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When I was 7, together with my younger brother Clive, we were sent by our 
parents, who lived in the Philippines, to school in England. Thereafter we 
saw them annually only for the eight weeks of school summer holidays. I 
realise now this must have been harder for them than it was for us.  


My father worked for what was then called The Hongkong and Shanghai 
Banking Corporation, now simply HSBC. In 1960 he was transferred to 
Malaya and became manager of the bank’s Sungai Petani branch in Kedah.


There in 1961, together as a family, we spent our school summer holiday.




One day near the end of this holiday Mum and Dad took us for a walk 
through the jungle to a place they knew where a waterfall dropped into a 
shaded pool. I remember it with surprising clarity. Dappled sunshine coming 
through tropical leaves dancing to the rhythm of a breeze; strong light and 
shade. The sounds of the jungle; monkeys, birds, the hum of insects. The 
scented moist air. The sound of the waterfall; the sight of water splashing up 
into the air brilliant in the light. Also the quiet eddies where the water became 
greener, momentarily calm, quiet and where we swam together in safety. I 
remember the stillness that over lay the movement of the water and the life 
that inhabited the jungle. Hot. The water flowing ever downward. Cool.


There we were. Our family. Complete the four or us. So close. Us so young. 
Our parents barely middle aged. 




What hung in the hot scented air for us all that special day, so far back in 
time, in the river, in the jungle, was joy mixed with a deep sense of sadness.  
Us boys again to be parted from our parents and for so long.


Since that happy sad day the years have raced by. 




Mum and Dad lived long contented lives and are now no longer with us. 
They are much missed. That day in the jungle is remember with much 
fondness; also the many joyful days that followed.


Now Jeremy, my husband, with whom I have been together for nearly fifty 
years, tells me he is starting to feel old. I see the HIV medication he has been 
taking for so many years and that continues to keep him alive demands from 
him an ever higher price.


Yesterday, here in Sri Lanka, I walked through another jungle to another river 
to another waterfall.


Now due to Jeremy’s diminished energies and less certain step I walked 
alone.






Alone I found the river, and the waterfall and a place under it where I could 
swim safely. Alone, rare good sense prevailed and exercising more caution 
than is normal for me, I swam staying clear of strong currents and rock filled 
rapids. 


At this jungle river, hot in the sun, cool in the water, with the roar of the falls 
in my ears I felt both joy and sadness. I remembered. 




I remembered that day in Malaya with Mum, Dad and Clive. I remembered 
subsequent times when together with Jeremy we swam in other streams, 
rivers, seas and oceans. 


There, alone, I found myself speculating about getting old myself and about 
a day when I may, no longer, find Jeremy at my side. 


Together with sadness, I also felt joy and gratitude for the immeasurable 
bounties life has heaped on me; for the gift of good loving parents and 
family; for a full and long lifetime shared with the man I love; for continuing 
good health; for the beauty of the natural world; for the hot sun and the 
dancing water. 


With nature as a constant beloved companion I reassure myself I will never 
find myself truly alone. 






There, through the jungle, the river flowed downward as it has always done 
and as it will always continue to do. 


No one and no thing paid attention to me arriving at the river nor when I left 
it.


Me there or not there was of no importance to the river or the jungle.



