

    
        
          The Mast and The Storm

        

        
        
          The Mast and the Storm, Volume 2

        

        
        
          Alicia Garcia

        

        
          Published by Alicia Garcia, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE MAST AND THE STORM

    

    
      First edition. July 3, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Alicia Garcia.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8231350179

    

    
    
      Written by Alicia Garcia.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Mast | and | The Storm

For those who made history and vanished beyond the horizon | Author

© 2025 Aly Valdés

Dedication

Chapter 1: The Invisible Exodus

Chapter 2: The Storm Disguises Itself as Order

Chapter 3: The Silence That Kills

Chapter 4: María Isabel Doesn't Sleep

Chapter 5: The Sea That Doesn't Forget

Chapter 6: The Letter You Didn't Expect

Chapter 7: Letter Planted in Fertile Soil

Chapter 8: Where Fear Stops

Chapter 9: Where the Storm Changes Shape

Chapter 10: The Woman Who Didn't Ask Permission

Chapter 11: The Net No One Saw Coming

Chapter 12: Where a Voice Crosses the Sea

Chapter 13: Beyond the Sea

Chapter 14: When the Mast Becomes a Bridge

Chapter 15: The Letter That Crossed Without a Seal

Chapter 16: Where the Echo Catches on Another Soul––––––––

Chapter 17 – The Roar of Exile

Chapter 18: Where Hope Awaits No Answer

Chapter 19: Where the Voice Turns Into a Promise

About The Author

Sign up for Alicia Garcia's Mailing List

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Mast

and

The Storm

[image: ]


_____________________

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

For those who made history and vanished beyond the horizon

Author

[image: ]


Aly Valdés

The Mast and the Storm

Third edition – Year 2025

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

© 2025 Aly Valdés

[image: ]


Editing: Alina Rubi

Editorial contact: rubiediciones29@gmail.com

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, including photocopying, recording, or other forms of reproduction or storage of information, without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations incorporated in critical reviews or other non– commercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Chapter 1: The Invisible Exodus

Chapter 2: The Storm Disguises Itself as Order

Chapter 3: The Silence That Kills

Chapter 4: María Isabel Doesn't Sleep

Chapter 5: The Sea That Doesn't Forget

Chapter 6: The Letter You Didn't Expect

Chapter 7: Letter Planted in Fertile Soil

Chapter 8: Where Fear Stops

Chapter 9: Where the Storm Changes Shape

Chapter 10: The Woman Who Didn't Ask Permission

Chapter 11: The Net No One Saw Coming

Chapter 12: Where a Voice Crosses the Sea

Chapter 13: Beyond the Sea

Chapter 14: When the Mast Becomes a Bridge

Chapter 15: The Letter That Crossed Without a Seal

Chapter 16: Where the Echo Catches on Another Soul

Chapter 17 – The Roar of Exile

Chapter 18: Where Hope Awaits No Answer

Chapter 19: Where the Voice Turns Into a Promise

About The Author

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Dedication


[image: ]


To all the women who crossed seas, borders, and silences.

To my father, who fought with dignity for a free Cuba he never saw. 

To my grandfather, who sowed history through his example. 

To my mother, who taught me to resist in silence. 

To my husband, my faithful companion in every storm. 

To my children—my son and my daughter—who inherit this voice. 

To those who departed without farewell. 

To those who remained unremembered. 

And to you, who read this, because you, too, carry a storm within.
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Chapter 1: The Invisible Exodus
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– Grandmother? Can you see them?

– See what, my girl?

–There... beyond the sea, where the horizon turns to mist and the palms tremble. There’s an endless line, like a human river. They’re ours, grandma... they’re Cubans, but they’re no longer on the island. They’re crossing entire countries, walking, begging, searching.

– What are you saying, girl? What madness is that?

–It’s not madness, it’s a feeling in my gut... a tremor in my chest, like when you sense a storm before the sky rumbles. They’re leaving by the thousands, crossing Nicaragua, Honduras, Mexico... they have nothing but their fear and their hope. They’re not escaping, grandma. They’re fleeing. And that difference says everything.

– And where are they going?

–To a place where they believe they’ll be free. Where they think they’ll be able to work, where their children can study, where no one will tell them who they can talk to or of what they can dream. But they don’t know what awaits them. There’s an invisible wall, not of concrete, but of rejection, hatred, racism, and fear.

– And why are they leaving? Don’t they love their land?

–They love it so much they can’t bear to watch it die. Because staying means burying yourself alive and leaving is the only way to survive with dignity. But there’s something else, grandma... something darker.

– What is it, girl? You’re scaring me...

–A new time is coming, a time of shadows in the north. A man who was already president is returning, not with words of unity, but with a thirst for revenge. He claims his throne was stolen and vows to get it back. Even if he’s been tried, even if he’s been found guilty, he returns. And the people, confused, cheered him on. Not out of hope, but out of fear of losing a country they already feel like slipping away.

– Oh my God! And what does that have to do with us?

–A lot, grandma. Because he promises to drive out everyone like us. The undocumented tremble. They hide. They stop going to work. Fields are left without hands, businesses without customers, children without their parents. There’s a silence that isn’t peace, but anguish. And that anguish turns into hunger. Hunger leads to shut doors. And shut doors to ruins.

– But that journey it’s long. It’s cruel. How do they do it?

–With the only thing that can’t be taken from them, grandma: faith. That broken but still– living faith, like an old lamp that flickers but won’t go out. Some sell what little they must pay for a flight to Nicaragua. That’s where the journey begins. It’s not a highway, it’s a scar carved by coyotes, corrupt police, and deserts that smell of death.

– And the children?

–They’re asleep, or crying, or numbed by exhaustion. Some are carried in arms, others already know more about borders than games. They learn to stay silent when a gun is pointed at them. They learn to run when an officer shouts. They learn to forget so they don’t break.

– Good heavens! And no one does anything?

–Yes, grandma. Some help. Good people, anonymous hands offering water, bread, a word of encouragement. But the system is stronger. It closes shelters, builds walls, separates families. And there in the north, there are those who applaud this cruelty because they see immigrants as a threat. They don’t see them as human beings, only as numbers, as a burden.

– And you, my girl? How do you know all this?

–Because I dream it. Because I feel it. Because it’s as if the island’s soul speaks to me, mourning its own bleeding. Because the mast of the homeland creaks, grandma, not from the wind, but from abandonment. And the storm that’s coming... it’s not about water, it’s about hate.

–And what will happen to them?

–Some will make it. They’ll become the new gardeners, the new masons, the new nannies, the invisible ones who make others’ comfort possible. Others won’t arrive, and their names will never appear in the newspapers. But all of them, grandma, all of them will forever carry the price of being born where bread was a luxury and freedom a crime.

–So keep these words for me, grandma. Write them down in your old cloth notebook. Don’t let them get lost. Because when the mast creaks again and the storm rages, these words will be a compass, a beacon. And maybe, just maybe, someone will read them and choose not to close the door.
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