  ri ng from the ai r, as the bullets exploded near us they 
gave the impression of coming from the woods. Because of this, 
we thought we were being attacked by ground troops. 
 
I was instru cted to wait for members of the forw ard  guard 
and to gather  up some of the supplies we had dropped during 
the ai r attack. We were to meet the rest of the troop at the Cueva 
del  Humo. M y compañero was Chao, a veteran of the Spanish 
Civil  War, and though we waited quite a while for some of the 
missing men, no one came. We followed the column along an 
indisti nct track, both  weighed down, unti l  we came to a cleari ng 
and decided to rest. After a while, we noticed some noise and 
movement, and saw  that our columnÕs tracks were also being 
followed by Guil lermo Garc’a (today a commander) and Sergio 
Acu–a, both from the forw ard  guard , who were trying to rejoin 
the group. After some del iberation, Guil lermo Garc’a and 
I returned to the camp to see what was happening since the 
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noise of the planes had faded. A  desolate spectacle awaited us: 
w ith an eery precision that fortu nately was not repeated during 
the war, the field kitchen had been attacked. The hearth had 
been smashed to pieces by machine-gun fi  re, and a bomb had 
exploded exactl y in the center of the forw ard  guard  camp, just 
moments after our troops had left. The gallego Mor‡n and a 
compañero had gone out to scout and Mor‡n had returned alone, 
announcing that he had seen five planes in the distance but that 
there were no ground troops in the vicinity . 
 
The five of us, w ith heavy loads, continued to walk through 
the bleak scene of our fr iendsÕ burned-out huts. We found only a 
cat that miaowed at us piti fully and a pig that came out grunti ng 
when it heard us. We had heard of the Cueva del  Humo, but 
did not know  exactl y where it was, so we spent the night in 
uncertainty, waiti ng to see our compañeros but feari ng we would 
meet the enemy instead. 
 
On January 31 we took up position on the top of a hil l  overl ooking 
some culti vated fields, where we thought we would 
find the Cueva del  Humo. We scouted around without finding 
anything. Sergio, one of the five, thought he saw  two people 
weari ng baseball  caps, but he was slow in tell ing us and we 
could not catch up w ith them. We went out w ith Guil lermo 
to explore the bottom of the val ley near the banks of the Aj’ 
ri ver, where a fri end of Guil lermo gave us something to eat, 
but the people there were very fearful . Guil lermoÕs fri end told 
us that all  of Ciro Fr’asÕs merchandise had been taken by the 
guards and burned; the mules had been requisiti oned and the 
mule driver ki l led. Ciro Fr’asÕs store was burned down and his 
w ife taken prisoner. The men who had passed through in the 
morning were under Major Casil lasÕs orders, who had slept 
somewhere near the house. 
 
On February 1 we stayed in our l i ttl e camp, practically in the 
open ai r, recovering from the exhaustion of the previous dayÕs 
march. At 11 a.m. we heard  gunfi re on the other side of the hil l  
and soon, closer to us, we heard desperate shouts, l ike someone 
cry ing out for help. With all  this, Sergio Acu–aÕs nerves seemed 
to snap, and silentl y , he left his cartr idge belt and rifle, deserti ng 
the guard  post he was assigned to. I noted in my campaign diary 
that he had taken with him a straw hat, a can of condensed mi lk , 
and three sausages; at the ti me we felt deeply for the can of 
mi lk  and the sausages. A  few  hours later we heard some noise 
and prepared to defend ourselves, not knowing whether the 
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deserter  had betrayed us or  not. But Crescencio appeared w ith 
a large column of almost all  our men, and also some new  people 
from Manzanil lo led by Roberto Pesant. M issing from our 
forces were Sergio Acu–a, the deserter, and compañeros Calixto 
Morales, Calixto Garc’a, and Manuel  Acu–a; also a new  recru it 
[Evangelista Mendoza] who had been lost on the first day in the 
cross fire. 
 
Once again we descended to the Aj’ r iver  valley, and on the 
way some of the supplies from Manzanil lo were distri buted, 
including a surgical kit and a change of clothes for everyone. 
It moved us greatl y  to receive clothes which had [our]  initi als 
embroidered on to them by the gi rl s of Manzanil lo. The next 
day, February 2, tw o months after the Granma landing, we were 
a reunited, uniform  group; 10 more men from Manzanil lo had 
joined us and we felt stronger and in better spiri ts than ever . 
We had many discussions on what had caused the surprise ai r 
attack, and we al l  agreed that cooking by day and the smoke 
from the fi  re had guided the planes to our camp. For many 
months, and perhaps for the duration of the war, the memory of 
that surprise attack weighed heavily  on the spir its of the troop. 
Right to the end, fires were not built in the open air duri ng the 
day, for fear of unfavorable consequences. 
 
We would have found it impossible to believe, and I think 
it did not enter anyoneÕs mind, that the traitor and informer 
Eutimio Guerra had been in the observation plane, pointi ng out 
our location to Casil las. H is motherÕs il lness had been a pretext 
to leave us and join the murderer Casil las. 
For some ti me to come, Eutimio played an important adverse 
role in the development of our l iberation war. 



Copyright 2005 Aleida March, Che Guevara Studies Center and Ocean Press.  Reprinted with 
their permission.  Not to be reproduced in any form without the written permission of Ocean 
Press.  For further information contact Ocean Press at info@oceanbooks.com.au and via its 
website at www.oceanbooks.com.au 

Copyright 2005 Aleida March, Che Guevara Studies Center and Ocean 
Press.  Reprinted with their permission.  Not to be reproduced in any 
form without the written permission of Ocean Press.  For further 
information contact Ocean Press at info@oceanbooks.com.au and via its 
website at www.oceanbooks.com.au 

 
 

SURPRISE ATTACK AT ALTOS DE 
ESPINOSA 
 
After the surpri se air attack descri bed previously, we abandoned 
Caracas peak and attempted to return to familiar regions where 
we could establish di rect contact w ith Manzanil lo, receive more 
help from the outside, and better  follow the situation in the rest 
of the countr y. 
 
We tu rned back, crossing the Aj’, and returned through terri tori es 
familiar to all  of us, unti l  we reached the house of old 
Mendoza. Wi th machetes, we had to open up paths along the 
ri dges of the hi l ls that had not been walked for many years, and 
our progress was very slow. We spent the nights in those hil ls, 
practically w ithout food. I sti l l  remember, as though it were 
one of the great banquets of my life, when the guajiro Crespo 
turned up with  a can of four pork sausagesÑ a resul t of earl ier 
savingsÑ saying that they were for his fr iends. The guajiro, 
Fidel , myself, and someone else enjoyed the meager rati on as 
if i t were a lavish feast. The march continued unti l  we reached 
the house, to the ri ght of Caracas peak, where old Mendoza prepared 
us something to eat. Despite his fear, his peasant loyalty 
meant he welcomed us each time we passed through; such were 
the exigencies of fri endship with Crescencio PŽrez and other 
peasants who were his fri ends in the troop. 
 
For me the march was excruciati ngÑ I was sufferi ng a bout 
of malari a. Crespo and the unforgettable compañero Julio Zen—n 
Acosta helped me complete the anguished march. 
We never  slept in the huts in that area; but my state and that 
of the famous gallego Mor‡n, who took every opportunity to 
fall sick, meant that we had to sleep beneath a roof, whi le the 
rest of the troop kept watch in the vicinity, coming to the house 
only to eat. 
 
We were forced to reduce the troopÕs size, as a group of men 
were sufferi ng very low  morale, and one or tw o were seri ously 
wounded; among the latter were Ramiro ValdŽs (today minister 
of the interi or), and one of CrescencioÕs sons, Ignacio PŽrez, who 
later died heroically w ith the rank of captain. Ramiri to [Ramiro 
ValdŽs] had been badly wounded in the knee, the same knee 
that had already been hit duri ng the [1953] Moncada attack, so 
we had no choice but to leave him behind. A  few  other men also 
left, to the advantage of the troop. I remember one of them had 
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an attack of nerves and began to shri ek, there in the solitude of 
mountains and guerri l las, that he had been promised a camp 
with abundant food and antiaircraft defenses, but that now the 
planes were hounding him and he had neither a roof over his 
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head, nor food, nor even water to dri nk. More or less, this was 
the impression new  guerr i l las had of campaign l ife. Those who 
stayed and survived the fi rst tests grew  accustomed to the dirt , 
the lack of water, food, shelter, and securi ty , and to a l ife where 
the only things one could rel y  on were a rifle and the cohesion 
and resistance of the small  guerri l la cel l . 
 
Ciro Fr’as arr ived with some new  recru its, bringing news 
that today makes us smile, but which at the ti me fi l led us with 
confusion. D’az Tamayo was on the verge of switching allegiance 
and Òmaking a dealÓ with the revoluti onary forces; and Faustino 
had collected thousands and thousands of pesos. In short, 
subversion was spreading throughout the enti re countr y and 
chaos was descending on the government. We also heard some 
sad news, but w ith important lessons in it. Sergio A cu–a, the 
deserter  of some days before, had gone home to some relati ves. 
He began to brag to his cousins about his feats as a guerri l la. 
A  certain Pedro Herr era overheard  and denounced him to the 
Rural  Guard . The infamous Corporal  Rosell— arri ved, tortu red 
him, shot him four ti mes, and apparentl y  hanged him. (The 
assassinÕs identi ty has never  actually been verified.) This taught 
the men the value of cohesion and the futi l i ty of attempti ng to 
flee a collecti ve destiny alone. But it also made it necessary for 
us to change camps, for presumably the young man had talked 
before being murdered, and he knew  we were at FlorentinoÕs 
house. 
 
There was a curi ous incident at that time and only later when 
we were fitti ng the evidence together did things become clear: 
Eutemio Guerra told us he had dreamed Sergio Acu–aÕs death , 
and that in his dream, Corporal  Rosell— had kil led him. This 
sparked a long philosophical discussion about whether dreams 
could real ly  predict things to come. It was part  of my daily 
work to explain cultural  or political-type things to the men, so 
I tri ed to explain that it was not possible. Perhaps the dream 
could be explained by a huge coincidence, and anyway, we had 
all  bel ieved Sergio Acu–a might meet his fate that way; we all 
knew  Rosel l— was the man pi l laging the region at that ti me. 
Universo S‡nchez provided the key, suggesti ng that Eutimio 
was a Òstoryteller,Ó and that the previous day when he had left 
the camp to get 50 cans of milk  and a military lamp, someone 
had obviously told him about it. 
 
One of those who insisted most strongly on the premoniti on 
was a 45-year-old i l l i terate peasant I have already mentioned: 
Julio Zen—n Acosta. He was my fi rst student in the Sierra 
Maestra; he was working hard  to learn to read and wri te, and 
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every ti me we stopped I would teach him a few  letters of the 
alphabet; at that point we were learning the vowels. With  great 
determination, not dwel l ing on past years but looking at those 
to come, Jul io Zen—n had set himself the task of becoming 
l iterate. Perhaps his example may be useful  today to many 
peasants, to compañeros of his during the war, or  to those who 
know  his story. For Julio Zen—n Acosta was another of our great 
compañeros at that ti me; he was a ti reless worker , fami liar w ith 
the region, always ready to help a combatant in trouble, or a 
combatant from the city who did not yet have the necessary 
reserves to get out of ti ght spots. He was the one to cart water 
from distant spri ngs, the one to take a quick shot, the one to find 
dry kindling on days of rain and quickly build a fi  re. He was, in 
fact, our  jack-of-all-trades. 
 
One of the last nights before his tr eachery became known, 
Eutimio complained that he did not have a blanket, and asked 
Fidel  if he would lend him one. It was cold in the heights of those 
mountains that February. Fidel  answered that if he did so, they 
would both be cold, and suggested that they sleep under the 
same blanket and FidelÕs tw o coats to keep warm. So Euti mio 
Guerra spent the whole night next to Fidel , w ith a .45 pistol from 
Casil las w ith which to kil l  him. He also had a pair of grenades to 
cover his retreat from the peak. He spoke to Universo S‡nchez 
and me, both  always near Fidel , about FidelÕs guards, ÒIÕm very 
concerned about those guards; itÕs so important to be careful .Ó 
We explained that there were three men posted nearby. We ourselves, 
veterans of the Granma and FidelÕs trusted men, relieved 
each other through the night to protect Fidel  personally. Thus, 
Eutimio spent the night beside the revoluti onÕs leader, holding 
his l i fe at the point of a gun, awaiti ng the chance to assassinate 
him. But he could not bri ng himself to do it. That whole night, 
the fate of the Cuban Revolution depended, in large measure, 
on the tw ists and turns of a manÕs mind, on a balance of courage 
and fear, and, perhaps, on conscience, on a traitorÕs lust for 
power and wealth. Luckily  for us, Euti mioÕs inhibiti ons were 
stronger, and the day broke without incident. 
 
We had left Florenti noÕs house and were camped in a ravine 
in a dry creek bed. Ciro Fr’as had gone home, relati vely close 
by, and had brought back some hens and food, so that the long 
night of rain, vi rtu ally  w ithout shelter, was offset in the morning 
by hot soup and food. The news came that Eutimio had passed 
through as well . Euti mio came and went, for he was tru sted by 
everyone. He had found us at Florenti noÕs house and explained 
that after he had left to see his sick mother he had seen what 
had happened at Caracas, and had come after us to see what 
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else had happened. He explained that his mother was now  well . 
He was taking extraord inary, audacious ri sks. We were in a 
place called A ltos de Espinosa, very close to a chain of hil lsÑ El 
Lom—n, Loma del  Burro , CaracasÑ which the planes strafed 
constantl y. With the face of a soothsayer, Eutimio said, ÒToday, 
I tell  you, they wil l  strafe the Loma del  Burro .Ó The planes did 
in fact strafe the Loma del  Burro , and Euti mio jumped for joy, 
celebrating his keen prediction. 
 
On February 9, 1957, Ciro Fr’as and Luis Crespo left as usual 
to scout for food, and all  was quiet. A t 10 a.m., a peasant boy 
named [Emilio] Labrada, a new  recru it, captured someone 
nearby. He turned out to be a relati ve of Crescencio and an 
employee in [Le—n] CelestinoÕs store where Casil lasÕs soldiers 
were stationed. He informed us that there were 140 soldiers in 
the house; from our position we could in fact see them in the 
distance on a barren hi l l . Furth ermore, the pri soner said he had 
talked with Eutimio who had told him that the following day 
the area would be bombed. Casil lasÕs troops had moved, but 
he could not say exactl y which direction they were going in. 
Fidel  became suspicious; finall y , Euti mioÕs strange behavior 
had come to our attention and speculation began. 
 
At 1:30 p.m., Fidel  decided to leave the area and we climbed 
to the peak, where we waited for our scouts. Ciro Fr’as and Luis 
Crespo soon arri ved; they had seen nothing strange, everything 
was normal . We were talking about this when Ciro Redondo 
thought he saw  a shadow moving, called for silence, and cocked 
his r ifle. We heard  one shot and then another. Suddenly the air 
was full  of the shots and explosions of an attack, concentrated on 
our previous camp. The new  camp emptied rapidly; afterw ard 
I learned that Julio Zen—n Acosta would l ive for eternity  at that 
hil l top. The uneducated peasant, the i l l i terate peasant, who had 
understood the enormous tasks the revoluti on would face after 
victory, and who was learning the alphabet to prepare himself, 
would never finish that task. The rest of us ran. M y backpack, 
my pride and joy, full  of medicine, reserve rati ons, books, and 
blankets, was left behind. I managed, however, to pick up a 
blanket from Bati staÕs army, a trophy from La Plata, and ran. 
 
Soon I met up with a group of our men: A lmeida, Julito 
[Julio] D’az, Universo S‡nchez, Camilo Cienfuegos, Guil lermo 
Garc’a, Ciro Fr’as, Motol‡, Pesant, Emilio Labrada, and Yayo 
[Reyes]. (There was one other in this group, though now  I donÕt 
remember who it was.) We followed a circuitous path, trying to 
escape the shots, unaware of the fate of our other compañeros. 
We heard  isolated explosions following on our  heels; we were 
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not erase our traces. A t 5:15 p.m., by my watch, we reached 
a rocky spot where the woods ended. A fter vacil lating for a 
while we decided it was better to wait there unti l  nightfall ; i f 
we crossed the cleari ng in daylight we would be spotted. If the 
enemy had followed our tracks, we were well  placed to defend 
ourselves. The enemy, however, did not appear and we were 
able to continue on our way, guided unsurely by Ciro Fr’as 
who vaguely knew  the region. It had been suggested that we 
divide into tw o patrols in order  to ease the march and leave 
fewer signs. But A lmeida and I  were opposed to this, wanting to 
maintain the unity  of the group. We real ized we were at a place 
we knew  called Limones, and after some hesitation, for some 
of the men wanted to continue, A lmeidaÑ who as a captain led 
the groupÑ ordered us to continue to El  Lom—n, which Fidel 
had designated as our meeti ng point. Some of the men argued 
that Euti mio knew  about El  Lom—n and that the army would 
therefore be waiti ng for us. We no longer  had the sl ightest doubt 
that Euti mio was a traitor, but A lmeida decided to comply w ith 
FidelÕs order. 
 
After three days of separation, on February 12, we met Fidel 
near  El  Lom—n, at Derecha de la Cari dad. There it was confirmed 
for us that Euti mio Guerra was the traitor, and we heard  the 
whole story . It began after the battl e of La Plata, when he was 
captured by Casil las and, instead of being kil led, was offered 
a certain sum of money for FidelÕs life. We learned that he had 
been the one to reveal  our position in Caracas and that he had 
also given the order to attack the Loma del  Burro  by ai r, since 
that had been our iti nerary (we had changed plans at the last 
minute). He had also organized the attack on the small  hollow 
in the ri ver canyon we were sheltered in, from which we saved 
ourselves with only one casualty because of the opportune 
retreat Fidel  had ordered. Further, we had confirmation of the 
death of Julio Acosta and at least one enemy soldier. There were 
also a few  wounded. I must confess that my gun caused neither 
deaths nor wounds, for I did nothing more than beat a highspeed 
Òstrategic retreat.Ó We were once again reunited, our 
12 (minus Labrada who had gone missing) and the rest of the 
group: Raœl, A meijeiras, Ciro Redondo, Manuel  Fajardo, [Juan 
Francisco] Echeverr’a, the gallego Mor‡n, and FidelÑ a total of 
18 people. This was the ÒReunified Revolutionary ArmyÓ of 
February 12, 1957. Some compañeros had been scattered, some 
raw recru its had abandoned us, and there was the deserti on 
of a Granma veteran named Armando Rodr’guez, who carri ed 
a Thompson submachine gun. In the last days, whenever  he 
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heard shots closing in from the distance, his face fi l led with so 
much horror and anguish that later we termed his the Òhunted 
face.Ó Each ti me a man revealed the face of a terri fied animal , 
possessed by the terror our ex-compañero had shown in the days 
before A ltos de Espinosa, we immediatel y foresaw  an unfortu nate 
outcome, for that Òhunted faceÓ was incompati ble w ith 
guerri l la l i fe. Someone with such a face Òshifted into thi rd ,Ó as 
we said in our new  guerri l la slang; Rodr’guezÕs machine gun 
later showed up in a peasant hut some distance away: his legs 
must have been blessed. 
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DEATH OF A TRAITOR 
 
After this small  army was reunited, we decided to leave the 
region of El  Lom—n and move to new  ground. A long the way, 
we continued making contact w ith peasants in the area and 
laying the necessary groundwork for our subsistence. At the 
same ti me, we were leaving the Sierra Maestra and walking 
toward  the plains, where we were to meet those involved in 
organizing the citi es. 
 
We passed through a vil lage called La Monter’a, and afterw ard 
camped in a small  grove of trees near a river , on a farm 
belonging to a man named Epifanio D’az, whose sons fought in 
the revoluti on. 
 
We sought to establish ti ghter contact w ithin the July 26 
Movement, for our  nomadic and clandestine l ife made impossible 
any exchange betw een the tw o parts of the July 26 Movement. 
Practically speaking, these were tw o separate groups, 
w ith different tactics and strategies. The deep rift that in later 
months would endanger the unity  of the movement had not 
yet appeared, but we could al ready see that our ideas were 
different. 
 
At that farm we met w ith the most important figures in the 
urban movement. A mong them were three women known 
today to all  the Cuban people: Vilma Esp’n, now  president of 
the Federation of Cuban Women and Raœl  [CastroÕs] compañera; 
HaydŽe Santamar’a, now  president of Casa de las A mŽri cas 
and Armando HartÕs compañera; and Celia S‡nchez, our beloved 
compañera throughout every moment of the stru ggle, who in 
order to be close to us later joined the guerri l las for the duration 
of the war. Another fi gure to visit was Faustino PŽrez, an old 
acquaintance of ours, and a compañero from the Granma, who 
had carri ed out several  missions in the city and came to report  
to us, before returning to continue his urban mission. (A  short  
while later he was taken pri soner.) 
 
We also met Armando Hart , and I had my only opportu nity 
to meet that great leader from Santiago, Frank Pa’s. 
Frank Pa’s was one of those people who command respect 
from the first meeting; he looked more or less as he appears in 
the photographs we have of him today, though his eyes were 
extraord inari ly  deep. 
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It is difficult, today, to speak of a dead compañero I met only 
once, whose history now  belongs to the people. I can only say of 
him that his eyes revealed he was a man possessed by a cause, 
who had faith in it, and that he was clearl y  a superi or kind of 
person. Today he is called Òthe unforgettable Frank Pa’sÓ; and 
for me, who saw  him only once, that is true. Frank is another 
of the many compañeros who, had their l ives not been cut short , 
would today be dedicating themselves to the common task of 
the socialist revoluti on. This loss is part  of the heavy pri ce the 
people have paid to gain their l i beration. 
 
Frank gave us a quiet lesson in order and discipline, cleaning 
our di rt y r ifles, counting bullets, and packing them so they 
would not get lost. From that day, I made a promise to take 
better care of my gun (and I did so, although I canÕt say I was 
ever  a model  of meti culousness). 
 
That same grove of tr ees was also the scene of other events. 
For the fi rst time we were visited by a journalist, and a foreign 
journalist at thatÑ the famous [Herbert]  Matthews, who brought 
to the conversation only a small  box camera, w ith which he took 
the photos so widely distri buted later  and so hotl y disputed in 
the stupid statements of a Bati sta minister. Javier Pazos acted 
as interpreter ; he later  joined the guerr i l las and remained for 
some ti me. 
 
Matthews, accord ing to Fidel , for I was not present at the 
interview , asked unambiguous questions, none of them tri cky, 
and he appeared to sympathize with the revoluti on. To the question 
of whether he was anti -imperialist, Fidel  said he replied 
in the affirmati ve, and also that he objected to the [US] arms 
deli veri es to Bati sta, insisti ng that these would not be used for 
continental  defense but rather to oppress the people. 
 
MatthewsÕ visit was naturally  very brief. As soon as he left 
us we were ready to move on. We were warned, however , to 
redouble our guard  since Euti mio was in the area; A lmeida 
was quickly ordered to find him and take him pri soner. Julito 
D’az, Ciro Fr’as, Camilo Cienfuegos, and Efigenio Ameijei ras 
were also in the patrol . It was Ciro Fr’as who overcame Eutimio 
easily , and he was brought to us. We found a .45 pistol on him, 
three grenades and a safe conduct pass from Casil las. Once captured 
with this incri minating evidence, he could not doubt his 
fate. He fell  on his knees before Fidel  and asked simply that 
we kil l  him. He said he knew  he deserved to die. He seemed to 
have aged; there were a good many grey hairs at his temple I 
had never noticed before. 
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The moment was extraord inari ly  tense. Fidel  reproved him 
harshly for his betrayal , and Eutimio wanted only to be shot, 
recognizing his guilt. None of us wil l  forget when Ciro Fr’as, a 
close fri end of Eutimio, began to speak. He reminded Eutimio 
of everything he had done for him, of the l ittl e favors he and his 
brother had done for Euti mioÕs famil y , and of how  Eutimio had 
betrayed them, fi rst by causing the death of CiroÕs brotherÑ  
who Eutimio had tu rned over  to the army and who had been 
kil led by them a few  days beforeÑ and then by trying to destroy 
the whole group. It was a long, emotional  ti rade, which Eutimio 
l istened to silentl y , his head bent. He was asked if he wanted 
anything and he answered that yes, he wanted the revoluti on, 
or better said us, to take care of his children. 
 
The revoluti on has kept this promise. The name Eutimio 
Guerra resurfaces today in this book, but it has al ready been 
forgotten, perhaps even by his children. They go by another 
name and attend one of our many schools; they receive the same 
treatment as all  the children of the countr y, and are working 
toward  a better  l i fe. One day, however , they wi l l  have to know 
that their father was brought to revoluti onary justi ce because of 
his treachery. It is also just that they know  that the peasantÑ  
who in his craving for glory and wealth had been tempted 
by corru ption and had tri ed to commit a grave cri meÑ had 
nevertheless recognized his error. He had not even hinted at 
asking for clemency, which he knew  he did not deserve. They 
should also know  that in his last moments he remembered his 
children and asked our leader that they be treated well . 
 
A  heavy storm  broke and the sky darkened. In the midst 
of the deluge, l ightning streaking the sky, and the rumble of 
thunder , one l ightning bolt stru ck followed closely by a clap 
of thunder, and Eutimio GuerraÕs l ife was ended. Even those 
compañeros standing near him could not hear the shot. 
 
I remember a small  episode as we were burying him the 
following day. Manuel  Fajardo wanted to put a cross over his 
grave, but I didnÕt let him because such evidence of an execution 
would have been very dangerous for the owners of the propert y 
we were camped on. So he cut a small  cross into the trunk of 
a nearby tree. And this is the sign marking the grave of the 
traitor. 



Copyright 2005 Aleida March, Che Guevara Studies Center and Ocean Press.  Reprinted with 
their permission.  Not to be reproduced in any form without the written permission of Ocean 
Press.  For further information contact Ocean Press at info@oceanbooks.com.au and via its 
website at www.oceanbooks.com.au 

Copyright 2005 Aleida March, Che Guevara Studies Center and Ocean 
Press.  Reprinted with their permission.  Not to be reproduced in any 
form without the written permission of Ocean Press.  For further 
information contact Ocean Press at info@oceanbooks.com.au and via its 
website at www.oceanbooks.com.au 

 
 
The gallego Mor‡n left us at that ti me; by then he knew  how 
littl e we thought of him. We all  considered him a potential  deserter 
(he had disappeared once for tw o or three days with the 
excuse that he had been following Eutimio and had got lost in 
the woods). As we prepared to leave, a shot sounded and we 
found Mor‡n with a bullet in the leg. Those who were nearby 
later sustained themselves with many heated discussions on 
this: some said the shot was accidental  and others that he shot 
himself so he wouldnÕt have to follow us. 
 
Mor‡nÕs subsequent history Ñ his tr eachery and his death at 
the hands of revoluti onari es in Guant‡namoÑ suggests he very 
probably shot himself intentionally . 
 
When we had left, Frank Pa’s agreed to send a group of men 
in the fi rst days of the following month , March. They were to 
join us at Epifanio D’azÕs house, in the vicinity of El  J’baro. 
. 
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BITTER DAYS 
 
The days following our departu re from the house of Epifanio 
D’az were for me, personally , the most grueling of the war. 
These notes are an attempt to gi ve an idea of what the fi rst 
part  of our revoluti onary stru ggle was l i ke for all  combatants. 
If, in this passage, more than any other, I have to refer to my 
own involvement, it is because it is related to later episodes. It 
would not be possible to separate the tw o without losing the 
continuity of the narrati ve. 
 
After leaving EpifanioÕs house, our revoluti onary group 
consisted of 17 men from the original  army, and three new 
compañeros: Gil , Sotolongo, and Raœl D’az. These three compañeros 
came on the Granma; they had been hiding for some ti me 
near  Manzanil lo and, heari ng of our presence, had decided to 
join us. Their stori es were the same as ours: they had been able 
to evade the Rural  Guard  by seeking refuge in the house of one 
peasant after another; they had reached Manzanil lo and hidden 
there. Now they joined their fate to that of the whole column. 
In that peri od, as has been descri bed, it was very di fficult to 
enlarge our  army; a few  new  men came, but others left. The 
physical  conditi ons of the stru ggle were very hard, but the 
spiri tual  conditi ons even more so, and we li ved with the feeling 
that we were constantl y under siege. 
 
We were walking slowly in no fixed di rection, hiding among 
bushes in a region where the l i vestock had won out over  the 
foliage, leaving only remnants of vegetation. One night on 
FidelÕs small  radio we heard  that a compañero from the Granma, 
who had left w ith Crescencio PŽrez, had been captured. We 
already knew  about this from Euti mioÕs confession, but the 
news was not yet official; now  at least we knew  he was al ive. It 
was not always possible to emerge with your l i fe from an interrogation 
by Bati staÕs army. 
 
Every so often, from different directions, we heard machinegun 
fi re; the guards were shooting into the trees, which they often 
did. But although they expended considerable ammuniti on, 
they never actually entered these areas. 
 
In my campaign diary I noted, on February 22, [1957], that 
I had the fi rst symptoms of what could develop into a seri ous 
asthma attack, as I was without asthma medicine. The new  date 
for the rendezvous was March 5, so we were forced to wait for 
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a few  days. We were walking very slowly, simply marking ti me 
unti l  March 5, the day Frank Pa’s was to send us a group of 
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armed men. We had already decided that first we had to forti fy 
our small  front before increasing it in numbers, and therefore, 
all  available arms in Santiago were to be sent up to the Sierra 
Maestra. 
 
One dawn found us on the banks of a small  stream where 
there was almost no vegetation. We spent a precari ous day 
there, in a valley near  Las Mercedes, which I believe is called La 
Majagua (names are now  a l ittl e vague in my memory). By night 
we arri ved at the house of old Emiliano, another of the many 
peasants who in those days felt the shock of fear  each time they 
saw us, but who nevertheless ri sked their l i ves for us valiantl y , 
contri buting to the development of our revoluti on. It was the 
wet season in the Sierra Maestra and we were soaked every 
night, which is why we entered the homes of peasants, despite 
the danger, because the area was infested with soldiers. 
My asthma was so bad I  could not move very wel l , and we 
had to sleep in a l ittl e coffee grove, near a peasant hut, where we 
regrouped our forces. On the day I  am descri bing, February 27 or 
28, censorship in the countr y was l ifted and the radio streamed 
news of everything that had happened duri ng the past months. 
They spoke of terrori st acts and of the Matthews interview  with 
Fidel ; it was then that [Bati staÕs] minister  of defense made his 
famous statement that the Matthews interview  had never  taken 
place, and challenged him to publish the photos. 
 
Hermes, the son of old Emiliano, was a peasant helping us 
with meals and pointi ng out paths we should take. But on the 
morning of February 28 he did not appear  as he usually  did, and 
Fidel  ordered us to evacuate immediately and post ourselves 
where we could overl ook the roads, as we did not know what 
would happen. A t about 4 p.m., Luis Crespo and Universo 
S‡nchez were on watch, and the latter saw  a large troop of 
soldiers coming along the road from Las Vegas, prepari ng to 
occupy the crest. We had to run quickly to the top of the hil l  
and cross to the other side before the troops blocked our path, 
which was not difficult, gi ven that we had seen them in ti me. 
The mortars and machine guns were beginning to sound in the 
direction we came from, proving that Bati staÕs army was aware 
of our presence. Everybody was able to reach the peak easily , 
and pass over it; but for me it was a tremendous effort. I made 
it to the top, but w ith such an asthma attack that each step was 
difficult. I remember how  much work Crespo put in to help 
me when I could not go on and pleaded they leave me behind. 
The guajiro, in that parti cular language among the troops, said 
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to me, ÒYou Argenti ne son of a É!  YouÕll  walk or IÕll  hit you 
with my rifle butt .Ó With everything he was already carrying, 
he vi rtu ally  carri ed both me and my pack, as we made it over 
the hil l  w ith a heavy downpour against our backs. 
That is how  we reached a small  peasant hut and learned 
we were in a place called Purgatorio. Fidel  passed himself off 
as Major [A rmando] Gonz‡lez of Bati staÕs army, supposedly 
searching for the insurgents. The owner, coldly courteous, 
offered us his house and waited on us. But there was another 
man there, a fri end from a neighbori ng hut, who was an extraord inary 
groveler. Because of my physical  state I could not 
fully enjoy that delicious dialogue betw een Fidel  in the role of 
Major Gonz‡lez and the peasant, who offered him advice and 
wondered aloud why that muchacho, Fidel  Castro, was in the 
hil ls fighti ng. 
 
We had to make a decision, because it was impossible for me 
to continue. When the indiscreet neighbor had left, Fidel  told 
the owner of the house who he really  was. The man embraced 
him immediately, saying he was a supporter of the Orthodox 
Part y, that he had always followed [Eduardo] Chib‡s, and was 
at our service. We had to send the man to Manzanil lo to establish 
contact or at least to buy medicine, and I had to be left near the 
house without his w ife knowing or  suspecting I was there. 
The last combatant to join our  group, of doubtful  character but 
great strength, was assigned to stay with  me. Fidel , in a generous 
gesture, gave me a Johnson repeater, one of the treasures of our 
group, to defend ourselves with. We al l  pretended to leave in 
one di rection, and after a few  steps my companion (who we 
called ÒEl MaestroÓ) and I disappeared into the woods to reach 
our hiding place. News of the day was that Matthews had been 
interviewed by telephone and announced that the famous photographs 
would be published. D’az Tamayo had countered that 
this could never happen, since no one could ever have crossed 
the army l ines surrounding the guerri l las. Armando Hart  was in 
pri son, accused of being second-in-command of the movement. 
It was February 28. 
 
The peasant carri ed out his task and brought me sufficient 
adrenalin. Then came 10 of the most bitter days of stru ggle in 
the Sierra Maestra: walking, supporti ng myself from tree to 
tree or on the butt of my rifle, accompanied by a fri ghtened 
compañero who trembled each ti me we heard  shots and who 
became nervous each ti me my asthma made me cough in some 
dangerous spot. It was 10 long days of work to reach EpifanioÕs 
house once again, which normall y  took l ittl e more than one. 
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The date for the meeti ng had been March 5, but it had been 
impossible for us to get there. Because of the army l ine and the 
impossibil i ty  of rapid movement, we did not arri ve at Epifanio 
D’azÕs welcoming house unti l  March 11. 
 
The inhabitants of the house informed us of what had happened. 
FidelÕs group of 18 men had mistakenly split up when 
they thought they were going to be attacked by the army, in a 
place called A ltos de Meri –o. Twelve men had gone on with 
Fidel  and six w ith Ciro Fr’as. Later, Ciro Fr’asÕs group had fallen 
into an ambush, but they all  came out of it unhurt  and met up 
again nearby. Only one of them, Yayo, who returned without 
his r ifle, had passed by Epifanio D’azÕs house on his way toward 
Manzanil lo. We learned everything from him. The troop Frank 
was sending was ready, although Frank himself was in pri son 
in Santiago. We met w ith the troopÕs leader, Jorge Sotœs, who 
held the rank of captain. He had not made it on March 5 because 
news of the new  group had spread and the roads were heavily 
guarded. We made all  the necessary arrangements for the rapid 
arri val  of the new  recru its, who numbered around 50 men. 
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REINFORCEMENTS 
 
On March 13, [1957], while we waited for the new  revoluti onary 
troop, we heard over the radio that there had been an attempt 
to assassinate Bati sta; they l isted the names of some of the patri ots 
kil led in the assault. Fi rst, there was the student leader JosŽ 
Antonio Echeverr’a; then there were others, l ike M enelao Mora. 
People not involved in the attempt also died. The following day 
we learned that Pelayo Cuervo Navarro , a militant from the 
Orthodox Part y who had always stood firmly against Bati sta, 
had been assassinated and his body abandoned in the ari stocratic 
residential  area of the countr y club known as El  Laguito. 
It is worth  noti ng, as an interesting paradox, that the murderers 
of Pelayo Cuervo Navarro, and the sons of the dead man, joined 
together in the failed [1961] Bay of Pigs invasion to ÒliberateÓ 
Cuba from Òcommunist disgrace.Ó 
 
Despite the vei l  of censorship, some details of this unsuccessful 
attempt on Bati staÕs lifeÑ which the Cuban people remember 
wellÑ got through. Personally , I had not known the student 
leader , but I had known his fri ends in Mexico, when the July 26 
Movement and the Revolutionary Directorate had agreed to joint 
action. These compañeros were Commander Faure Chom—n, who 
today is ambassador to the Soviet Union, Fructuoso Rodr’guez, 
and Joe Westbrook, all  of whom parti cipated in the attack. As is 
well  known, the men had almost made it to the dictator on thi rd  
floor, but what could have been a successful  takeover instead 
became a massacre of all  those who could not escape the trap 
the presidential  palace had become. 
 
Our reinforcements were scheduled to arri ve on March 
15. We waited long hours in the agreed place, a ri ver bend in 
the canyon. It was an easy wait in hiding, but no one arri ved. 
Afterw ard  they explained that there had been some difficulti es. 
They arri ved at dawn on March 16, so ti red they could barely 
walk the few  steps to the trees where they could rest unti l  daybreak. 
They came in trucks owned by a rice farmer from the area 
who, fri ghtened by the implications of his act, went into exi le in 
Costa Rica. He later returned by plane flying arms into Cuba, 
transformed into a hero; his name was Hubert  Matos. 
 
The reinforcement was about 50 men, of whom only 30 were 
armed. They brought tw o machine guns, one Madzen, and one 
Johnson. After a few  months of l iving in the Sierra Maestra, 
we had become veterans, and we saw  in the new  troop all  the 
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defects those who came on the Granma had displayed: lack of 
discipline, inabil ity  to adjust to the bigger hardships, lack of 
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decision, incapacity to adapt to this l i fe. The group of 50 was led 
by Jorge Sotœs, w ith the rank of captain, and was divided into 
five squadrons of 10 men, whose leaders were l ieutenants; they 
had been assigned these ranks by the movement in the plains, 
and these sti l l  awaited rati fication. The squadron leaders were a 
compañero named Dom’nguez, who I believe was ki l led in Pino 
del  A gua a l ittl e while later ; compañero RenŽ Ramos Latour, an 
urban militia organizer, who died heroically in battl e duri ng the 
last days of the dictatorshipÕs final  offensive; Pedr’n Soto, our 
old compañero from the Granma, who finall y  managed to join us 
and who also died in battl e on the ÒFrank Pa’sÓ Second Eastern 
Front, and who was posthumously promoted to commander by 
Raœl Castro ; also, compañero Pena, a student from Santiago who 
reached the rank of commander and took his own li fe after the 
revoluti on; and Lieutenant Hermo, the only squadron leader to 
survive the almost tw o years of war. 
 
Of all  the new  troopÕs problems, difficulty  marching was one 
of thei r greatest. Their  leader, Jorge Sotœs, was one of the worst, 
and he constantl y lagged behind, setti ng a bad example for the 
troop. I had been ordered to take charge of the troop, but when 
I spoke about this w ith Sotœs, he argued that he had orders to 
turn the men over  to Fidel , and that as long as he was leader, 
he could not turn them over to anyone else, etc., etc. I sti l l  had a 
complex then about being a foreigner, and did not want to take 
extreme measures, although I noti ced a great uneasiness in the 
troop. After  several  short  marches, which neverth eless became 
very long due to the menÕs poor preparation, we reached a place 
at La Derecha where we were to wait for Fidel . There we met the 
small  group of men who had been separated from Fidel  earl ier: 
Manuel  Fajardo, Guil lermo Garc’a, Juventi no, Pesant, the three 
Sotomayor brothers, and Ciro Fr’as. 
 
The enormous difference betw een the tw o groups was clear: 
ours was disciplined, compact, war-practiced; that of the raw 
recru its was sti l l  sufferi ng the sickness of the first days. They 
were not used to eating one meal  a day, and if the ration did not 
taste good they would not eat it. Their packs were full  of useless 
things, and if they weighed too heavil y  on their backs they 
preferred, for example, to gi ve up a can of condensed milk  than 
a towel  (a cri me of l • se-guerri l la). We took advantage of this 
by collecti ng al l  the cans of food they left along they way. A fter 
we were installed in La Derecha the situation became highly 
tense because of constant fri ction betw een Jorge SotœsÑ an 
authori tari an spiri t who had no rapport  w ith the menÑ and the 
troop in general . We had to take special  precautions and RenŽ 
Ramos, whose nom de guerr e was Daniel , was put in charge of 
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the machine-gun squadron at the entrance of our refuge so we 
had a guarantee nothing would happen. 
Some ti me later, Jorge Sotœs was sent on a special  mission to 
Miami. There he betrayed the revoluti on by meeti ng with Felipe 
Pazos, whose immeasurable ambiti on for power made him forget 
his obligations, and who set himself up as provisional  president 
in a cooked-up intri gue in which the US State Departm ent 
played an important role. 
 
Wi th time, Captain Sotœs showed signs of wanting to redeem 
himself and Raœl Castro  gave him the opportu nity, which the 
revoluti on has denied no one. He began, however , to conspire 
against the revoluti onary government and was condemned 
to 20 years in pri son, escaping thanks to the complicity  of one 
of his guards who fl  ed with him to the ideal  haven of gusanos 
[ri ght-w ing Cuban exi les]: the United States. 
 
At the ti me, however, we tri ed to help him as much as possible, 
to i ron out his disagreements with the new  compañeros, and 
to explain to him the need for discipline. Guil lermo Garc’a went 
to the region of Caracas in search of Fidel , while I made a l ittl e 
tri p to pick up Ramiro ValdŽs, more or less recovered from his 
leg wound. On the night of March 24, Fidel  arri ved with 12 
com pañeros who at that time stuck fi rmly by his side, and the 
sight was impressive. There was a notable difference betw een 
the barbudos [bearded men], w ith packs made of any avai lable 
materi al  and ti ed together whichever  way possible, and the new 
combatants w ith clean uniforms, clean-shaven faces, and clean 
back packs. I explained the problems we had encountered to 
Fidel  and a small  council  was established to decide on future 
plans. The council was made up of Fidel , Raœl, A lmeida, 
Jorge Sotœs, Ciro Fr’as, Guil lermo Garc’a, Camilo Cienfuegos, 
Manuel  Fajardo, and myself. Fidel  cri ti cized my behavior in not 
exercising the authori ty conferr ed on me, but leaving it in the 
hands of the recentl y arri ved Sotœs, against whom there was 
no animosity but whose atti tude, in FidelÕs opinion, should not 
have been tolerated. The new  platoons were also organized, 
integrating the entire troop and forming three groups under 
the direction of captains Raœl Castro, Juan A lmeida, and Jorge 
Sotœs; Camilo Cienfuegos would lead the forw ard  guard  and 
Efigenio Ameijei ras the rear guard ; I was general  staff physician 
and Universo S‡nchez functioned as general  staff squadron 
leader . 
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Our troop reached a new  excellence with  these addi tional 
men. We had also received tw o more machine guns, although 
they were of doubtful  efficiency since they were old and poorl y 
maintained. Nevertheless, we were now  a considerable force. 
We discussed what action we should take immediately; my 
feeling was that we should attack the fi rst possible enemy post 
in order  to temper the new  men in battl e. But Fidel  and all  the 
other council members thought it better to march for some time 
so they could get used to the rigors of l i fe in the jungle and 
the mountains, and the long marches through rugged hi l ls. So 
we decided to move eastward  and walk as much as possible, 
looking for a chance to surp ri se a group of soldiers after having 
some elementary training in guerr i l la warfare. 
The troop prepared itself enthusiastically  and left to fulfi l l  i ts 
tasks. Its bapti sm of blood was to be the battl e of El  Uvero. 
 
 


