Our Mum in Havana





The nervously dressed official holds up a placard with my name, scanning the arrivals like a bird searching for a worm. Beamingly deferential she ushers me to a VIP suite whilst a worried looking boy attempts to find my luggage. No good trying to help or do it myself - would cause too much loss of face. Eventually, two coffees later he triumphantly appears and we whisk through immigration and customs at record speed - quite a change from the almost painful, long slow perusal of self and documents which is the norm - using mirrors to make sure nothing is concealed behind you and attempting to reconcile faces with a stranger’s image in a passport photo - can’t help looking shifty trying hard to be relaxed.  





Then the taxi. I reach behind me for the seat belt only to be reassured - no don’t worry, you don’t need to do that. I politely agree not to be inconvenienced by safety precautions and the cab ploughs it’s way towards Havana dodging smoking Russian trucks and time expired American cars. Juke box style 50s chevys and resurrected junk heap bodies limp along with dented fenders and skewed chassis - a miracle any are still on the
