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From: 
To: 

Date: 

Centro de Estudlos sobre Africa y Medio Oriente <ceamo@cenlai.inf.cu> 
unlisted-recipients:; (no To-header\ on input) <unlisted-recipients:; (no To-header 
on input)> 
Thursday, July 22, 1999 3 :54 PM 

Subject: mensaje de David 

To: Mrs. Phyllis Naidoo phyllie@iafrica.com 
From: David Gonzalez ceamo@ceoiai.inf.cu 
Subject: Bad news 

Dear Phyllie: No, don't panic. The trip is still on. 
The problem is that my dear sis put her finger in the 
wrong place and I lost my Internet & my E-Mail forever. 
So forget about Pascual Pastrana and felixleo2000. We 
will have to continue to communicate via CEAMO, whose 
E-Mail number you have at the top of this message. My 
immediate concern is (well, my second concern; my real 
first concern is how I am going to murder my sister) 
that Monday 26 & Tuesday 27 are holidays here in Cuba, 
and I won't have access to CEAMO's E-Mail. Besides, if 
you have sent me E-Mails from midnight Tuesday 20 July, 
please repeat them to CEAMO's address. 

Well, now the spicy update on the Durban Expedition Pre
paration Saga that makes your mouth water and your heart 
beat faster. On Tuesday morning I went to work, where I 
finally met my Mexican friend who's staying at Norma's. 
She lectured us on electoral observation processes, as
sisted by an excellent CD-Rom. Before she was finished, 
I had to leave the room because my other friend, from 
the US, who is also in Cuba on vacation, came in to say 
hello and to update me on African studies in the US. 
While rm talking to her, in comes Walter looking like 
mashed potatoes (you will remark my self-censorship on 
bananas). His wife is still interned, he has to go to 
work again in the evening, and at his workplace they 
told him he had to personally go to CC headquarters to 
get his passport done. But he's too tired and he's 
leaving it for tomorrow. I rush to try to get CEAMO's 
vehicle: it has just broken down. I command Walter to 
get on his bike and I will pedal with him to CC head
quarters. He says no, he's too tired. I ask him not to 
chicken out on me now, we're almost in Durban and he 
can't pedal 10 kms. under the mild Cuban July afternoon 
sun. I offer to carry him there on my bike, and that's 
too much for t1im. After a half hour, we squeeze past 
the guards, and then he says: ''But who do I ask for". 
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I answer: "Just say you want to see the passport guy". 
Fortunately, in Cuba that kind of indefinition works. 
They fill all the forms and we're out In another half 
hour. Back at the ranch, I make sure that the lltzy guy 
from our administration takes my passport to Immigration. 
He says it will be ready tomorrow. So Walt's streps are 
more or less equal with mine. 

Back home, I collapse in bed before my lunch/dinner: rm 
thoroughly exhausted. I wake up at 9 pm and get into my 
E-Mail mailbox (not knowing that it would be for the 
last time) and there is nothing from Phyllie, so I de-
cide to finish with the editing work of the second book 
I have to do. I finish at 2 a .m. To beeeeeeeed. 

Next morning rm up & about early. Get on the bike, pedal 
to work and discover that the guy from Admin. went to 
immigration, but there was such a long queue that he 
decided to return later on. I call the lady who is com
posing the book that I am editing, and fix an appoint-
ment with her for tomorrow at 9 a.m. That means I will 
have to do some 20 kms. to see her, then pedal back 7 
kms. to CEAMO in time to present again my Mexican friend 
before an excited audience cuddled up to hear her pre
sentation on female genital mutilation in Africa. A 
disgusting topic. It should attract a large, sleezy 
audience. Well, that's for tomorrow. Today, at about 
11 am, in comes the Admin. guy IA~th my passport; I 
grab it from his hand (I have already typed and gotten 
my boss to sign the letter requesting the visa) and 
force Walt (who has just made his appearance, more tired 
and sleepy than ever), to pedal with me to the South 
African embassy. 

But things are never as easy as one thinks. We check, and 
Waifs passport is still not there: it should be at 
immigration today, and only tomorrow at the Embassy. 
He was so tired that when he filled the forms yesterday, 
he forgot to ask for a multiple entry visa, to be able 
to go to Lesotho if we finally can. Well, I tell him, 
ifwe can't solve this, you stay at Durban keeping house 
for us while Phyllie and I go to throw snowballs at 
each other in Lesotho. Well, the Cuban lady at the 
Embassy is very nice, but I had to hear all about her 
intimate problems before she finally said I had to 
fill in a form (in black ink) and pay 30 Cuban pesos 
for the visa, because this is not official bussiness. 
Walt & I empty our pockets, and we hardly reach 20 pe
sos between ws, so we pedal back to CEAMO. At around 
3 pm he goes to work, where he should be all night, and 
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I finally get hold of 30 pesos, fill my form (with black 
ink) and take everything back to the Embassy, where the 
nice Cuban lady Is now behind a glass window that i 
prevents her from opening up her heart any more to me. 
Poor thing. She's very busy now, and asks me if she 
can fill in the receipt later so I can pick it when I 
go get my passport with the visa, so I say OK. I won't 
argue about the receipt: I know she'll be doing her 
best to get all our papers straight. In particular, to 
get Walt the multiple entry visa that he did not request. 

It's 4 pm and I pedal back home to start fixing the 
house up, because tomorrow afternoon, right after the 
dissertation on those poor mutilated private parts, my 
Mexican friend and the friend who's accompanying her 
are ing to my place for lunch, a tour of Santa Fe 
a a .~~~llfft!~-NOrma & Zelmys included that 
in he r amme (when you come to Cuba, even on vaca-
tions you have to have a programme, specialty If Zelmys 
is one of the people arranging the trip for you) with-
out consulting me. We'll see how the afternoon goes. 

In the afternoon, my boss got a phone call from SerialK. 
He's still looking for ways to murder the project. I 
tell my boss that it's like when a policeman stops your 
car on the street, determined to give you a ticket, and 
he looks the car all over to see what he can find wrong 
to fine you. Well, Serial K posed a lot of questions I 
had to answer, to reassure him that everything was fine, 
that we would not be eaten up by the lions, that I would 
have the time to do both the bibliographical search and 
the filming, that we would not get into problems for 
undertaking any unauthorised filming work, because ifs 
a non-professional camera and a non-lucrative project, 
so we film as if we were tourists. No, we would not be 
a burden for the Embassy nor for the Medical cooperation 
people (I did not include: "Only a burden for P. Maidoo"). 
Well, I hope he finally OKeys everything. 

Did I tell you I got a dog? Last Saturday, under a heavy 
thunderstorm, two friends of mine who are into this 
save the animals fad brought me a stray dog. He adapted 
quickly, and Mom is comfortable with him. The only un
confy family member is Pitufo, Abel's cat. But that cat 
is so annoying that he deserves it. 

Tomorrow is Abel's birthday: he'll be 23. I'll call him 
up and see if he Wqnts to have lunch with the two Mexi
cans and I, but he is not the kind of people who skip 
work. I'll see if I can see him in the evening. I don't 
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even know if he's aware of my going to Durban: he lives 
in his own little world, completely cut off from the 
rest. 

\ 

I already have two letters from you: one from Olga, the 
coffee-and-tea-serving-lady, and another one from a 
lady jounalist I found at the South African Embassy, and 
I think she was at one of your lectures (were there more 
than one?) and talked to you afterwards. Well, there 
should be more forthcoming. 

I guess that's enough for now. So forget the Saturday 
E-Mail, and send something I can receive at CEAMO on 
Friday, because otherwise there will be no one at CEAMO 
until Wednesday 28. And that will only be a few days 
away from out departure, and again July 31 and August 1 
are a weekend, so no one at work either. 

Yesterday they told Walt at CC headquarters that the 
·~ Charter flight would be leaving on August 3, but today 

at the South African Embassy the nice intimate Cuban 
lady said it would be departing on August 2. At this 
point I think we will try to leave for Durban as soon 
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as we get to Joburg, unless the embassy or medical coop. 
people have other plans, which I doubt. At the Embassy 
they told me that the return flight to Cuba would be 
on the next charter flight, scheduled for September 8. 
Of course, all of that can change, as you see. 

Well, that is all the update and all the certainty that 
I can provide you with. As you see, we are working hard. 
So hard, that we look like zombies. We hope to come 
back to life in Durban. Love, David. 
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