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 “In 1788 the Robert Burns sent the poem ‘Auld Lang Syne’ to the Scots Musical Museum, indicating that 

it was an ancient song but that he’d been the first to record it on paper. The phrase ‘auld lang syne’ 

roughly translates as ‘for old times’ sake’, and the song is all about preserving old friendships and 

looking back over the events of the year. “   

For some reason I have been thinking about that old song a lot since I returned from Cuba.  Maybe it is 

because I most looked forward to re-visiting friendships made over my last two trips, or maybe it’s my 

age, or maybe it’s simply because once you get a song stuck in your head it can be hard to get rid of it.  

But for whatever reason, it has now become an integral part of my Cuba experience.  God only knows 

(literally) whether I will ever physically return to Cuba but I do know that the congregation of Enmanuel 

will always be in my mind and heart for “auld lang syne.” 

We bring small things when we visit Inglesia Bautista Enmanuel, and contribute financially to their 

ministry. But the main purpose, as I understand it, is simply to show our support and concern for them.   

As someone told me years ago “you can pretend to care but you can’t pretend to go.”  That saying has 

gotten me up off the couch many a time, and that is what keeps me getting on a plane to Cuba.  I can’t 

say I care if I don’t go. 

It had been ten years since my first visit and seven years since my last.  Of course, I’ve seen Eduardo, 

Turi, Noel, and Ormara when they have visited us, but not any of the other friends I made there.  The 

only family I have maintained contact with between trips is Yadianna and her son, Fabio. Fabio had his 

baby dedication the Sunday I was there and I gave him a small toy in remembrance. We have been fast 

friends since.   In the ten years since I first met them, Yadianna has married and had another son, Kenny.  

Fabio remembers me through pictures of our two times together, but Kenny only knows me through the 

small gifts I’m able to send from time to time.  According to Eduardo, Fabio is going to be the “next 

pastor at Enmanuel” as he faithfully attends church every Sunday.  I think how nice that would be if 

Fabio did become a minister! 

Other friends I remember but only have contact with when I go to Ciego de Avila.  It is always good to 

see them again.  Some don’t seem to have changed a bit and some I hardly recognize.  It is the children, 

of course, who have changed the most.  You can imagine my surprise when I realized on a trip to the 

Camilo Cienfuegos Monument and Museum that one of our translators for the day was Alejandro, a 

young man I first met ten years ago when I shared a meal with his family.  He speaks perfect English and 

when I asked how he learned so well he replied that he watches American movies!  (Somehow I don’t 

think watching movies in Spanish would have the same result for me.) 

The next evening I was privileged to return to his grandmother’s house and again share a meal with 

them. Most surprising on this visit was seeing Alejandro’s cousin who is a doppelganger of my grandson, 

Archer.   The family was amazed when I showed them photos of Archer and when Marcel saw the 



picture he excitedly said (in Spanish, of course) “he has my face!”  Now he wants Archer to come play 

with him – if only it were that easy. 

As many of you know, I have hosted several foreign exchange students over the past few years.  That is 

the main reason that it had been so long since I returned to Cuba.  But after talking to all of my 

European “sons,” and on this trip talking to Alejandro and Fabio, I am even more convinced that we 

have much more in common with our brothers and sisters in the rest of the world than differences. All 

teenagers prefer to be with friends, keep up with international soccer, and listen to music – some even 

the same.  Little ones like toys.  When I gave five-year-old Kenny a bag of things that I had brought he 

couldn’t help but sneak a peek.  I’m sure his mother told him to wait and not just pounce on the gifts – 

mothers are the same everywhere, too. But when he saw the little water bottle on the top and cried 

“Minions!!!!”,  I knew we had connected. 

While researching the actual spelling of “Auld Lang Syne” I found the history of this song we sing to 

usher in each New Year.  I discovered there are actually five verses, all very poignant.  But the fourth 

verse seems most appropriate as I think of my friends in Cuba: 

 We two have paddled in the stream 

 From morning sun till dine. 

 But seas between us long have roared 

 Since long, long ago. 

The seas will continue to roar between our two countries but the connection will always be there as I 

preserve old friendships and look over events of the past year for “Auld Lang Syne.” 

 

 


