
The Music They Made

––––––––

Flight of the Heart Series

––––––––

By Dale Marie Taylor



Narrativemagic Press, Stone Mountain, Ga

Copyright © 2025 Dale Marie Taylor
ISBN: 979-8-9943187-0-6


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Music They Made (Flight of the Heart, #2)

Chapter One

Chapter Two

Chapter Three

Chapter Four

Chapter Five

Chapter Six

Part II | Chapter Eight

Chapter Nine

Chapter Ten

Chapter Eleven

Chapter Twelve

Chapter Thirteen

Chapter Fourteen

Chapter Fifteen

Chapter Sixteen

Chapter Seventeen

Chapter Eighteen

Chapter Nineteen

Chapter Twenty

Chapter Twenty-one

Chapter Twenty-two

Chapter Twenty-three

Chapter Twenty-four

Chapter Twenty-five

Chapter Twenty-six

Chapter Twenty-seven

Chapter Twenty-eight

Chapter Twenty-nine

Chapter Thirty

Chapter Thirty-one

Chapter Thirty-two

Chapter Thirty-three

Chapter Thirty-four

Acknowledgements and Notes

List of main characters

Sources:

About the Author

All rights reserved. By payment of required fees, you have been granted the non-exclusive, non-transferable right to access and read the text of this book. No part of this text may be reproduced, transmitted, downloaded, decompiled, reverse engineered or stored in or introduced into any information storage and retrieval system, in any form or by any means, whether electronic or mechanical, now known on or hereafter invented, without express written permission of Narrativemagic LLC or Dale Marie Taylor. No part of this document may be reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise, without prior written permission of Narrativemagic LLC. 
The Music They Made is a work of fiction. Names, characters, places and incidents are products of the writer’s imagination or have been used fictitiously and are not to be construed as real. Any resemblance to persons living or dead, actual events, places, incidents or organizations is coincidental. 

DEDICATION

To my mother, Marie Simmons Lumpkins, to her sister, Louise Davis Johnson, to Heber, my husband, sister Janice Simmons, brother David Lumpkins and  Nance Cowgill, cousins Muriel Davis, Diane Collins and Jesse Collins. Also, to the next generation, Michael Hudson and Kiran Mathura, Willy Larry Jefferson, Jr. and CJ Champion, Kehla Ky Jefferson Champion, Jandon Jefferson Champion, Baba Azizi Tucker and Haruka Fukumizu Tucker and their children – Akasha, Seita, Aruna and Koa,

Heavynn Marie Gates and Love Marie Gaynor. 

Thank you – to my husband, Heber Taylor III, for helping me with this text.

TABLE OF CONTENTS

Prelude     

Chapter One   

Chapter Two  

Chapter Three  

Chapter Four  

Chapter Five  

Chapter Six  

Chapter Seven  

Chapter Eight  

Chapter Nine  

Chapter Ten  

Chapter Eleven  

Chapter Twelve  

Chapter Thirteen  

Chapter Fourteen  

Chapter Fifteen  

Chapter Sixteen  

Chapter Seventeen  

Chapter Eighteen  

Chapter Nineteen  

Chapter Twenty  

Chapter Twenty-one  

Chapter Twenty-two  

Chapter Twenty-three  

Chapter Twenty-four   

Chapter Twenty-five  

Chapter Twenty-six  

Chapter Twenty-seven  

Chapter Twenty-eight  

Chapter Twenty-nine  

Chapter Thirty  

Chapter Thirty-One  

Chapter Thirty-Two  

Chapter Thirty-Three  

Chapter Thirty-Four  

Acknowledgements and

Author Notes  

Characters  

Sources  

About The Author  

Prelude

February 1898 

The explosion occurred so suddenly that Edward could not feel his body. All sense of time and space left him as he sank to the bottom of the Cuban bay. What had happened before this? The memories came flooding back. Carrie was the love of his life. They had met in Nashville, Tennessee during the Tennessee Centennial Exposition. She and other negroes from Fisk University were playing music there just as he did. They had fallen in love despite her father’s resistance. He was supposed to return to her; they were to be married. But there was a war underway, and he meant to do his part. As the memories faded away, he realized that his life was passing before his eyes. All the things he did, and all the things he meant to do were out of his reach as the darkness enveloped him. 

Two days earlier

He found himself walking into the court of an old building where he’d found a room. What passed as the Cuban winter was pleasant. 

The building where he lived was one story with a flat roof and plaster on the outside. The buildings in the neighborhood were painted green, yellow or blue. His was a bright green. The music in the old Cuban village near Havana was constant. Regla villagers played drums, guitar, flutes, trumpets, timba – whatever they could get their hands on. Edward marveled that some of the instruments were handmade and some of them were stolen or borrowed from the occupying army. 

It was odd, he thought, as the people had little material goods and little in the way of peace. But they seemed united in their suffering and united in their joys. If they ate, they were happy. If they had their loved ones, they were joyous. They played music that was soulful or somber; they were strong. The rebels kept fighting. They pushed back against the Spanish and hoped that the United States would help. 

Tensions were high. Riots had begun in January. Edward sent word to Washburn that he would be going into the interior of the country. Damn that Washburn; he had gotten Edward into this mess. He had asked Edward and his brother, Willie, to travel to Cuba to see what they could learn of the dissidents. He had gone several times in the previous months but had not been able to infiltrate any of the rebel groups. Willie had not yet arrived, but Edward had heard that the riots were causing concern in Washington. 

Edward recalled his mother, Amanda, and the last moments of his time at Knoxville, Tennessee. She had given him the names of family members who might live in Cuba still and might help him if he were able to find them. One was a cousin or uncle of some sort. Edward’s grandmother and mother were not specific about their connections to the Cubans. 

But they were fervent in their desire to see Edward and his brother, Willie, make a connection with family if they could do so. Edward’s grandmother did not speak much about her early life or how she came to be in America. Was it because she was a runaway slave?

Was she brought to the U.S. by a slave-holding family? Or was her family such that they had simply passed through Cuba on their way to Galveston or one of the other slave-auction ports? Those questions pestered him as he pondered his origins. 

Edward’s mind returned to the environs of Cuba where he was in between powerful and deadly forces. Both the Spaniards and the insurrectionists were cruel and often randomly marched a villager away on the pretense of his having aided the enemy. He had managed to get work as a servant to one of the wealthy Cuban farmers. He walked to work early in the morning and walked home late in the evening. 

There work for those who knew how to negotiate and to ingratiate oneself. He shared his food with the people in the building where he lived. They shared what little they had with him. Though many of the Black Cubans were at first suspicious, they warmed to him as they realized he spoke fluently in their tongue and had learned some of the words of their native Africa as well.

When he got to his room, Edward fingered the letter he’d received from Carrie, his fiancée. He had read it so often that it had begun to tear. He knew that he needed to simply burn it so that no connection to his life back home might be discovered. He promised himself he would read it one more time by the dim light of a candle and then burn it. 

He’d managed to find coconuts and had bartered for some greens. That was all there was to eat; later he might be able to get some meat from the farm where he worked. The people there were smart at finding staples. He’d chosen a location near Havana Harbor for its ease in reaching other destinations and for sending messages back home. 

Edward had reported that many of the farmers were burning their crops to keep the Spanish army from getting the food. 

The room was hot and humid. He walked to the one window and opened the wooden shutters. He’d had to find an old nail to keep the left shutter from falling off. 

A cool breeze blew at his back as he walked to the small table and used the pitcher to pour water over his hands so that he could eat. He wiped them on a cloth and dug into the coconut. The old woman who’d given him a plantain had fried it and mashed it up, placing it in an empty coconut shell. 

Edward felt fortunate to have it. Many of the locals had very little to eat. But they seemed to find ingenious ways to make use of the bounty of the land. After Edward finished the plantain, he ate a few pieces of coconut and drank some water he’d boiled.

He’d been told that the well water might have been tainted, so everyone was cautioned to boil it.
He drank as much as he could stomach before lighting a candle, sitting down in a rickety chair and pulling out Carrie’s letter. The chair creaked as he settled. He’d been given the letter in Florida before leaving for Cuba. Willie had handed it to him. He wondered how his brother was able to get things that other people would not dream of being able to have. Edward had written two letters to Carrie but had received just this one in return. It would be difficult to get mail. He sighed as he read. 

––––––––
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Dear Edward, 

By now you’re probably serving in the military and on your way to whatever destination they have planned for you. I was so grateful that you were able to visit with me in Nashville before you took off for parts unknown. Mother seems to think that we will not have a wedding now that you’ve joined the military. I told her that we have our entire lives ahead of us and that we had talked about the importance of serving.

Many of the young men around here, Willella’s young man included, join for the adventure. They want to see the world. They want to fight. They want to be anywhere but at home.

But I know that you are doing this to prove that men of African descent are deserving of full enfranchisement in American society. I shudder to think what will become of you and many other young men who are joining the military. Spain is not afraid of this young country of ours. It thinks we are mere sniveling children compared to its centuries-old history of warfare. But we’ve learned in our classes that even old civilizations can fall. 

I hope that ours will continue, even if it is an 

experiment in democracy. I pray each day for your safe passage, wherever you may go and whatever you may do. We will have our day, Edward. I believe it with all my heart. Stay well, my love. Think of me tonight when you lay your head down to rest. Know that you are in my heart. 

With loving devotion, 

Carrie 

Edward sighed and smelled the letter. It smelled like Carrie, lavender and bergamot. Carrie had a unique smell. It seemed that lavender and bergamot were part of her. He inhaled as he stared one more time at the letter and then burned it. He could not risk it being found. He checked under the boards of the small room where he placed a small box for valuables. He’d placed coins and currency there. With tensions running high, he could not trust anyone. He would leave it there in case he needed it later. 

The next morning, he finished his plantain, which he’d stored in a small wooden box to keep out the rodents. When he had tidied his appearance, he took off for the plantation of Señor Fischer. 

The man was nothing if not meticulous. Señor Fischer wanted the sugar cane to be processed secretly and sent to the harbor for shipment to the United States. When Edward finished his chores at the farm, one of the old women, Señora Benita, gave him some jerky and green beans. 

He was surprised that she also invited him to her small cabana, which was not far from the farm. It was nothing more than a small cabin with a thatched roof. She pointed to his shoes to indicate he should take them off before entering her home. He placed them inside the door. 

The cabana was clean. The floor was packed dirt. There were small handmade rugs on the floor. Someone had painted the little cabin blue. Inside, Señora Benita had a small wooden bench with a back. In a corner, she had a small bed with a carved wooden headboard and a chest of drawers. 

Someone cared for this woman. On the bed, she had placed brightly colored cushions in red, green, yellow and blue. Edward guessed the señora had made them herself. The walls were festive with pictures that children had painted for her. Edward pointed to one of a small boy with dog. 

“Tu hijo?” he asked. 

“Mi nieto,” she said, smiling and taking a deep breath. 

“El es muy intellegente y creativo,” he said, smiling. She nodded and smiled. She told him the boy lived with his parents in the mountains. She did not elaborate on whether the child’s parents were rebels. Edward figured she was being cautious with strangers — a wise decision. 

Señora Benita showed him to a small table where there were two chairs, also homemade but intricately carved. She stepped to a small cookstove and took a cloth to pour the dish she had made into two ceramic bowls. The aromas of her food reminded Edward of dishes his mother had cooked. He inhaled deeply and smiled warmly at her. She placed a silver spoon at his plate and one at hers, along with a white square of cloth that looked homemade. She smiled shyly and said a brief prayer for their food. 

They laughed. She seemed to suspect that his dialect indicated that he was not from Cuba, but she did not call him on it. 

“Hijo,” she began in Spanish. “Tienes una novia?” She asked him if he had a girlfriend.

“Si, señora,” he said. “Ella es muy bonita.” Yes, she is very beautiful. Edward grinned and felt the back of his neck grow hot with embarrassment. Señora Benita laughed aloud as she continued to tease him about his interest in women. They continued making small talk and eating. 

“Hijo, hay una mujer muy bonita en un pueblo cercano,” she said. 

“Gracias, pero mi robaron el corazon,” he said, telling her his heart was taken. 

“Sí, sí,” the old lady nodded. “Todo está bien entonces,” she said. All is good. 

They ate in companiable silence. Edward complimented Señora Benita on her excellent ajaico. She had used fresh yams, potatoes, corn, chicken, garlic, chilli and other delicious spices. He asked her how she was able to eat so well. 

“Tengo mi propio jardin,” she said, telling him she had her own garden. She added that her family had been slaves to the farmer and his wife not long ago. She herself had worked for the family as a servant. They had given her the land on which her little house stood along with some of the comforts she enjoyed. Occasionally, they gave her food. But mostly, she kept her own garden and chickens and bartered for what she could not grow on her own. 

Edward nodded. Of course, she would have her own garden, like his mother and like Carrie’s mother and grandmother. Smart women kept their own gardens and never lacked for food. When they finished their meal, he tried to help her with the dishes, but she refused, pointing him to the front of her cabana with a glass of tea. It was sweetened with sugarcane. Edward knew that the U.S. government would stay put to protect the American farmers who were responsible for getting a great deal of sugar to the market. 

When Señora Benita joined him on the front porch of her little cabana, he complimented her again on the good meal, and they sat for a while in the cooling day. He asked her whether she needed to get a message to her family in the mountains. She had been the one to give him directions to the various places he had tried to find over the last months. He felt he could trust that she would not reveal where he was going or what he was doing. They had shared much about their lives in the little time he had known her.

She frowned, looked away and then said, “diles que las amo.” Tell them I love them. Edward was to look for a Julio Gomez. She wiped tears from her eyes and asked him to wait a moment while she went to get something for him. 

She handed him a St. Christopher medal and a small wooden drum. It was for her grandson. She smiled at him, gave him a kiss on his cheek and told him to go with God. He smiled and told her he would and set off for his next destination, Havana harbor and Castle Morro. 

He had been asking around about his family in Cuba; Señora Benita had told him that the members of the Alvarez family were many and that if he found them, they would be in the Guamuha Mountains with the rebels. 

Still, he’d paid for someone to get a message to an Alvarez family member to ascertain his familial connection. Everything was done by word of mouth here. Among the Negros, there was no trust as the rebels had been fighting for years with little in the way of results. Many of the rebels held out in the mountains, so getting a message to someone would take time. He thought of his assignments. He’d reported to Washburn three times from different places. 

He’d talked with a farmer who was invested in having the Americans intervene against the Spanish government, the rebels and the aristos. 

Having received a message from his contact, a quiet unassuming villager, to report to someone on the USS Maine and to wait at Wharf Machina for a rowboat to take him there, Edward made his way to the wharf on foot. It was late in the February day, about 8 p.m., when he arrived. He waited on the wharf, noting that the Maine was a monstrosity of a ship. The ship was at Buoy No. 3, and a light had been flicked on to indicate that he was to find a boat that was being sent for him. 

Edward frowned as he noticed some activity near the ship. Edward had always been good at seeing in the dark. He stared at some figures that seemed to be rowing quickly away from the ship. But he lost sight of them. 

Sometimes, a contact would come later than stipulated, so he found a hidden spot and waited. As he hid in the shadows of Castle Morro, a seaman knocked on the wharf boards to signal his location.  

Edward quickly climbed down a ladder and settled into the dingy. The seaman pointed to the oars, and both men put their backs into getting to the Maine as quickly as possible. 

Just as they drew near the ship, an enormous explosion rocked the dingy, throwing Edward and the seaman into the water. Edward felt his head hit something hard as the explosions continued. He tried to fight his loss of sense, but there was no hope for it. He felt his body sinking to the bottom of the harbor — helpless to stop himself or help those he knew had also been struck by this awful blast. 
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Chapter One
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When Benita heard of the awful explosion, it seemed to cause the wind to blow. She knew instinctively that she needed to get to the harbor. She had a young man take her there. The trip seemed to last too long. When she finally arrived, bodies had been brought to the shore. Some of them seemed to have washed ashore, but many more seemed to have been placed there as though someone was hoping that the bodies would somehow come alive. 

Benita’s neighbors and friends let her know everything that happened in the small village where she lived. She knew it was important to keep out of the way of the men who scurried about looking important. When one of them stopped her to ask why she was there, she simply replied that she searched for a son. The man looked away as he was called by someone to tend to the wounded and dead. She continued to search, but she could not find Edward. 

The young man was full of hope. They had just had dinner together and she’d counseled him about finding family. If he had died in that blast, he would not find anyone. One of Benita’s cousins arrived, Diego, who she knew worked with the rebels. He grabbed her by the arm, speaking quietly in guttural African Spanish.

“What are you doing here?” he asked, his eyes darting around as though he watched for trouble. 

“I am looking for a young man,” she said. “He may be family. We need to find him.” 

“Among these Americanos?” Diego said incredulously. “I don’t see how?”

She sighed, exasperated. “He is African, Americano; help me.” Diego nodded tightly and guided her toward a group of bodies that had not been sorted. The area was rife with confusion. Men ran here and there; the USS Maine still burned in the harbor. The stench of burned flesh and burning fuel hung in the air. Benita covered her mouth with a scarf she had around her neck. Diego pulled her over to a group of bodies far from the bodies that were being examined by the Americans. 

“Quiet now,” Diego said. 

“There,” Benita said, pointing to the prone figure of a man she thought to be Edward. She walked quickly over to the man and peered down at him. She bent down and placed a hand at his nose. She felt no breath. 

“Diego,” she whispered, looking about. “Drag him over here.” She had Diego drag Edward to a pile of debris on the sand. When they got him out of sight, Benita had Diego roll Edward onto his stomach and then pushed on his back.

“Help me, Diego,” she said, as she pushed on Edward’s back. Diego, dressed in rough pantaloons and a gray cotton shirt, looked about nervously and helped the old lady push on Edward’s back. 

“It is too late, Mama,” Diego whispered when they got no response from Edward. “The man is gone.” 

“No,” Benita said. “No, he is not gone, He is just lazy.” She slapped Edward and bent down to his ear. “Edward,” she spoke to him in Spanish. “Get back into your body. 

That love of yours is waiting for you to come home. You cannot return unless you are in the flesh. Come now, my boy.”

They continued the press upon his back. Then Benita rolled him over and breathed into his mouth, holding his nose. She continued to do that and then turned him over and beat on his back again. Finally, Edward coughed and vomited sea water. Benita smiled. 

Carrie was in the kitchen with her grandmother, Caroline, helping to dry dishes when she felt something stir the air around her. She frowned. She smelled Edward. But she knew that this could not be. Edward was in Cuba. Maybe he came home and did not tell her. She called out when she felt the sensation of his hand brush against her cheek.

“Edward,” she exclaimed. Caroline grabbed Carrie’s hand and clutched it to her. She looked about and spoke in some ancient language Carrie did not understand. Her grandmother cleared her throat and spoke loudly.

“Edward,” her grandmother said with authority. “Get back in your body where you belong. Now is not your time.” 

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter Two
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When Edward came to, it was to the rocking motions of a wagon and dusk. He was stretched out in a buckboard of some sort. A woman sat not far from him. He frowned as he looked up at the passing palm fronds above his head. The air smelled sweet, like bananas and coconuts. He felt the wagon shift as it went up a steep hill, and he felt his body pulled by the weight of the upward ascent of the wagon. He placed a hand on his head and frowned. It had been wrapped in some kind of cloth and was tender to the touch. He moaned a bit at the soreness and tried to turn his head but was unable to do so. There were sacks of food around him. 

“Finally, you wake,” said a soft feminine voice in Spanish. He looked to his left and there was a softly rounded older woman sitting nearby. She was eating some kind of fruit and throwing the peeling over the side of the wagon. 

She placed a hand on his head and fussed with the bandage. Then, she reached behind herself and dipped a wooden cup into some water. She shouted to the driver, and the wagon stopped for a moment. She lifted Edward’s head and had him drink.

“You remember what happen to you?” the old woman asked. 

“Who are you?” Edward asked in Spanish. 

“You speak to me in your mother’s tongue, but you do not know who I am?” The woman laughed and shook her head. 

“I am Señora Benita; we found you on the shore near the explosion of that big boat. You are lucky to be alive. We had to force you to get back into your body.” Edward grimaced and looked oddly at the woman. 

“I doubt that I had much choice in the matter,” Edward said. “Thank you for saving my life.” She patted his cheek and smiled at him. 

“You are a member of my family now,” she said. “A distant relative here for what purpose, I do not know. But we take you to the mountains, away from the Spaniards and away from the fighting. Where we are going no one will follow because no one knows how to get there. We have been traveling for a few days and mostly at night to avoid the soldiers.”

Edward took a moment to ponder that as he heard gunfire in the distance. 

“Do you remember having dinner with me before you were hurt?” Senora Benita asked. Edward frowned trying to recall the event. Bits and pieces of their conversation seemed to be just out of his grasp.

“No,” he said. “I’m sorry. Who am I?” 

“You are Edward Smith Alvarez,” Senora Benita said. “You do not remember your own name?” He was silent for a moment while he pondered the idea. How would he survive? What was he doing here?”

“I think you are working for your government while trying to find your Alvarez family,” she said. “But do not say so to the people we go to today. You must say nothing.”

“That will be no problem,” Edward said. “As I remember nothing. Thank you for that information regarding my family. If I am indeed here to find family, I hope that they will help me.”

“You have nothing to worry about,” she said. “You are one of us now, and no one will say otherwise.” 

They continued in quiet as the wagon moved along rutted roads and through trees and through rough terrain. Edward slept deeply during the trip, coming to only when the wagon stopped, and Señora Benita tried to force him to drink. He believed what she had told him about being injured in the bay but could not for the life of him remember why he was there in the first place. His head hurt like someone was pounding on the inside of it just behind his eyes. The gash on his head had been tightly bound, and he was certain that this was the source of his discomfort. 

If, as the old woman said, they were traveling to relatives in the mountains, he would need to recover so that he might not look weak. That much he did know. It was important not to appear vulnerable when you were asking for shelter among those who might be suspicious of your motives for arriving.

The wagon came to its destination as a group of men and women reached it. Edward sat up, pushing Señora Benita’s hands away as she attempted to help him rise. He looked down at his loosely fitting pantaloons and the brown shirt he wore. Apparently, he had been dressed by someone. He looked sharply at Señora Benita, but she was paying him no mind. She had climbed out of the wagon and was greeting her family. There were speaking rapidly in Spanish. The children were gathering around to help remove the sacks of food from the wagon.

A man dressed in a dark shirt and pants gave Edward a thorough perusal. 

“You are here to spy on us?” the man said in Spanish. Señora Benita stepped up to him and scolded him.

“This food comes from his friends,” she said. “And he is an Alvarez, here to see his family, Juan. You cannot interfere with him.” Juan frowned, spit in the dirt and stomped off. Other men continued to unload the wagon’s food supplies. When that was finished, Señora Benita instructed the men to look under the wagon where there was a false bottom. There, nestled in sugarcane leavings, were rifles and ammunition. Marcus, one of Benita’s nephews, grinned at her and hugged her tightly.

“Do not worry with Juan,” Marcus said as he looked at both his aunt and Edward. “He is suspicious of everyone.”  Edward, who was standing nearby observing the interaction with the men and Señora Benita, stood firmly though he felt his head swim, likely from his injuries, as Marcus walked toward him. Marcus was dressed in brown pantaloons and a dark green shirt. He seemed to blend in with the environs. He stuck out a hand to Edward and smiled.

“Welcome, cousin,” Marcus said, grinning. “I see you have had some trouble. Let us see what we can do to make you comfortable.” Marcus gestured with one hand toward the camp. He then led the way into the compound.

Huts were spread here and there throughout the camp, and an assortment of cook fires were going. The smell of food wafted toward Edward, making his stomach rumble. He could not remember when he last ate, but he also felt a little nauseous. Marcus introduced him to some of the women and children in the camp, explaining that they had little in the way of possessions as they moved about often to avoid the Spanish soldiers and any mercenaries who might be sent to route them out. Edward was shown to an area that had been cleared so that a blanket could be spread out on the ground.

“The women stay on that side of the camp,” Marcus pointed to the other side of the aisle. “The men stay on this side. Couples stay together over there.” He pointed to a group of a half dozen tents where women were hanging up clothing on lines and stirring cook fires. 

“Some of our men are out scouting and some are out delivering blows to the Spaniards,” Marcus said. “If they detect that they have been followed, we must pick up camp and move. Most of us know how to do that without leaving much of a sign that we have been here. You must watch and learn when the time comes to move.” Edward nodded.

Edward sat down on the blanket that was spread out on the loam and was handed a small wooden bowl of beans and rice mixed with plantains. He took a few bites and found that he could not keep it down. Isabella Ordas, who had been introduced to him earlier, noticed his discomfort and came to take the bowl from him. She handed it to one of the children, who scampered away, a playful dog following behind him. 

“We waste nothing,” Isabella said, as she sat down beside him. “Everyone is wondering from where you come.” She looked at him curiously and tilted her had to one side. She had long, curly dark hair that was tied with a piece of dark ribbon. Her light brown skin shone with health and her cheeks blushed as she observed him. Her nose was wide at the end and her lips were lush. She wore a dark green dress tied in the front and a pair of brown leather sandals. She was beautiful, but something about her made Edward uncomfortable.

“I don’t know from where I come,” Edward said, touching his head. She nodded.

“My father was a medicine man in the village from where I come,” she said. “I followed him in his journey to treat the ill. We encountered a woman once who received a blow to the head by falling off a horse. She lost her memory and could not tell us what her name was at first. Slowly, over time, she remembered some things. We never found out how much because she was taken from the island and removed by the farmer who owned her.”

Edward frowned and looked at her. “Were you and your father free?” he asked. 

“Yes, we were considered part of the mixed-race group of blacks on the island,” she said, sighing. “That is not easy either, but we made our choices. We fight against the Spaniards.” Edward nodded. 

She made to rise, but Edward jumped to his feet to help her up. His head swam, and he swayed a moment but managed to gain is footing as he held a hand out to her and pulled her to her feet. She smiled demurely at him and walked toward the tent of one of the married ladies.

“You won’t last long as a single man if you continue to do that, cousin,” said a man who approached him. “I am Francisco Alvarez,” the man said, holding out a hand to him. “I believe we might be related.” Edward smiled and then frowned a bit as he took in the tall dark man before him. Francisco was dressed in dark pantaloons and a dark brown shirt. He sat heavily on the blanket as Edward joined him. He lit a hand rolled cigarette, took a long draw and handed it to Edward. 

“Can you tell me a little about your family members?” Francisco asked.

“Unfortunately,” Edward said. “I remember little of my family history since my unfortunate head injury. I do know that my family has some facility with languages as I seem to be able to speak Spanish without difficulty and I understand English as well. I think, then, that languages have never been a problem in my family.”

“That fits with my family’s history,” Francisco said. “Men and women in our family have a good memory for telling stories and for mastering languages. I can tell you that we did have someone who looks very like you on my mother’s side of the family before slavery. She was taken from the island by a slave holding family.

“There is nothing else I can remember as relationships often become fractured when a family member is taken away. However, they are never forgotten.” He smiled at Edward. 

“Let us say for the sake of your survival that you are my cousin and that we are related through your mother,” Francisco said. Edward peered out into the mountainous hillside where there were rolling small valleys. He turned to Francisco and smiled.

“Thank you, Francisco,” Edward said. “If I recall any details about my – er, our – family, you will be the first to know.” Francisco rose fluidly and walked away. The day came to an end with bowls of food passed around again. A sort of somber silence descended on the camp as the dozen or more rebels seemed to listen for the sound of drums. The sounds of the beating drums changed frequently. 

They seemed not to have a rhythm for dancing. As he lay there on a blanket looking up at the clouded sky, Edward heard a distinct change in the beat. It seemed the drums were talking to one another. It seemed that there was a message in the timbre of the drums. He drifted to sleep thinking something urgent was being said, but he could not determine exactly what. 

The next morning, Edward was shown to a small creek where the camp drew water and shown where he might relieve himself. Francisco returned with advice about the necessity of leaving no trace of their presence.

“We are very careful to leave no evidence of our existence here,” Francisco said. “Therefore, we spread out our waste and cover it well and deep. We also are careful that we do not leave impressions in soft soil. We mainly attempt to travel on the rocky surfaces.” Francisco led Edward to a grouping of brush and palm trees. He showed Edward the rocky surface and how to pass through the brush without leaving a trace.

“Be certain that you do not break leaves as you pass by any brush and that you do not leave bits of your garments on the plants as we pass them,” he said.

Just then, Marcus approached Francisco and nodded at Edward. He made a motion with his hands. The entire camp had grown very quiet. Earlier, Edward was able to hear the slightest sounds from the camp participants, but now, there was such quiet that Edward wondered how it was done. Francisco put a finger to his mouth and rolled up Edward’s blanket. He put the blanket on Edward’s back using a rope made of plants and motioned for Edward to follow. 

A distant drum made little in the way of sound as they left the bush around the base of a mountain and followed it away from their campsite. Edward listened carefully as a blue, red and white bird made a loud tocoro sound. Another not so colorful gray and green bird made a high-pitched sound. Francsico had a piece of paper with him and wrote a note to Edward.

“You are hearing the Cuban Tocororo, the one with the red, white and blue colors. The small green one is a Solitaire, which has a beautiful song.”

Edward smiled at Francisco and handed him back the note as he pointed to a lizard that watched them from the branch of a tree. Francisco grinned and motioned that he would talk later. The group kept moving at a quick pace. As they rounded a bend in the narrow, rocky path, they came upon a group of six men.

One nodded his head at Edward, and the others motioned to a path that veered higher into the mountains. It seemed they had been walking for hours. Edward’s feet began to ache as he realized that the work he’d found on the Fisher plantation had been easy compared to this constant movement. He shook his head as he realized that he had remembered something recent. Maybe other memories would return to him soon.

He wiped the sweat from his face and paused on the trail as Francisco pushed him forward and they continued. He handed Edward a leather pouch filled with water. Edward paused to drink and continued to move along with the group. 

He saw flashes of other memories as they walked along a path only the men and women who were part of the camp knew. Sweat poured from his brow. The drums began again, and the group changed direction. Edward found himself laboring to keep up with the group, but he knew that if he did not, he would be left behind. 

The small group of rebels walked swiftly for another two hours, changing course and stopping along the way for the women and children. As they neared another clearing, the group came to a halt. The children were so quiet, Edward wondered whether they ever played. But their smiling faces suggested that they did. 
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Chapter Three
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Willie squeezed between two U.S. Navy servicemen and jogged to a Navy official who appeared to be working to catalog the dead and the injured among the remains of the USS Maine. The area was in pandemonium. There were bodies everywhere, and the stench of death was heavy in the air. 

“You there,” a white officer said. “Help with these bodies. I want them over here.” The officer pointed at Willie in an imperious manner. Tensions were high at the harbor, and it appeared that riots were about to break out in Havana. Not wanting to call any undue attention to himself, Willie kept working until the bodies were loaded onto another vessel for transport back to the mainland.

He asked the officer about Edward, but the man said he had heard nothing of someone that fit the description. Willie walked into the village near the harbor and found the room where Edward had been staying. He read a scrap of paper that Edward had apparently been trying to burn. It appeared that the letter was from Carrie. 

Willie asked around the village for information about Edward and was told that he was a friend of Benita. When Willie tried to follow the trail of Benita, it led nowhere. People there were very protective of her and apparently of Edward. Willie went to the plantation where Edward had worked and asked for work there too. He was given some paltry tasks that enabled him to eat for several days. 

When he returned to Havana, he saw the effects of the January riots. Blacks and other former citizens of Spain tore up the area. A city was already crumbling from the threat of war with the United States. Civil war in Cuba was having its effect on the population. Ragged children begged for food in the streets. Men who looked to be refugees from the warfare ran through the streets after having stolen bread or other food from wherever they could get it. Women of the night plied their wears brazenly in the day, also begging for attention. 

Windows were broken, and glass was scattered in the street. Buildings that once looked exotic and suggestive of a rich cultural history between the Moors and the Spaniards showed signs of wear. Broken and cracked structures, wood strewn in the street and trash uncollected. Nowhere could Willie find evidence of prosperity. If he could find his brother, it would be by chance.

The people were under siege, and it was everyone for himself, child and adult alike. Willie stopped in a little café that seemed to offer some respite from the hectic environs of the city. A woman approached him and held out her hand. He knew that she wanted to see if he had money. He handed over pesos and one American coin. Her eyes widened and she looked him over, head to toe. She motioned for him to come with her. He was shown to a back room where it was apparent that only Cuban Blacks frequented. A rough looking Black man approached him and spoke to him in Spanish.

“Who are you and what do you want? What are you doing here?” Willie paused and looked around the room. There were other Black Cubans looking intently at him as though holding their breath to see what his answer would be. He answered in Spanish.

“I’m looking for my brother who came here to fight with the rebels,” Willie said, hoping that would be the right answer. “But so far, I have not been able to find him.” The leader of the group whispered to another who left the room in haste. He motioned for Willie to sit. Nervous that not cooperating would land him in trouble, Willie sat. 

“You are here to work against us,” said a tall dark man with a full head of hair and tattered clothing. Willie tried to deny it, but the man quickly struck him in the face. Willie fell to the floor and rose swiftly, returning the attack with ferocity. The two men rolled on the floor until a woman arrived and shouted for the men to be separated. 

“Why are you here?” the woman asked in Spanish. Willie answered her in turn.

“I’m looking for my brother, Edward,” he said. “He was working here for a plantation owner when he was injured in the explosion.” No one needed to know more. The news of the USS Maine explosion was being spread throughout the island. 

The woman whispered to another man, and the man took off on a mission. Willie’s legs were spread in preparation for another attack. She motioned for him to relax.

“I am María Mendoza,” she said. “I have sent one of my men to try to find out more about your brother. You are Americano.” Willie stiffened in defense but said nothing. She chuckled. She was dressed in a grey shirt and dark blue skirt that came to her ankles. Her curly hair was pulled back from her face and fastened in a top knot. Her olive complexion made her appear to be of mixed race.

“There is no use trying to hide it,” she said. “Though you speak Spanish very well, we all can tell that you are Americano. It may take some time for us to locate your brother. In the meantime, what is it you wish to do?”

“I could use some work,” Willie said, looking about furtively. The other men who had sat back watching while he fought with the tall one laughed.

“Work is hard to come by for everyone,” María said. “If you wish to work in one of the cigar houses, that might be possible. But the work is highly prized by our own citizens. So, you will have trouble blending in. I would suggest that you do not speak if you wish to convince others that you are one of us. It will take some time to get work for you.”

“I thank you for your help, Señora Mendoza,” he said. “But I would like to set out for the direction in which my brother has gone.”

“You will get nowhere without information and will likely die on the road as there are many rebels and Spanish soldiers who are waiting for the chance to cut the throat of an Americano. By now, word has spread throughout our communities of your presence. You will not last a day without our help.” 

Willie looked to his feet and then around the room. One of the men was smoking a cigar. Another held a machete. Two others stood ready to use their fists. They were all dressed in dingy cotton shirts and pantaloons of varied colors.

He realized he needed to agree to Señora Mendoza’s suggestion until he knew more about the terrain. Accepting a little help in finding his brother would be wise. He nodded his head in agreement, being careful not to speak. María showed him to a table where he was served a meal of plantains, beans and rice. She gave him an address where he was to report for work in a few days. When Willie finished his meal, he returned to Edward’s room and settled in for a long wait.

The days rolled by without incident. Willie noticed that the American Navy still had a presence on the Island, and tensions were still high after the Maine explosion
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