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The endless Caribbean Sea stretched out in front of them, offering the most amazing silvery mirror for the full moon. It was the night of Mabon, the autumn equinox, the day of the traditional thanksgiving of nature-loving people. 

They checked into the seaside hotel and the luggage was safely in the room. The time when it is customary to enjoy the comfort of a bed long passed even there, let alone the country of origin where the Sun’s daily reigning period started a few hours earlier.

The usual travel drinking started early, at London Gatwick, while the small group of women was waiting for boarding the Ilyushin plane. Cuba’s government had particular ideas about airplanes and companies allowed into their country, therefore the British travel agency had to commission a Russian plane with the crew to carry their holidaymakers to the Caribbean country. The IL aircrafts were strong and well-built however flying them, needed continuous qualified human attention. Autopilot was non-existent. Good navigation skills and alertness were basic requirements of the pilot. Therefore, it came as a great shock to all involved that the long delay of departure was caused by the whole crew being stoned on vodka and special agents had been working on the sobering mission for the last five hours. 

When spending substantial time in transit without a clear plan for departure, the duty-free bottles start to come alive and boundaries ease up between fellow travellers. Their relation to the destination and the purpose of their trip turned into know facts. They learned that apart from a few curious Spanish, most of the Latino looking fellow passengers were ex-pats or had family in Cuba. The granddaughter to visit her ancestors, a young family travelling to show their offspring to relatives they’d never met, a group of researchers flying for work and a smiling guy, who was fascinated by the country and was making yet another trip to add to his admiration. There were also few, particularly good-looking men, scattered around. The purpose of their travel stayed a mystery. However, when the ad-lib two-man salsa band geared up and began to exhibit their talents, these guys were the first to get up and commence dancing. Another group of young people was standing in the further corner of the gate, quietly singing at first, then organised themselves into a circle and moved their feet to follow the rhythm. 

The atmosphere was elevated but without stepping out of the enjoyment category or slipping into an unconscious state. There was no airline stuff to interfere or demand quiet. 

When three hours later, the boarding started, there was a little sorrow mixed with joy.  

After sleepless travelling time, the excitement of being in Cuba took over and like fire within, produced everlasting energy to carry on with the exploring walk that started around the pool area of the Russian military base turned hotel. The lush garden radiated fresh oxygen, filled their half-asleep lungs with new life and the fragrance of the abundant nature oozed hope for the future of humanity. 

Sitting there, under the garden lights, the nearby water was scintillating, inviting them to unveil the many thousands of years of secrets it guarded.

The whitish sand of Guardalavaca beach was warm under Zeta's bare feet, enjoying the close encounter with nature in every possible way. She glanced at her companions to gauge their expression. They walked just one step behind her, three of them making a close group. The fourth kept her distance however the connection was obvious. The darkness and the uncertainty of the place kept their eyes fixed on the ground, showing only slight body language of overwhelmed tiredness and thousands of crossing thoughts. It was about 4 o'clock in the morning, local time. All the bars on the seaside were closed already, showing the carcasses of a very busy night. "Palmares," Zeta read the sign on a white canvass covered place with few tables and chairs piled up in the front. There were few customer-like people sipping drinks. "I wonder if it is the part of our all-inclusive treat," she continued the train of thoughts. 

As they walked, she had the strange feeling that the great silver ball in the sky was moving nearer with every step. As if she was about to land and join into their conversation. Venus, the ethereal hetaerae followed her from a respectful distance watching her every move eager to learn. "There is a competition between those two," stated Zeta frowning. The Moon, the ultimate symbol for womanhood carried the wisdom of the experiences she encountered throughout the countless ages, giving her the confidence to continue. She was the woman, who understood earthly existence, the bumpy pathways of the tender age, the emotional turmoil of puberty, the pitfalls of the teen phase, the excitement of ripening, the heart-throbbing sexual expectations and fatal disappointments that make the vagus nerve jump out of the body. Yes, she did experience everything possible. She was also the dutiful daughter, with a deep understanding of the importance of rules and regulations; the rebellious daughter with thirsty curiosity and an impulse to break these rules. She was the lover, the gentle, the caring and the understanding; the type of girl, everybody wants to marry. And she was the whore, the wild, fiery and teasing, the woman that every man desired and died for. Beautiful, proud and glowing. The great and mysterious mother of all the stars in the sky. 

On the other hand, there was Venus, the five-pointed star, the symbol of the occult, the hidden knowledge with her young playfulness and dangerous power. She is The Peace, The Salem, or Salim, as the ancient Egyptians named her. She was “born” at the end of the last Sun Age, in b.c.e. 3114 and instantly became the symbol of the Hope of understanding, the Hope of arriving and the Hope of the perfect blend for the two worlds; the above and the below. She had been in the lives of earthlings ever since. Showing them the path, reminding them day and night that they have a duty to live up to and it is their choice, but also their responsibility to keep her in the mind and the heart. These two are always there, testing and tasting each other, until their embrace in the perfect blend of the majestic Shekina.  

"It is funny how we look at the sky as a two-dimensional colouring book," started Zeta a conversation with the girls. 

They all looked up on the sky but didn't utter a word. Zeta didn't push. They continued in silence. The white sand caressed their feet, giving a slight creaking sound as they stepped. The moonshine patterned the water and drew a close silhouette of the cliff at the end of the beach.  

As they turned, the picture changed in front of them. There were patches of lights on the beach, transformed the sea into a mysterious abyss. "The road on the way back is always different," ran through Zeta's mind. "It is to do with angles, shapes and the light in basics." With the change on the ground, the starlit sky disappeared, but the Moon was hanging on as the lampion of the Universe. “Only one of our eye focuses at a time. How do we choose which eye to use? I am sure it doesn't happen at random. The left eye searches for emotions while the right looks for the so-called realities of the situation. I suppose the one we use at a certain time depends on our momentary state of mind. Everything is interrelated,” she smiled happily as they arrived back at the bar.

“Let us have a mojito, girls! We are in Cuba, aren’t we?” 

“Yes, let’s,” shouted Lucy straight away with high excitement in her voice. The others followed smiling.

“Hola, cuatro mojitos por favor, senor. No, hace cinco”, ordered the drinks Zeta.

The place was almost full, already. There were smiling Cuban faces, tipsy on the sexually charged, caressing Caribbean air. 

In the background music started. Softly first, as if coming out of the waves and arrived at full blast a minute later. It was the good Cuban salsa at its best, with the familiar faces at Gatwick airport. The rhythm reorganized the place. White plastic tables lost their legs while pushed or pulled in the deep, soft sand to make space for the moving bodies.

“Vale senoritas, cinco minutos” replied the waiter and disappeared behind the bar. 

“What is this green in the drinks?” asked Clarisse.

“I think it is mint”, replied Zeta. “If it is a mojito that is.”

“Phooey”, pronounced Clarisse with an undeniable dislike on her face. “I hate mint. I definitely don’t drink mojito. Get me something else.”

“Sure, when the waiter comes back.”  

As they turned back from the bar, they saw smiling faces pointing at a table already organised for them in a nice corner of the limited space. Plastic chairs arrived one by one from behind the bushes until there were enough to accommodate the small party of five girls, Clarisse, Zhina, Lucy, Zeta and Ketu.
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Clarisse was the youngest of the three children to John and Mary, an insurance salesman and a homemaker. John came from the North-West of the country however he moved to the South for the sake of Mary who wanted to be near her homeland. 

Few years prior to this event, on a certain day, Mary met her favourite cousin Panna for a walk in the small town. The place was buzzing with nervous excitement. It was two years into the Second World War that nobody really understood. The country hadn’t fully recovered from the first one, they considered just as purposeless and with an uncertain future hanging over them, the attitude towards life changed drastically. Both girls came from a large family with a string of male siblings, some of whom were summoned into the combat. Nevertheless, enough remained to overload the girls with everyday chores around the household. They cooked, cleaned, did the shopping and sewed the families’ clothes supply, used for maintaining the garden and working on the field. Sometimes even produced certain items for the soldiers to keep them warm or just provide them with clean underwear. They didn’t really have the time for walks however managed to pinch a half hour here and there between jobs. It became their only entertainment and opportunity when they could exchange thoughts on important matters, such as eligible gentlemen, who is engaged to whom and who has been missing at war. Telecommunication hadn’t been introduced yet, so
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