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    To all people on vacation, especially to resort towns that welcome tourists who bring the money that's badly needed to keep the economy going. You've worked hard and you deserve some R & R. 

      

    



  	
        
            
            To escape and sit quietly on the beach - that's my idea of paradise.

Emilia Wickstead 
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––––––––
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THERE IS A MATHEMATICAL cruelty in the short number of days left in our lives!  That great enemy Time is just around the corner lurking about waiting, counting the minutes, hours, tick-tock, tick-tock to put the pressure on us to attain a proper selfhood. Though time seems infinite it dominates and controls our existence pressing us on to explore our wanderlust with new ideas and places to go. We question our mortality always seeking a way out, an escape from the horrific conditions at work, home or in the office. Vacations are highly in demand as a refuge from the insanity of modern living.

The secrets we carry and the pacts we make to never betray a friend will come to an end. We will always find ourselves alone to decide what is the real path in life. All of what we have and are will decay as our bodies get recycled back into this fine old earth. We will perish and though the odd experience will live on in the memory of a surviving friend or family member; death will overtake us to take us to the other side!

Some of us, perhaps many of us have some idyllic notion of an attainable happiness and so we pursue this dream by whisking off to an island paradise to spend the ends of our days basking in the sun and swimming in the turquoise waters of Bora, Bora, Hawaii or Cuba. I have been such a person for most of my adult life. It may be a mental trick, a self-deluded chimera but it works at least for a while. 

I don’t think there is a more vacuous or vapid place in this world than the beaches and hotels of seaside towns. Varadero, Cuba is no exception especially on any given Sunday. Varadero is not really a city or a resort town. It is a practical human illusion well planned by the economists of the Cuban government and a great idea in the imagination of fun seekers. It is a very successful strategy to hoard tourist dollars; a cash cow for the marginalized economy of a cash strapped socialist pariah state floating like a rough diamond in an emerald sea south of my home in Mississauga.

I have honestly tried to prep myself for a trip to Varadero every morning by turning on my favorite YouTube video of a pleasant scene with waves crashing onto the sand of a tropical island to capture my moment of Zen. When I got there two days ago, I mustered the courage to immerse my body and soul into an aquamarine sea and pinched myself with glee that I am now frolicking in a warm saline bath enjoying a liquid lunch in the sun.

The long peninsula that juts out of the center of Varadero like a mammoth penis probing the cavernous waters of the open movable vagina called the Atlantic Ocean is the only way my imagination can cope with this place. It does so with the alacrity of a libidinous earthly god, restless and aching to settle down and call this place its home.

This town is a tomb for the newlyweds and nearly dead that have flocked here to make love and die. On its own it is a wonderland that breathes in a fecund air and spits out a natural beauty that’s easily found in the youthful, friendly faces of a handsome race.

Every day I witness the beleaguered army of happy and sad men and women that service the tourists who prey on them like ants attacking a fresh kill. Yet there is no place to hide or run to. The local churches are empty and abandoned. Varadero is no safe haven for the faint of heart or those of us that ply for a quiet place where the flutter of wings and a warm breeze in the shade can camouflage you for a while until the sun finds you out again.

The town drops from the surf into a trench below the sea where the hotels stand resolute like stalwart guards overlooking the vast open water of the sea. The rooms with balconies are pregnant with people engaging in a marathon dance called the horizontal mambo. Every evening and some afternoons you can hear the cacophonic chorus of moans and groans wafting across the warm, humid air of an August moon.  I’ve forced myself to engage in the culture, its music and dance, its rum and cigars and its very positive, agreeable women. Yet here I sit under the thatched roof of a wooden, man-made umbrella escaping the scorching midday sun, awaiting the cool slap of a sea breeze that whittles my soul down to its critical mass. I stay in this state of motionless repose in silent mode, uncomfortable but patiently waiting for the universe to take my soul through its natural cycle of contraction and expansion; the rising and receding tide, the life and death of a day on the beach.
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