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One afternoon he took Gémez to Barnum’s great circus,
and that same night they worked out the general plan of the
invasion.

“Here is the principal feature,” Gémez noted in his diary.
“When the decisive moment arrives, a nameless ship will
arrive at a known destination on this Island, cautiously
chosen, to pick me up, and at least two hundred others,
Cubans and Dominicans, and carry us to the lands we
propose to set free.”

But this “principal feature” was not all. Serafin Sinchez
and Roloff would also lead an expedition from the coast of
Florida. For both tasks men were ready, arms purchased and
two ships chartered. Since Gomez was to land in the south
of Camagiiey, there remained the problem of Oriente, whose
contingents were to be increased by the forces of Maceo,
Flor Crombet and their people, coming from Costa Rica.

This phase of the campaign was the only thing remaining
to be settled in detail. Relations between Maceo and Gémez
were still rather too formal. And what the former’s plans
of attack were had to be determined, In Central Valley it
was decided that Marti should go himself to confer with
him. Panchito Gémez was to go along as living testimony
of the solidarity of the old and new pines.

The trip might also serve, perhaps, to raise new funds for
the revolution. Money was needed above all. Although Ru-
bens had succeeded in having Washington order the return
of the imported workers to Cuba, the Key West feud had
ended sourly, with an exodus of Cubans to Tampa; confu-
sion in the industry had left the plan for war-chest col-
lections badly weakened. Martf had to knock once more at
the doors of the rich before leaving for Central America. His
letters drummed out persuasion with an accent so dramatic
it would have seemed extreme if it had not been so pro-
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foundly sincere—and if later events had .
proved Martf was right, ad not tested it and

“I am going to die, if indeed. anv | ioni

' i X » any life worth mentioni
still remains to me. They will kill me with bullets or wirtlg
some evil ‘deed. But I still have the pleasure of knowing
that men like you have loved me. I do not know how to

say goodbye to you Help me no i
. w as if you wer
to see me again.” Y © pever

Lately his old sense of death had become intensified in an

Insistent feeling of its imminence. But to his mother he
wrote, none the less:

“My life is like that of a lowing carbon fila

burns to light the darkness.gl feelgthat my stnlggr;z twhxal;
never cease. The private man is dead and beyond all resur-
rection; for that, a real home is essential; therein is the
?nly l.mman 'happiness or the root of all happiness and it
IS an impossibility for me. But the vigilant and c,om as-
Sionate man still lives in me, like a skeleton come f(frth
from the grave; and 1 know that he can expect nothin;
but' combat and sorrows in the struggles between men ig
which it is necessary to take part to console them and’ to

help them better themselves. Death i i
onby ot cath or solitude will be my

At the beginning of July Martf was on the
. way back. He
had stayed just a few hours in Panama, in San Jog,é de Costa
tl:ma, in Jamaica, lc?aving new clubs behind him to fatten the
hi:arsnuert{, and having defined the strategy of Maceo and
There was no rest for him, He took advantage of the in-
terv'al between his report to Gémez and the latter’s com-
Pletion of plans for a quick trip to Mexico. He had always
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believed he could obtain assistance there, where he had so
many friends. And, besides, these trips afield kept the Span-
ish spies guessing; they watched him like a hawk.

‘What a feeling of youth renewed he had when he saw
old places, old friends, again: Manuel Mercado, Pc?én y
Contreras, Justo Sierra . . . celebrities now! El Universal
greeted him generously: “He no longer belongs to Cuba; he
belongs to America.” Justo Sierra who, in the shadow of
Porfirio Diaz, had lost his old fieriness, tried to Persuade
him to stay in Mexico and devote himself to -llteraturf..
Mart answered him in such a way that the illustrious Mexi-
can hugged him excitedly and said, “Go, go make Cuba
free!™ .

In the “shadowy groves” of Chapultepec which l?ng ago
had seen his romantic walks and talks with Rosario, new
writers such as Gutiérrez Najéra and Urbina listFned to him
enraptured. The Indian poet wrote: “T was astom.shed to find
in him at times a Christlike silhouette, His attitudes were
like those of the Sermon on the Mount.” . . . On the eve
of his departure from Vera Cruz, Peén y Contreras went to
find him at an old convent beneath whose arches l}e had
hypnotized his Cuban listeners with a talk both epic and
mystic.

The final months of 1894 had, indeed, something pf a Via
Dolorosa about them. When he thought everything was
ready and that there was nothing left but “to proceed,
unexpected difficulties arose. Maceo, who wa.nted to mobi-
lize his entire colony of Nicoy, with definite guarantees,
asked for more money than could be supph.ed from t.he
slim treasury. From a money standpoint the trip to Mexico
had not been very profitable, and the Delegatxon now had
to provide for the simultaneous distribution of weapons
throughout the whole of Cuba. Couldn’t Maceo manage to
get along with the same amount Gémez had had to work
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with? How could anyone say that he needed more when he

had less to prepare? . . . And again Mart{’s requests to the
rich were poignant:

“I need every moment to synchronize the work from
outside with that within the country. Will I have to
throw myself out into these streets, worn out and sick
unto death, selling by my desperate begging our secret
hour, when you through this great favor can furnish me
the means to meet every demand with ease and to cloak
my movements with secrecy and serenity? I have lived
like an unhappy dog, but I do not complain for myself,
since 1 began this work of salvation; and you who see it

- all, who know it all, who love Cuba, who see me suffer,
will you give me these moments—perhaps the last of my
life—of glory and breath, or will you leave me alone in
sorrow and responsibility, surrounded by men who have
already done everything they possibly can, crawling and
begging, in order to save your Motherland, praying in
vain, scratching the ground like a dog for a bone?”

The recipient of this letter, Eduardo Gato, complained
only of the overwrought tone of the request. His donation
arrived just in time; they were already becoming restless
in Cuba and certain isolated rash adventures jeopardized the
plan. At last, it seemed that the assault on the Island would
be possible about the middle of October.

Fearful of his own enthusiasm, Marti abstained from
the patriotic anniversary celebration. He was “filled with
the great hour,” filled with new pleasure and anguish. In the
Carrillo home, in New York, one of the girls found him
forlornly sitting in the living-room, his overcoat thrown
over his shoulder in characteristic fashion, with empty
sleeves dangling. The girl was frightened on seeing his wide-
open, staring eyes. . . . He spent one of those last nights at
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the home of a friend and his friend was awakened in the
morning by Marti’s wild sobbing:

“War! War! How much necessary sorrow we have to
bring to Cuba!”

Gomez’s final orders took their time. With the delay,
doubt again raised its ugly mask. Martf bore in silence the
blame for the General's caution. His own friends in the
South reproached him for the delay which was consum-
ing Mart{ himself. Protests arrived from the Island. Slander
was rampant in New York. He suffered and kept silent:
“Although they rush to devour my entrails I shall pull them
out in my fist triumphant.” He knew that he was spied
upon. The Island Government had gone to the trouble of
establishing an entire family in 2 New York house so that,
through attentions and feigned friendship, they might gain
his confidence. But Carmita shielded him, watched over him
and decoyed the decoys. She had been his most confidential
collaborator all along; the most faithful, since she had given
him encouragement when everyone else denied it to him;
the most generous, because she sacrificed herself without
reward and in spite of an anguishing foreboding. . . .

In his anxious vigil, Mart{ finished his plan to the last de-
tail. As soon as Gomez’s orders would arrive, three ships,
the Amzadis, the Lagonda and the Baracoa, were to sail from
the little port of Fernandina in Florida, where he had ably
arranged everything with a local lumber dealer, Mr Borden.
To his own docks and in cars exclusively chartered, the
weapons were to be shipped, listed as agricultural imple-
ments . . . Everything was ready. Even a partial mobiliza-
tion rehearsal had been held. Trembling, Marti waited like
a stage-director for the curtain to rise.

But again clouds darkened this dawn of history. Cables
from Costa Rica arrived on November 12, informing him
that Maceo had been gravely wounded in a fight provoked
by Spaniards at a theatre exit. A few days later, in Madrid,

The Fernandina Plan 331

Abaszuza took the Overseas Ministry, with the Government
creating the impression that Maura’s discarded reforms
would immediately be reinstated. “The promise of fear,”
commented Martf in Patria. But that promise was dangerou’s
and Enrique Collazo arrived almost at once from Cuba to
tell Marti that the Havana underground could wait no
longer: they were all of them in danger of being taken.

After the bitter clash of 1892, Marti and Collazo had
.exclfanged letters of political friendship. It was one of fate’s
tronies that now the veteran of the unforgettable letter
sh(.)uld l?e the one to come to Marti. His arrival in Philadel-
phia coincided with that of Loynaz del Castillo, expelled
fror_n Costa Rica for having shot and killed one of Maceo’s
assailants in the theatre scuffle. Loynaz was witness to the
meeting between Martf and Collazo at the Philadelphia
station.

“Marti, no one has attacked you with greater rudeness
than I, nor with greater injustice . . . but now, no one
loves nor admires you more thanl ., . .” ’

“Why, Collazo, what are you talking about? There are

so many things we must do! You are just in time for
dinner. . . .”

At last, in the first days of December, General José Maria
[A:Iayia] Rodriguez brought in person authorization from
Goémez to synchronize with Mart{ and Collazo—the latter
as rePresentative of the Western zone of the Island—the
ﬁna.1 instructions for the invasion and rising. The Delegates
decided to arrange with Havana for the earliest date in
January. The Revolution would be born with the New Year
Marti breathed more easily. “We have had to endure a.
great deal, but at last we are rewarded,”

More than ever his energy was now condensed and dis-
tnbute:d in electric activity. With scarcely any food but
sandwiches and Mariani wine, or sleep other than that caught
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on trains, he worked out arrangements for the final details.
Of the three ships under charter, the Amadis would have to
leave first to pick up Maceo and his men in Costa Rica. To
clear the owners, ship brokers and the crew, Marti had to
resort to fiction: The ship was going to Costa Rica to pick
up workers for manganese mines being developed in Eastern
Cuba by a certain Mr. Mantell. Mr. Mantell's son (Manuel
Mantilla, Carmita’s first-born) would sail with them to
give the fiction substance. Weapons would be the cargo,
crated under the label of tools. And there would be money
and revolvers to “make reason prevail” at the last minute
when the Amuadis was close enough to Cuba to permit Maceo
and his men to reach the coast in a boat which would be
ready for that purpose . . . The other two ships would
sail, chartered under similar pretexts. The Revolution was
too poor to purchase them outright, too poor for complete
truthfulness.

And did it have to be a Cuban, and no less a Cuban than
a Colonel of the Ten Years War, to wrangle over com-
missions and raise difficulties at this decisive moment? . .
Fernando Lépez de Queralta was the trusted man Serafin
Sinchez and Roloff selected to settle with Marti the details
of the expedition, and to lead it. At the last minute Queralta
refused to go under false clearances and insisted that he was
able to procure a ship, as he had already done for the Hon-

duran Marco Aurelio Soto, with warlike intent clearly de-

clared.

Marti opposed this new idea and stated all his objections.
But to the end he refused to be inflexible, to try to dominate.
Queralta took him to confer “secretly” with his ship broker
with whom, he said, he had already talked the matter over.
The office was crowded and noisy, and Marti found himself
introduced as Mr. Mantell—the same name Manuel Mantilla
had used when chartering the Lagonda from the same broker
for “commercial” purposes!
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Immediately he realized the danger: the secret was out!
The broker, confused, scrutinized him. Marti took advan-
tage of the fellow’s dullness and with extreme agility parried
his inferences. Having saved a critical moment, he left with
Queralta and angrily forced him to stick to the original plan.

In those fifteen minutes he had drunk the brine of suspi-
cion, of his own feigning, of imminent failure. His com-
panions knew nothing, would know nothing, of what had
happened. All his secrecy had not been enough.

That evening, Mayia, Collazo, Queralta and Loynaz
waited to have dinner with him at the Hotel Marten. On
arriving, Marti hung up his coat spattered with snow, and
sighed deeply. He lighted another lamp at the table and,
after seating himself, sighed again.

“You know, Marti,” Mayia said affectionately, “I do not
like to hear you sigh this way. A man at the head of a people
must always show himself strong. As for me,” he added
with the vanity of an old soldier, “they broke my kneecap
in the past war and set it without medical aid and no one
can say he heard a single complaint!”

“I know, General,” Marti answered, “and that is one of
the claims you have to love from Cubans.” He paused and
added, emphasizing the verbs and accenting the s’s in his
peculiar way, “But a sigh is not a complaint nor is it
weakness. . . . Haven’t you been in Yucatin? Well, there
are in Yucatin certain subterranean and brackish rivers; at
intervals the earth opens and one can hear the noise of the
river through the crevasses as it flows with its bitrer waters
to the sea. They are called cenotes. Well, that’s what my

sighs are!”

On the 25th, the Amadis sailed. The other ships were

ready. Marti was able to spend Christrnas Eve with his
beloved ones at the Carrillo home. He arrived late and
jokingly noted that he was the thirteenth at the table. The
dinner was not a happy one.
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‘ denly, catastrophe! .
gﬂdji‘;?lgry ‘)Vx,gghﬁ, in Nzw York, where he was attending
to last-minute shipments of military stores, Martf was thqn—
derstruck by a telegram announcing that the t'hree ships
with all their cargo had been seized by the United States
Government. The Lagonda and the Amadis were now in
Fernandina; the Baracoa had been stopped on her way down
fmhr;ag? s:gsr;led to Fernandina. He could not show himself

because the small port was swarming with Federal agents,

police and spies. His arrest would be the final blow. He dis-

covered that Manuel Mantilla had succeeded in avoiding
the primary danger of a search. Hor'atio Rubens, called to
emergency action, filed an appeal against th? Federal order.
Desperate, Marti summoned Collazo, Mayia and Queralta

to_Jacksonville. :
They met that night in a_ _
where he had registered under an assumed name, Enrique

Loynaz and Tomas Collazo were with him. Livid, a w_lld
look in his eyes, he walked up and down the small room hk.e
a madman. Every little while he stopped, and llftm§ his
arms sobbed: “I am not to blame! I am not to blame!” On
seeing Mayia come in with a frown on his face, he threw
i into his arms.
hm'll‘slfil.«sfwas the sudden, inconceivable failure of three years
of strenuous work, and all that was femir-u'ne in his nature
came to the surface in that instant. The visible depth of his

room at_the Travellers'

sorrow stayed the reproaches that Collazo and Rodriguez

had stored up for two months against his secret zfctivity.
Now, beforepthat man who wept they had nothing but
respect.

When Queralta and Rubens appeared in the room, the

consolation of the other friends had restored him to sombrg
tranquillity. Everything had not been lost. Rubens hope
to save the embargoed weapons. Queralta brought the last

-
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$1500 in the treasury and a message from his mother-in-law
offering to advance the necessary bond money, But Marti
was still overwhelmed. He paced the room incessantly,
thinking out loud. What will the General think? What will
they say in Cuba? Would they see at least that all of it, all
that work they had done for three years, so many assurances
and promises, had not been a farce? Though the work was
tremendous, he had wanted to entrust vital matters to no
one, in order to give the least possible opportunity for in-
discretion. He had preferred to have himself considered as
authoritative, self-centered, ambitious. . . . Only Mantilla,
who was like a son to him, had known all his secret plans—
and Queralta.

Queralta! . . . Now, at once, he saw clearly the twisted
tangent of cowardice, or of betrayal! in all its details. That
dispute of Queralta’s over ¢ommissions at 2 time for sacri-
fices. Queralta’s insistence upon his own methods. That
matter of taking him under the cloak of “secrecy and previ-
ous agreement” to brokers who already knew the plan under
another aspect and who were the very representatives—onl|
Queralta knew this!—of the owner of one of the ships. But
if that suspicion could be overcome, there were certain
later careless oversights of the Colonel himself: the shipment
of arms for which he was responsible shipped, not by the
specific chartered freight car, nor with bills of lading di-
rected to the docks reserved by Borden, but shipped pub-
licly and with the cartridge cases poorly sealed and marked
“Military Goods.” . . . Wasn't it more than chance that
one of them should have opened right in the Cortlandt
Street Station, where any spy even slightly observant could
see it? But how could he have possibly suspected a man of
the Ten Years War whom these good men, Serafin Sinchez
and Roloff, had sent to him without any reservation?

With all the bitterness of failure he had to drink this
poison, too, at the last minute. He thought he had made an
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re thorn for him; he had just written to his
?:iflsx.fu?gzr;:?“Whethcr 1 am here or there, act as if. I woulc}
always be watching. l?ol not gf’ow weary of defending or o
ing. not tire of lo A o
lovl-l;‘egh:x)doa foreboding Z;ngle definitive nature of his trip
and went to say goodbye to all of the friends who had
shown him tenderness in his years of exile, 'I"}xe weather was
very cold. He departed from the Baralts “into the frozen
morning like an arrow.” He had forgotten his overcoat,
ing i ind in the living-room.
lw\‘;lvri)g\lth:;‘;: Collazo anncllg Manuel Mantilla he reached
Montecristi in Santo Domingo on the 6th of I*jebruary.
General Gémez, brooding over Marti’s mysterious and
alarming cable, received them with quesﬂor}-marks. all over
his face. While Mart{ explained the chandmg aﬁ'ax.r to hxlm
in minute detail, the Old Man kept fingering his white
mustache, erupting frequently in muffled growls of xfa.ge.
The situation greatly upset him. To a.ttack the Island m;le
this, in an act of desperation, was a thing ma_dfnen or chil-
dren would do. But Marti understood .the resiliency in that
spring-steel will; Gomez ended by saying that he would go
to Cuba in a row-boat if necessary. .
Goémez had kept intact the money Mart{ had sent him.
It was not enough, however, to mobihze'all his people. The
General remembered “Lilis,” ! now President of Santo Do-
mingo, who in 1886 had retained possession of funds for the
Cuban cause, and who now was aiding it secretly although
ing for a thorough friend of Spain. Mayif left, for the
capital of the Republic while Gémez and Mam sought ways
of arranging embarkation through Samana.

These negotiations obliged them to travel through the .

interior of the island on horseback, carefully .avoid'!ng the
eager espionage of Spanish agents. Contact \x{nth this mos,t
inner heartland of the Antilles somewhat dissipated Marti’s

1 Nickname given to President Heureaux of Santo Domingo.
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melancholy. On the various stops along the road he wrote his
impressions in a notebook, dedicating them to his “daugh-
ters”—Carmita Mantilla’s girls. They were fugitive com-
ments, but written in his most distilled prose and with that
earthy tang, raw and fresh, found in men and things inland.

With new vigor Nature taught him her age-old lesson.
And the palm trees:

In the sugar fields I felt with a son’s love the wonder of
the eloquent serenity of the glowing night and the palms
grouped as if resting one against the other, and the stars
shining on their crests. It was like a perfect and sudden

cleanness, and the revelation of the universal nature of
man. . ..

About the middle of February the news came that Juan
Gualberto, replying to the order for the rising sent by Que-
sada from the Key, had cabled: “Drafts accepted,” which
meant “Ready.”

But the Island—or at least its leaders—would not start the
revolution without definite guarantees from outside. From
Costa Rica more letters from Maceo had come, “complain-
ing and still angry.” Goémez himself, who now saw the
impossibility of adequate forces for an assault on the Island,
felt “the natural misgivings of a realist upon entering an
undertaking so great.” But the certainty that Serafin Sin-
chez and Roloff would be able to succeed in launching their
expedition decided him. This would be enough for a be-

ginning, provided that afterwards reénforcements from the

North could be maintained.

There was only one man who could be depended on for
this: Marti. Only his word, his tenacity, his self-denial, were
capable of keeping the fires of generous enthusiasm kindled
among the exiles, But Marti objected most strenuously.
He had already counted on going to Cuba with Gémez.



