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Chapter
One

The historians
of the Cuban Revolution tell us that the leader of the Wars of
Independence, José Martí, awoke from death on August 13, 1923. His
spirit was shrouded in dense white fog and mist, a sleepwalker in a
trance, not really present but not entirely absent either, as if
still very much between two worlds. Transformed by the crucible of
death from a man into a ghost, he floated through the captivating
mists of the enormous pine forests of the Sierra Maestra. He passed
great prehistoric ceiba trees with orchids weaving in and out of
their branches under the canopy. Once the phantom stopped to touch
and smell the flores de mariposa under the speckled sunlight.

Awakening from
death dumbfounded him. He hadn’t anticipated the possibility of
such a thing when mortal. He thought by now he would have gone on
to a better place. His present circumstance was a great mystery to
him during those first few hours when walking the forest floor. A
thick green carpet of vegetation surrounded him with big plants of
malanga. He saw the faces of his comrades in the Wars of
Independence dispossessed of a former lifetime. They were also
floating through the fog and mists of these same mountains where
they had fought as guerrillas against the Spanish. The phantom had
to fight to stay awake. The pull of death being such that he might
have succumbed at any moment to sleep and forgetfulness. He kept
floating through the fogs and mists until he came to an enormous
hillside of gigantic ferns that gave way to a powerful waterfall
with a crystal clear pool. He stared at his image in the pool
waters and discovered he was dressed in a tight velveteen black
suit and matching bow tie. His appearance was exactly the same as
when he was mortal. He had thick black hair, a prominent forehead
and a perfectly shaped moustache. Up in the sky dozens of colibri
and a tocororo were chirping in the distance. The morning was
bright and as he came out of the ever-darkening forest of the
Sierra Maestra into the clearing, he could see the whole of Oriente
Province spread out below him like a bright blanket of green strewn
out upon the clear aquamarine Caribbean Sea.

Dazed with a
strong desire to fall by the wayside instead of continuing down the
mountain, he made a great effort to keep on going. He soon
discovered that the more he moved the less stiff he felt. He
followed the paths of the mountain people or Guajiros down the
mountain’s side. As he passed through their villages and saw them
again, he felt more and more energetic and alive. Suddenly he was
full of life as he felt his old enthusiasm returned full force. He
was always vigorous and full of energy. He walked with more
briskness and intention in his stride. He felt confident that he
had passed from one lifetime to the next. In his descent from the
highlands to the lowlands over the course of several weeks the
ghost felt more and more life in him. Although he still felt stiff
and his bones ached, the more he kept up a brisk walk, the more
aware he became of his surroundings.

As he
continued to make his way down the Sierra Maestra, he enjoyed
tremendously the rich endowments of Mother Nature. Despite the fact
that he was invisible, to his surprise he discovered that his five
senses were more acute than when he was alive. In fact the sight of
the mountains mixed with sun and sea were even more striking and
dramatic than when he was mortal. This pleased the ghost no end.
The sight and sound of birds and the feel of the soft mists which
enveloped him made him recall that he had come this way before. As
he continued down the Sierra Maestra, his senses awakened even
more. The sight and sound of birds and the feel of the soft mist
enveloping him enchanted him. The phantom remembered having coming
this way before during the wars on horseback with a small band of
guerrillas to rout the Spanish troops. Suddenly he realized that
this was the very spot where he was ambushed and killed by a
Spanish regiment. The phantom almost succumbed to death right then
and there. He had to keep walking as fast as he could in order to
stave off yet another bout with death.

When he
reached the hills and valleys of Oriente Province in the lowlands,
bands of campesinos on their way to cut sugarcane wielded their
machetes right through him. The phantom recoiled for a moment then
let go. His memories of the lush green tropical landscape, alive
with the sounds of tropical birds, were sights and sounds that
seemed sweeter to him than ever. His memories were surpassed by the
portrait of nature’s perfection before him. The warmth of the
tropical sun and the sounds of the nearby waves crashing on the
beach made him feel that much more human. Blown east by the winds
of history, José Martí soon found himself on the outskirts of
Santiago de Cuba. Still somewhat unconscious in his present state,
he keep on going attracted by some superior force that he was
neither capable of understanding nor controlling. He continued his
journey toward Santiago, and after a while, he finally reached his
destination. He definitely needed a rest. He felt absolutely
exhausted from so much walking. He made his way through the streets
of Santiago, bumping into crowds of people returning from work at
the end of the day. Suddenly he came to a small plaza. In the
middle of the plaza was a statue of him along with a Cuban flag.
The phantom was astounded to see his image right in the middle of
Santiago. It was indeed a strange feeling to look at his portrait
when he was now a mere phantom. The Cuban flag waving in the wind
showed him that Cuba no longer belonged to the Spanish, but instead
was now a republic.

José Martí
continued to walk the streets of Santiago until sunset looking for
a place to rest. He stopped short in front of a small pension
situated on a side street. He opened the door and went inside
hoping to find the owner. She appeared, looking like she needed
more guests. He tried to start a conversation with the woman but
soon realized it was futile. The old woman ignored him when he
reached out and touched her hand. It was as if he weren’t there at
all. Again he tried to establish a dialogue with her asking her
about the price of a room. But again she neither listened to nor
recognized him. With great reluctance, José Martí accepted the fact
that that he was invisible and for all practical purposes
non-existent to the living.

He walked
through a roomful of diners and headed straight to the kitchen for
a glass of water. It seemed that in passing from one lifetime to
another he had accumulated a great deal of thirst. He drank down
the glass of water then helped himself to another glass and another
before he felt his thirst subside. He turned around and headed
through the dining room. He was very disappointed he was not to be
visible to at least some of the guests in the room. Again the
thought of being separate from people forever proved devastating to
the phantom. How could he, José Martí, consummate orator and poet
ever accept such a fate?

Shocked and
overcome with grief, the ghost wished to be alone to gather his
thoughts. He climbed a set of stairs to the left of the entrance,
which led to a series of bedrooms. He then proceeded to explore
each one. They all had boarders in them and there was only one
vacant room at the end of the hall. He entered the one empty room
looking for a refuge, a quiet place where he might lay down and
rest. Overcome by a deep sense of hopelessness and desolation, the
phantom remained awake all night grieving the fact that he was no
longer mortal. The phantom slept off and on. Sometime in the early
morning, despondency and sorrow turned to regret. He continued to
contemplate his newfound state, feeling that all this might be only
a dream from which he would awaken at any moment. He spent several
nights in the pension up in the empty room wishing he were alive.
Resigned to becoming a ghost, he got up from bed and left the
pension each morning to walk the streets of Santiago. He continued
to hope against hope that someone would recognize him. However, his
wish was futile.

He was
frustrated with his diminished state yet he realized that death,
the great seducer, was not yet ready to let go of him. The phantom
had to keep on moving about the streets of Santiago just to remain
conscious and awake. As he moved about, he saw women with children
in their arms begging for food and money. The working poor were
coming home clothed very badly, while the rich were dressed with
great pomp and circumstance. Nothing had changed in Cuban society
since his untimely death. He felt a terrible pain in his heart and
for a moment thought that he would succumb to death once more. The
sadness at not having achieved social justice in Cuba through the
War of Independence overwhelmed him. He knew he would in fact
disappear if he didn’t move on. He got up the very next morning
early and abandoned the pension. He needed to find his compass and
get his bearings. Something told him to head for the province of
Holguin.

As he reached
the outskirts of Santiago once more, he heard the load voice of a
newspaper vendor trying to sell papers. “Buy the Diario de la
Marina.” “Uprising in Cienfuegos by Civil War Veterans over
Pensions.” The ghost walked toward the vendor and looked over his
shoulder to see the date. It was August 22, 1923. He read the
headlines in big black letters: Strong Public Protest of Veterans
Due To Lack of Pensions.

Again a
tremendous sense of sadness and remorse overcame the ghost as he
confronted the terrible truth that he could no longer participate
in historical events. He would somehow have to adjust to a second
lifetime as an exile without the ability to communicate his
thoughts to mortals. During his first lifetime, above all else he
was an orator and a poet. To remain mute went against everything in
his nature. For a while it was touch and go. The authors of this
history were not at all sure that José Martí would not succumb to
death again if he could not participate in and influence the lives
of mortals. He started to move forward without being in control of
where he was going. Suddenly his head was swimming with all kinds
of images, thoughts and doubts, which continued to torment him as
he went along.

He asked
himself what was happening to him? What had caused his death?
Looking at the poverty stricken peasants working the fields by the
side of the road, he concluded that even when the war made Cuba a
republic, the island was still a colony of the Yankees. All his
dreams for Cuba and social justice were just that, only dreams. He
asked himself what had been the destiny of his closest comrades,
the other generals in the War like Máximo Gómez, Antonio Maceo,
Calixto García and the other comrades belonging to the Mambise
army. He could answer none of these questions, which frustrated him
enormously. But in the end, after all these questions and
ruminations, he simply came to the conclusion that an inscrutable
event had taken place for which there was no logical
explanation.

He spent the
following week walking from pueblito en pueblito, staying in inns
along the way. He slept in empty beds without leaving a trace of
having slept there. Getting used to his new existence was becoming
more difficult as time went on. At one inn he saw a table of
veterans complaining about never getting a pension as they sipped
their coffee and smoked their cigars. Struggling to find his
footing in the afterlife, he kept moving with the faith that he was
going somewhere rather than nowhere. He could float in the wind or
stand still in the sun and let the warmth penetrate him. In the
course of his wanderings, even during those first few weeks of
renewed life, he would soon come to know some of the benefits as
well as the many limitations in having become a phantom.

As he wandered
the Oriente countryside, taking in the breathtaking beauty of the
island, his senses were becoming even more acute than when he was
making his way down the Sierra Maestra. The green and fertile
valleys of Oriente province seemed even more vibrant and alive than
when he was mortal. What a strange contradiction he thought. Could
this be a dream from which he would awaken at any moment? As the
phantom made his way toward Holguin, he looked at the large
latifundios on either side of the road. He saw the Haitians working
under the burning hot sun. Nothing had changed since his death in
terms of social justice. Cuba was still feudal and colonial. This
fact was confirmed when he passed through the gigantic latifundio
of the United Fruit Company. Large portions of land were still in
foreign hands. He and his comrades who led the Wars of Independence
had failed in carrying out their mission to end human suffering and
poverty in Cuba. The large black smokestacks of the United Fruit
Company’s sugar mills were testimony to the fact that the island
had still not found independence.

As he moved
from pension to pension the thought that he had not completed his
mission of freeing Cuba depressed the ghost no end. Having to
wander the earth with a life left unfinished was a terrible burden
for any phantom to have to bear. According to the authors of this
history, about that time he started looking for a place to get his
footing. He needed a refuge where he could become accustomed to
being a phantom, if such a thing were possible. The ghost wandered
on down the dusty country roads of Oriente day after day in search
of asylum. Up to now he had moved from pension to pension without
really feeling as if he had reached the end of his journey.
Thinking about the past and curious about the future, the ghost
continued making his way towards Holguin. He walked down a hill
until he came to another dirt road. He followed it for a while
until he came to the top of a knoll where he could make out another
beautiful green valley before him. In the middle of the valley he
saw a perfect circle of sugarcane. He had never seen such a sight
before either in his past life or this lifetime. He walked toward
the perfect circle of sugarcane blowing in the winds of history. He
saw a fork in the road and followed a sign marked ‘Biran’ that
indicated the entrance to a small town. Walking on a bit further,
he came to a large tract of land surrounded by a fence with a sign
‘Hacienda of the Spirits.”’He stopped short in front of the sign in
disbelief. The ghost immediately felt as if he belonged here and
that at last he had come to the end of his journey.

He hurriedly
opened the gate and walked down a small road. He saw a large barn,
a blacksmith shop along with a general store. There was also a
telephone and telegraph office. A band of campesinos headed out the
fields passed right through him. He followed them with his view and
he could see an entirely valley full of sugar cane plantations. The
blanket of green together with gigantic palm trees blowing in the
wind surpassed his memories and made him swoon. His curiosity about
this hacienda grew when he saw a yellow and blue wooden house with
doors and windows painted white. The house represented a strange
construction and diverged from the typical haciendas in Oriente
Province. It rested above the ground on enormous concrete piles.
There was a place for cows and sheep underneath. Placed as it was
on these concrete piles, there was a vertical staircase which led
up to the back door. The house seemed suspended in midair and was
reminiscent of the houses built on the hillsides of Galicia in
northern Spain. José Martí had to wonder whether the owner of this
large estate were Galician or Spanish. For a moment he thought how
ironic it was that he had landed on the hacienda of a Spaniard.

The yellow and
blue house on stilts was not the only house on the hacienda, but it
was the biggest. The house itself had a large extension of land
directly adjacent to it, where the people who lived there had
planted an enormous garden. As he approached, the structure seemed
to loom out at him from a long way off and it was then he concluded
it must be a mirage caused by the heat or some failure in
perception due to the fact that he had yet to accept the afterlife
as fact not fiction. José Martí hesitated a while. He didn’t know
if he should go in because he did not want to disturb the people
living there. On the other hand, he thought he might as well take
advantage of his new condition. If there were people in the house,
they could not see him anyway. Therefore, he would not be
interrupting their privacy. So he headed up the large wooden
staircase painted white and opened the door. He found he was
standing in a large kitchen with a wood-burning stove and a large
round wooden table with several wicker chairs. He walked through
the kitchen to a parlor that also had a set of wicker furniture.
There was a large wicker divan and several wicker chairs.

He then
continued to explore the rest of the house and found several
bedrooms with beds perfectly made up with sheets and blankets. He
walked down a long hall with more bedrooms on each side. He looked
inside each one but they appeared empty. At this point, he had to
wonder where the occupants of the house were at the moment. The
house looked lived in and one room had a cradle so he assumed there
were children. At the end of the hall, he found a room with a
medicine chest and mirror. While he was examining the medications
in the chest, he smelled the aroma of rich Cuban coffee which made
the phantom swoon. He quickly shut the door to the medicine room
and made his way back down the hall to the kitchen. He looked to
his right and again saw the parlor. Someone had opened the windows.
He looked out and saw a consummate picture of the Haitians working
in the rich green fields. Again the smell of coffee got the better
of him and he turned to his left and headed into the kitchen. He
saw a hot pot of coffee on top of the wood-burning stove and then a
mug on the round wooden table. He grabbed the mug and poured a cup
of rich dark Cuban coffee. He felt the warm coffee trickle down his
throat and the taste pleased him no end.

This
mysterious and deserted hacienda, with no signs of life apparent to
the naked eye, made him feel the weight on his shoulder of these
many weeks subside. His wanderings were over for the moment. As he
looked around, he felt that he had finally found a resting place.
Hacienda of the Spirits was a place where he might spend some time
to catch his breath and find his bearings. José Martí stood there
staring at the kitchen, feeling as if he already belonged there. He
felt certain now that he was passing through that blankness full of
meaning that separates one lifetime from another.

The phantom
continued wandering around the house and in and out of rooms. Then
he headed back to the kitchen for another cup of coffee. He stayed
there for a while, looking around the kitchen, typical of this kind
of home in the Cuban countryside. Everything was made of local
woods, including the walls, the counters and the drawers. Right
behind the windows giving out on the Sierra Crystal, his eyes fell
once more on the wood-burning stove. The stove made the ghost think
about real Cuban food, always cooked on wood that gave it that
special delicious flavor, something that he really loved when he
was alive. He walked straight there and luck would have it that
there was still a pot with some hot coffee on the stove. Obviously
someone was there just a few minutes ago because on the counter
next to the stove there were things used to make coffee.

The ghost
helped himself to another cup of delicious Cuban coffee. He sat
down on one of the wicker chairs at the round wooden table in the
middle of the kitchen. Looking out the back door, a beautiful view
of that perfect circle of sugarcane appeared once more before him.
He continued to enjoy that rich taste of the black coffee and stare
outside. The scene made him feel a lot nostalgia and sadness
because it reminded him of war and his compatriots. After an hour
or so, the phantom walked out the back door to survey the perfect
circle of sugarcane blowing in the winds of history. The place was
still deserted. Suddenly, he noticed with great surprise and joy
two of the greatest veterans in Cuban history seated in chairs on
either side of the back door. To his left was Manuel de Cespedes,
the man who had started the first War of Independence, and on the
right was Ignancio Agramonte, another great hero of the first War
of Independence. Each of these ghosts was transparent. They just
sat there blowing perfectly round rings of white smoke into the
cold crisp morning air. When he tried to speak to them neither
moved an inch. Soon it became obvious to José Martí that these two
old soldiers were living in another dimension far removed from him.
Again, his eyes found their way to that perfect circle of
sugarcane.

The phantom
thought the owner of this hacienda must have a vivid imagination.
He wandered again inside hoping someone would appear. But no one
did that first evening. He found a liquor cabinet in the living
room and reached for a bottle of delicious Cuban rum. Then he went
out on the porch which circles around the entire house to this day
and gave thanks to God for having brought him to this place. He
sensed that great things awaited him on this hacienda. When the sun
went down, he found a room with empty beds and lay down until the
next morning.




Chapter
Two

José Martí
awoke the next morning feeling refreshed and ready for a new start.
He walked over to the stove and reached for the pot of newly brewed
coffee keeping warm on the stove. Then he ventured out the back
door and out onto the porch where he surveyed the picturesque
surroundings including that perfectly sculpted circle of sugarcane.
The circle was a source of fascination to him. Again it made him
wonder about the owner of this hacienda who was nowhere in sight.
Martí went back to the kitchen for a second cup of coffee. Then he
grabbed the newspaper, el Diario de la Marina, off the table. He
sat there reading a good long time. Afterwards, he proceeded
outside and took a turn around the buildings nearby. Eventually the
ghost felt tired and returned to the kitchen to take a load off his
feet. He went looking for an empty room to take a rest. He found a
bedroom with three empty single beds. The phantom sat down on the
corner of one of the beds. To relax his neck he moved his head from
side to side. Suddenly he felt the bed moving as if someone else
occupied it. He turned his head very carefully to the right and was
surprised to see one of his former comrades lying there asleep. It
was Antonio Maceo, one of the great generals of the War. More
amazed than not, he left the bedroom for a short while. He remained
in the corridor considering whether or not he should go back.
Finally he did return to the bedroom, but the bed with Antonio
Maceo was now empty. Martí decided he must have been having visions
of his comrades out of sheer loneliness.

He slept for
an hour until a frightening noise awakened him. There standing over
him was Calixto García, another great general in the Wars of
Independence and a trusted comrade. As soon as not the vision had
disappeared. Again the phantom concluded that he was hallucinating
out of feelings of solitude. He thought he might be dreaming. He
rubbed his eyes to make sure he was really awake. Then he heard a
noise and looked at another bed only to see his old comrade Máximo
Gómez fast asleep snoring. The scene was too much so he left the
bedroom and headed straight for the kitchen to grab another cup of
coffee. Then he saw a picturesque nature outside spread out before
him. The diversity of nature and the perennial greens of the
hillside made him suddenly feel extremely lonely. As if by magic a
circle of his old comrades had appeared around the kitchen table.
He blinked his eyes momentarily and when he looked again, could no
longer see these old soldiers. He had probably been imagining it he
thought himself, and moments later they had appeared once more. He
saw that his comrades had aged and he wondered whether they were a
figment of an imagination fed by solitude.

Calixto García
had a large chest and he appeared to be a warrior. He had the same
black moustache, short curly hair and chocolate brown skin. Antonio
Maceo was regarded as one of the bravest of all the soldiers of the
Mambise army. Máximo Gómez was sitting right beside him, with his
penetrating eyes, as serious as he remembered. He was a great
general and leader in the War of Independence and the person who
signed with him el Manifesto de Montecristi. This was the document
which outlined the political program of the War in 1895. He was the
person who together with him and the other comrades who prepared
the War of Independence. They had a strong desire to fight for the
freedom and independence of Cuba in order to see the noble dream
come to fruition.

As José Martí
sat there looking at his beloved comrades, he knew the dream of
real independence was lost. For an instant he experienced the same
feeling that he had felt once before, when all of them were
gathered together in a meeting preparing for the war, deciding what
would be the strategy to follow. At this meeting, Martí was elected
the supreme leader of the revolution when it came to non-military
events. All these comrades, with the exception of José Martí, wore
their old white uniforms of the Mambise army. They each wore white
pants and shirt with a leather belt from which hung their swords.
They all wore big black boots.

Outside,
seated in the chair next to the screen door in the right side was
Carlos Manuel de Céspedes, blowing rings of smoke into the cold
crisp morning air. On the left side in balance, Ignacio Agramonte,
the main hero of the first war against the Spanish in l898. For
Martí it was a very emotional moment because unlike as with the
others, he had not yet met these two men personally. They were both
doing the same thing, as if they had all the time in the world to
enjoy the taste of rich Cuban tobacco. José Martí pointed out these
old heroes to his counterparts and they all shed a tear when they
realized that both Céspedes and Agramonte were permanently senile.
He was ecstatic once he realized he was no longer alone. Once awake
they all recognized each other and embraced each other after these
many years of separation through death. All were leaders of the
revolutionary guerrilla forces, which had set out to end Spanish
rule and to keep the Yankees from invading the island.

In the course
of the conversation their memories improved, so that soon they were
talking about the last time they had seen each other, along with
real battles. Martí noticed sometimes their memories were confused
when it came to some events which had transpired. He attributed
their memory problems to the struggle of passing from one lifetime
to the next. These conversations went on for some time. After a
while, the phantoms started to fade away and disappear except for
José Martí. Then they would return and continue their conversations
about the Wars. José Martí realized that to keep them from
succumbing to death, he had to keep them interested. His tactic
worked because the more dynamic the conversation became, the more
present the old generals were around the round wooden table.

General Máximo
Gómez had lived the longest of all the phantoms. So he began to
fill in the blanks for the rest of the group, going into great
detail about the progress and outcome of the War. Everyone wanted
to ask him questions at the same time. So as usual, José Martí took
matters into his own hands and suggested that they talk about
events in chronological order and that each phantom ask Gómez one
question at a time.

Máximo Gómez,
filled in the Apostle, as these old veterans liked to call him, on
the progress and outcome of the War. All the phantoms, including
José Martí, were fearful that this afterlife or second lifetime
would come to a sudden end. This made them talk all the faster, as
they thought they might not have another opportunity beyond the
present moment. José Martí tried to calm them down and assure them
that if they made every effort to remain conscious and awake,
chances were that they would be around the hacienda awhile.

Everyone
except the Apostle asked all kinds of disorganized questions at the
same time. Gómez’s answers were also disorganized, and again José
Martí asked for calm. Then he wanted to know who died after he did.
Maceo was the second victim of the Spanish army. It was he who
recounted the part of the history from the Apostle’s death to his
own demise. José Martí had died on May 19, 1895 in the Battle of
Dos Rios. He learned that he had perished at the hands of the
Spaniards during his first time in the field of battle. Then
Antonio Maceo started to talk. “After your tragic death, many other
things happened in the course of the battle for independence.” He
continued to recount anecdotes about battles, victories and losses.
He went as far as his memory would take him. Then Máximo Gómez and
Calixto García contributed to the conversation with their own
anecdotes. José Martí had not felt as good since awakening from
death as he did at that moment. Sharing stories about the war
brought him alive and he was feeling like his old self again. The
comrades then got involved in a long polemic that was to last the
entire afternoon about strategies and tactics which had failed in
the war. The talked about certain mistakes that had they been
avoided, could have changed Cuban history forever.

Máximo Gómez
continued his tale saying that in January of 1898 things seemed to
be going better for the rebels. However that same month, the
Yankees sent a ship, the USS Maine, to Havana harbor with the
objective of protecting North American interests. Two weeks later
the ship exploded in the port of Havana. There were many victims
and the Yankees accused Spain of carrying out a terrorist act
against the ship. This represented the beginning of the so-called
Spanish American war. The War continued and their troops won all
the battles.

“We were sure that we would win the War, and Cuba would
finally be free. Our dream of national independence would come
true. Then much to our surprise, the Spanish and the Americans
resolved among themselves without any input from us the terms of
the end of the war. They discussed in our absence the future of the
island. This caused us tremendous frustration. It also accounted
for all the repulsion we felt towards the Yankees. The First of
January 1899, Spain passed its power over Cuba to the United
States. The Yankees then established a provisional military
government on the island, supposedly to protect their
interests.”José Martí and Antonio Maceo had not heard this part of
the history before, and they suffered greatly upon learning the
outcome of their efforts. They could not believe the course of
events, but neither did they wish to interrupt Gómez who then
continued his tale.

“In February 1901, a new Cuban constitution was adopted and
some months later, a Cuban constitutional convention accepted the
so call Platt Amendment. This was one of the saddest episodes of
this era. It has had a devastating effect on our freedom and
independence as well as the economy, even when the Republic of Cuba
was recognized by the United States in May 1902. The Platt
Amendment calls for the United States to intervene militarily in
Cuba any time the Yankees deem it necessary. The Amendment also
establishes strong limitations on our economic activities. We can
reluctantly only trade with the Yankees and the terms of trade are
very favorable to them.”

Antonio Maceo
looked at his comrades with a mournful look on his face. By way of
conclusion, he said that not only does the Platt Amendment allow
them to intervene militarily; it also allows them to maintain
military bases on the island. It prohibited Cuba from trading with
other countries. In a word companeros, this Amendment is a way of
establishing the politics of imperialism on the island.

“The God Dammed Yankees!” José Martí exclaimed furiously.
“That explosion of the Maine was their doing in order to take
control of the island!”

All the
veterans had a mournful look on their countenance. Collectively,
they felt the loss of the dream of independence much more
poignantly than any one of them could alone. They had all played
great roles in history, but at this moment all the great generals
could do was weep quietly at the round wooden table. Their
collective despondency was overwhelming and without words. They all
looked terribly depressed as if they might disappear momentarily
from this belated history.

José Martí and
the group eventually overcame their sadness and frustration and
directed themselves toward the door. There they found Céspedes and
Agramonte in their usual spot blowing tiny white rings of smoke
into the crisp morning air. They tried to talk to them but to no
avail. The two heroes of the first War of Independence had no idea
of what was going on around them since they were totally senile.
The other veterans went back inside the house while José Martí
stayed with the two old senile veterans for a while hoping they
might somehow magically sense his presence. When he turned and went
back into the house, none of his comrades were there. This seemed
very strange, so he began to look for them throughout the house. He
was looking in all corners and in all the rooms but he did not
manage to see any of them.

It was as if
the wind had swallowed them up. Then suddenly he saw one of his
comrades pass him by in the hall, but the image passed by so fast
he couldn’t discern which veteran actually was there. Then he saw
his comrades floating through the house like leaves being blown by
the winds of history. They disappeared each time he ran after them.
He saw them walk through walls. Such a thing never occurred to the
Apostle, but he tried it, and it worked. So for some hours, the
reader of this veracious history would see Gómez, Maceo, García and
the Apostle walking through walls or floating up to the ceiling.
They seemed to have lost all consciousness in the wake of the long
conversation about the War. José Martí firmly planted his feet in
the kitchen and wondered if the tragic outcome of their collective
dreams could make them succumb to death once more. His heart ached
at the thought of being left alone again. He sat at the round
kitchen table contemplating an afterlife alone when suddenly
nightfall came. The sun disappeared behind the mountains of the
Sierra Crystal creating a combination of colors from the softest
yellow to the strongest orange. Together with the green of the palm
trees and other trees of the mountainside along with the kikirikear
of the cocks outside, he thought he had never seen such a beautiful
picture in either his former life or his life as a phantom. The
inexorable beauty of nature in Oriente had a calming effect on his
spirit. He was now more hopeful that his comrades would return
around the round wooden table in the kitchen. As surely as not, one
by one Antonio Maceo, Calixto García, and Máximo Gómez returned to
the table looking much more content than when they disappeared from
sight.

Rapidly the
Apostle spoke the first words and asked the rest of his comrades
“Have you stopped to think about the reason we are here united
together once more in a second lifetime? None of us has had a
retirement before so why not take advantage of this second lifetime
as phantoms?” Calixto García agreed with Máximo Gómez. They felt
their common dream of independence was lost forever. Antonio Maceo
and José Martí on the other hand disagreed. They hated the idea of
giving up. They also resisted the idea that as phantoms they could
no longer influence historical events. There simply had to be a way
and thus they were committed to finding a solution for the
relationship between their mortality and their ghostly state.

They could not
go along with the resignation of their comrades. He told them that
there had to be a purpose to this second lifetime. If they were
there all together, there had to be a reason which he, José Martí,
thought would reveal itself in due course. What they needed was
both faith and patience. If they were all lucky enough to awaken
from death in the first place and catch up on current events, they
had to make an effort to not succumb to sleep. He told them that
for now they would have to lead a moment by moment existence. It
was not enough to assume that this was the end of their journey or
they were retiring to a veteran’s home. Rather they should assume
that they were embarking on a new beginning. This was to be a
different kind of life, with great limitations but also many
unknown possibilities, which would become evident in due
course.

He explained
to them that any transcendent experience worth its salt involved
both discipline and faith. They were involved in a life and death
struggle for transcendence. They should feel very gratified to have
appeared together in order to help each other battle for an
afterlife worth living. The phantom went on to stipulate that
beginnings were always hard and coming back to life was no
exception. He told them they were here for a reason and that the
afterlife had to have a higher purpose. Although that purpose for
the moment might elude them, it would reveal itself in due course.
They had to keep their faith and confidence.

All the while
Martí was talking to them, the veterans remained mute. But he went
on at great length anyway, trying to make them understand his logic
in living each moment to the fullest. The Apostle then suggested
that they accept their present state provisionally at least and
live with the unknown. Finally the phantom ended his philosophical
speculations by assuring them that the afterlife would have its
compensations. After he finished all the veterans rose and thanked
the Apostle for his speculations. They were all tired so they
decided to retire to the bedroom with the three beds. José Martí
stayed in the kitchen feeling that he had gotten somewhere with his
comrades when it came to justifying the afterlife. He sipped
another cup of rich Cuban coffee and thought some more about what
he had just told his comrades.

José Martí
then went to another bedroom with a child’s cradle next to a large
double bed. There was a large oval mirror in the corner and the
Apostle took a good look before turning in. At dawn, he went to the
kitchen where he found all his comrades seated around the large
round wooden table drinking their first cup of coffee. But this
time, the veterans were not alone. Seated beside them at the table
was a man whom they did not recognize, assuming he was the owner of
the hacienda. He was a tall man with lots of thick black hair and
black eyebrows. He had very white skin and a large nose. The rest
of the veterans continued talking among themselves drinking coffee.
They did not pay much attention to the presence of this man. But
José Martí was more curious than his comrades. He wondered if the
man were mortal or just another ghost like themselves. Suddenly
José Martí looked at the wood burning stove and saw a small dark
haired woman with dark brown eyes. She was wearing an apron. The
veterans interrupted their conversation to admire her looks. She
was very attractive despite her small size. The small woman with
dark brown eyes directed her conversation to the unknown man at the
table. She asked him “Do you want some breakfast Angel?” He
answered her in the affirmative with a Galician accent. “I have
already had a cup of coffee thanks. Now I am trying to catch up on
the news so that I can then go out to work on my perfect circle of
sugarcane. By the way, I couldn’t find my cup this morning. Do you
have any idea where it is?”

“No darling, I haven’t the slightest idea of where it might
be!” the small woman replied. “Here is another. Would you like a
second cup?”

“Yes darling thank you. There must be phantoms in the house
drinking our coffee.”“Oh Angel Castro, don’t be ridiculous.” She
laughed.

“No! I swear to you darling that for the last couple of days
my coffee cup has just disappeared.” Castro insisted. The veterans
were amazed at the owner of this marvelous hacienda and his wife.
The bonds of affection between them were obvious. Angel Castro soon
finished reading the newspaper and quickly went out the door to
undertake his work on his perfect circle of sugarcane. Doña Lina
Castro stayed in the kitchen and helped herself to a cup of coffee.
She was in the middle of making a guayaba cake. The veterans were
speechless and sat there admiring her every move. José Martí got up
from his chair and approached this beautiful mortal while she cut
the guayabas in strips to make marmalade which would serve as a
filling for the cake. The Apostle could not resist and with a great
deal of tenderness reached over and touched her face. She, of
course, had no idea what was happening around her. She was a woman
with a very sweet look, which inspired good feelings among the
ghosts.

Her hair was
dark and curly. Her lips red by nature and very tender. Her eyes
were dark brown, and she had very fine eyebrows unlike her husband.
While she was making the cake, she looked out the window to admire
her husband who was working on that perfect circle of sugarcane
alongside the Haitians. All the veterans were charmed by that sweet
woman. They spoke of her beauty as well as how delicate she was,
but José Martí was the most taken by her of all his comrades. The
veterans followed her around the house while she made the beds,
watching her every move. They watched her pick colorful flowers
from her garden and place them in a vase on the kitchen table. The
flowers smelled fresh and sweet. Then they followed her under the
house on piles and watched her milk the cows. She then took the
fresh milk back to the kitchen. José Martí thought that she was the
sweetest thing he had encountered in passing from one lifetime to
another.

That afternoon
the veterans found a pack of cards in the parlor and decided to
play on the round wooden table in the kitchen. They also found
Angel Castro’s liquor cabinet. About three o’clock, after several
games of cards, they all helped themselves to some rich golden
Cuban rum. José Martí was always bored by these games in his first
lifetime so he did not participate. Meanwhile the veterans passed
the days away playing cards and drinking rum. Both seemed like a
waste of time to the Apostle. He had better things to do, so he
retired to the parlor with Angel Castro’s newspapers to keep
abreast of current events. The veterans couldn’t be less
interested. Each day that passed at Hacienda of the Spirits, the
veterans become more and more used to the card games and drink. At
the same time they remained enchanted by the small woman with dark
eyes as she went about her routine. José Martí was particularly
taken with Doña Lina Castro. In fact he felt a profound love for
her growing inside him. The way she walked, her smile, the way her
hair undulated in the winds outside, her red lips, all conspired to
make him feel more alive and alert. He also loved the way she
treated her husband.

The Apostle
tried to get interested in the card games for a while, but ended up
being bored. These were superficial pastimes which he strove to
avoid. Rather, he wished to contemplate the larger purposes of the
afterlife. He tried to get his comrades interested in philosophical
speculations about the meaning of the afterlife. They all but
ignored him, preferring instead to place their attention on card
games and drink. Their attitude frustrated the Apostle no end and
he wished they would show a little more interest in finding meaning
and purpose to their second existence.

As the weeks
passed, even the veterans started to get bored with cards and
drink. They all fell into a profound depression. Soon they were
wandering around the house randomly in a somnambulistic state. They
had lost all sense of time. José Martí saw them again walking
through walls without direction or floating up to the ceiling.
Apparently their idyllic view of retirement had left something to
be desired. The Apostle called each of them by their individual
names. They ignored him and seemed to fade away in the process.
Again José Martí found himself alone. A terrible feeling of
solitude came over him once more as it had when they previously
disappeared from this veracious history. Meanwhile that night, Lina
Castro started to light the fire under the large cast iron stove
before she put a pot of rice and beans on to boil for hours. She
let the rice and beans, or Moors and Christians as they are called
in Cuba, boil until there was practically no more water left in the
pot. She had to go out and pull the bucket up from the well before
Angel Castro came in from the fields for dinner.

Suddenly the
veterans appeared around the round wooden table. The Apostle was
delighted to see his comrades return to the kitchen. He was afraid
that he might have lost their companionship forever. They all
followed the aroma of rice and beans and thought they couldn’t
stand the wait a second longer. Lina Castro set a plush plate of
rice and beans down in front of them. Angel Castro finally came in
from the fields and picked up the newspaper and started reading.
Every day there were stories about the boom and bust economy of
Cuba. No one was more familiar with the boom and bust cycles of the
Cuban economy than Angel Castro and the other sugar growers in
Oriente Province. Some years he sent off his perfect circle of
sugarcane to the mills of United Fruit and made a decent amount of
money. But most years as of late proved to be difficult, and he was
lucky to make just enough money to keep his livestock and put food
on the table for Lina and their two children, Angelita and Ramon.
That night he continued reading the newspaper before dining with
his wife. Lina started spooning rice and beans onto the plates of
Angel Castro and his two children.

The smell of
rice and beans and the pork, really brought these old veterans to
their senses and without saying a word, they all suddenly came
alive inside. Calixto García took a big spoonful of Moors along
with a few Christians underneath and wolfed them down in a single
mouthful. Máximo Gómez found a loin of pork. For his part, Antonio
Maceo was content to eat Moors and Christians alike and had no
yearning for other delicacies. José Martí was licking his chops in
anticipation of his first plate of rice and beans in the afterlife.
Their heads bowed in prayer, these phantoms gave thanks to God
Almighty for their first plate of rice and beans in two decades.
The veterans reached for their end of the bargain, and soon the
nostalgia for rice and beans brought on by the long wait at the
dinner table disappeared into thin air. Angel Castro his wife and
his children in the company of the most distinguished veterans of
the Wars of Independence wolfed down one plate of Moors and
Christians after the next until Moor and Christian alike
disappeared, leaving behind only a memory of their distinct
fragrance.

The ghosts had
felt such nostalgia for their sweet smelling fragrance for so long
now. Each night they crowded around the one pot of rice and beans
about to come to a boil on the stove as if it were the greatest
mystery the afterlife had offered up thus far. Doña Lina, who by
all accounts was always an extremely devote woman, somehow sensed
the presence of the ghosts gathered around her dinner table.
Suddenly she stopped short of the dinner table and bowed her head
with that pot of rice and beans swinging back and forth on the
handle in her hands. She looked at her husband and children and
then gave thanks to her Maker for such a wonderful life on Hacienda
of the Spirits.

In the weeks
that followed, José Martí and the veterans tried to adjust to
living the lazy life on the plantation. The veterans were content
to sleep away the afternoons feeling full of themselves. They would
often stand out on the porch at sunset staring at the perfect
circle of sugarcane, sipping Don Angel Castro’s best rum before
sitting down to a game of cards that would last all night. José
Martí could not be content with what he considered a false sense of
well being, as tempting as it might be. The Apostle wondered how
men who had exhibited such courage against the Spanish regiments
during the war could now fall prey to such lethargy. He wondered
whether or not the fact that all the veterans had led such
harrowing lives contributed to their ongoing trips to the liquor
cabinet. The phantom concluded that having their mission
interrupted before Cuba was free from the Gigante del Norte
accounted for their lack of direction and purpose as well as their
ongoing sense that on Hacienda of the Spirits they had found
eternal retirement.

For the next
several weeks, José Martí spent his time observing the owner of the
hacienda and his offspring. He would follow Lina Castro around the
kitchen, enjoying long cups of hot coffee as well as the smell of
freshly baked bread every morning. He wandered around the hacienda
and out into the perfect circle of sugarcane to watch the Haitians
cut cane under the morning sun. He made his way down to the Bay of
Nipes and looked out upon the aquamarine Caribbean Sea. He
purposely skirted the lands belonging to the foreign investors, and
most particularly the lands belonging to the United Fruit Company
where Angel Castro and the other sugarcane producers had to send
their harvest for refining. He would also occasionally wander up to
the Sierra Crystal and also down to the banks of the Biran River.
Watching it flow by, he would dwell for hours on the more numinous
aspects of the afterlife.

After a few
weeks however, José Martí discovered a spiral staircase leading up
to the attic of the house. He walked up the staircase and
discovered a beautiful hand carved mahogany door. He walked through
the door and into the attic which seemed to welcome him at first
glance. The attic was a large rectangular space with a huge picture
window looking out on the Sierra Crystal. There was a large
overstuffed easy chair next to the window. Next to the chair was a
small table with an oil lamp that was lit. There was a long wicker
divan like the one in the living room on the far side of the
rectangular room. There were several more chairs strewn about and a
large antique desk and chair in the middle. It seemed to the
Apostle that this space was reserved for him and him alone. The
ghost sank down in the overstuffed easy chair his authors had
provided him and immediately fell prey to a deep depression. He
stared out at the gigantic mountains in the distance. For a moment
he wished to return from whence he had come. Right then and there
he decided the suffering of ghosts far outweighed the suffering of
mortals. He then fell to wondering again why he had come back from
the dead as well as what the future might have in store.

As night came
on he pinched out the flame of the oil lamp and fell asleep
dreaming of his former life. Upon awakening, all the frustration of
not having achieved his mission hit the ghost full force. He was
deeply despondent over the present state of affairs in Cuba and
thought that things had not really changed much at all since his
death. He felt an enormous frustration over the fact that
apparently he could no longer change the outcome of historical
events or have an effect on the lives of mortals.

The phantom
was given over to resolving the enigma of an otherwise wholly
enigmatic existence whose possibilities still eluded him. The moon
rose over Oriente. Under the light of the moon, suddenly there
appeared bookshelves full of books lining the walls of the attic.
“How could it be?” wondered the Apostle. The attic appeared like a
library invented just to satisfy his lust for learning. Wandering
over to the shelves, he ran his fingers across the books looking
for some comfort. He came upon some old books whose bindings had
come loose. He recognized some of his favorite writers from the
Spanish renaissance. He picked up Calderon’s Life Is a Dream. The
phantom thought once more that all he had experienced thus far
since leaving the Sierra Maestra might well be a dream from which
he would awaken momentarily. He then found another familiar book of
poetry by the great Spanish renaissance poet, Francisco de Quevedo.
He flipped through the poems until he reached one with which he was
already familiar and read the famous lines, ‘I looked at the
defenses of my native land: empty silos, bombs and rockets melted
down’. The poem reminded him of his beloved Cuba and the present
colonial situation so far from his dream of independence. José
Martí again grew despondent and returned to the overstuffed easy
chair next to the window. Staring out on the Sierra Crystal in the
moonlight, he held the thought that at least he had this magical
library during the night where he could contemplate the more
mystical aspects of life after death.

The Apostle,
as the veterans around the poker table below called him now out of
respect for his leadership role in the wars, suddenly turned his
attention back to his books. As he turned back towards the room his
eyes landed on the antique desk in the middle of the attic. There,
lying on the top of the desk was a thick book bound in deep green
leather with lettering in gold. The book seemed to beckon him from
across the room as if waiting for him to pick it up. The ghost
walked over and took the enormous history in his hands. He read the
title and immediately a broad smile came across his face, for he
realized that he was now holding his favorite book of all time; and
one which had inspired him perhaps more than any other to rise up
against the evils of colonial rule. The Ingenious Gentleman, Don
Quixote de la Mancha, was the book the Apostle was so delighted to
have found.

Standing there
in the moonlight, the ghost gleefully flipped through the history
of the knight looking at all the beautiful illustrations of his
adventures by some of the most famous artists across the centuries.
The great etchings by Dore were the first to catch his fancy. The
ghost looked at the portrait of Don Quixote in his library reading
novels of chivalry. Then the etching of Don Quixote being tossed
over the plains of the Mancha by windmills the knight mistook for
giants. Thumbing through the book and reading some of his favorite
passages with great enthusiasm, he couldn’t help but admire the
artistry of Don Quixote’s famous Arab historian, Cide Hamete
Benengeli who could turn a phrase and invent a conceit in ways
unparalleled by any other author in the Spanish language before or
since.

The Apostle
took Don Quixote in his hands and walked over to the overstuffed
easy chair where he proceeded to sit down and read as much as
possible before the sun came up. As he flipped through the book in
search of some of his favorite adventures, the moment shrank to
nothing and a sense of absolute timelessness permeated the library.
Once again he read about the knight going mad from reading too many
wild adventure tales of the great knights of Christendom from
Amadis de Gaul to Tirant lo Blanc. He went on to read how the
knight got it into his head to leave his hacienda and go in search
of adventure like the great knights of old in order to bring
chivalry alive in the modern world.

As the ghost
poured over the adventures in the first part of the tale, he saw
how the knight mistook giants for windmills, how he turned inns
into castles and common kitchen maids into high born princesses. He
continued on and observed how Don Quixote had himself dubbed a
knight by a local innkeeper. He read about all the interesting
shepherds and shepherdesses he met up in the mountains while
carrying out his penance in imitation of the great knight Amadis.
He paused to look at the famous illustrations of the adventures of
Mambrino’s helmet and the adventure of the galley slaves. Then he
saw Dore’s incredible etchings of the adventures where Don Quixote
flays at wineskins
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