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. GOKVEtlSION OF

fllberto J. Diaz.

During the last Cuban rebellion, a young cap­
tain of the rebel army was sent by his commander 
to one of. the outposts of the army, to notify its 
occupants that they were in danger of an attack 
by the Spanish forces. In attempting to execute 
this order, he and his companions were surrounded 
by the enemy at a point on the seaside;. Finding 
it impossible to escape by land, they resolved, 
rather than surrender to the Spaniards, to trust 
themselves to the mercies of the great deep ; when 
night came on, each one of them selected the most 
suitable piece oi wood at his command, and boldly 
plunged into the sea. They hoped that the strong 
current which sweeps eastward along the Island 
of Cuba, would bear them beyond the environ­
ment of Spanish soldiers; and that, landing at 
some secure place, they would be enabled to make 
their way back to their friends. But-the current182719 
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bgre them far out from the shore, and about mid­
night they were picked up by a small vessel which 
was passing along the coast. Having thus escaped 
from the island, one of the men, Captain Alberto 
J. Diaz, went to New York. This young man was 
a graduate of the University of Havana, in both 
its Literary and Medical departments.. While in 
New York, he resolved to perfect himself in his 

• medical studies, and prepare himself to treat,
more successfully, diseases of the eye. During 
the winter which followed, the climate of New 
York brought upon this child of the sun a severe 
attack of pneumonia. Alone, a stranger and a 
foreigner, the breakfast table was saddened one 
morning by the report that the young Cuban' was 
about to die. Among those whose kind regards 
the politeand intelligent Cuban had won, was a 
young lady who was a Christian and a Baptist. 
She visited his room, and finding him near the 
gates of death, vainly sought to converse, with 
him. : He could speak little English, and she did

' not'understand his Spanish. Leaving the room — 
fora fewmomerits, she returned with her NewTest- ■ 
ament, read a part of the divine record, and then, - 
to use the expressive words of Bro. Diaz, ‘ ‘ closed 
her eyes and began to talk to herself. ” This she re­
peated for several days, until the patient, in whom, 
she had taken so deep an interest, had sufficiently 
recovered, to communicate his thanks for her at­
tentions to him during his sufferings. Obtaining 
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a pencil and paper, he wrote her, in Broken Eng­
lish, his many and heartfelt thanks. But anxious 
to understand what seemed to Him so strange in 
her conduct, he enquired what was the little book 
out of which she read every day, and why, after 
reading it, “she closed her eyes and talked to 
herself." She replied that the book was the New 
Testament, and that after reading it, she had 
prayed for him. Poor man, he had never seen 
anybody pray in that way before. In the great 
cathedral of his native city, he had seen the vota­
ries of the faith in which he had been reared, 
kneeling upon its marble pavements, count their 
beads, as they, “with vain repetitions," muttered 
the lifeless forms and called it prayer. His heart 
was touched by the fact that a young lady, pure, 
refined, cultured, should take such interest in 
a poor,, exiled foreigner, as to watch by his couch 
of suffering, and pray for his recovery. That was 
a new religion to him. He expressed his desire 
for the “little book," out of which she had read 
what to him were meaningless words. He wanted 
to find out what it contained that could make her 
love its blessed pages. She gave it to him andas 
soon as he was able, he began to translate it into 
Spanish as best he could, so that by reading it in 
his own tongue, he might the better comprehend 
its teaching. One day, while thus engaged, he 
learned that he could procure a Spanish transla­
tion at the American Bible Society. Obtaining



one, he commenced with diligent and earnest 
heart, to read what was all new to him, the won­
derful story of the life, suffering and death of 
Jesus of Nazareth.

One day, while reading Luke’s account of the 
cure of blind Bartimeus, his mind and heart were 
strongly attracted to the story. The helplessness 
of the poor blind man, and the wonderful good­
ness and power of Jesus overwhelmed his soul 
with deep emotion. Dwelling upon it for a time, 
he tried to read on, but before he had finished 
another chapter, he was drawn back by some 
mysterious influence to read it again. This was 
repeated time after time, until at length, as his 
soul was absorbed by this picture of infinite love 
relieving the darkness and suffering and poverty 
of the poor blind man, the thought broke upon 
his soul that he was just like blind Bartimeus. 
That blind man had no eyes with which to see the 
Saviour, though He was standing before him. 
Neither had he eyes in his soul with which to see 
a Saviour so precious, a'helperso divine. A poor, 
guilty sinner, he too was blind, and could not see 
Jesus. The thought overwhelmed him; he fell 
prostrate upon the floor of his room. For a long 
time he lay in speechless agony. He had never 
prayed—he knew not how io pray. He could find 

. no words in which to couch the agony of his break­
ing heart; his moaning and his tears were the 
only utterances he could command, until at last,
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he cried out in the very words of blind Bartimeus, 
as though his soul was but echoing that wail of 
anguish : “Jesus, thou Son of David, have mercy 
upon me 1 ” I need not tell you what followed.

When did a soul, conscious of its guilt and its 
helplessness, ever cry to Jesus, that he did not 
hear and answer? When did despairing sinner 
ever hold out the trembling hand of his faith, that 
He, who is mighty to save, did not draw him 
from the miry clay and the horrible pit ? When 
did the broken-hearted, mourning over his blind­
ness, ever cry to Him, that it did not move the 
depths of His great heart of love to comfort and 
save? So it was with Diaz. He arose “a new 
man.’’ How strange, how wonderful! A new 
world it was to him ; his blindness gone; his 
Saviour found ; his sins forgiven; a child of God.

The exile had found a home in Jesus and his 
love.

RETURN TO CUBA.
After brother A. J. Diaz had been baptized into 

the fellowship of the Willoughby Avenue Church, 
Brooklyn, he began to think of the loved ones in 
his native island, who were living in utter ignor­
ance of the Saviour now so precious to him. Like 
the great Apostle of the Gentiles, his heart 
yearned to tell the way of life to his brethren,— 
his kindred according to the flesh. Controlled by
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this earnest desire, he set sail for Cuba. Again 
under the roof-tree where he had spent so many 
happy days, he had scarcely exchanged saluta­
tions with parents, brothers and sisters, before 
that which was uppermost in his heart found utter­
ance. As he told of his finding Jesus, who had 
cured him of his spiritual blindness, and urged 
them with the vehemence of his heart’s deep love 
for Him and for them, to cast away their reliance 
upon forms and ceremonies, and come to Him 
who is the Way, the Truth and the Life, they 
looked upon him with pity and surprise. Their 
son and brother had forsaken the Church of his 
father and mother and had embraced a foreign 
superstition. Surely he had lost his reason. 
Overwhelmed with unutterable sadness by the 
great calamity that had befallen him, they forbade 
him to speak to them on the subject. Whenever 
he attempted it, they turned away from him and 
refused to hear.

Who can tell how great was the anguish of soul 
Diaz felt, when he found that his family had abso­
lutely closed the avenues of approach and would 
not hear. For days the bitter disappointment 
covered his soul with Egyptian darkness. He 

< could do nothing but vent his agony in cries and 
1 burning tears to God for help. . ?

At length it occurred to him that if his kindred 
I .would not hear him, he had friends in the city who 

might. To these he went, and to his great delight 
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some of them listened and said, "We will hear 
thee again about this matter." • It was arranged 
that on Sunday morning a number of them should 
meet him in the parlor of the Passaje Hotel, and 
there, to that little company he preached Jesus 
and the Resurrection. All were impressed ; many 
well-nigh convinced, A meeting was appointed 
for the next Sunday. The attendance was larger 
than before. Sunday after Sunday the numbers 
and the interest increased. The place became too 
small fcr them. By this time several had found

1 peace believing in Jesus. Then it was resolved to 
^/rent aKall in the city and organize a society for

religious worship. The Baptist articles of faith 
£ wpie embodied in their Constitution,,,and none 

"but those who had been made new cfeatures in
Christ were permitted to unite with them. Diaz 
was their teacher. Supporting himself by his pro­
fession, he preached to them every Sunday. The 
little company grew until about one hundred con­
verts were numbered in its membership.

One holiday, as he was passing along the shore 
of the bay, he saw two men fishing. Moved by 
an irresistible impulse, he stopped and began to 
talk to them. Jesus and salvation was his theme. 
They stopped their enjoyment and listened to his 

'earnest words. Soon another party engaged in 
sports drew near. Then others were attracted. 
The gathering arrested the attention of those fur- ; 
ther away, and soon people were coming from 
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, every direction. The crowd became too great 
for him to see them all; and mounting a barrel 
which was at hand, he preached to his astonished 
auditors the words of everlasting life. Never per­
haps did Diaz speak with more eloquence and 
power. His words were like the hammer and fire 
of God. The entranced crowd forgot everything 
but the speaker and the burning words that fell 
from his lips. While he was speaking, two police­
men stepped up and took position on each side of 

' him. Diaz thought they were there to protect 
him and preserve order. Encouraged by their 
presence, lie continued his discourse until the pent 
up fire of his soul had found relief in telling “ the 
old, old story of Jesus and his love.” Then as he 
descended from his extemporized pulpit, one of 
the policemen remarked, “That was a good 
speech, Senor. You must go with us now,” and 
much to his surprise he found himself under arrest. 
His term of service in the guard-house was 
brought to a conclusion a few days afterward, by 
the kindly efforts of the American consul in his 
behalf, but since that time he has entertained great 
respect for the law against street preaching.

At length the attention of the priests was called 
to this new movement, and they resolved to crush 
it. They warned the people not to employ Diaz 
as a physician, that he was a heretic and that they 
would expose themselves to the anathemas of the 
Church if they did not obey this mandate. Sud-
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denly Diaz saw his means of support cut off. The 
alternative was presented to him—to starve or 
leave his field of labor.

With a heavy heart he sailed ‘for New York, 
hoping to find some means by which he might be 
enabled to return and continue his work in Cuba. 

7 . While in New York he learned that the Ladies’ 
Bible Society of Philadelphia wanted a colporteur 
for Cuba. He offered his services and was ac­
cepted. Once more he was among his people; 

' and while on week days he scattered Bibles and 
Testaments, among the people, on Sundays he 
met his congregation and dispensed to them the 
Word of Life. Thus for more than a year the 
work went on. Meantime his brother and sister

I had embraced the faith. Persecutions arose, but 
with undaunted courage the fearless man con­
tinued his work.

One day he went to a town in the interior of the 
island to preach and distribute books. In Cuba, 
no religious service can be held except indoors, 

t...... On reaching the place, he found that every avail­
able place to preach had been barred against him. 
The priests had warned the people, and nobody 
would allow him to hold religious services on their 

’ premises. At length, an old, unoccupied frame 
building was found near the Catholic Church. In 
this, hasty preparation was made for worship. At 
one end a rude platform was erected, and Diaz, 
mounting this platform, began the services. The 



multitude thronged the place, ready on the slight­
est pretext to break into open violence. While 
Diaz was preaching, a shot from behind and above 
him was fired. ' The ball, passing close to the in­
tended victim, struck a boy in front of him. The 
deadly missile had come through an opening in the 
weather-boarding from the tower of the Catholic 
Church. The priest was the assassin. He was 
tried for the offense, convicted, and sent to Spain 
for punishment.

The frantic screams of the wounded boy excited 
the multitude to the wildest frenzy. “ Kill them 1 ” 
“Kill the Protestants!” “ Shoot the heretics 1 ” 
was heard on every side. Diaz and his brother, 
who was with him, entered a room close at hand 
and barred the door to keep out; the mob. They 
could hear the howling and curses of the infuriated 
rabble demanding, their blood, and momentarily 
expected an assault, from which nothing but divine 
interposition could save their lives..

Atlengththetumultgraduallydiedaway. Then 
his brother unbarred the door and went out to see 
if they could find better protection or make their 
escape. In a few minutes some one ran to Diaz 
and told him some one was beating his brother 
to death. He sprang from his place of conceal­
ment and. ran to his relief. The mob seized him 
and tried to tear him limb from limb, but soon the 
police came to the rescue. ..

In the wild melee their coats had been torn off



of them, and their hats and shoes were gone. 
Beaten and bruised and bloody, they were carried 
before the Mayor. They represented to that 
official their treatment by this lawless mob. He 
promised them protection, tried to dissuade them 
from prosecuting their persecutors, and ordered 
his police to see them safe upon the cars. They 
returned to Havana glad to escape with their lives.

Meanwhile, another chain of Divine Providence 
was being forged, link by link, which was destined 
to be united with these wonders of His grace in 
Cuba. Key West, the most southern point in 
Florida, was a mission station of the Home Mission 
Board. There brother W. F. Wood was laboring 
among the English-speaking population. In that 
city were more than a thousand Cubans who came 
over to work in the cigar factories. No attention 
had been paid to the religious condition of this 
people. It was taken for granted that being for­
eigners and Roman Catholics, they were inaccess­
ible to the truth. On Sunday morning, as brother 
Wood arose to announce his text, a stranger and 
a foreigner, deformed and with a halting gait, 
made his way slowly and with difficulty, up the 
aisle nearly to the front seat. He attracted the 
attention of the whole congregation. Every one 
knew he was a Cuban. He gave earnest heed 
to the sermon, and at the close of the services 
retired.

Brother Wood, as was his custom, remained for 
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a time to speak a few words with his brethren. 
On reaching home, he found the stranger whom 
he had seen at the church sitting upon, his door­
step. They tried to converse, but the stranger 
knew but little English, and Brother Wood could 
not understand his Spanish. Near by lived a fam­
ily that for many years resided in the West Indies, 
and one member of which, Miss Adela Fales, 
spoke both'English and Spanish. She was called 
to act as interpreter, and soon Brother Wood 
learned that this stranger, who’ lived somewhere 
in the interior of the Island of Cuba, had some­
how become concerned about his salvation. Re­
jecting the doctrines of the Catholic Church, he 
longed for something on which he could rest hope 
of life beyond the grave. He was a sinner and 
he needed a Saviour. He had heard there were 
people in Key West who could tell him what he 
longed to know. • Impelled by this desire, he had 
made his way to Havana, and thence by the steamer 
to Key West, where he had landed that morning. 

..The heart .of the man of God was-stirred. He 
longed to lead this wondering one to Christ. 
Many hours were spent that week in instructing 
and praying fof him. Next Sabbath he was once 
more in the sanctuary. At the close of the service, 
Brother Wood baptized two ladies. When the 
Cuban witnessed it, he rose from his seat and 
with hurried footsteps reached the pulpit. “I 
want be baptized! I want be baptized. That 
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what my Jesus tel I me do,” said he. The evident 
earnestness of the poor cripple to follow his Lord 
in this ordinance representing death to sin and 
resurrect ion. to newness of life, moved all hearts. 
Brother Woodwept for joy. A church conference 
was called. Through Miss Adela Fales, he related 
his experience of grace and gave the reasons why 
he wanted to be baptized. He was received, and 
Brother Wood planted him in the likeness of the 
death of our Saviour.

For some weeks he remained in Key West. 
He was a man of intelligence, and one evening in 
the Baptist house of worship he gave his reasons 
for leaving the Catholic Church and uniting with 
the Baptist. The house was filled to overflowing. 
Many Cubans were there. At the close one of the 
most intelligent among them arose and asked 
some questions which evinced his interest in.the 
subject.

After a few weeks, this stranger returned to his 
home in Cuba, and nothing more has ever been 
heard of him. Whether he is dead, or whether for 
his faith in Christ he may be immured in some 
dungeon, we may never know until that day which 
discloses the secrets of all hearts. His coming 
had accomplished one great end : The Cuban 
people of Key West were no longer to be disre­
garded. Christian sympathy for them was awak­
ened. The Home Mission Board was applied 
to for help, which was cheerfully given. A church 



was erected, and Miss Adela Fales was appointed 
missionary to this people, A Sabbath school and. 
a day school were established. Brother Wood. , 
gave every encouragement and help, to the work.' “ 
Soon one, then another; and .another, until they- < 
numbered five, ten, fifteen, twenty, thirty, forty,’ 
were as hopeful converts, brought into the fellow­
ship of the church. The harvest was ripening for - 
the reaper.


