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Chapter 2: La Pegajosa, Pinar del Rio, 1968 
 
 

 
 The school was assigned to forty-five days of farm work in the region of San 
Cristóbal, in the province of Pinar del Rio. The girls’ camp was on the northeast quarter 
of a diversified farm two kilometers away from the boys' barracks.  This arrangement 
rendered some girls desolate, wondering what they would do during their idle time 
without boys for whom to shave armpits and legs, wear tight clothes and try new hairdos.  
 
 Most citified young habaneras would have given anything to be excused from 
participating in the country-wide program, but only those who held an authentic 
physician's slip were exempt. The slip was authentic only when issued by one of the 
government-established hospitals or walk-in clinics. The few remaining private 
physicians were waiting for visas to emigrate, and their opinions were not considered 
official. 
 
 Celeste and Rosi stood together, holding on to the restraints directly behind the 
truck’s cab, covering their mouths and noses against the rising dust that clung to their 
sweaty skin. The dilapidated vehicle hadn't been filled to capacity with students and their 
cargo, so there was room to stretch and even sit, but the truck bed was carpeted by recent 
cow droppings.  
 
 "At least cows are herbivores," Celeste tried to comfort Rosi, who looked pale 
and sweaty as she stoically grasped the railing, fighting nausea. "Their shit is somehow 
cleaner." 
 
    The caravan came to a grinding stop in front of a gate.  High-pitched 
exclamations of protest and disgust rose, as some of the girls lost their balance and made 
direct contact with manure. From behind a curtain of dust, the name of the farm emerged 
both as a warning and a promise in large, red letters, La Pegajosa, The Sticky One. 
 
 "Was this place named in honor of a venereal disease?" A girl asked. 
 
 "That's disgusting!" another yelled. 
 
 "Oh, be quiet!" 
 
 Many of the passengers embraced their bags in silence while others echoed the 
Communist Youth members' jubilation with their own little cheers. 
 




