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Splinter -  A thin piece broken away from a larger one.

 




 

 

 

 

Prologue

 

 

 

The morning was beginning to feel like autumn.  Sarah could smell the rich scents of full-blown fruits and flowers as she walked through the gardens on her way to her first lecture.  The sun shone on the trees and a light breeze gave them a wonderful aria of sound and colour through the fine mist.  The water lilies, now without flowers, floated quietly on the pond and the wildlife seemed calm and restful in the limpid air.  Sarah could hear the chatter of other students and the sound of feet on concrete but she knew no one.  She struggled with her books and bag, until she eventually found the room she was seeking.     

 

There were twelve other students already sat at desks in the room.  They were all mature students with ages from early twenties to early forties and each had a background of business or one from the professions, accountants, solicitors and surveyors. There was a friendly hubbub of noise in the classroom and most of them were male but Sarah saw another woman across the room so she made her way to sit beside her. There was a faint essence of rose scented perfume that gave off a pleasant aroma as Sarah took a seat by her side.  Sarah had decided that she would like to teach law but hopefully instil a sense of benevolence into her students.  

 

 They were asked to introduce themselves with a short talk on their previous experience.  Sarah gave her name and said that if someone cannot do a job with competence then the best next thing is to teach it.  This brought laughter from the others and broke the ice a bit.  The woman on her right said her name was Ann and she came from Southern Ireland, where she had been an accountant.  Sarah loved her soft mellow accent, her calm manner and decided that she would most likely make a friend of her.  The man on Sarah’s left said his name was John, who had a strong Edinburgh accent and a witty turn of phrase.  The next man to give us his details was a man with a quiet gentle Welsh accent whose name was David; he had been a civil engineer.  All the other students gave their little speeches and she thought what a wonderful texture of sound and local accents made up the group and Sarah loved the North Eastern one especially, as like the Welsh and the Irish, there was a lilt in his voice.  

 

Their first lesson was with their tutor who was a Lancastrian and he had been a scientist in his previous life. All his lectures were wonderful because he brought all the meticulous ways of a scientist to his lectures and his notes and handouts were particularly helpful.  They all went for lunch in the refectory where there was a piquant smell of garlic and herbs as Ann and Sarah queued to get their meal.  They then sat at a table where John and David joined them.  “How did you find that,” Ann asked the group.

 

  “Not bad at all,” They answered almost in unison.  The table talk was witty and relaxed and there was plenty of laughter.  Sarah felt much better than she had done when she first arrived, when she was full of apprehension and lacking in confidence.  

 

John who was tall and dark with a craggy looking face told us he had been a Sales Executive and he was fed up with the rat race.  He intended to teach market research and executive skills.  His hectic life had held on to him like a pair of golden handcuffs, where the money he earned was great but he had no time to spend with his family and he had eventually lost them.  He was hoping that if he was successful with this course, his wife would take him back and the children would benefit from the time he was hoping to spend with them.  John was thirty-five years old and his children were ten years and eight and the year he was going to spend acquiring his Teacher’s Diploma would be well worth the effort if he became a full time father again.  

 

Ann was a country girl with dreamy brown eyes that were set far apart in a lovely oval face, who had taken her degree in accountancy in Dublin, where she had worked for ten years.  She was thirty-two years old and although she had had a few boy friends she had never been able to commit to any of them.  She was an attractive woman with thick blond hair that had a real sheen to it that justified her healthy good looks and gave her a warm and friendly aura.  Sarah was immediately attached to her and her quick response allowed them to become firm friends.  Ann and Sarah had rooms in the same hall and they met up in the morning and had breakfast together, in fact they ate all their meals together and began a social life that was light hearted and full of activities, keeping their lives balanced with the work they had to do. 

 

David was a shy individual who seemed difficult to get to know at first but as time went on he joined our little group and had a lot to contribute.  He had thick auburn hair and a gentle, almost wistful, smile.  He was particularly good at Maths and when we had problems with statistics and the like he would talk us through them and make it seem very easy.  We were sure he would be the best at teaching than any of our group.  David had had a busy life travelling the world, being involved in many civil engineering projects.  He had enjoyed that type of life but after his mother had died, the year before, he felt that he would like to settle down and keep an eye on his grieving father.  He hoped to get a job in the same town where he had lived as a child and although he was not living with his father, he hoped that he would be able to live somewhere, not too far away.  

 

Sarah had been a solicitor in her previous life but had become very sad at the way the law worked and the way the poor were disenfranchised. She was thirty years old and after her degree she had to serve her apprenticeship with a firm of solicitors.  She lived in a small northern town where everyone knew one another and there was a real community there.  When she visited the library the person who would serve her had been a friend since school.   Sarah’s sister worked in the local leisure centre and she would sometimes join her for a swim and a sauna.  Their parents were hard working people who had struggled to pay for Sarah’s time at University and who adored the children her sister and her husband had produced.  Sarah had envied her sister sometimes but she had not been able to find the right partner for herself.             

 

When Sarah was 25 years old she fell in love with Andrew, a more senior member of the same firm. They had a lot of fun and decided to move in together. They enjoyed travelling together, entertaining their friends and building a home.  Andrew was very ambitious and he had a very different attitude to work than Sarah.   He would happily charge large amounts for his services without any reticence. Sarah hated to have to charge great amounts to little old ladies she knew could ill afford it.  Sometimes this upset their easy life but she cared enough for Andrew and understood that life is not always agreeable.

 

Andrew applied for a well-paid job in America but Sarah was not ready to make such a move.  It was an uneasy break for them but they decided that it was a break.  They had come to the end of their time together.  As she had moved into his flat, he had to sell it in order to free his capital to buy something in America; she decided to go home to her parents for the time before she started her college course.

 

She drove him to the airport and they parted as friends.  Although she was sad, she knew it was the best thing for both of them.

 

As they kissed and said ‘Goodbye,’ they both knew that they would lose touch eventually.

 

They had six weeks in the ivory tower of the college and then they were flung out in to the real world of teaching practice.  Their social life became stunted and they had to work hard each evening in order to prepare the lesson notes for the following day.  Sarah’s first class was one of mature students who were taking company law for their banking and business courses. They were a smartly dressed bunch with plenty to say to each other as they had been together as a group for some time. When Sarah wrote the notes on the board it looked as if a cat had walked across it because her fingers were so sweaty with fear and embarrassment.  Her students didn’t seem to notice and after the first morning she began to enjoy herself.  She loved it when someone in the class asked a relevant question, thus reinforcing her theory that they must have understood her as they were asking the right questions.

 

She had to now fit in with another set of people, lecturers and laboratory assistants and there was another student teacher who was attending the same college as herself but whom she had not seen before because she was studying in another faculty.  She was an English Language student teaching English as a second language.  Most of her students came from Japan and they needed their English language to be able to understand the content of their technology courses.  She had a wonderful sense of humour and had the whole staff room reeling with laughter at the tales she told us of the mistakes she and her students made when trying to understand each other.  “I lish to weave the crass,” one had said and then walked out of her class.  She had been perturbed until she had interpreted him to mean, “I wish to leave the class.”  Later a man arrived who seemed arrogant and miserable and he didn’t approve of their laughter.  He sat in a corner with his cronies and after a look of disdain in their direction he completely ignored them, the English language teacher and Sarah. If all the staff had had that attitude their lives in that college would have been a nightmare.  

 

Now it was weekend and they were determined, Ann and Sarah, that they would have a pleasant time, and leave the work for the Monday lectures until Sunday to complete.  Ann had been taken aback by some of the students that she had had to contend with.  Some had little motivation as well as little aptitude and she was exhausted by the Friday night.  The Student’s Union had arranged for a band to entertain them in the student’s bar and they showered and dressed in their student gear that felt really comfortable after the week of wearing suits.  

 

When they looked around the bar for some of their tutor group, they could only see a few of them.  John joined them later and he told them that two of the group had left their classes on their teaching practice because they found that teaching was not for them.  They had fled the college in which they were teaching, and after phoning the Teachers’ Training personnel department, they had gone back to their own homes, with the hopeful intention of getting their jobs back.  David joined them later and he had been very impressed by the students he was teaching.  He thought he would love the job, and this confirmed Sarah’s first impression that he would become an excellent teacher and mentor.  They met up with some others from their group and set up a kitty because none of them were so financially sound that they could buy drinks for the entire group.  Bottles of red wine were purchased at the bar, and the friends settled down to listen to the band and let themselves relax and enjoy their much-appreciated break.  The band was not too loud, and some of the folk pieces they played were soft and mellow with lovely caring words.  Sarah began to feel dreamy and at last ready to enjoy her stay at the training college.  Ann was also now relaxed, the frown from her arduous week of teaching had faded from her serene face, and her laughter rang out with the rest of them.

 

 



 

 

After their teaching practice they were soon into the swing again within the college. They had a time given for sport or recreation on the Wednesday afternoons, and Ann and Sarah learnt to play golf on a nearby golf course. The golf club was in a lovely area in the outskirts of the city.  The autumn colours had darkened to deep reds and oranges and the scents from the surrounding bracken were pungent with the late woodland fruits. They were taught how to hold the clubs and the way to swing them to hit the ball.  They were not that keen on the game and at times held up the proper golfers, who were not too pleased with them.  They attended social affairs and had a wonderful Christmas party when just their group, now down to eleven, had a night out on the nearby town and had to be brought back in taxis to their hall.

 

They all left for the Christmas holiday and had three weeks before returning to college.  They had more lectures in the New Year and then they were out again for another six weeks on teaching practice.  Sarah was sent down south to a college in a small town south east of Bristol where the University of Bristol had an annex where Law was taught.  She was given classes, where first year students were taught, and she found that these young people showed all the enthusiasm and motivation she had felt when she was their age.  She wanted to help them to understand the pitfalls without spoiling their outlook and she worked hard each evening by carefully preparing her notes so that they would incorporate the ideology of care of the client.  When the class tutor sat in to assess Sarah’s lessons he looked surprised and unimpressed.  She fought to keep her mind on the lesson but began to hesitate because of the atmosphere he was bringing into the room.

 

At the end of the lesson he asked her to accompany him to his office, telling her that the way she was leaning her lessons towards altruism was not the way to teach law.  Sarah wondered if she had been too keen on her own ideas and then she remembered the cases she had been involved with in her capacity as a solicitor.  She hated to have to charge the poor old lady who had a real grievance but could not afford to take it far enough so that she could get some satisfaction.  She remembered the way she had to invoice the amounts charging over one hundred pounds an hour for her services and the great amounts charged for a letter or a telephone call.  These things were wrong and there should be more help for the powerless.  She told the lecturer her thoughts and he was not impressed.  He said he would have to send Sarah back to the training college, as this was no way he wanted his students taught.  

 

She was returned forthwith and she was brought in front of the principal, who reassured her that she was not the first to be thought too liberal in their teaching and that he would find a place where the staff had similar views to her.  Sarah felt a failure and she was alone on the campus because all groups were out on teaching practice.   The silence around the college was intimidating and Sarah’s self esteem was at its all time low.  She moped about in her room for two days without any communication from the head.  When he eventually sent for her he told her that there were no places at that late date.  She did not know what to do and wondered if the idea of teaching had been a mistake.    

 

Ann was away somewhere in Shropshire, John was in Leeds and David had been sent to London. Sarah really felt cut off. She didn’t want to tell her family about her failure and when she rang them she put on her most happy voice.  She hung around the principal’s office, hoping that he would have some news for her.  He came to the common room where she was trying to work on the education notes.  He beamed at her with enthusiasm and told her he had found a place in a secondary school for children with learning difficulties and perhaps that would be more to her liking.  She didn’t know what to think.  How could she teach these children?  She didn’t have the skills; she hadn’t had any contact with them.  

 

When Sarah arrived at the designated school, she found that most of the children were Asian, and because their parents spoke very little English, they needed a lot of help at school.  Many were not needy because they had learning difficulties but because there were no English books in their homes, and although their parents valued education highly, they were unable to help them in their present situation. 

 

Sarah loved the school and the children.  The teachers were brilliant and caring and the children responded to them.  Sarah was helped enormously by the head of department and she soon understood the level at which she should be teaching. She was sorry to leave and go back to college but the experience had given her confidence and ideas of what she may want to do in the future.

 

When the course was finished they had a leaving party where the four friends of them made a pact to meet up at least once a year. They knew that they would be scattered but they decided that they would meet in the school holidays every year, and perhaps arrange other meetings, if possible. It is true when you go to college you make friends for life because of the bonds made initially are from loneliness.   They had supported each other, and had a lot of fun but it was now time to say goodbye. 

 

Sarah went home to her family and began to search for a position.  She decided that she would love to become part of the Volunteer Service Overseas. She had some savings left from her previous job so it was not imperative that she would have to find a job that paid a lot.  She had always fancied a trip to Nepal so she volunteered for a teaching job in Pokara, one day’s road journey from Kathmandu

 





 

 

 

 

Chapter 1

 

 

 

Sarah

 

 

 

Sarah arrived in Kathmandu in the early morning, after a long air journey with many changes of planes.  Julian, another British citizen, who had been running the VSO office for many years, met her at the airport.  He made her feel welcome as he shook her hand and she found a handsome friend at once.  He was in his middle forties and with his tanned face and greying hair he flashed her a smile that put her at ease immediately.  She got into his car while he stored the luggage in the boot, and off they went to the centre, where she met other volunteers.  He pointed out the landmarks of Kathmandu as they travelled to the house where he said Sarah would stay until she was rested, before placing her where she could be of most use. 

 

She was a little disappointed in Kathmandu, because it was a larger town than she had imagined, it is full of smog and pollution, as it is situated in a bowl between the mountains.  The people on the streets were wearing masks around their mouths because of the pollution.  She rested overnight and in the morning she was taken by road to Pokhara, on a wondrous drive through a valley between mountains and along a road that follows the river. The scenery was beautiful with little villages on their way.  They stopped for a drink and some lunch at a wayside place; Sarah followed Joe around the back where there were benches overlooking the river and they saw people in a dinghy, white water sailing.  The sound of the rushing water as the river was in full flow, and the dinghy was tossed from side to side, made it seem dangerous.  Because of the scents rising from the vegetation and the freshness of the water rushing down the river, Sarah could almost taste the place.   There were narrow bridges over the river with rope sides and just enough room on the bottom to place your feet. The air was clear and they saw a large eagle soaring overhead and the sound of birdsong from the many trees.   They, the driver and Sarah, saw Nepalese women with great loads on their backs crossing these bridges, usually with a band of chattering children, hanging on to their mothers’ skirts.  This was when she realised how hard their lives were; “they do not have motorized transport as we in the West have, and they have to carry everything they need to live, on their backs,” thought Sarah.   She saw women with great water carriers on their backs but fastened around their foreheads with straps.   As they approached Pokhara they could see the white topped mountains and the great fishtail one called Machhapuchhre and Annapurna to one side.  Sarah was to work halfway up that mountain in a school for young Nepalese children. 

 

She was taken to a small village well up in the foothills of Annapurna in the four-wheel drive and deposited in a small dwelling that had been allocated to her by the VSO.  She was taken aback by the welcome she was given; there were vivid coloured wild flowers in a clay pot that gave off a fragile scent of honeysuckle outside the door.  With the help of her driver, they unpacked her few goods from the car and entered the little cottage.  The place was very small, just a living area and basic kitchen fitted with kettle, pan and primary stove.  She had been told to bring paraffin so that she could make hot drinks.  There was a fireplace and some logs, as she understood that it could get very cold at night.  Around the corner in an alcove there was a single bed and a small window that overlooked the valley below and the lake in the middle of which there was the Fishtail Lodge, a hotel where tourists stayed.  Although her home for the next two years was small and basic, she was determined that in her free time she would get rugs and cushions and make it into a real home. She also noticed a small strip of land at the back of the building where she may be able to make a little garden.

 

Joe had stopped in Pokhara where Sarah had bought essentials like milk and bread and Joe, showed her how to light the stove.  They had a hot drink and Sarah made a sandwich for each for them and then he had to sleep in the van in order to help her settle in before returning to Kathmandu.  She unpacked her small bundle of possessions, and made up the bed ready for a good night’s sleep.  She had to sort out her few things the following morning, but now she was in need of rest. 

 

 The fresh air up the mountain was like wine and Sarah was soon fast asleep.

 

She awoke to blue skies and a sunlit mountain and heard the sound of activities going on in the village as she peeped out of her little window.  Sarah heard the clanging of buckets as people were getting water from the village well and there was the sound of laughter of the children.  Her washing facilities were basic but she managed to wash and dress quickly before breakfasting on a banana she had brought with her.  She stepped out of her door and the view was breathtaking.   On the mountains there were green foothills similar to the one she was living on, others were white topped and they were glistening in the sunlight.  The blue of the sky was reflected in the colour of the lake and the effect was exquisite.  The accommodation was almost like a hovel but the outside surroundings certainly made up for it.

 

Joe looked sleepy and a bit crumpled when he came into the cottage and they had a coffee together before he emptied the rest of her things from his car.  He helped Sarah to arrange her meagre belongings around the place and it looked so dismal that he said he would take her into Pokhara where there was a market in the centre of the little town.  “Come on if you are ready,” said Joe.  “I need to get away early to be back in Kathmandu tonight.” 

 

“I need to get to the bank because I wish to buy some goods to make my home comfortable.” Sarah told him.

 

“I’ll show you the way,” said Joe, a bit impatient to be on his way. 

 

They travelled down the mountain and after finding the bank and taking out some of her hard earned savings; Joe took her around the market. She bought a rug, some cushions, and a wooden figure of a Buddha and a lovely woven throw over for her bed so that she could use it as a settee in the daytime. She treated herself to a thick woollen jumper as well as a jacket and hat.  Joe took Sarah back up the mountain with her purchases and after a quick lunch, he was on his way back to headquarters in Kathmandu.

 

Although it is quite warm during the middle of the day it can be cold in the early morning and in the evening after the sun has gone down.  As it was in the middle of the day by this time, Sarah ventured out, with a sweatshirt flung around her shoulders and sensible trainers on her feet, in order to see the area where she was going to live.  There was a backpacker’s bed and breakfast establishment in the village.  This was built with two stories and had a corrugated iron roof.  She noticed that there were electricity lines and that each building is constructed on a terrace that has been cut out of the hillside. She also saw crops of greens, fruit bushes and an apple tree.  Other dwellings can be seen clustered on the hillside each having its own small terrace.  The paths are stony and the road stops at the village.  After that people have to walk everywhere, always upwards on steep hard paths but with the top of the mountains, with their white peaks luring the walker to go on.  She felt a pang of isolation and wondered if she had done the right thing, leaving her home with her family and friends behind.  She shrugged her negative feelings from her shoulders and carried up the path.  After a while Sarah met some men who were carrying great stainless steel pipes up steep gullies in order to bring running water to the village.  She was told that an American tourist was appalled by the hardships of the women, having to carry water from a far well, up the mountain to their homes.  He gave the people of the village a donation so that they were able to buy the materials to bring water there.  

 

 Sarah saw a tiny white goat stepping out from a building by the side of a smallholding.  There was straw on the floor, and it must have just left its mother for the first time.  She saw the gunge that the sheep that followed her lamb was licking from its new -born lamb and felt the wonder of nature.  As she wondered further up the path, the people smiled shyly at her, and she fell in love with the little community immediately. 

 

 


 As she climbed further up the mountain she came to the school, where she had been sent to work.  It was not a conventional school and the children were sat outside on a plateau, where there was a backcloth of the white peaks of the Himalayas.    There were many children sitting cross-legged, quietly listening to their teachers.  They appeared to be of all age groups, some of them quite big.  Most of them were dressed in school uniform, white shirts and grey skirts or trousers, but some of the children had no shoes.  There was a building set at one side of the plateau, where lessons would be given if the weather became inclement.  The children looked healthy and happy and with their big brown eyes, they were adorable.    


Sarah thinks.  “I am here to teach them English so that they may use that skill to enable them to communicate with the many tourists that walk their hillside.  Many of them will perhaps, work in the tourist trade when they leave school.  There is a growing demand for guides on the mountains, as trekking becomes an increasing pastime for the young of many Western countries.  She had been swotting up on their language and had found the words she would need to communicate her lesson introductions.  She thinks. “I can’t believe that I will be staying on this mountain for the next two years. The beauty of it takes her breath away.  The vivid colours of the lake, the grassy outcrops and the little houses jutting out on a tableland over the valley far below seem like a dream.”   


“Namaste,” (meaning Good Morning) she says to the headmaster as he comes forward to welcome her and introduces her to the children.

 

 


“Sawagat chha”, (You’re welcome) he replies.

 

They exchange names and he gives her instructions in stilted English for which she is very grateful.  She is to teach the young children by nursery rhymes and spoken English before embarking on the difficult reading and writing.  Sarah has brought some books with her that may be suitable for very young children.  She will start her lessons by teaching very simple sentences similar to the ones she is learning of their language.  She expects it will be a two way learning process.  She is shown around the schoolhouse.  It is a basic building built in a similar way to her cottage but much bigger.  There is just one large room where the teachers take their lessons in different areas of it.  It is only used when the weather is wet otherwise the children are taught outside on the plateau. 

 

Sarah was not expected to start her job until the Monday and as this is Friday she has two days to settle in and get to know the area.  As she left the school she met a small party of tourists, not really trekkers, but enthusiastic enough to want to do a small trek up the mountainside.  There were six of them but as they passed the school, two of them dropped out and decided to picnic and look at the views from a grass area where they settled down to wait for their friends to complete their walk.  The guide continued up the mountain with the younger, fitter tourists.  He had gathered a numbered of boys from the village to carry the large boxes that carried the picnic that had been prepared by the Fishtail Lodge hotel.  As the school day was at an end Sarah saw many of the children follow the guide and the trekkers up the mountainside.  She wondered what the attraction was until she met the full party returning to the transport that had brought them to the village.  The air was cooler, the meagre evening meal finished and the women were sat on their doorsteps, chatting together whilst waiting for the children to reappear.  She saw more than one little boy give his mother a piece of chicken that he had been given from the picnic boxes. As he had been given these gifts he had thought of his mother, and had brought her a piece of the chicken to taste because he had so enjoyed it. Sarah was so impressed by the care the families had from each other and her heart was full of love for these simple people.

 

When she thought of all the material goods we have in the Western world and she saw how the people of this mountain live, she felt ashamed of the waste and the greed of even the poorest in our own society.  We have no real poverty in the West.  Any poverty we suffer from is of our own making. Drug, alcohol consumption and gambling are the destructive activities of the poor as well as the rich. It was like a celebration as the children brought the gifts to their mothers.  One of the tourists gave a block of soap that he carried in his rucksack whilst another found a few pens in his pocket.  These were precious goods for the mountain people as most were subsistence farmers who grew their own vegetables and maize and used a barter method to exchange their goods.  It was nice for Sarah to talk to the English speaking tourists and their guide who gave her some important information of her surroundings.  One of the tourists said that they had bought a bottle of wine with their dinner the night before at the Fishtail Lodge that would have bought a year of schooling for one of the children.  He was so upset that he had given the school a large donation along with all of the other tourists.  When people see for themselves the difficulties of the Nepalese people, their hearts go out to them, and they want to get some balance in the world.  Sarah was sorry to see her new made friends leave the village and hoped that others would come.  In the meantime she began to try to learn a little of the language of the native population so that she could communicate with the people of the village.  The village centre was now quiet as the children were in bed and their parents were cooling off from their hard day’s work.  Sarah sat out on her little terrace and decided that she was going to cultivate the soil and grow her own fruit and perhaps a few vegetables.  She loved her view and she felt very happy with the scenery and the peaceful solitude of her own place.  

 

“I think I shall be able to settle here Sarah tells herself.”  As the feelings of loneliness begin to fade.

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2

 

 

 

Sarah’s Story

 

I have settled well into my job and I love the children in my care.  There are two other members of staff, the headmaster and a lovely young Indian woman.  Her English is understandable so I have someone to explain any difficulties I may have with the culture of the mountain people.  She lives in Pokhara and she arrives on our mountain on her motorised bike.  It is handy for me because she will sometimes give me a lift into Pokhara where at weekends I may stay in a backpacker’s hostel and get a lift back on Monday morning.  We became very friendly and one weekend she invited me to stay with her family in the town.   

 

I had no idea where she lived and I was surprised when we drew up on the drive of a rather imposing house.  She called out to her parents who came out to greet us warmly.

 

“Lovely to have you with us.” Her mother welcomed me. 



“How are you settling here in Pokhara?” Asked her father.



“I love it,” I replied, with a feeling of great warmth as we all smiled at each other.



“Come into the house and bring in your things, Sahida will take you to your room if you wish to freshen up,” her mother said.

 

I was astounded at the size of the house; I was given a bedroom to myself where an ensuite shower and toilet was installed.  The room was light and airy and the bed looked really comfortable after my rather hard small bed.  I freshened up and Sahida came to find me and as I was ready I followed her to the sitting room, where the rest of the family was assembled.  I was introduced to Sahida’s sister, Taz, who was younger than she was and who led the family a dance, if Sahida was to be believed.  Her brother Taj, a handsome man of about thirty, shook my hand firmly and as I looked into his velvet brown eyes I felt a blush rising on my face and I quickly said it was warm so that I could cover my embarrassment and the confusion I felt.  After a moment the conversation began by us all talking at once until Sahida’s father asked me about my background and the reason I had come to Pokhara to teach.

 

I explained how I was unhappy as a working solicitor in a small northern England town and how I had taken my teacher’s diploma in order to change the direction of my life.  They told me their family name was Menon and the father and the son were both doctors.  The father was the local GP and the son worked in the hospital in Kathmandu.  Sahida had trained to be a teacher in India where they had originated and they were hoping Taz would decide to go to University in Delhi so that she would have a choice of careers. 

 

We had afternoon tea after which we younger people had a stroll in the grounds that edged onto the lake, where we found many strollers and boaters enjoying the afternoon sunshine. 

 

“We are going to the hotel for dinner,” said Taj pointing to the middle of the lake.

 

“Do you have to book?” I asked.  I thought it was just for tourists and I wondered how we were going to get there.  

 

“There is a boat belonging to the Lodge around the other side of the lake,” said Sahida.  We chatted happily and then we decided to have a look around the market in Pokhara.  I decided I would like to buy a small present for the Menons for their kindness and the hospitality they had shown me.  The goods were laid out on the pavements.  It was difficult to find something appropriate but I found a beautifully carved little elephant.  As they were Hindu I thought it might be just right.  We meandered back by the lake and arrived in time to shower and change for our evening.  Taz told me that the dinner party at the Fishtail Lodge was in my honour and that she was thrilled to be going there, as the food was delicious.  I met the family in the hall and they all were beautifully dressed the ladies in colourful evening dresses and Taj and his father in dark suits.  I had taken a smart cocktail frock, my one and only, so I didn’t feel out of it.    

 

We arrived at the lakeside where the boat was fastened up.  Taj helped his mother into the boat and then he held my elbow and gently lowered me into the boat. The two girls skipped in confidently followed by the two men.  The men took the oars and the sound of the water splashing along side of the boat gave me a lovely feeling of calm.  We arrived in the foyer of the hotel, where the hotel manager greeted us.  

 

“How are you Dr Menon and the family?”  Asked the man.

 

“Fine, we have an English guest with us tonight,” answered Dr Menon as he introduced me “She teaches the mountain children with my daughter”’, he said.

 

“How do you find the life here?” He asked as he turned to me.


“I really love it.”  I replied, “The children are so well behaved and eager to learn.


I feel it is a privilege to be here with them.” 


The meal was elegantly served and the food excellent along with the conversation.  They are a very close family but they included me in all the table talk and I have never felt more at home anywhere.  Taj smiled at me across the table and I found myself looking at him only to find he was looking at me.  He has beautiful brown velvet eyes in a skin that is like tanned silk and I find him so attractive that I feel awkward and embarrassed as I turn away from him, lowering my eyes    

 

After the meal, we all returned to the shore by the hotel boat and then we strolled along the shoreline in the sultry night air.  Taj and I became somehow detached from the rest of the party and he held my hand and gently led me to the house at a distance from the others.  We looked at each other and I knew that I was falling in love with this elegant Asian doctor whose gentle ways had attracted me from the start.  He squeezed my hand as we reached the others and his smile held a question along with a promise.  When we arrived inside the house everyone was talking at once, all excited with our evening out.  I wanted to be by myself because of the beating of my heart and the confusing feelings going on in my head. I excused myself as soon as I could and went to bed.  I undressed quickly and got into bed.  Taj was all I could think about, how he looked, how he walked.  I was a teenager again, after my very first date.  I just lay and revelled in the memories of our hand-held stroll back to the house.  I snuggled down in bed and eventually slept.  

 

On the Sunday morning Taj asked me if I would like to visit the Hindu Temple in Pokhara.  We strolled along the paths in the park that held the Temple; there were many families there and the fathers held their children close to them sharing the parenting of the children in a different way to the men of the Western world. The Temple had many steps up to the top and there were many carvings on all sides. 

 

When I saw what the carvings depicted I was very surprised as they showed many positions of sexual pleasures.  Taj explained to me that the Hindu philosophy was for human beings to accept the gift of all pleasures.  I looked at the people there and understood, perhaps for the first time, that our culture of guilt and fear may not be the way to live. 

 

We strolled in the surrounding park and Taj asked me how I felt about the eastern culture. “I find it strange, but think I like the openness of it,” I replied blushing a bit with embarrassment. 

 

The look he gave me with those beautiful brown eyes left me feeling breathless and I felt my body melting when he took my hand. 

 

Taj said, “I love your spirit, your courage in coming to work so far from home along with your vulnerability at the strangeness of this land.” 

 

“I love this land, the mountain people and the mountain where I live.” I replied. 

 

“I am ashamed of the Western world, the waste and greed I see, now from a different perspective. It’s opened my eyes coming here and seeing the hardship of the mountain people.” 

 

Taj smiles at me and gently takes me into his arms.  We kiss and I feel the warmth of our bodies melting together as our embrace becomes closer still. 

 

We pull away from each other as we hear people coming along the path. 

 

“I hope I wasn’t being forward,” Taj says when we are again on our own.

 

“No of course not, I was just as willing as you”.

 

“I find you so attractive, not just your looks but what I see inside.”

 

“I think that it is the difference in our cultures that attracts us to each other, and it may be better to step back a bit before we go too far” I reply because I feel very steamed up and too ready to take an irreversible step.

 

“I’m sorry if I have offended you but I do feel so close to you,” Taj says quietly. 

 

“Just the opposite,” I reply.  “But the feelings I have for you are throwing me into a cauldron of emotions that I find difficult to check. “

 

Again he holds my hand and we stroll happily through the park.  I feel so close to him and my heart is singing as we make our way home to his house.

 

“Where have you two been,” accuses Taz.  “We have been waiting lunch for you and I’m starving”

 

We apologize profusely and lunch is a comfortable meal with all the family seated around the dining table, making interesting conversation.

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 3

 

 

 

We have to return to the mountain, his sister and I.   The week’s work is waiting and we are thrown into it very quickly.  The religious festival, Shevhi, is almost upon us and the children are getting very excited about the local god they are to make to carry through the town on the days of the festival.  I am unsure of their beliefs but I try to understand by reading up on the Hindu religion.  With help from Sahida I begin to enjoy the whole proceedings but I am left tired at the end of each day.  

 

I have been dreaming of Taj and remembering the gentleness of his love.  I keep hoping that I will see him again soon but I know that he has a busy life at the hospital in Kathmandu.         

 

I hear a sound at my door, it is Taj, and he has come to see me on my own. I can’t believe my eyes as he enters my little cottage so unlike his parents’ house.  I feel bewildered by his presence but when he takes me in his arms then I know that this is what I have been waiting for. 

 

“My lovely girl “he whispers and all my body melts as he gently kisses my lips, my eyes and the hollow of my throat.  I have never felt like this before and I hope that it will feel like this forever.  He gently undresses me and we make love on my narrow bed overlooking the lake.  My feelings are spiritual as well as sexual as we come together in a wonderful ecstasy.  I tremble with love as I make us a cup of tea.  He follows me into the little kitchen and again we make love, now standing as we forget the tea. 

 

He stays all night and before the light comes over the mountain he leaves, gently untangling himself from my sleepy arms.  “I love you,” he whispers, as he leaves my side.  “I love you too,” I softly reply. 

 

                                                                                                                                                                          


I awake but feel as if I am still dreaming as I remember the previous night. I feel so light-headed and relaxed and I have a sunny smile on my face.  The children are heavenly at school, they are so caught up with their work on the presentation of Shevhi and they are so well behaved and interested, as well as, excited about the coming festival that I feel a freedom from the responsibility of having to discipline them. 

 

I spend the following days almost in a dream and I am in tune with everything around me.  The children are splendid and the villagers are eyeing me with gentle smiles.  I have a picture of Taj in my head, his beautiful brown eyes, his sculptured brows and long dark lashes.  His fine straight nose and his full sensual mouth accompany me through my thoughts, all my waking hours.

 

The days turn into weeks and it is soon the time of the Hindu Festival.

 

The preparation for the festival fills our working hours and the whole school is involved in it.  The parents also contribute to the making of the food and the atmosphere on our mountain is wonderful.  I have never been so happy and uplifted in my whole life.

 

Everyone in the village is so involved in the festival and the people of Pokhara have their own Goddess whose presence they carry through the streets.  The whole area is in a carnival mood and I hope that Taj will have some time from his duties at the hospital so that he will be able to visit us in Pokhara.  I am longing to see him again soon.  Whilst I am helping the children prepare the festivities I receive a letter from home.  My eighteen year old nephew wants to come trekking during his summer- break before he settles down to go to university in the autumn.  He would like to join me for the three months on my mountain.  My sister realises that I have no room in my cottage but it would be nice for him to have some contact with me before he begins his trek.  I love my nephew Mark; he is the first born of my sister so he has always been very special to all the family.  There is a backpacker’s hostel in our village so I will be able to get him accommodation close to me before he begins his trek.  I am so thrilled with this bit of news and I am waiting to tell Taj about it.  

 

I don’t have long to wait before I see Taj again because he is coming home for the celebrations.  Sahida tells me they have heard from him and he has sent a letter to me brought by his sister.  I can’t wait to open it. It says

 

My darling Sarah,

 

I can’t wait to see you on Friday; I have been thinking of you all the time here in Kathmandu and wishing for us to be together again.  I love the closeness we have found so surprisingly quickly and the commitment we seem to have together.  I miss the things that make us smile. I miss you on your mountain, sat on the terrace you have made into a lovely shaded haven by planting the apple tree and encouraging the wild flowers to grow profusely all around.  

 

   I will see you on Friday.  All my love

 

Taj


 

Our meeting is courteous because his family is there and they are also glad to see him.  I am waiting for the time when we are alone and I can feel his strong arms around me.  We all attend the festival together.  It is a joyous affair. The Goddess is carried through the streets of the village and there is much merriment.  The people sing and dance. Taj and I join in the dancing and we have a wonderful time.

 

We then all go to Pokhara where they have their own Goddess and we again enjoy the carnival spirit of the evening.  Taj drives me home in his four-wheel drive car to my mountain cottage.  We smile sweetly at our neighbours who are just about to go to their beds after the excitement of the day.  We go out to the terrace at the back of the cottage where we can see the lights of Pokhara.  We sit there and drink a coffee I have made for us.  Even though it is dark there is a moon over the mountains and the night is magical with the perfumes of the wild flowers and herbs I have planted to enhance my cooking.  He moves towards me and we fall into each other’s arms.  The intimacy of our minds as well as our bodies carries us to a heaven neither of us had experienced before.

 

The morning is misty with the aftermath of the village bonfire where food had been cooked the night before.   I awake in the arms of Taj and reflect quietly on the beauty of his face. His long eyelashes curl on his cheek and there is a dark shadow on his chin. The bristles are soft and silky as I place a kiss on his sensual mouth.  He opens his eyes and I see the love he has for me shining there. 

 

“Good Morning darling,” he says, “How are you feeling?”

 

“Wonderful” I reply.

 

We snuggle down together in my little narrow bed and the whole world seems to hold its breath.

 

We are shaken out of our reverie when we see the time. Taj has a six-hour drive to get back to Kathmandu where he is on duty at six o’clock.  He has to go and I decide to go with him.  The school is closed for five days for the festival and I shall only be kicking my heels around the village.  We have a hurried breakfast of eggs and I pack a few things into my haversack.  Julian had invited me to stay at the hostel there if I ever wanted a change so I thought that was where I would stay but Taj would not hear of that and said I shall stay with him in his small apartment near to the hospital.

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 4

 

 

 

I am excited at the prospect of being with Taj for a few days and as we drive along by the fast flowing river I tell him about my nephew, Mark, coming to see me.

 

He is pleased for me to have one of my sister’s children visiting me and he is looking forward to meeting Mark.  Our few days pass too quickly and although Taj is on call all the time we do find a little time to be together.  Whilst Taj is working I visit Julian at the headquarters of V.S.O. The building houses his living quarters where his wife and young son live so I get to see his family again.  I met them when I first arrived and Sue, his wife, had been positively welcoming because she was so pleased to have an another woman from the same country as herself.  She loves the life with Julian in Kathmandu but she sometimes longs for a friendly chat with someone from her home country.  It was nice for me to have someone to whom I could confide so I told her of my involvement with this wonderful man.

 

“Come again soon. “Sue shouts as she waves me off from her doorstep.  “And bring Taj next time.”

 

“I will.” I reply, waving back as I pass through the gate.

 

I get back to the apartment after visiting a small supermarket that Sue has told me about.  The shop is very small after our own supermarkets, nothing like Sainsbury’s, and very limited in its goods but I manage to stock up a little in household goods like soap and other necessities.  I also buy fresh vegetables and a small chicken so that I can make Taj a farewell dinner.  I have booked a flight back to Pokhara for the following day and this will be our last night together for quite some time.  

 

He manages to get home in time for a meal with me but then he has to go back as there has been a road accident in the centre of Kathmandu and all hands has to be on deck.  We cling together as he leaves and I know that I will not see him before I have to fly back to Pokhara.  

 

I arrive at the airport in Kathmandu where I have to pass the passport control and the clerk has an officious streak and has a lot of questions as to my credentials.

 

I patiently answer, trying not to lose my temper and I am then reluctantly allowed to pass through.  I take up my seat on the plane and as we fly above the Himalayas I am amazed at the beauty of the mountains and I feel emotional, my spirits rising as I see the magnificence of it all.  I remember the time Taj and I have had together and feel the wonderful love we have to share.

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 5

 

 

 

Life at the school is now back to normal and I receive letters from Taj brought by Sahida who will pick up any letters from the Post Office in Pokhara and bring them with her when she comes to school on her scooter.  I have also heard from Mark to say he will be coming to see me at the end of June when he will have finished his “A” levels.  Time has passed for me and I have less than a year before my time in Pokhara is ended and I shall have to decide what I want to do next.  I know I don’t want to leave Taj but I feel awkwardness when I see his parents as I feel that they do not approve of our relationship.  When I mention this to Sahida she says that her parents are very liberal in all their views and that she loves me very much.  

 

My life is wonderful.  I enjoy my teaching and my friendships with the village people who include me in their many activities.  My nearest neighbours are a lovely family and I have their son, Raj, in my class.  He is always hanging around me and his mother is forever scolding him but I love his company and I am learning a lot about their culture and language from him.  I see Taj as often as I can. He comes to me whenever he has a spare bit of time from his busy schedule.  Our closeness is wonderful and I feel his nearness whenever I think of him.

 

Mark is arriving shortly and I am feeling very excited at the prospect of having him staying in the bunkhouse in the village.  He is intending to stay a week before he sets out on his trek.  Like all boys, he has many friends and two of them are coming with him.  I have arranged their accommodation and I am planning a welcome party for the three of them.  I am hoping that Taj will be able to attend and Sahida has promised to help me prepare a party that will include the village people. There is not that many of them and with the apples from my tree and the herbs and vegetables from my fertile garden I should be able to attempt to make a lovely feast.  One of my neighbours has chickens and he has promised to sell me three.  I have had an oven now for three weeks as the electricity supply has been extended to all the village houses.   Our water supply is now in place brought at the expense of our American benefactor, as well as, the hard work of all the villagers who live on our mountain.  

 

Today I have received a letter from Taj to say that he will be able to come to the party and that he will stay for the weekend. I am so happy that my nephew will meet Taj so that when he goes home he will be able to confirm the wonderful description I have given them of my lovely man.  I write regularly to my mother and my sister so they know how I feel about Taj.  They are very open-minded and they are happy for me.  

 

The day has arrived and Mark and his friends are here in Pokhara.  They are all three very tired as they thumbed a lift on an old truck from Kathmandu.  They had to load and unload it for the ride and it wasn’t the smoothest of rides.  The rest of the way they had trekked.  After giving them some soup and a hot drink, I took them straight to the bunkhouse, as they were dead on their feet.  Introductions will wait until tomorrow.

 

I awoke to a beautiful morning. I have a great lot to do today. The chickens were already cooked, that’s how I made the soup I gave to the boys last night. SahiIda and I chopped the vegetables and made quiches.    The chickens have been roasted and cut into pieces, as many as we could divide them into.  I have little room in my cottage but my neighbours are keeping some of the prepared plates that I have covered with cloths to keep in cool places ready for the celebrations. 

 

All the villagers are helping with the preparation and the children from the school are moving any tables and chairs we can borrow for the older people to be comfortable.

 

Mark arrives in the midst of our preparations and I hug him to me because I am so glad to see him.

 

“How’s everyone at home?”  I ask him when I at last let him out of my arms.

 


“Great, thanks.” He replies giving me a roguish wink.

 

“Meet my friends, Keith, he is the musical one and he’s brought his guitar.”

 

“Here’s Jack, he is the cheeky one and he’ll make you laugh.”

 

I shake hands with Keith.  We smile and he has a twinkle in his deep blue eyes. 

 

“Pleased to meet you.” He drawls in a soft Irish accent that immediately reminds me of my friend Ann.  Ann and I haven’t been in touch for some time and I remember that it is my turn to reply to her letter.

 

I turn to shake hands with Jack who gives me a wolf whistle and a cheeky grin.

 

I tell them that all the activity they can see around them is for them and that the whole little village has been invited to the welcome party, they look quite taken aback but they all grin and look pleased.  As they are young and healthy men, they have forgotten their arduous journey and are ready for the party.

 

 

 


Chapter 6

 

 


 


It is now lunchtime and I have Mark and his mates sitting on my terrace overlooking the valley.  They are really impressed with the views and the blue sky and the warm sun.  Sahida is with us and the boys are very impressed with her as well.

 

Taj is expected anytime and I am getting excited at the prospect of having Taj meet Mark and his friends.

 

I hear a motor engine stop outside and I rush to the front door to meet Taj. He is in casual clothes and his handsome face is wreathed in smiles.

 

“Mark, come and meet Taj.” I shout before Taj has the chance to get out of his car. I am so thrilled to have my nephew meet the man I adore.

 

Mark rushes through the little living room from the terrace and stands shyly by me as Taj makes his way through the obstructive tables and chairs.

 

“What’s all this?” He asks as he finds his way to the door.  “I thought it was an obstacle race.”

 

Mark is a handsome boy, his thick hair is auburn in colour but the sun he has been travelling under has streaked it to all shades and any girl would pay pounds to have the highlights that shine there.  He is tall and he may have stopped growing now at his six feet two inches.

 

He moves forward to shake Taj’s hand and he seems happily surprised at the strength of the handshake he receives in return.

 

“Good to meet you”.  Mark smiles.

 

“Good to meet you Mark, at last.” Taj replies in a warm tone of voice.

 

The people are all out now ready for the party and Sahida and myself assemble the plates from various houses and the old people are settled in chairs.

 

The boys are introduced and the villagers smile shyly and all shake them by the hand.   The party has begun.

 

The food is delicious although we have made it ourselves. Some of it seems strange to the Nepalese but the plates are soon cleared and everyone seems satisfied.

 

Keith brings out his guitar and he sings some folk songs.  Although they are Western songs, Taj and Sahida know them and begin to sing along with the boys and me.   The children know some of the words because I have taught them to them ready for this party.  The parents listen to the chorus and then they also sing some of the words.   

 

Mark gets Sahida up to dance and Taj and I do the same.  In no time at all the children and their parents join in our merry party and even some of the older, fitter ones join in as well.  We have a wonderful time and some other backpackers from the bunkhouse join us and the whole village is alight with music and merrymaking.

 

The children are sleepy and go to bed without the usual protest.  The parents sit out in the lovely clear night and we chat with them and I feel closer to them than I have before.

 

Eventually the party breaks up and Sahida goes home on her scooter to Pokhara and Taj and I are left alone. We close the door and fall into each other’s arms.





 

 

 

 

Chapter 7

 

 

 

I feel breathless; I have been waiting for this moment since Taj came to the door five hours before.  I look at his dark brown eyes and sink into their depths. His face looks so serious and he touches my face with both hands.  He strokes my hair and kisses the corner of my mouth.  I want him so desperately; my body feels like it is melting and my eyes cannot leave his face as he gently lowers me onto the bed.  He kisses my throat and I lean towards his to kiss his mouth. We kiss hungrily and a burning passion that has been simmering all day comes to the surface and I cannot wait for him to undress me as he has before.  I tear off his shirt and I kiss his chest.  I feel the passion rise within him and he takes my breasts in his hands one at a time and encircles my nipples with his tongue. His kisses go down my body and I almost faint with ecstasy.  I have this longing for him with each of us loving the other with tenderness and ultimate desire.

 

He turns on his side towards me and looks deeply into my eyes.  “I truly love you.”  He whispers.  He gently lays me on my back and enters me gently and then with a passion I have not felt in him before. We ride each other and I feel that spirituality that I always feel when we make love. It’s like being in a holy place where love is in abundance.  We lie sated by our lovemaking and we do not sleep for a long time because we do not want to lose this wonderful feeling that has seeped into us.

 

We awake late on the Sunday morning tangled up in the sheet and each other’s arms. The sun is high in the sky and I jump out of bed because I think that Mark will soon be calling with his friends.  Taj is sleeping peacefully so I quietly slip out of bed, wash, dress and make a pot of tea.  I take my cup out onto the terrace and have the whole world to myself where I contemplate the wonder of my life. 

 

“How about a cup for me, my little wife?” asks Taj.



“There’s some in the pot, my darling husband”. I reply. 



He joins me on the terrace and we embrace as we sit together and smile at each other like cats that have had the cream.  We sit quietly and feel so content with each other that we don’t hear Mark and his friends as they creep around the corner of our terrace.

 

“Caught you”. Says Mark.



“Caught me what?” I ask.



“Having a snog,” says the cheeky Jack.



Taj has to laugh and I leave them to make a coffee for them and a bit of breakfast for us all.

 

We have a lazy day together.  Taj had brought a few bottles of wine and we still have a couple left over from the previous night so we sit together, the five of us and chat amiably and drink some wine.  Later we all have a walk up to the school where I show Mark and his friends where I work.   We walk further up the mountain and Taj and I show them the terraces and the White Mountain tops to a place where they can see the distant valleys and peaks beyond our mountain.  

 

“There are many treks up here but I hope that you have secured the service of a reputable guide,” says Taj.

 

“We found one last night at the party.” says Mark.  “He does it for a living and he is the older brother of the boy who I have seen here with you Sarah.”

 

“Oh I am so glad that you are employing one of the villagers.” Taj and Sarah answer in unison “They have the local knowledge and they also need the work.”

 

The boys are energetic and I am feeling languid so Taj and I return to the cottage where we can spend our last few hours together, and the lads can climb the higher slopes as a practice for their longer trek.

 

We have a last meal together before Taj has to set off for Kathmandu and the rest of our time is spent gently making love.  I see him off, waving until the motor is out of sight and then I turn into my cottage and busy myself preparing something to eat for Mark and the boys when they return from their trek.

 

The week soon passes and then I am seeing Mark and his friends off on their long trek.  I know I won’t see them again until I get home to England because the treks are designed to cover new ground and they will end in a different village.  I will miss Mark because we have always been close and his sense of humour and his cheeky grin have always pulled at my heartstrings.  After their trek, arranged transport will take them directly to Kathmandu.

 

I feel sad when I return from waving off the lads and I decide I will write to Ann, my college friend, in Dublin.  Her last letter was full of news about our mutual friends at the teacher training college.  David had become Head of Department of Maths at a college in Ruthin.  John was seeing his children again and his wife was giving him a chance to start again.  Ann was back in Dublin teaching Business Studies to mature students such as bankers and accountants.   

 

The three of them had met up as we had all promised to do but as I was a long way away I missed the first meeting.  They had all met in Manchester and had a lovely time going to the theatre and having dinner afterwards.  I know Ann has a soft spot for David as he is the quiet one, and I suspect, the most caring.  His father is rather lonely and David lives close to him in Ruthin.

 

John is teaching Marketing at the University of Edinburgh and is living near his old home where his wife and children still live.  He is also involved with the Open University and this extra work brings in the money that is needed to keep two homes going.  The separation had been bitter but now he is hoping that the marriage will eventually mend and that the family will be together again.  

 

I have told Ann about my meeting with Taj but not how close we have become, as I haven’t written to her for quite a few weeks.  It is not a secret but I feel so excited and sure about it all that I don’t want to mention it yet as I feel that I am in a dream and that I shall wake up.

 

I tell her about the festivals and the party for Mark and his friends and that I am feeling a bit lonely now Mark is on his way and Taj is busy at the hospital.  I invite her to come in her holidays if she can and I say that I shall be able to book her in at the Fishtail Hotel.  It’s just a pipe dream but I am missing my friends and family at the moment.

 

She told me that she has met someone in Dublin but is not very sure how it will work out.  I hope that she finds someone to live the rest of her life with and that she will have a happy one.  

 

I write to my sister to tell her what a lovely lad Mark has turned into and how he and his friends brightened up our quiet lives.  How I am now missing his laughter and his music.  The villagers still smile and wave when I am about and thank me for the party.


Life is back to normal and Taj is hoping to come over this weekend.  He plans to get the airplane from Kathmandu and be here earlier than if he travelled by road.

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 8

 

 

 

Taj has decided to come by plane and I am waiting in the tiny airport lounge.  It is so small that the man behind the desk is close to the form where I am sitting.  He looks at me curiously.


I smile at him and tell him that I am waiting for a friend, who will be on the plane from Kathmandu.  He nods and smiles back.  


The evening sky is clear, a swatch of horizontal white cloud shows across a bright sky.


 We hear the little plane approach and we stand to watch it descend, it splutters and we hear the engine miss a beat, as we stand there petrified, unable to move. The plane turns and hits a line of trees on the left of the runway.  Flames shoot in the air and a horrible sound of crunching metal is heard all around.  More flames reach in to the sky and a belch of black smoke obliterates the sun.  There is a stench of burning flesh as the fire consumes the people on the plane.


My life is empty; I feel a bleak grey cloud hovering over my head.  The joy I had only yesterday has gone forever.  The unbearable sadness of my loss is as if I am carrying a heavy burden in my heart.  I have lost the lovely man who had made my life whole.  The harsh reality of his death has left me overwhelmed with grief. I have had only a few months of loving Taj but I know that it was a love that would have lasted our lifetimes. The beauty of his countenance, the living light in his eyes, the tenderness of his soul haunts me with an unbearable sadness and great loss.  I miss his presence, his gentle humour and the light of love that shone in his eyes.  But knowing that our love was real must sustain me and keep me sane,

 

I had arranged to meet his plane from Kathmandu at the little airport at Pokhara. I was waiting on a wooden bench when someone called out to close the door because when the plane lands on the dry runway it fills the airport waiting room with choking dust.  But the plane didn’t land on the runway; it crashed into the trees alongside it.  The fuel ignited and the plane became a blazing inferno. There are no survivors.  The noise is harrowing as the flames lap the little plane and the smoke chokes the people waiting to take the journey back to Kathmandu.  There is much confusion as a small local fire engine arrives to try to put out the fire.  By this time the word has got around and Sahida and her family arrive at the site.  We can’t believe what we are seeing and the horror of the crash hits us and tears pour from our eyes. One of the firemen is fighting for his breath, as the smoke has overcome him.  Dr Menon gets to him quickly and with the help of the contents of his black bag that Sahida brings from the car he alleviates the man’s discomfort and helps him to board the small ambulance that has arrived, by this time.  There is a small hospital in Pokhara where Dr Menon sees to his patients and although it is very basic, the doctor does the best he can with the lean facilities there.

 

The Menons know of Taj and my involvement and they are supportive of my grief as we stay at the airport, all of us dazed.  The firemen have now doused the flames but the task of bringing out the bodies has begun. Relatives of the locals who were expected on the plane have now arrived, as well as, tour guides who were expecting clients arriving also on the plane. Their clients being mostly young backpackers who were here to trek up the mountains.  There were also a few mature people who were booked into the Fishtail Lodge.

 

There is chaos everywhere, the harrowing grieving of all the people, the sights and smells of burning flesh, the acid fumes caused by the aviation fuel, now obliterate the beauty of the landscape, and a great plume of smoke is reaching up to an unseen sky.

 

Taj’s parents take me back to their house.  I am very confused about the Hindu religion and I don’t understand what will happen now.  They are very kind to me although they are dealing with their own loss of a son.  

 

They give me the room I have used before and I curl up in bed in the foetus position and shake with shock and grief.  Everything feels unfamiliar.   

 

I am in a dream world and nothing is as it should be.  I begin to long for my own family, my mother and dad who have been there for me, all my life.  Their love for my sister and myself has been constant, all our lives.  My unhappiness is inconsolable; I need someone to hold me because I feel so alone.  I feel an arm around my shoulder and feel the warmth of another human being.  Sahida has slipped into bed with me and she wraps me in her arms, and we cry together for what seems like the whole night.  

 

Dr Menon gently holds us and says we must have some medication so that we will get some rest.  He has already seen to his wife and other daughter and they have now settled down.  We take the tablets and eventually fall into a drugged sleep.

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 9

 

 

 

I awake on my own and the sun is high in the sky. I must have slept for many hours.   I am very confused about what will happen next.  I know a little of the Hindu religion, the little Taj has told me about.  I try to remember the incarnation and the Karma, the actions and consequences of one life being carried to the next.  When I was on holiday in Thailand the guide had pointed out a poor shack by the river and a grand villa next door. He told us this story of incarnation, saying that the man that lived in the villa must have lived a good and gracious life, whilst the shack owner had led a bad one.  I thought the Thais were Buddhists.  Perhaps they share some of the same principles.  Samsara is the process of birth and rebirth continuing for life after life.  I know that the Hindus believe in cremation and for that matter, so do my parents and I; it is a cleaner way of disposing of the dead.  I am so confused and miserable I don’t want to leave my bed.  I lie there and try to remember what Taj had told me about his beliefs.  I remember that a pyre is where the body is burned but Taj is already burned.  I remember that most Hindus like their ashes to be cast into the River Ganges, but that river is so far away. What is going to happen? 

 

There is a gentle knock on the door and Mrs Menon brings me a cup of tea.

 

“Have a bit of toast with the tea and you will feel better.” She says with a look of great sadness on her face.

 

“I will, thank you.” I reply and then I feel so thoughtless that all the family feel exactly as I do, and I am languishing in bed whilst they are coping by doing everyday things.

 

After drinking the tea and eating one bite of the toast, I shower and dress and join the others in the sitting room.

 

 


The cremation has to be arranged, Taj will be placed on a pyre and his ashes scattered on the river Bagmati.  This river eventually flows into the river Ganges, the holiest river for the Hindu people   

 

All Pokhara is devastated by the tragedy and some of the families have also lost love ones.  There are foreign tourists and back-packers lost and officials are involved in informing the next of kin.  I need to let my family know and I try to find a way to contact Mark, who may be able to get back to me soon.

 

A guide in the village knows the route that Mark and his friends have taken.  By taking a different path he can perhaps waylay them, meeting them at a point where they will be able to retrace their steps back to Pokhara.

 

The strangeness of the time, the sadness of the place makes me long for Mark to be with me.  I know that he is a sensitive boy, who will support me.

 

Sahida tells me the school is closed for a day or two, until the cremations of all the victims are completed.  I try to keep myself busy helping the Menon family but I know that soon I will have to return to my cottage in the village. 

 

I don’t know how I survived the day of the cremation of Taj.  I did not understand what was happening but I followed Sahida across the river from the Pashupatinath Temple with all the other women of the funeral party. The Temple is only open for the men and I was told that the priest said that one of the central aims of Hinduism is the stability and the welfare of the world.  The four stages of man, the student, the householder, the forest recluse and the wandering holy man, had been cut off for Taj, as he was a young man who had not completed the first two.  He said some other words I did not understand; in fact I didn’t understand any of it and felt my legs go from under me as I fainted. 

 

Mrs Menon took my arm and gently let me to the car and helped me into it.  I was glad to get away from the funeral rites, as I felt afraid and uneasy.  I also felt nauseous. She gave me a drink of water she had in the car and I told her I was fine and for her to go back to the River, where the ceremony was being held.  I sat quietly in the car and thought that the dead live on in all of us.  I remember my grandmother dying and yet I thought of her all the time because I loved her.  Taj will live on in me, a conjoined love always present, I know that he will live within me, all the days of my life.

 

After the ceremony I asked Dr Menon if he would take me back to my cottage in the village.  I felt I was an embarrassment to them and I wanted to be alone.  I sneaked in to the door and curled myself up on the bed. I felt as if I had done something wrong.  I remember the night of Mark’s party and the bleakness of the forever I shall have to face now, without my lover.  I miss the smile upon his face; I miss the love and care he always showed to me, I miss the laughter and the committed love he gave to me.  How will I live on in this world without him?

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 10

 

 

 

Mark has been contacted and he is here knocking at my door. I crawl out of bed and he hugs me as he enters the room.

 

“My God Sarah what has happened to you, I’ve never seen you look so ill.” He says.

 

“I haven’t slept or eaten since Taj’s funeral and I feel so dreadful that I just want to die.” I sob.

 

Mark holds me close and pats my back gently, trying to console me.  I think this is not right; I should not be putting my eighteen-year-old Mark through this.  

 

I wipe my eyes and try to smile. “I bet you are hungry after the trek, I’ll make us a meal and a hot drink.”

 

He agrees and we get the paltry supplies together. There is a bit of smoked meat and with vegetables and herbs from the terrace we have the makings of some soup.  Mark brews a pot of tea and I start peeling and preparing the vegetables for the soup.

 

“I couldn’t believe what I heard about the crash, I had no idea that Taj would be on the plane.” Mark said as he brewed the tea.

 

“I don’t know if you knew but Taj and I were very close.  We loved each other.”

 

I tell Mark.

 

“I know, I could see how it was between both of you, when we were here before our trek.” He replies

 

He had left his friends to come to me because he didn’t want to spoil their holiday.

 

They had wanted to return with him but he felt that they would have been too much for me to cope with, at this bad time.  He was right; I just needed someone of my own family. 

 

The day after Mark’s arrival, Julian from V.S.O., contacted me to say that he was sending a replacement for my job and Joe would bring her the following day and that I was to have some leave with them in Kathmandu.  I didn’t want to leave Pokhara.  Mark and I had been a walk around the lake and had called in to see the Menons.  They were coping by doing the ordinary things they always did, Dr Menon was back in his practice and Mrs Menon was consoling herself by talking of reincarnation, Samsara and Karma.  When I left I felt so alone, as I could not enter this strange world of Hinduism.

 

Mark took my hand and said,” I will come with you to Kathmandu and stay with you until my friends reach there for our flight home.”

 

I was glad of Mark’s support and Julian and Sue’s quiet company.  I fretted when I was alone and I felt really ill.  The loss of the presence of Taj, as my lover and my friend, devastated me.  I could not envisage a life without him.  I want to go back to Pokhara because my times with Taj have mostly been there.  I want to feel his presence around me; I want to be in my little cottage where some of his things have been left; a shaver, a comb and his boots for walking.   I need to be alone for a bit but I know if I go there I shall have to start my job again because there is not room for my replacement teacher and myself.

 

It is Mark’s time to return home.  Keith and Jack have arrived back from their trek and I see them off at the airport at Kathmandu.

 

Mark is still caring for me and I know that I will miss him very much, but his University year starts soon and he has to be home for that.

 

“Take care, Sarah”.  He smiles as he holds me close and I reply, “I will and you all have a safe journey home.”

 

“I will soon be back in England,” I call as they leave me outside of the Airport Departures 

 

When I arrive back at Julian and Sue’s I ask Julian if he can arrange for me to take up my post again in Pokhara.  He agrees and contacts Joe to take me.  I am glad to go back and Sahida meets me as Joe delivers me just after the end of the school day.  Jill, my replacement, has her things packed and Joe takes her back to Kathmandu. Jill is a competent driver and promises to take the first leg of the trip so that Joe can have a rest before he takes up the wheel again.

 

Sahida follows me into the cottage and gives me a sisterly hug.  I am so pleased to see her we have always been good friends.  She has not censored me for the love I had for her brother and I am happy that she is here to greet me home.

 

She has to go down the mountain home and I am left alone.  I wander around the small space looking for signs of Taj.  I see his boots by the door to the terrace and I take them out there with me, as I remember the lovely walks we had together on our mountain.  I find his comb and hug it to my heart.  The floodgates of tears start then and I cry and rock myself until the exhaustion gives way to a troubled sleep. 

 

The morning is bright and I know that I have to meet the day as best I can.  I have to start school and my neighbour’s boy is waiting outside my door.

 

He takes my hand and says in his broken English “How are you feeling Miss?

 

I smile wanly and say.  “I’m fine”.  We meander up the mountain to the school where he leaves me to join his friends

 

The day seems long but I find that the children are especially good for me as if they know of my sadness.

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 11

 

 

 

Unknown to me, my parents have received a telephone call from Mark, before he left Kathmandu.  He feels that his Aunt Sarah is not fit to be left alone and that she needs his grandparents.

 

He knows that I am unwell and suspects that I may be fretting my life away.

 

They receive the call at 2.00am and are frantic at the news.  Their thoughts were in chaos as Joe, my father made Mary, my mother, calm down.  He put the kettle on for a cup of tea, as she wailed, “What can we do?”  “Sarah, is at the other end of the world, where she has lost the man she loves, in an air crash”

 

Joe arranged things as quickly as possible.  He phoned the airport and was given details of how they could reach their destination.  It was to be an arduous journey.  The shuttle to Heathrow, then a flight to Delhi with an onwards flight to Kathmandu. After that they would have to take the small plane to Pokhara or arrange a lift by road.  The village would have to be reached by a four- wheel drive vehicle

 

Mark had asked Julian to arrange to meet Sarah’s parents to give them some respite before their tackling the journey to Pokhara.  The little airport had been closed because of the crash and the alternative method of travel was time consuming.  Julian hoped that the airport would have re-opened by the time Joe and Mary arrived.     

 

There was a thick fog in Kathmandu the following morning because of all the pollution and the plane was delayed.  The troubled parents had to wait endlessly for the air to clear before the plane could take flight.  Eventually it was time to take to the air and the white mountaintops stood magnificently over the lower greener hills and the beauty of the place enthralled Joe and Mary.

 

“If only we had come before “, mutters Joe almost to himself.

 

“I can’t believe the splendour of it all,” says Mary, as she feels sad because of the circumstances of their journey.

 

“Sarah must love it here” she whispers to Joe.  “Perhaps not any more because of her loss of Taj          

 

They arrive at the airfield and as they step off the plane they feel the immensity of the tragedy.  They stand close together as if their nearness will protect them from the awful hollow feelings they have.  They know no one and the strangeness of the place, makes them feel helpless.  There is a taxi outside the airport and they ask the driver if he will take them to a suitable hotel.

 

“The only suitable hotel in Pokhara for Western tourists is the Fishtail Lodge” they are told.

 

They are taken to the edge of the lake where the boat is tied and a porter from the Lodge helps them to place their luggage into it.  They marvel at the surrounding views and begin to understand the enthusiasm of their younger daughter and the love she has for this heavenly place.

 

They settle in to their allocated room at the hotel where they quickly freshen up, ready for the next step of their journey.  Joe makes his way to the Reception so that he may find some information about the way that they can go up the mountain, to find their lovely daughter. They can hire a four- wheel drive vehicle belonging to the hotel that will take them on their sad journey.

 

Sarah had just arrived home from school, where she had tried to keep her thoughts on the work she was doing with the children but was having little success.  Her class was aware of her unhappiness and had acted with sympathy, giving her gentle smiles and looks. 

 

 There was a gentle tap on her door.  She can’t believe her eyes when she sees her parents there on her doorstep.

 

“My God.” she cries.  “However did you get here, I’m so glad to see you both,” she says as she falls into her parents’ arms and sobs as though her heart will break.  Her father gently leads her inside and sits her down with her mother who cannot let her go.

 

Joe can see how hard this loss is for Sarah and on no account are they leaving her here on her own.  He gathers her few belongings together and ushers Mary and Sarah into the four-wheel drive and they descend the mountain for the last time.  He takes them back to the hotel and then contacts Julian to tell him that they are taking Sarah home.  

 

“May I use your telephone again,” he asks the receptionist at the hotel desk.  “I need to book plane tickets to Kathmandu.”

 

“Of course” she replies.  “I will do it for you if you wish.”

 

“Do you want the first flight I can get or would you rather wait until tomorrow?”  She asks.

 

“Tomorrow will be best so that we can rest before starting on our long journey.” He replies

 

“I’ll get on to it and let you know.” She smiles kindly at Joe and proceeds to telephone the airport.

 

Joe goes back to the room and he decides that they will stay together for the night as there are two queen size beds in the room and he doesn’t want Sarah to be alone.  

 

He arranges room service for a meal and they settle down eventually to sleep.

 

Mary holding Sarah in her arms until they finally sleep.

 

We arrive home after a long journey, exhausted, and after a cup of tea, we fall into bed.  My bed has been quickly made up in my old room.  I sleep for hours and awake to the sound of the TV BBC news programme.  It is six o’clock in the evening and I can’t believe I have slept so long.  I shower, dress quickly and go downstairs to find my family.  I remember the feel of the house, the sweet smell of citrus my mother uses in the bathroom and the kitchen. I feel the warm ambiance and the softness of the thick carpet, under my bare feet.  It’s so good to be home.

 

My parents greet me with a smile and a hug.  We have always been a demonstrative family, letting each other know that we are loved.

 

I can’t act as though I am ill, although I do not feel exactly well.  I decide that I will have to find a job and get on with my life.  Although at the moment I feel like my life is over.

 

We have a couple of days doing very little, just resting and doing the ordinary chores.  My father has to go back to work, as he is responsible for a team of men and he goes reluctantly as he does not want to leave us.  My mother has retired early so I have company during the day.  I start to look for a teaching job in my own town.  As there is a shortage of supply teachers, I soon find a position in the next town, which is seven miles away.  I start my job teaching English to first formers and I enjoy it very much.  

 

After a couple of months I begin to get sick every morning and I do not feel well after tea.  I visit the doctor and he says that I am pregnant.  “Oh my God.” I think.

 

But then I rejoice and feel alive for the first time since I lost Taj. 



I have lightness in my step as I arrive home with my news.



“Mother.” I call out when I step over the doorstep.



“What is it, love?” My mother asks.



I run into the house and tell her my news.



She looks shocked and then she smiles and says she is sure that I will want Taj’s child and that she will help me all she can.

 

We make plans, she will child- mind for me so that I can earn a living and bring up my baby.  My father will not retire for a number of years and by that time my child will be at school.  I know my father has ambitions to travel and perhaps winter in the sun sometimes, and I would hate to spoil their retirement.  My mother shrugs my feelings off and says by the time dad retires things may have changed and I may have found someone new.  The way I feel now that will not happen.   I hug myself and feel comfort that Taj’s child is living in my womb.

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 12

 

 

 

Simon is born; he is eight pounds and has the longest eyelashes I have ever seen.  As I feed him at my breast I feel the closeness of his father.  He has a sprinkling of dark silky hair and I adore him with all my heart.  My parents are thrilled with him and my sister loves him on sight.

 

I know he will always have people to love him although Taj is not here and he will miss having a dad.  My own dad will be a good granddad and I know he will teach him the manly things in life, I have often thought that dad would have liked a son but had two daughters.  His joy when Mark was born was great and I know he will love Simon with the enthusiasm he shows to Mark.

 

I have kept in touch with my friends from college and I have received today, an invitation to Ann’s wedding.  She has been lecturing at the University of Cork and I have kept in touch, although I have not met up with any of them because of my circumstances.

 

Simon is three years old now and he is such a sweetie.  I have spent all my free time looking after him.  I kept on my teaching supply work and my mother has looked after him during the week school times.  I rush home to mother’s to pick him up and take him home to my little cottage, for which I have managed to get a mortgage.  I get him his tea and then we read a book whist we snuggle together until it’s time to take his bath. He loves the water and he splashes whilst I soap his little body and he doesn’t even object to having hair washed and rinsed.  I reach him out and dry him on a fluffy white towel and dry his now thick silky curls.

 

We play the piggy goes to market game and when he is sleepy and warm I tuck him into his cot. 

 

I am unsure about going to Ireland to Ann’s wedding because I don’t want to leave Simon.  My mother is insisting that I have a break because she will love having Simon for a full weekend.  I get on with my marking and push any decision to the back of my mind.  I used to mark any work at school but since I have had Simon I rush home to spend with him what little time there is before he is ready for bed.    It is time I made my meal and consider what I intend to do.

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 13

 

 

 

Charlie

 

Charlie was a handsome young man who was popular with all his friends.  He was a carefree lad who had always wanted to be a fireman.  At the age of twenty he joined the local fire brigade.  He also loved to dance. At the local dance hall in Ruthin, he spent his free Saturday nights dancing to the local dance band.  He wasn’t forward but he always had a twinkle in his eye and a broad smile for the girls until he met Amy, who stole his heart.  Amy was the eldest of three sisters, and although she was only sixteen she was mature for her age, because their father had been away in the war, she had to help her mother with her two siblings.  

 

Charlie and Amy became a couple and their friends and relations noted their closeness.  No -one could put a pin between them.  Amy worked in the local library and they saved their money, after paying their dues to both their families.

 

By the time Amy was nineteen they had enough for a deposit on a small terraced house on the outskirts of Ruthin.

 

They persuaded Amy’s parents to give their consent to the marriage and they had a quiet wedding and moved straight into their new home together.

 

There was not a lot of money to spare for the first few years, but they had each other, and they still loved to dance on Saturday nights, enjoying long walks together on Sundays.  After a year Amy started to want a baby to complete the happiness they had found together.  Charlie was just as keen to have children and soon they were planning a family. 

 

David was born on the 15th November 1962 when his father was 23 years old and Amy, his mother, was 21 years old.  They were young strong parents and their son was the apple of their eye.  David was a beautiful baby with golden curls and blue eyes fringed with dark long lashes, exactly like his fathers.  Amy felt a rush of maternal love as soon as the baby was put into her waiting arms.  Charlie brought the largest bunch of flowers the maternity home had ever seen and he and Amy smiled together, as he held his arms around his wife and son. 

 

David was five years old when Charlie had an accident at work.  He was attending a vicious fire when the building gave way and sent Charlie falling down through a ceiling on to the floor below.

 

When the fire brigade reached the paper mill, the raging fire was sending up sparks that could be seen for miles around.  Charlie was the first to step down from the fire engine.  He wore his protective clothing and carried his equipment at the ready.  His team stepped into the building to find the fire was on the second floor.  It was here that the chemicals used for the manufacture of paper were kept the air was stifling and the burning paper crackling, whilst throwing black burnt flakes in to the air.  The men used their hoses and the flames seemed to die.  The firemen felt they had control of the situation when a great explosion of chemicals filled their space.  The team had to retreat from the area.  Charlie was caught at the other side of the room.  He called for his men to leave the building whilst they could.  Charlie broke a window at the side of the building with flames following him persistently near as he jumped, the floor collapsed beneath him and he lay unconscious on the ground below.

 

 

 

  His back was injured and he was taken to hospital where the prognosis was not good and it was suspected that he was paralysed.  Amy was desperate to see him so she phoned the school where David was and asked if they would keep him there if she could not get back from the hospital in time. 

 

Charlie had been made as comfortable as possible when Amy arrived.

 

“How are you feeling darling?” she quietly asked.

 

“Not too bad but I can’t feel my feet.” He replied.

 

It took weeks for Charlie to convalesce but he was soon his old pleasant self, winking at the lady doctor when she was telling Amy how well he was doing.

 

He had broken both his ankles and as they mended so did Charlie.  He had taken the impact of the fall on both his ankles and although he had hurt his back there were no bones broken there.  His bruising took time, and along with his ankles, he wasn’t fit for work for three months.  He was young and fit so he was glad to be back on his fire engine again.

 

David was a happy little boy and although he was shy he made friends easily and there was always a gang of them around his house.  He passed for the secondary high school and Amy and Charlie were so proud of him.  He was very bright but his main interest was science, and his curiosity and interest in the subjects, made it easy for him to secure a place at university. 

 

He came out with a first class honours degree and he decided he wanted to be a civil engineer. 

 

Charlie and Amy were now empty nesters and they had saved some money and they decided that they would see something of the world.  David was working on various projects all over the world and when it was possible, his mother and father visited him.  

 

Their globe- trotting came to an end when Amy was taken ill in their garden one lovely day in May.  She was walking around the outside of their bungalow, where they had moved to when David was twelve, when she suddenly felt faint and stumbled as she held on to the wall.  Charlie took her to the doctor, where tests were arranged, and she was found to have cancer.  Charlie was devastated, his love for Amy has never wavered, and Amy feels the same, as they always had a close relationship beyond compare. 

 

“Don’t tell David yet”. She implores Charlie



“We have to tell him” Charlie replies.



“But not yet,” she says firmly. 



David has written asking his parents why they have not arranged another visit as he is working in Mexico and they have mentioned the fact that they would like to visit him there.

 

Charlie writes a very sad letter saying Amy is too ill to travel that far and lets David know a little of the problems they are facing at home.  He does not want to alarm David so he puts a light emphasis on the matter, hoping David will finish his project before he decides to come home. 

 

David arrives home as soon as he can get a plane.  He finds the house empty and rings his Auntie Margaret, the nearest one to where they live.

 

‘Where are my parents?’’ asks David feeling afraid when he finds an empty house.

 

“Your mother has been taken to the hospital in Ruthin.” Margaret replies feeling sad and sorry for David, her favourite nephew. 

 

“When did she go there?” David asks.

 

“Only yesterday and your dad has been with her all the time.”

 

“Give me the number of the ward and I’m on my way,” replies David

 

“I’m coming in myself”

 

“Will you call on your way?  And I will take you straight there,” asked his aunt.

 

He agreed and left the house, heading two streets away to pick up his aunt. 

 

They arrive at ward-number 10 out of breath because David has run all the way along the corridor, with his aunt trying her best to keep in step.

 

Amy’s face lights up at the sight of son and she feels so content to have her family around her.  The Macmillan nurse has been and relieved her of any pain

 

Her oxygen is flowing and her breathing is eased.

 

‘It is wonderful to see you David’ Amy whispers, tears filling her eyes as the emotion she feels at seeing David becomes too much for her.

 

David takes her hand and looks around to hug his dad.



‘Great to see you lad.’ Charlie gives his son a hug.



Margaret gives her sister a light kiss on her forehead and leaves David alone with his parents.

 

Amy dies peaceable in her sleep with her family holding each hand.  She is just fifty years old.

 

Charlie is devastated. It is the worst day of his life when he has to follow the coffin to the Crematorium.  He gets through the ceremony with the help of David holding onto his elbow as they enter the chapel.

 

David has to go back to Mexico to finish the project, and he is very sad and afraid for his father.   Amy and Charlie have been soul mates and David is concerned about how his dad will cope, now without her.  He decides that after completing the job in Mexico he will find something else to do in order to be near to his dad.

 

He decides to take a teaching course and perhaps get a job near to his home.

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 14

 

 

 

David completes his teacher training and finds a placement in Ruthin at the six-form college. There is great shortage of science teachers and he is in great demand.  He could have found jobs at any of the major universities but he is committed to staying near to Charlie.

 

He made friends at training college and he has kept in touch with two of them since leaving.  Sarah has been away in Nepal but John and Ann have kept in touch.

 

Charlie is mending little by little but he has lost the sparkle he always had.  David is hoping that it will return in time.  He lives just a street away from his father and his Aunt Margaret so he now can keep an eye on him.  They have a night out once a week and he calls around frequently to see how he is doing.

 

David is finding his job less than satisfying and when he sees an advert in the Guardian Newspaper’s educational section for a lecturer at the prestigious Manchester University ‘s Science Department he is very tempted to apply.

 

He worries about Charlie but he thinks that they can perhaps move together if they can find a house where they have their own space but still have the company of each other.

 

Its four years since his mother died and Charlie is about to retire from his job.

 

He knows his father will hate to live in the city but there are semi-rural areas around Manchester and with luck they may find something within driving distance of the University.  When he approaches his father, Charlie is ready to move on.  His house has not felt like home since Amy died and although he has many happy memories of their life together, he now feels it is time to move on.

 

David applies and is successful in securing the position of senior lecturer in the Science Department.  His salary will increase and with the help from his father he will be able to find a home suitable for both their needs.  David does not start his new position until September and this gives them time to find suitable accommodation.  They spend the summer looking for a home somewhere they will love to live.

 

On one of their rovings they stumble on to the tiny village of Rivington on the outskirts of Manchester.  There is a country park where Charlie can wander and David also, on weekends.  The village is very close to a the small town of Horwich and quite near to Bolton, where there is a theatre and a good busy market, as well as, a number of first class shops and supermarkets. They find an estate agent and start their quest for a house to suit the both of them.

 

They find a remote cottage overlooking a reservoir and they both fall in love with it.  It is not cheap but after reviewing their financial position, they agree that they can afford it with the money from Charlie’s bungalow and the sale of David’s terrace house.  They may have to take out a small mortgage but with David’s new job it will not be a hardship.  Charlie will have his pension and they will have a comfortable life style.  

 

“This is great,” shouts Charlie as he circles the grounds of the house by the water.   He is making plans for the garden and the idea of growing fruit and vegetables is exciting Charlie.  There are a few fruit trees and gooseberry bushes as well as raspberry canes and blackcurrant bushes.  Charlie has always loved to garden but has not had the amount of land that they have now.  

 

“I’m going to love it here.”  He says quietly to himself.  He has worked as a volunteer in Ruthin for the Samaritans and with their contacts they have found him a place in the Bolton branch.  He has found many friends within the organisation and he knows that there will similar types of people in his new branch.

 

David settles into his new position and he finds his colleagues are friendly and they include him in their out of work activities.  He soon makes friends and they show him the ropes of working in the city, the best restaurants, the theatres and the various clubs.  David has been used to city life before when he worked as a civil engineer, but they were only short stays and most of his life was lived in the small town of Ruthin.  Charlie has started work on the garden and he finds there are friendly people who are walking the paths around the reservoir, who stop to have a word with him.  He finds the locals very friendly and his work for his local Samaritans, very rewarding.  He is really glad that they have made this change.  He finds David is a lot happier, as he is getting much more satisfaction out of his more challenging job.

 

“How about a look around the area.” Asks Charlie one weekend in late October.

 

“We have been here two months now, and because of the work we have been doing on the house and garden, we haven’t had time to look around and about.”

 

“Sure.” Replies David who is feeling a bit stir crazy, what with all the preparations for his lectures, as well as, helping his father with a bit of decoration some weekends.

 

“Let’s have a look around Rosefield
Park, my friend James at work, tells me that you get a good Sunday lunch at the Black Horse.”

 

“Great,” replies his dad.  I’ll just get my boots on and we can have a walk around our lake first.”  “It’s a bit muddy by the looks of it, and the few walkers I’ve seen walking along the path from here, all wear walking boots.”

 

“I’ll get my boots if I can find them, I think they are in one of the boxes I have not yet unpacked.” Says David halfway up the stairs in his half of the house.

 

They set off at a good pace along the edges of the reservoir and find the terrain quite challenging.  Some of the way is very muddy, but as they walk across fields in order to get them back on to the hard paths around the water’s edge, they find the views enchanting, as the trees are slowly turning from green to the various shades of autumn, red, gold and yellow.

 

“I’m really glad we made this move, son,” says Charlie who is glowing from the brisk walk and the fresh air.

 

“Me too,” replies David, who is pleased that his father is so fit for a man of his sixty years.

 

“How far are we off this restaurant you promised me,” asks Charlie, “I’m famished with all this exercise.”

 

“About half-hour up this road and along that smaller reservoir and we should be there.”  David replies.

 

They trudge along in companionable silence until they see the building they have been looking for.

 

They have their own friends. David sometimes invites his friend from work to visit him, and Charlie has made a host of friends, who are local neighbours, and who have taken an interest in what Charlie has done to the house by the shore.

 

In the following Spring David gets an invitation from Ann in Cork to her forthcoming wedding.

 

He has kept in touch with Ann and John from college, but Sarah has not kept up with any of them except Ann, who has heard from her from time to time.  Since Sarah did her V.S.O. service she has been very out of reach.  Ann has not had too much communication with her, but she has said that Sarah is now back home and has a teaching position near her family.  It is not unusual for college friends to lose contact because of the pressure of their busy lives.

 

He is looking forward to Ann’s wedding and he arranges a Friday afternoon flight to Cork.  He finds a hotel on the Internet and books in for the Friday and Saturday nights, so that he will be home in time for work on Monday.

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 15

 

 

 

David finishes work early on the Friday of his visit to Southern Ireland. He has packed a bag the night before and has it ready in his car.  He will drive to Manchester airport and leave his car there.  Charlie has now found a lot of cronies who give him a shout on their way out on their walks, and if he is not too busy with his garden, he will go on long hikes with them.  His father is far from lonely so David is happy to live his own life.

 

He arrives in Cork after a short easy flight.  The weather is sunny and he finds that Cork a captivating city, there are entertainers on the city centre streets, musicians, street dancers and acrobats, all giving sterling performances.  The people stop to watch and give generously, of their time and money.  

 

David loves the atmosphere of the Cork streets and smiling to himself he finds his hotel.  John, his reconciled wife and his children have been invited to the wedding and David is looking forward to meeting his old college friend again.  He has not met John’s wife, Brenda, but he knows that John is so pleased that he has found happiness with his family again.

 

The wedding takes place at the Cork Catholic Church.  The bride and the two bridesmaids are lovely.  Ann with her thick shiny blond hair covered with a crown of white rosebuds and her white flowing dress held beautifully by her two small nieces make an enchanting picture, as they arrive at the church with Ann’s handsome father.  The bridegroom, standing at the front of the church, has the spring sun shining on his dark brown hair and his calm strong face.

 

“What a gorgeous couple they make,” thinks Sarah to herself.  She sits at the back of the church, so that she can watch the ceremony from afar, and her heart opens with love for the friend of which she feels a great respect.  “If Taj had lived would we have been able to marry and live a life as Ann and her husband will?” she wonders.

 

She spots John and his family a few rows in front of her.  She feels joy that he has found his life again.  Then she sees David sitting next to John’s young son.  He is saying something quietly to him, and she remembers how caring David was at college and she is pleased to see them all again.  

 

None of her friends know about Simon.  She is not by any means ashamed of him, but her love for him and the life they share together is her own domain, and she hoards their time together jealously.  She has had no time in her life for distractions, and although she was persuaded by her mother to come today to Ann’s wedding, she is already missing her little boy.  Her father drove her to the airport on the Saturday morning and she arrived just in time to catch the wedding.  She has booked a late flight for this evening so that she may stay for the reception and be home Saturday night.  Her father will pick her up at midnight.

 

The long wedding service is over and the wedding party is gliding down the isle.

 

Ann and her husband look radiant.  The crowd outside the church, for photographs, is large and just as the limousine arrives for the bride and groom, Ann spots Sarah and throws her bouquet and Sarah catches it.  The milling crowd parts as the cars are lined up to take the guests to the reception and John touches Sarah on the shoulder with a hoot of pleasure.

 

“Where have you been all this time?” he asks as he hugs her to him with such force.

 

“I’ve been teaching in Bolton since I came home from Nepal.” She replies struggling to disentangle herself from John’s arms. 

 

“Why have you not been in touch as you promised?”  He queried.

 

Sarah turned to find David standing near and ready to give her a hug too.

 

She feels so safe here with these lovely friends and she knows she should have explained her situation to them. 

 

“Come on, introduce me to your family John, I’m so glad that you have won them back again.” Sarah says.

 

“This is my wife, Brenda.” John brings forth this beautifully turned out brunette with lovely long legs and glorious smile.

 

“I’m so pleased to meet you, after hearing so much about you, no wonder he fought to get you all back again.” Sarah says giving them her cheerful smile.

 

Sarah turns to David and asks, “How is your father, are you still living near to him in Ruthin.”

 

“Father is fine and we are living quite near to you if you work in Bolton.” David says

 

“We have moved in together by the lake at Rivington.  He has his own half of the house and I have mine.  We often eat together because he still thinks he has to feed me.”  

 

“I am lecturing at Manchester University and it is lovely to come home to our house on the waterside.”

 

“Oh how lovely, my family has hiked those reservoirs for ever; we often take picnics and stay out for hours in the summer months.”

 

“We also pick blackberries because my father makes wine from them.”

 

The cars are waiting to take us to the hotel and we all pile into one so we can stay together. The children sit on the men’s knees so we arrive in some order, our dresses uncrushed and our tights unladdered.

 

The reception is soon under way. There are about one hundred guests and the buffet is set out splendidly so that there are no long queues and everyone has a place at the round tables.  After the meal Ann comes over to us and she hugs me and says how glad she is to see me.  I promise not to be an absent friend and then I wish her a happy life.

 

We move to the ballroom after the meal. It has been hilarious for me because of the wit spilled out by John and David, with Brenda and me having our input.  It is a long time since I had such good fun.  I remember how we all were when we had our nights in the student’s bar, and although Ann was a missing link, Brenda made up for her absence.

 

David asks me to dance and we take to the floor to the strains of a waltz.  It feels strange being so close to a man again.  I feel my emotions coming to the surface, as I miss the nearness of Taj.  I swallow my sadness and begin to flow with the steps of the romantic music.

 

The time is near when I have to leave to catch my plane.  I say “goodbye” to all my friends, who come to see me off.

 

I promise to keep in touch with them all.  Brenda invites me to visit them and stay for a few days.  I know I won’t do that, but I smile a fond Goodbye and step into my waiting taxi.

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 16

 

 

 

David

 

I resume my life with Simon and although I had a lovely time with my college friends I would not change my life for anything.  Simon is now at nursery school in the mornings and my mother picks him up after his lunch. Simon was shy when he first left his mother at the nursery gates.  He had always been a happy boy, surrounded by his family but now for the first time, he was on his own.  He took a tentative step towards another boy who was in the same situation.

 

“My name is Simon, what is your name?”

 

“Ben,” said the boy as they looked shyly at each other.

 

“Have you been on holiday?” Ben asked, because you have a lovely suntan.”

 

“No.”  Simon replied, for the first time looked at the skin on his hands and wondered why they were browner than his new friend’s hands.  The children were called to class and Simon forgot about their conversation.  As he became older he sometimes wondered about his looks.

 

 “The summer weather is here and,” Sarah thought, ”I shall soon have time to spend with Simon.  We can go for rides in my little car and we can picnic in our special places.  Simon loves to paddle in the streams around Pendle Hill. I take him to Downham where there is a shallow river with ducks on it.  I have to take extra clothes because he often falls down and gets wet.  I think he does it on purpose because he likes the feel of cool water on a hot day.

 

My friends and I have always loved this place, where access to Pendle hill is easy, as you walk forever upwards.  We have picnicked on the hillside and gloried at the breathtaking views.  I look at Simon and see Taj and I remember the other uplands where I lived for almost two years.  I wonder where my life would have been lived if Taj had not died.  Here in Britain or there in Pokhara. I know that I would have stayed there with him, if that had been his wish.”

 

Mark has finished university and has qualified as a civil engineer. He is home to stay and he often calls to see us.  He remembers his time with Taj and me and he adores Simon.  I love to see him because he is the only one who knew Taj, and we sometimes reminisce about the time we had the party for him and his friends.

 

He can also see the likeness of Taj in Simon.  He is the only one beside myself who knows the feelings I have for the culture of Taj and the guilt I feel at not being able to give Simon the sense of it.  I have not told Taj’s parents about their grandchild because I don’t want my little boy to be split between two cultures.  I want as normal a life as it is possible for him to have without a father.

 

It is a lovely summer evening.  We, Simon and I, have just had our tea and we are sitting in my small compact garden at the back of my cottage.  There is a knock on the front door.  At first I ignore it thinking it is one of the family and they will come round to the back.  But it is repeated, louder this time, so I go to the door and to my surprise David is there.

 

“What are you doing here?” I ask him in surprise.

 

“I found your address in the telephone book, we have all the local ones at the university library.  I am now on my summer vacation as you are and I thought I would look you up.” 

 

“Oh David, it’s so lovely to see you. Come in.  I have someone I would like you to meet.”

 

I take him through the house to the garden where Simon is sunning himself in the swing seat I had bought for us the previous summer.

 

I see the look of astonishment on David’s face and then the smile as Simon holds out his arms to be picked up.

 

“Well Hello little fellow,” laughs David, ”What a happy little one you are,” as he goes to pick Simon up.  Simon puts his arms around David’s neck and a bond is formed there and then.  He holds on tight and David swings him around and makes Simon chuckle with glee.

 

I go in to the kitchen to make David a coffee and when I return I can see that David is enthralled with my lovely son.  And Simon is fascinated with David, whose quiet Welsh accent is making him feel safe and sleepy.

 

It is time for Simon’s bath and he insists that David come with us to the bathroom.  David rolls up his sleeves and splashes Simon until the floor is wet and Simon is helpless with laughter.  I start to object but he promises he will clean it up and now he calms my little boy who is really ready for his bed.

 

We take him along to his bedroom Simon clinging on to David and insisting that he take him to bed.  We both kiss him goodnight and as he is almost asleep we gently close his door and go downstairs.

 

“Now I have an explanation for you.  Simon is my son with my lover I met in Pokhara.”



He was the brother of my teaching colleague, Sahida.



He died when his plane crashed, coming to me in Pokhara.



He didn’t know that I was pregnant.  His parents know nothing about Simon.



I did not know myself until I was three months pregnant.



But he is my life, I loved his father with all my heart and I was devastated when he was burnt in that horrible crash.”

 

“Hey hold on Sarah, I’m so sorry for your loss but you have a lovely son and I’m sure he is some consolation for the life you would have had with his father.”

 

Sarah feels a bit foolish spitting her story out like that to David.  She goes into the next room and returns with a bottle of red wine, two glasses and a bottle opener.

 

“Sarah come here and sit down,” David says as he moves over on the settee.

 

David puts an arm around her and calms her with his quiet voice and caring ways.  Sarah lets go of her pent up emotions and sobs her heart out.  

 

“That’s better,” soothes David as he remembers the awful sense of loss he had when his mother died

 

“Let it go, cry all you can, it’s like spilling poison out of your heart.”

 

Sarah eventually holds her breath and with one great sign she gives David a tearful smile.

 

“I’ll open the wine and then you can tell me the whole story in your own time if that is what you want to do.”  Says David.

 

“I will,” she says as she takes a sip of wine.  She then tells him of the beauty of Pokhara and the little village where she taught school, about the meeting of herself and Taj and their short life together.  The tragic air crash and how her parents came to rescue her, to bring her home and then to support her when she realised that she was pregnant.

 

David hugs her close and she feels safe and ready to talk about her experiences in Nepal.  She talks with enthusiasm about the neighbours in the village and their

 

children, who she taught at school.  The friendliness at the Menon's family home, where she met Taj as he was the brother of Sahida, the other teacher at the school.   She talks at length and David gets a sense of her life in Nepal and feels the sadness that has not left Sarah.

 

David says,” I’ve got a good idea, why don’t you bring Simon to the house on the water where we can have a picnic in dad’s wonderful garden? You told me at the wedding that you often used to walk around there.”

 

“I’ll think about it, Simon is my first priority.” Replies Sarah quietly.

 

“It will be for Simon as well as you.  I will be pleased if you will come and meet my dad.  I’m sure he will love the little fellow. He keeps telling me to get a family or it will be too late for him to be a granddad.

 

I’ll ask Simon tomorrow and let you know.”

 

“I’ll leave you my mobile number so that you can contact me anytime.”

 

“Thanks and thank you for listening to my tale of woe.  I promise I’ll not burden you again with my tears.”

 

“It’s been lovely to see you again Sarah and I hope that you will take me up on my offer.” 

 

Sarah sees David to the door and waves him off in his car.

 

She returns to her sitting room and finishes her glass of wine.  She hugs herself and feels so much better for the letting go of her sad feelings.

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 17

 

 

 

Mary calls to suggest that Sarah, Simon and she have a trip in to the country.  She fancies a look at Settle market and the journey there is through lovely country roads, where the low lying hills, as well as, the dramatic Peneghent and Ingleborough appear in the distance and where the roads are quiet and pleasant to drive.  

 

In Mary’s car with Simon strapped into his car seat in the back they set off in a companionable atmosphere.  The car radio is playing and Simon is singing along.  

 

He suddenly says, “I want a daddy like John has at nursery.  He picks him up like grandma picks me up after nursery.  Why have I not got a daddy?”

 

Sarah is mortified; she looks at her mother who is smiling as she replies

 

“You have got granddad, love.  He is as good as a dad to you. “

 

Simon continues to sing and Sarah sighs with relief.

 

The little market town is buzzing.  Buses stop at the side of the market and the people from surrounding areas get out of the various buses and the town is full of shoppers.  The stalls are overflowing with fresh vegetables and home made delicacies. The smell of freshly cut flowers and fruit is all around.  They sit at a table overlooking the square and have their lunch.  An ice cream is in order for Simon and they all have a happy time. 

 

Simon is sleepy and he nods off on their way back home.

 

They have spent a pleasant day and when Simon is in bed Sarah tells her mother about the visit she has had from David, a friend she met at college.  Mary remembers Sarah telling her about the friends she made at college and how she had met up with them at Ann’s wedding.

 

“That’s lovely,” Mary says, with a twinkle in her eye.



“Did he meet Simon?”



“Oh yes” Sarah answers; “They got on really well. “He now lives at Rivington and he has invited us to go there and meet his dad “

 

“What do you think, Mum?”

 

“I think it’s a good idea, it’ll do you good to see your friends again, and as he is now living on our doorstep, he will be good for Simon, as he has been saying only today that he wants a daddy.” Mary replies with a twinkle in her kind eyes.

 

“Mother, stop that.” Sarah admonishes.


”I will ask Simon if he wants to go and then I may give David a call.”


“Do that love, I’m sure you will enjoy it.” Says Mary.  


Sarah arranges to go to David’s on the following Saturday and Simon is pleased as he remembers the fun he had, when David called the previous week.

 

There is a warm welcome for them when they arrive at the waterside house. Sarah remembers that particular house because it is situated right on the edge of the water and she used to wish that she could live there.  There are many improvements and extensions since she last saw it.

 

Charlie comes out to meet them with David, as they arrive and his face lights up at the sight of Simon, who is beaming with happiness as he runs to meet David.

 

David picks him up and swings him in the air to great gulps of laughter from Simon.

 

Charlie takes Sarah’s hand and leads her into the house. The entrance hall is beautifully finished in cream and dark red walls and floor, Sarah can’t believe that two men can keep their home so clean and snug.  There is a male feel about the room they enter with its leather suite, red carpet and the great number of books, kept in a bookcase along the far wall.  The daily newspapers are spread out on a lovely walnut coffee table, the only disturbance to be seen in the room.

 

“This is Sarah, dad and this is Simon”.  David introduces them.  “And this is Charlie, my dad.”

 

“Hello” answers Sarah. You have a lovely home here, I love the view through the picture window.”

 

“David tells me that you have known this house a long time because of your hikes around the reservoir.”  Charlie says.

 

“Yes that’s true. I used to pretend I lived here, when I came with my parents and we used to walk around the area.  It has changed considerably since then, for the better I must say.” 

 

Charlie takes an instant liking to Sarah and he can see that her love for her son has a calming effect on the little boy, as Simon settles down after the initial enthusiastic greeting of David.  He is a quiet and shy little boy.  He has the characteristics of his Asian father, Charlie supposes.

 

Charlie is proud of the work that he and David have done to the house so he insists on Sarah looking around and he is pleased as she enthuses about the different features they have created.  The ensuite bathrooms, the double garage and the different spaces they have created for themselves.  They share the kitchen but they have different entrances to their part of the house.  The garden seems to be Charlie’s domain, David helping with the heavy work such as digging, fencing and planting large trees.  David likes to do a bit of strenuous work sometimes to counteract his academic work at the university.  Charlie was a fireman so he is used to manual work. He tells Sarah that the garden keeps him fit

 

Leaving the house they go into the garden where there is tea served on a table overlooking the water.  David has been busy whilst Sarah has been with Charlie in the house.  Simon is following David in and out of the kitchen as he brings sandwiches, fruit and cakes to the table. 

 

“Your house is lovely’” Sarah tells David.  “I’m really impressed with the work you have done together.”

 

After their meal Simon crawls on David’s knee, as he moves over to the hammock swing, where he gently rocks him.  Charlie joins them and Sarah moves to the end of the garden to watch the bird life on the water.  There is a family of grebes, the mother in front, whilst the father grebe dives to catch small fish for his brood.

 

There is a heron on the far bank, its long legs just standing on the edge of the lake and its large beak dipping into the water, searching for fish.

 

Sarah takes Simon to the edge of the garden and shows him the different birds, by and on, the lake.  She points out the grebes, and he is excited by the sight of two small ones being carried on the back of the mother grebe, followed by two other fledglings and the male bird bringing up the rear.  The male grebe suddenly dives under the water and Simon looks confused.

 

“They are water birds.” Charlie tells him.  “They have to be able to dive for fish as they live on the water. I’ll show you their nest if you like, it’s just a little way from here. Do you want to look?”

 

“Oh yes, can we all go mummy”. Cries Simon excited by the prospect.

 

“When I have helped to clear up here” his mother replies. 

 


David clears the table with the help from Sarah, whist Charlie entertains Simon

 

as they look for different types of wild life, on the water.   There are ducks, two of them white with black patches on their wing feathers, Canada geese; larger birds with textured shades of feathers and dark coloured heads.

 

Simon is fascinated; he has seen pictures of various kinds of ducks and birds in his books at home, and he has looked at a bird book when his granddad has been trying to identify a strange bird that has flown into his garden.  He has also seen ducks when they have been picnicking at Downham.  

 

David fills the dishwasher whilst Sarah tidies the kitchen.

 

“We make a great team.”  David says as he gives Sarah a friendly hug.

 

Sarah smiles at him and feels safe here with these two lovely men. 

 

Simon is ready for off and holding Charlie’s hand as they go to find the grebes’ nesting place.

 

“We will have to be quiet, so as not to frighten them, if they are back there.”  Whispers David. “I can’t see them on the water so I suppose that they are back on the nest.”

 

“We can’t go too near but we can see the nest from the top path of the woodland.” Charlie tells them.

 

The day is warm and the blue sky reflects on the water making it a deeper blue.  The woodland is fresh and green and the sunshine feels warm on the summer breeze.  Simon is now holding David’s hand as he climbs up an incline before entering the wood.  They stop suddenly and David kneels to show Simon the grebes’ home.  The air is so quiet, Sarah can hear Simon’s intake of breath, as he spots the nest with the female and baby grebes snuggled together, resting, after their exercise on the water, where their fish meal was caught by the male grebe.

 

It’s difficult to tear Simon away from the place where he can watch the grebe family, but Charlie manages it by promising him to find other wildlife on their walk around the reservoir.   

 

There is an unusual looking white duck with black markings, different to all the other ducks and bigger.  It suddenly flies onto the pathway before them and waddles quickly along, wagging its tail from side to side. They all stop and stare and laugh at its funny walk.

 

Simon ‘s little legs are tiring so David lifts him on to his shoulders, where he cries out in glee, because now he can see much more of his surroundings.  He chatters to David who patiently answers all his questions.

 

Charlie has a date later; he is taking one of his volunteer colleagues out for dinner and on to the theatre. As time is getting on he needs to return home to shower and dress for the occasion.  He apologises at having to leave them when they arrive back at the house and David takes Sarah and Simon to his part of the house.  It is furnished in a similar way to his father’s but the suite is light cream leather and his interesting pictures depicting mountain scenery in muted colours.

 

It’s Simon’s bedtime and he is rubbing eyes and yawning.

 

“We’ll have to go.” Sarah says feeling reluctant to leave this friendly environment.

 

“I hope that you will come to us next time, and bring Charlie as Simon has taken a shine to both of you.”

 

“Can I see you tomorrow for a grownup date” asks David. “Will it be possible for you to get a babysitter?” He asks with a smile.  “It would be nice if we could go out to dinner and, perhaps, see a film.  What do you say?”

 

Sarah carries Simon and fastens him into his car seat.  He is a very happy and tired little boy.  She smiles at David and promises to ask one of her family if they will look after Simon.

 

Charlie comes to see them off; he is very handsome in his smart suit ready for his night out.  

 

“Thanks for a lovely day, Simon has never chatted so much before, I hope we see you both soon.” Calls Sarah from the car as she drives off.

 

She smiles to herself as she sees Simon nodding off in his car seat through her rear mirror.

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 18

 

 

 

Mary is happy to baby-sit, and Sarah rings David to tell him and they arrange their dinner date for the following evening.  Sarah has not been out without Simon since Ann’s wedding and is looking forward to a grown-up date.  David is a friend and a caring one at that.

 

Mary came early so that she can bath Simon, read him a bedtime story, and spend some snugly time with him.  He is clean and glowing, dressed in his night attire, when David arrives.

 

Simon’s eyes light up when he sees David and he lifts his arms for a hug.

 

“Hello little fellow.” David smiles as he lifts Simon up and gives him his hug.


Mary is astonished at this and she takes to David immediately.


“I’m Sarah’s mother.” Mary introduces herself.


“Lovely to meet you.”  David replies as he hands back the little boy to his grandma.


Sarah comes into the room ready for the outing.  She is wearing the outfit she wore for the wedding and looks lovely with a light in her eye her mother has not seen, for a long time.   

 

“I see that you two have met.”  She says.” We won’t be late mum, see you later.”

 

“Don’t hurry home love, you know how I enjoy any time with Simon.” Mary calls after them.

 

David smiles as he opens the door of his car for her.  He has booked a table at a restaurant a few miles away that has a reputation for good food and wine.  They are shown to their table and the waiter draws out a chair for Sarah.

 

At the next table one of David’s friends from work touches his arm to greet him.

 

“Hi David, how’s things?” “You’re looking smart tonight. Are you going to introduce me to your lovely friend?”

 

“This is Sarah, someone I met at college years ago.”

 

“This is my wife, Joyce,” his friend, whose name is Brian says, as he introduces his wife to them.  “Well enjoy your meal, we are just going, lovely to see you both.”

 

They wave as they leave the restaurant.

 

“Brian is a colleague at work, he teaches in my department, he is very 

 

 genuine, and easy to get along with.” David says.  “Now let’s order.”

 

The meal is wonderful.  They are too full to have a sweet but they take their coffee in the lounge overlooking the garden.

 

They reminisce about the time they were friends at college and laugh at some of their memories.  David fills in his time since then, and the time before, when he worked as a civil engineer and travelled the world.  He has stories of the people he met and the places where he worked.

 

Sarah talks again about her time in Nepal and the feelings she had for the ordinary villagers and their daily hardships.  The care they showed for each other and the lovely children she taught.

 

When David looks at his watch, it’s too late to take in a film so they walk by the river and Sarah holds his arm and it feels like they are a couple.

 

“Thank you for a lovely evening, David.” She says.  He turns towards her and takes her in his arms and gently kisses her lips.  Sarah thinks,

 

I feel a stirring of my feelings and I see Taj as David bends his head.  I feel guilt as though I am betraying my love for Taj.

 

“I must be going, it’s getting late.” Sarah says.  David gently takes her hand and guides her to his car.  Sarah wonders and thinks,  

 

I feel some awkwardness I have never felt with David before, I know that I am not ready for an intimate relationship, but I don’t want to lose David’s friendship.

 

They travel home in silence.  When he drops Sarah off, she leans over and plants a kiss on his cheek, and thanks him once again for a lovely time.

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 19

 

 

 

I snuggle down in bed after seeing my mother off and peeping in to see Simon.  David is foremost on my mind.  I did feel a stirring attraction for him and my body was aroused when he kissed me.  It’s been over four years since I lost Taj, and I’m still young enough to start again.  But I feel guilty of the yearnings of my body, and my lovely memories of the lovemaking I had with Taj.  But David is such a lovely character, and he is so good with Simon, I don’t want to loose his friendship.

 

I’m so confused that I can’t sleep.  I creep downstairs quietly and make myself a cup of tea. 

 

I try to sort out my feelings for David and I know that I love and respect him because he is such a lovely man. I remember having these feeling for him when we were at college.  I knew he would be the best of us in his future career and the caring ways he showed to us, helping with our difficult studies and the way he took to teaching, caring for his students.  I just hope that I have not hurt his feelings by almost rejecting him. I decide I will ring him in the morning and try to repair any damage I may have done.

 

The following day is lovely.  Simon is lively and I have no time to worry about anything.  My mother turns up as we are having breakfast and suggests that we all have a day out somewhere special.  Dad is having some holiday days off work, and she has packed a picnic for all of us.  Dad is taking us on a mystery trip, but by the direction he is taking us, I’m thinking it may be the Lake District. 

 

It’s only just over an hour’s drive from home and it is the favourite place of all the family.  

 

My father opens the roof and windows when we leave the motorway and the summer breeze feels lovely on our faces.  We park at Tarn Haws and Dad carries the picnic basket to the side of the tarn.  We all carry a chair each, a small one for Simon, and settle down to watch the swimmers in the water. The sun is really hot and we spread sun cream first, over Simon, and then ourselves.  Simon loves his sun hat and we have a hearty lunch from the basket.  I know my dad loves to swim and in no time at all, he is under his towel, struggling into his swimming trunks.  

 

I have brought Simon’s little trunks and he wants to follow dad into the water.  I persuade him to wait until dad has had a swim, and take him in myself for a paddle.  He shrieks with laughter as he splashes me and I splash him back.  He loves the water.  I sometimes take him to the swimming baths and he has a good idea what to do in his armbands.  There is an island in the middle of the tarn and my father always swims there and back.  He is a strong swimmer and I remember when I was a little girl, crying because I thought he could not get back.  He is now returned to the shore and he is ready to play with Simon.  I leave them together and return to where my mother is sitting watching us.  

 

“How was your date last night?” She asks.

 

“Fine.” I say non -committedly.

 

“Oh I think David is very attractive and how great he is with Simon.” My mother continues

 

“You’re just fishing,” I say “but I am confused about my feelings for David. I do love and respect him but I do not feel ready to have a relationship yet until Simon is older.”

 

“I think Simon needs a father figure and David seems to be his idol.  He was telling me last night how he loved the visit to the house by the reservoir.  All about the birds and the baby grebes and the duck that waddles its tail.”  My mother says laughingly.

 

“I know I have to consider Simon but I have to be sure of my own feelings for David.  He doesn’t deserve to be second best and my memories of Taj still disturbing my dreams.”  I reply


 

  “You can’t live in the past, you are lucky to have someone who is living and caring, especially how perfect he is with Simon.”

 

“I know mum and I mean to ring him tonight to make another date, so I’ll let you know how I get on.”

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 20

 

 

 

Dad and Simon are on the horizon, coming from the shore to our place in the sun.  Simon is chatting away to his granddad, pointing out something of interest 

 

Simon has seen.

 

When we return home, dad carries Simon into the house as he has fallen asleep in the car.   We have had a hearty meal on our way home and Simon is ready for bed.  I undress him gently and after putting him in his pyjamas take him to his bed.  Thinking   “He can have his bath in the morning for once.”

 

I go downstairs and open a bottle of red wine for the three of us.   We settle on my settee and comfortably enjoy the warm feeling our day in the sun has given us.

 

“Simon is a dream of a boy.” Says my father.  “I wish I could have met his father.”

 


“Me too,” says mother. “Why do you not talk about him Sarah?”

 

“It has been too painful,”  “But I think I should perhaps tell Simon about him, what do you think?”

 

“I think you should tell us about him, and then we can answer any questions that Simon may ask us, after you bring the subject up.”

 

“Dad and mum, I love you both so much but I have been so sad at the loss of Taj, and I have been feeling so guilty about my friendship with David, that I don’t know what to think or do.”

 

“Come on love, you know that we will support you and Simon, whatever you want to do.” Replies dad.

 

“I am confused how to tell Simon that his father came from a far place, a place where I was wonderfully happy and fulfilled.  That he has grandparents and aunts he knows nothing about.”

 

“I honestly don’t know how to tell him because I also feel guilty about him not knowing the culture his father was born into.”

 

I think I should get Mark to help me tell him because he knew Taj and he liked him a lot.”

 

“Why don’t you explain to us the feeling you had for Taj and then you may find a way to explain it to Simon?”  My mother says with a gentle smile on her lovely face.

 

“You know how you found me when you came to fetch me home.”  I reply.  “I have been afraid to think about my lost love, because I have to be strong for Simon.”   

 

“Well, I think that you should work through those feelings before you can move on, either to tell Simon about his father, or to think about having a relationship with David.”  My father says.

 

“But how?” I whisper, as my throat is so full of emotion that I can hardly speak.

 

“Let it out love”. My father moves towards me on the settee and I feel his arms around me.  My mother moves to my other side, as I collapse into heartbreaking sobs.  I feel their love and caring as I cry and cry and when at last I recover myself the relief of the unburdening, leaves me exhausted but calmer.

 

I begin to tell them how I met Taj and how we both felt the same almost from our first meeting.  I tell them how his parents accepted me and how his sister, Sahida, was a real friend to me, at school, how I loved the children and how I respected the villagers with their hard lives.  I tell them about the time Mark came to visit and how the people welcomed him and his friends. How Mark met my friends in Nepal and the good time we had, when Mark and his friends were with us there.  The terrible day and the devastation of the plane crash, the funeral pyre, fainting at the river and Taj’s mother carrying me to the car.  “I don’t know what I would have done if you two hadn’t come to bring me home.”

 

I am recovering from the terrible pain of even talking about that time, but I know that I have to let it go, if Simon and I are to have a chance of a different life.  I have a great respect and love for David but I want it to be more than that.  David would make a great father for Simon, but he deserves to be the only one for me.

 

“Your mother thinks David is a lovely man and that Simon adores him.”  My father says after a pause.

 

’Dad you’ll have to meet him soon.” I promise.

 

We’ll have a barbecue in the garden on Sunday if the weather is fine and we’ll invite David and his father, if you agree?”

 

“Great, that will be lovely and thanks you two for sorting me out.  I’m sure that Simon will love that and will Mark be home, and will my sister’s family be able to come?”

 

“We’ll arrange that if we can.  I don’t know where Mark is at the moment but if he is home, he’ll be there.” My father says.

 

“We can introduce David and his father to all our family in one go.” Smiles my mother.

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 21

 

 

 

I awake late the following morning and thankfully so does Simon.  I shower and then bath my lovely son before taking our breakfast out into the garden.  The sun is warm and the breeze is light and all feels well with my day.

 

The telephone rings, it’s my mother.  

 

“I’ve rung around and Mark is home and they will all come to the barbecue on Sunday.  If the weather is bad we will have a meal in the house.  I will be able to show off my best china in that case.” My mother informs me.

 

“I will ring David and invite him and Charlie, oh and thanks again mum for yesterday, I feel so much better this morning.”

 

Simon and I finish our breakfast and then I ring David with the invitation for Charlie and himself to come to my parents’ barbecue.  He accepts gracefully and says his father and himself are looking forward to meeting my parents.

 

The day of the barbecue is sunny, and as Simon and myself get ready in our summer clothes, there’s a knock on the door and Mark comes through to the garden.  Simon laughs as Mark lifts him onto his shoulders and hugs me at the same time.  We are breathless with laughter and hugging and Mark swings Simon down onto the lawn and we untangle and fall about with glee.

 

“Where have you been working?” I ask Mark.

 

“South America.” he replies.

 

Simon brings his world sphere and asks Mark to show him.

 

Mark points out the Amazon and the tiny city of Santarem that stands on its shores. 

 

“We have been building a bridge over a tributary and I have enjoyed every moment of my time there, because the people are so quiet and hardworking and they have made my life so much easier, by their attitude to work.”

 

“What is a tributary?” Asks my inquisitive son.

 

“its a little side river running into the Amazon.” Mark explains.

 

Simon studies the map and hums to himself.  He has learnt another bit of information, he can store in his inquiring little head.

 

I tell Mark about David and because he knew Taj, he understands my reluctance to start another relationship, and the added problem of my not explaining things to Simon about his father.  Mark is the only one I feel close enough to talk to about my life in Pokhara and the unknown family Simon has there.   

 

“Am I being selfish by keeping the Menons ignorant of the fact that they have a grandson, they know nothing about?” I ask Mark when we have a moment alone.

 

“I don’t know.” He says quietly. 

 

“I think that when the time is right, you will tell Simon about his father and that will be the time to tell him about his other family.”

 

I give Mark another hug and he promises to be there when the time is right to tell Simon, and that he will support us both.

 

“Come on you two, let’s be off to Gran’s and get started at the barbecue.”  Says Mark.  “I’m feeling really hungry.”

 

As we arrive David is just getting out of his car. Another car arrives at the same time and Charlie gets out. I introduce them to Mark and we all go into the garden together.  Mum and dad are introduced, as well as, all the people there and dad dispenses the drinks whilst mum brings out little bites.  We sit around on garden chairs, until dad begins the cooking.

 

Mark and David take to each other immediately, as David was also a civil engineer, before his change of employment.  David had worked in many places where Mark had and soon they were comparing notes on the places they had been, and the jobs they had done there.

 

My dad and Charlie were chatting away as if they had known each other ages and mother was fussing over David and Mark like a mother hen. I sat with my sister, Kate, and we have a glass of wine whilst she tells me how she thinks David is very dishy.

 

“ I know he is dishy”. I reply.  “But I am not ready for another relationship yet, I feel that Simon is too young to have to deal with someone else living with us”. 

 

“You’re crazy Sarah”. Replies my sister.  “You should jump at the opportunity, seeing Simon and David together is really something”.

 

David comes over with Simon on his shoulders.  The little boy is shouting with glee as Mark begins to chase them both around the garden.

 


“Mark, you can’t catch us.  We are too fast for you!”

 

“Watch me”. Replies Mark as he speeds after them and gently pulls Simon from David’s shoulders.

 

The three of them fall on to the soft grass and finish up in a heap, Simon shrieking with laughter.

 

Mother calls us to eat and we all sit around the garden table and tuck into the lovely salads and barbequed meats and fish.

 

The conversation is light and funny.  The wine helps to loosen tongues, and my mother’s party is a great success.

 

Simon is rubbing his eyes and I say we will have to be off.

 

David asks if he can come with us and Simon puts his arms around David’s neck ready to be carried.  I have no choice than to agree.

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 22

 

 

 

 


David and I have tucked Simon up in bed and he is now fast asleep.  I go into the kitchen to make us some coffee.  We have had a bit too much to drink at the party so we think that a coffee will be better for us.

 

“Why did you leave so abruptly when we last met?”  Asked David. “Did I upset you?”  David is standing close to me in the kitchen and I turn and hand him his cup of coffee.

“I’m a bit confused David.  I have not been dating anyone since I have had Simon, and whilst he is little, I feel I should make him my first priority. I know that Simon likes you a lot and you seem to have an affinity with him, but I‘m a bit unsure of myself.  I still think about Taj and I have problems telling Simon about his father and that he has grandparents, of a different culture to ours.”

David sits with me on the settee and putting his cup down turns to me and brings me into his arms.  I feel a sinking feeling in my tummy as I turn to him with my mouth ready for his kiss.   His lips are gentle and soft on mine and as the kiss deepens, I feel a longing in my whole body, as it dissolves into a warm ache.

David deepens the kiss again as his tongue finds mine and I feel lost to the feelings I am having and I urgently push my body away from him.” What is the matter Sarah?   Don’t you care for me?”

 

Sarah replies breathlessly “I have too many feelings for you and I don’t know how to suppress them”.

 

“Then why suppress them?” “I love you Sarah.  I think I have always loved you from when I first saw you in our college days.  I know you have some distractions but we will be able to face them together.  And as for Simon, you know I care for him and he seems to like me a bit.”

 

“More than a bit.”  I say as I turn to him, where I feel so safe there in his arms.

 

He kisses me again and this time I feel a melting sensation too strong to ignore.

 

He gently starts to undress me but I am too wound-up and I begin to take off his clothes as fast as I can, whilst keeping my lips on his and brushing my hand through his hair.  We are both naked.  We look at each other in awe.  David is beautiful. His body is lithe and his shoulders broad above a chest that has been worked on and hips that are slim outside a flat lovely stomach.  His legs are finely muscled tapering to well-shaped feet.

 

“You are lovely, Sarah.” Exclaims David “I adore you and I want to be with you and Simon forever.”  

I take his hand and we quietly creep upstairs so as not to disturb Simon.





 


 


 


Chapter 23


 


The sun is shining through a chink in the curtains as I awake to find that David, already dressed and carrying Simon on his shoulders, is bending over the bed with a cup of coffee for me.

“Hello Mummy.” Says Simon “David and me have had our breakfast and he is going to take us to see his ducks.  Can we go please mummy?   Be quick and get up so that we can go soon”.

David gives me a wink and the memories of last night come flooding back and I have the grace to blush. 

“Of course we can, but you two will have to buzz off whilst I get showered and dressed, and then we’ll get out into that lovely sunshine”.

I feel like a young girl again after my first date, I am excited, as I get ready for our trip to David’s house by the lake.

Charlie greets us with a smile, and although I ought to feel embarrassed by the indication of what we have been up to, I don’t and Charlie treats us like a long lost family, as he hugs Simon and me together.

“I really enjoyed the barbeque at your mother’s yesterday.” He says “And I enjoyed your father’s company.  We have all have a lot in common and I hope we have lots of times like yesterday.”

“Come on Simon let me take you around the lake so that we can find your favourite birds, I’ve seen a new nest where the young ones will be leaving soon, and there are quite a lot of squirrels jumping around in the woods on the other side of the lake.”

Simon takes Charlie’s hand and after filling a flask with a cool drink they head off together on their great adventure.

As soon as they are out of sight David folds me in his arms and takes my hand and leads me to his bedroom.  I’m so ready for his lovemaking that I can’t wait to undress and we hardly reach the bed before he is inside me and I am trembling with lust and love.  We recover slowly and then we undress and slowly make love in a gentle way as we slowly caress each other until we cry out in ecstasy.  We then kiss, with our hearts beating madly and stay in our position until we recover, and gently we sit up and wind our arms around each other, feeling so close that nothing has happened like this to us before.   

“I do love you Sarah.”  David whispers. 

“I love you too.  I didn’t think I would ever feel like this again, but I think this being together, is so beautiful and you make me feel so safe and cared for.”  Sarah replies.   

“Will you marry me Sarah? “Asks David. “I’m sure Simon will be pleased, you know what I think about your son.”

 

“I will, of course I will.  We must ask Simon if he wants you for his daddy but I’m sure he will say yes like me.”

 

They dress quickly after showering together in a state of euphoria and proceed to make a drink to take into the garden as we wait for Charlie and Simon to return from their walk.

 

“Do you think we should tell Charlie and Simon when they return?” Asks Sarah.  “I hope they approve, I know Simon will be pleased and I’m sure Charlie will love having Simon as a little mate.”

 

They walk to the bottom of the garden with their arms entwined and look out at the lake, they see the two of them walking back home from the other side, chatting happily and laughing loudly at something one of them had said.

 

“I’m sure they will be pleased.” David says as he smiles happily down at Sarah.

 

The scene is set to tell the returning adventurers their plans.   Sarah and David go to the kitchen and proceed to make an afternoon tea for Charlie and Simon when they return.  Sarah feels a little nervous but David reassures her that his dad will be really pleased because David, who is very close to Charlie, has already told him about his feelings for Sarah, to Charlie’s great delight.

 

“Had a good afternoon you two?”  David asks as he beams his attractive smile at the two of them.

 

“Great” says Charlie lifting Simon from his shoulders.  “We have seen lots of birds and even a few squirrels and we have had a lot of laughs haven’t we Simon?”  

 

“Yes we have mummy.” Cries Simon as he runs into Sarah’s open arms.  They hug and Charlie and David join in a group hug and they finish up all laughing gloriously.

 

“May we tell you two our secret?”  David says. “Your mummy would like us to be a family and she has promised to marry me if we have your approval, yours and Charlie‘s, what do you say?”

 

“Yes” The two of them shout.

 

They all four have another joint hug laughing and crying with their joyful emotion.

 

“This has been a great day.”  Charlie says as he grins when he tickles Simon who is shrieking with laughter.  “We shall have to celebrate, I’ll take us all out for a  

 

meal tomorrow.”

 





Part 2

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter
24

 

 

 

Simon

 

I have just received my “A” level results and I can now apply for a place at Bristol
University.  I am so excited but I shall miss my family.  Anne, my young sister, is the blight of my life, nicking my C.D’s and sometimes my tee shirts to wear over her swimsuit when sitting by our pool in the garden.  The pool was fitted three years ago when we had a really hot summer.  Anne is now a teenager and although still childlike she can be very assertive and mischievous.

 

My dad agrees with me that I should go away to university in order to become

 

Independent.  My mum wants me to go to Manchester so she can keep me in the fold.  Charlie thinks I should choose for myself.  I love Charlie because he is such a great guy and we have always had a close relationship.  He took Anne and myself on trips in the school holidays to Alton
Towers, Martin Mere or the coast.  He would get us in his car and off we would go.  He was the one who persuaded the parents to have the swimming pool build in the garden overlooking the lake.  He encouraged us to bring our friends to swim with us during the weekends and holidays.  

 

“Simon.” He calls.  “We will have to celebrate your excellent results.  We’ll have a party and a B.B.Q. by the pool for all your friends and Anne may bring her best friend, Molly, before you go to meet Mark on your way to your trek in the Himalayas.”

 

The party was lovely, all my friends and extended family came.  The day was warm and sunny and when we became hot and sweaty, we jumped into the pool to cool off.

 

It is now 1992 and Mark is now 36 years old, he has travelled the world for his job and enjoyed it so much he has not been able to settle down.  He has had a few relationships, but nothing heart stopping, and he has friends on every continent.

 

Mark is a civil engineer and his assignment is in Nepal.  He has to build bridges around Kathmandu. He has received his instructions and has to go quickly, when the construction firm he works for contacts him with the details of the job. He is excited by the fact that he will be in his beloved mountains again.  He remembers the time when he had a summer before university, he visited his aunt Sarah there, when she was teaching in the little school, up the mountain of Annapurna, He has been to the mountains many times, on projects for his firm, since that time.

 

His assignment was to contact the large firm of Whinney and Fellows whose Far Eastern head office is in Kathmandu.   His work was on the eastern side of Nepal near to Mount Everest, this gave Mark a thrill because his ambition is to climb Mount Everest sometime in the near future.  When he has completed the work on the bridge he is building over a ravine.  This bridge will be of great use to the people in the villages, surrounding the ravine.  It should take many miles off the journeys that the locals have to make to go to the markets in the vicinity of their homes.  He has assembled a crew of local workers and one of them has very good English, so that Mark is able to communicate his wishes to his workers. 

 

Mark settles in a small room in a house in the nearest village to his project and gets on with the job in hand.  He finds the local people very pleasant and although he has difficulty communicating with them, he gets shy smiles from the women and children, and a good day’s work from their men folk.

 

He is friendly with the English speaking one called Genghis who has been a guide on the various mountains around the Himalayas. They sometimes have a drink together in the little local bar and café that lies along the road a little way from the project.

 

“I love this part of the world.” Mark says as he remembers his time trekking.

 

“Have you been here before?” Geng asks, who is called that short for Genghis.

 

“When I was a student, my friends and I had a long trek around the area of Kathmandu before we went to university.”  Mark replies.

 

Some of the men arrive for a drink and a chat and they smile at Mark, trying to include him in their conversations, Geng interprets and the laughter rises as they begin to understand each other.  Mark loves this part of the job and he begins to feel at home with these gentle men that give him a good day’s work and then include him in their leisure time.  If he didn’t mix with them in his leisure time, he would be very lonely, here in this remote area of the mountains.

 

“My father was a Ghurkha soldier with the British Army.” Says Geng. “That is why I have some knowledge of the English language.”

 

“I’m really grateful for that or I would be in a hell of a mess in my situation.” Mark replies, laughing and catching Geng’s eye with his usual twinkle and good humour.

 

The conversation goes on to the work in hand, then to the private lives of some of the workers, with lots of laughter and innuendo about their girlfriends and the girls they would like to be their girlfriends.

 

Life is hard in the mountains and the people have a lifespan much less than they have in the West and Mark hopes the work that is going on in this area of the world will give its people a better chance in the future.

 

He works hard and gives his time of long hours to the project in hand, getting to know his neighbours in the village where he stays, and befriending his co-workers and their families.  He is soon accepted and he loves the people of the mountains.  They include him in their festival of light and he enjoys the hospitality of the village people, it reminds him of his time on Sarah’s mountain, when he was a young lad.  

 

It is August 1992 and Simon has received his “A” level results. He has been accepted at Bristol
University as a medical student and he and his three friends have decided to spend their time before university by trekking in Nepal.

 

He has received a letter from his favourite person, Mark.

 

Dear Simon,

 

 


I congratulate you on your spectacular “A” level results and your university place at Bristol.  Thanks for your letter, received today, and of course I will meet you and your friends in Kathmandu on the 25th June and we will be able to spend some time together.

 

I spent some time before university trekking and if I can help you to choose some good treks I will.

 

See you soon, 


 Love Mark


The time of Simon’s arrival is here and Mark has left his foreman in charge of the project, because he decides to have a few days with his nephew and his friends.

 

He meets the group at the airport in Kathmandu and takes them to a cheap hotel that he has found before their arrival.  He knows that the place is clean and that they will be able to afford the price.

 

Simon is so pleased to see Mark that he rushes over and hugs his cousin in front of his friends as he introduces them all.

 

“This is Pete.” He says as he pushes a red haired lad in his wake.  “He wants to be a surgeon when he qualifies.” Simon tells Mark.

 

“Pleased to meet you at last after hearing such a lot about you from Simon.” He says.

 

“Meet Luke and this is Ben” Simon introduces his other friends. The five of them get into Mark’s four by four and he takes them to their accommodation where they unpack and have a shower to refresh them after their long flight.

 

Mark has also a room along side them and he waits for them to emerge into the small seating place in the reception area.

 

“Come on lads.” He says as they arrive looking so much better and smelling of shaving lotion and toothpaste and all of them smiling happily.

 

“Let’s find a place to eat; I’m sure that you are all starving.” Says Mark as he leads them on to the street and into a small restaurant.

 

“The food is basic but I think that you will enjoy it.” Says Mark as they find a large table and settle around it. They order five beers and then the food.  When it arrives they are surprised at how good it is.  Mark has been to Kathmandu many times when he has worked in Nepal and has found the best places to eat.  They have a few beers and the lads joke and laugh and Mark remembers the times he and his friends were like this, and he feels a bit older than he generally does.

 

The next morning the friends are keen to see the mountains.  Kathmandu is in a basin and there is always smog falling into the valley, so Mark takes them out of Kathmandu and up towards the Eastern side, where he is working on his project. Simon pleads to be able to see where his cousin is working, and where he is staying. He tells them that to do that they will have to move on, and stay in less pleasant accommodation, as the roadside places are much better than they used to be, but are not yet up to even student standards.  The lads agree that they are happy to see the place where Mark and his men are working, that they may then take a trek in that area.  

 

It’s a long day’s drive to the village where Mark stays so after they have packed up their things at the hotel, and paid their dues, they set out for the mountains.

 

Simon is so in love with mountains, he can’t believe how beautiful they are and the white tops shining in the sunshine overwhelms him

 

They stop at a wayside “café” and enjoy a quiet half hour sat in the warm sunshine whilst they drink coffee and eat a sandwich before starting out again on the rough mountain roads.

 

“What do you want to do Simon when you have your degree?” Asks Mark.

 

“I’m not sure yet, I may go into general medicine or perhaps be a sports doctor.” Simon replies

 

“That’s a laugh.” Jokes Luke, who himself is a keen athlete.  “Simon can’t play tennis for toffee or even kick a ball at football.”

 

“Of course I can, just because you sometimes win at tennis doesn’t make you a champion.” Simon laughs.

 

The kidding goes on with Ben putting his oar in and Pete chuckling at the banter.

 

Eventually they arrive at Mark’s village, all feeling a little stiff from the long bumpy drive.

 

“Come on lads, let’s see if I can find you accommodation near to me, perhaps you will have to go into different places, but there may be a hostel for trekkers just a few miles up the mountain.  I’ll find Geng and see if he has any idea where you lot can stay.” Mark says.

 

Mark finds Geng at home as it’s quite late by this time and he reassures them that there is a trekker’s lodge on the next ridge.

 

Mark takes the lads to the accommodation and they find it to be adequate.  They thank him profusely and he hugs them all and wishes them a good long hike, as he arranges to see them before they go back home. They will have to return to Kathmandu by the 20th September, in order to start their degree courses. 

 

Mark returns to his village and retires to bed ready for his work the following day.

 

Simon and his friends get out their maps and information booklets and begin to plan their extensive trek.

 

They decide to find a route by which they can work back to Kathmandu.  They have travelled approximately two hundred miles east of Kathmandu on the arduous roads, and now they want to trek as far up the mountains as possible, but in a western direction, so that they are in the general direction of their destination for their return home. They have almost three months of a trek and they intend to walk about ten miles a day. That doesn’t sound a lot but it will be on rough ground and as it is uphill a lot of the way it will be hard going and they will have to assemble their tents and camping equipment each night.

 





 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 25

 

 

 

Simon has become a well-loved young man, liked by all his friends, boys and girls alike.  He is independent, intelligent with a humorous streak and always is chosen to lead.  He loves to read and plays the guitar and loves a party.  Pete, his best friend, is sporty, practical and very strong and he is also studying medicine because he wants to become a surgeon.   

 

Luke is a sure, assertive lad who is going to be a chemical engineer. He has a wicked sense of humour, and keeps the banter going even when things get rough.  Ben is the shy one, he is gentle but introverted and he keeps his family problems to himself.  The four of them have been friends from the beginning of secondary school and have walked and climbed together since they were fifteen, when one or other of their parents would take them to the nearest hill country, and pick them up when they rang to say that they were ready for their lift home.

 

Simon and his friends begin their trek early in the day when the air is cool.  They have breakfast of bread and cheese and they have some milk to give them energy.  They have brought some easily carried nuts and chocolate for the middle of the day.  They intend to reach their evening stop around six o’clock where they will sleep for the night in a hostel and have their evening meal.  

 

The sky is a brilliant blue and there is a spark of sharpness in the air.  The boys are full of enthusiasm as they climb the steep path.  The white peaks are far above them as they climb the lower slopes.  Ben is not keeping up with the others but they wait for him by sitting on a low wall.

 

“Come on you slow coach.” Shouts Luke who is impatient to reach the higher slopes.

 

“I’m looking at the wonderful views.” Replies Ben 



“Why don’t you see what’s in front of you?”



The party climb steadily for two hours and then they decide to have a drink and a rest and take in their surroundings that are magnificent.  They eat some nuts and their chocolate and then feel ready to continue on their way.

 

The trek has been pleasant, not too hard but quite invigorating, after another few hours they decide that they will find a lodge for the night, where they will have a proper meal. 

 

‘They study their map and find a trekking lodge about two miles to the west and they make their way towards their goal.

 

When they climb to the higher slopes they will have to use their tents and camping equipment but they have budgeted for a couple of lodge stops, two on the upward journey and one on the downward one on their way back to Kathmandu.  They eat and sleep well at the lodge they have found and they meet a party of French students who are hoping to reach the high slopes very soon as they have to return home in another week.  They are full of stories of their trek and the lads have a chat and a drink together before retiring to their rooms. The French boys have climbed up from another direction so they have relevant information and useful details for Simon’s party to take on board.

 

The four lads share a dormitory but they are soon asleep, as the fresh air has made them tired.  They rise early and after a quick breakfast are back on their trek.  They continue for the next ten days and they have found a steady pace whereby they can keep up with each other and still tell their jokes and funny stories to keep their spirits up.  The terrain is becoming more difficult, there are slippery parts on the rocky surfaces and Ben is finding it harder than the others.  

 

“Hurry up slow coach.”  Shouts Luke.  “We need to get to our camping ground before it gets dark.”

 

“You two carry on, I will walk with Ben.” Says Simon

 

“We can keep you in sight but we will be a bit behind you.”

 

“O.K.” Says Pete as he and Luke walk at a faster pace but they are still in sight.

 

Ben is feeling quite sick with the altitude that is now reaching ten thousand feet and dehydration is starting to affect him.

 

Luke and Pete are still in sight and are signalling that the campsite is in their view.  They have found it difficult with the conditions changing all the time, with ice sheets now in their path, they having to keep their eyes on their feet.

 

When they arrive at the site they quickly assemble their small tents and heat their rations by boiling water in their primus stove.  They eat and drink quickly and get themselves tucked up in their sleeping bags whilst they are still warm from the food and drink.  This last day they have all found it exhausting but Ben is feeling tired and ill.

 

Simon is worried about him but he keeps up the chat and hopes that a good night’s sleep will put him back on track.  They have only two tents and Luke and Pete share one with Ben and Simon sharing the other.  They are warm enough in their tents and eventually they all sleep well.  They awake to a beautiful sight of blue skies and white peaks.  They are beginning to reach the higher slopes and their enthusiasm is at a high level.

 

“Just look up there.” Shouts Pete who is fully dressed and ready for off.

 

“Give us time to have our breakfast.” Says Ben who seems to feel better after his sleep.

 

“It will not be so easy from this place on.” Says Luke looking up at the rock face. 

 

“We will have to use ropes and climbing equipment for the next hundred metres.”

 

Ben’s spirits rally and he is determined to keep up with the others, Simon decides he will keep an eye on him but as the ice fields are very dangerous he has to find his own way through the white craggy boulders.

 

They travel slowly because they are all struggling for breath and the cold weather is taking its toll.  Their trekking the higher reaches has toughened their bodies. But they have to find a place where they can rest.  There is an overhanging rock where they can get out of the fierce wind.  Ben is dangerously weak; his body feels as though he cannot walk another step.  The whole party is exhausted and they decide to put up camp under the shelter of the rock.  

 

They prepare the meal and after having a hot drink, they feel better.  Ben is now really gasping for breath and although he doesn’t want to leave the heights, Simon feels that Ben can’t go further up the mountain.  Luke and Pete are really keen to complete the trek, so Simon persuades them to go on themselves, the next morning.

 

He and Ben decide to retreat to a lower level where they will wait for their friends to return after they have reached the peaks.

 

“We’ll meet you two back in Kathmandu.” Decides Simon when he sees the fatigue in Ben’s eyes.

 

“In the same place we stayed on our arrival?”  Luke asks.

 

“That will be great.” Replies Simon.  

 

The two friends who are left reach the top of a lower peak where they can see the grandeur of the surrounding white peaks with the sun shinning on them.  The prayer flags waving in the distance and the best views they have ever seen.

 

“I’m sorry Simon and Ben cannot see this.” Says Pete.

 

“Ben could not have managed the last few hard climbs but Simon probably could have, he is such a good guy to forgo his dream.”

 

They are satisfied by the progress they have made and return to the camp under the over hanging rock where they stay for the night.

 

Simon and Ben descend slowly, watching their feet on the frozen paths. Ben is quiet and rather depressed, because of the feeling of failure but also sorry because Simon has had to forgo his trek to the top.  

 

“I feel so sorry to have stopped you reaching the top of our arranged trek.” Ben says quietly

 

“Don’ be daft.”  Simon replies.  “I’m as tired as you are, it is better to have got so far as not at all.”

 

“We’ll take our time so that we have no mishaps.” Simon goes on to say.

 

Ben is still struggling with his breathing but he gallantly goes on his downward path.

 

They have about three weeks to return to Kathmandu and they have to walk westwards towards their destination.

 

Although they are still in hard territory, they chat amiably as they carefully tread the icy paths.

 

Simon means to get down from the ten thousand feet as soon as they can because Ben‘s difficulty with his breathing should become easier as they descend.  

 

It takes them ten days to get to the terraced fields where they can see small villages, where there are buildings that look as if there may be a hostel or two.

 

Ben has become very tired although his breathing is much improved and a night in a lodge could help him, where he may have a good night’s sleep and some nourishing food.  Their spirits rise as they see such a place down in the lower slopes and in their enthusiasm they put a spurt in their steps.  

 

Ben is whooping with joy when he misses his step and falls off the mountain and rolls down an incline where he hits his head on a sharp stone.  He lies there without moving.

 

Simon walks down as quickly as he can without falling also and finds Ben unconscious.

 

Ben’s head is bleeding and he is out to the world.  The bleeding has to be stopped and Simon does what he can to stop the flow.  He finds his small first aid box and with a crepe bandage he presses strongly on the wound.  He feels for a pulse and finds a weak one.

 

He has stopped the worst of the flow of blood so he puts on the largest plaster he has in the box.

 

“Ben, wake up.” He cries as he tries to lift Ben into a sitting position.

 

Ben flops down and stays unconscious. A moment later his eyelids flutter and he is trying to sit up.

 

“Stay there a little.” Simon says feeling a flood of relief as Ben’s pulse begins to feel stronger but he feels very dizzy.

 

“You can’t stand up yet or your head will fill with blood and that will bring on more dizziness.”

 

They sit on the side of the trekking path with Simon’s arm around Ben to steady him.  They have a map of that part of the terrain and some of the information the French lads have given and they remember that there may be a lodge not far from where they are.  Ben is in no fit state to walk.  Simon sets the backpacks around Ben for support after finding some water in their packs and now that the warmer slopes are in the sun he leaves him in order to find help to get Ben down to the lodge.

 

“I’m going to go to the lodge to see if there is someone there to help us get you off the mountain.” Simon says.  “You need to be in hospital because you may have concussion.   Stay still but warm, keep you hands in your gloves and your scarf around your mouth.  I will try to be as quick as I can.”

 

Simon hates to leave Ben but he has no alternative.  He goes as quickly as he can towards the structure he can see in the distance. When he finally he arrives there he sees that it is a school.  He calls out to see if there is anyone there.  A young man who is obviously a Nepalese answers his call and fortunately can speak English.  Simon points his hand in the direction of where Ben is waiting for some help and explains the situation hoping that there will be someone there to help bring Ben off the mountain.

 

“How far are we from a doctor or a hospital?” asks Simon.  Is there anyone to help me bring him down to here?”

 

The young teacher says,” Wait a moment, I will get the headmaster and he will arrange it.”

 

An older man is brought and by the young teacher translating the problem the headmaster calls two more staff and with a flat board they sometimes use as an extra desk the whole party start up the slope to where of Ben is laying. 

 

Ben has become aware of his surroundings but he does not remember how he came to be in this predicament and he looks for Simon without success.

 

He feels uncomfortable so he moves the equipment as best he can and then lies flat on his back looking up at the sky.  

 

Although his back is aching along with his head he sees the incredible views and the sun setting behind a distant icy peak with the rays shinning like a beacon over the incredibly green terraces.  There is a wide stream in the distance with a narrow bridge crossing it.  He looks up at the sky and feels a kind of contentment.

 

The young teacher, who can speak some English, tells Simon that there is a small village hospital about three miles down from the school, and that they may be able to get there the following day, after the boys have had a rest and eaten some food.

 

There are three villages near to the school but they are without a hospital.  The village where the hospital gives medical care to the area is at the end of a proper road that leads to Kathmandu. This information gives Simon a lift because he needs to be there with Ben by the 20th September so that they can meet their friends and he hopes to see Mark again before they leave for home.

 

The four young men, Simon and the three helpers from the school, climb steadily sharing the burden of the wooden frame between them.  There is some chatting going on but Simon does not understand their language.  The English speaker tries to keep him informed what the others are saying but Simon is tired and he concentrates on one foot in front of the other.  He is worried how Ben will have fared in the cold and he wishes that they were in sight of his friend.

 

After an hour of plodding uphill through terraces where the villagers worked by growing their crops, they spotted Ben laid out on the side of a path. Simon made an extra effort to get to him, afraid Ben may have lost consciousness again.  But when he arrived at his side Ben was sleeping with the sun on his face and looking peaceful.

 

Ben awoke with the noise that was coming from the group who were there to help him.  Simon gave a sigh of relief when he saw Ben open his eyes and smile at the rescuers.

 

“I was having forty winks.” Ben told them.  But it was the pain that had induced the restless sleep that had fallen on Ben.  

 

“Let’s get you on this makeshift stretcher.” Simon said.  “We need to get this show on the road.  It has taken us one hour to reach you and I hope that you are feeling fit to be carried down the mountain.”

 

Simon finds ropes that have been used in their climb to tie Ben to the wooden frame so that he will not slide off.  The other three arrange a kind of bed from the sleeping bags to try to make Ben as comfortable as possible and Simon ties the ropes around him.  Simon counts to three and the four of them lift the stretcher together.  Ben feels pain in his leg as well as his head and understands that he must have broken a bone somewhere as he tippled off the mountain.  The journey is not easy and the four of them feel a strain on their knees as they carry their burden down the slippery slope.

 

They arrive at the school before nightfall and all four are relieved to find the headmaster has arranged for the two English trekkers to stay at a nearby lodge where there will be beds for them and a welcome meal.  Simon is so grateful for their help and he tells the English speaking one how he feels and for him to tell the others how grateful they both are for their kindness and great help.  


The next morning their friend from the school arrives when they have had their breakfast, along with his class of twelve year olds, to accompany the two English trekkers down to the hospital by carrying the stretcher and helping them on their way.  The boys have beautiful brown eyes and they chatter all the time. Some have a good feel for English so they are curious about our lives and are asking all sorts of questions.  

 

“Why do you come to our country to climb the mountains?” one asks.

 

“Because it is the most beautiful country in the world.”  Ben replies

 

“And we have been dreaming of coming here since we were your age.” 

 

All of the boys smile and they look so shy but pleased by Ben’s answer.

 

“You are so lucky, to have your school here on the mountain where you will probably leave to become guides for the likes of us, who can just spend a month in perhaps a full lifetime.”  Simon tells them.

 

The boys chuckle loudly and talk to each other, agreeing that they hope to be trekker guides, as well as, workers in Katmandu in the tourist offices there and perhaps, working in the hotels in Pokara and such like places, now becoming popular with Western people. The small hospital comes into view, although Simon and Ben do not recognize it as such, because it looks like a small cottage within the village.  The teacher tells the boys to take Ben inside as he explains what has happened to him.  

“Is it possible to help Ben who has problems walking, and may have broken bones?”  The teacher asks the nurse.

The nurse, who seems very efficient, takes a look at Ben and explains to  

 Simon that the doctor will be coming later in the day and will be able to take them 

 to Katmandu, where there is a proper hospital.  The teacher then arranges for them to have a rest and for Ben to be made comfortable.  He wishes them good luck before he and his class head back up the mountain to resume their studies.

 Simon finds a warm area inside the cottage and asks the nurse if they can stay 

there until the possible lift arrives.  Although the nurse does not understand 

English Simon tries to speak a little of her language, and between them, the nurse 

makes hot drinks to be given to himself and Ben and a comfortable bed for 

Ben.  The sun is at its highest, about noon, when the four-wheel drive arrives at

 the village hospital and by this time Ben is in considerable pain.  The young lady

 doctor looks at Ben’s leg and confirms that it is broken.  She gives Ben some 

strong painkillers and then gently takes off his coat to look at his arm.

“It’s looking rather like the arm may be broken at the wrist.” She says.

“I’ll take you down to Katmandu with me so that you can have proper treatment 

there.” 

“We have x-rays and a good bone doctor so that you will be made better. 

I have patients here to see to and then we will be on our way.” She continues.

“My name is Taz and I work with my father who also works in the hospital in the

 city.”

Simon is grateful to this beautiful young woman, who has so much sympathy for 

Ben who is really now quite drowsy from the drugs she administered.

Taz hurries away to attend to four or five patients in another room in the cottage.

They wait for her to have finished her rounds. The nurse arrives with 

another drink for the lads and also some soup made from the vegetables they 

grow on the terraces outside the hospital. Simon helps Ben with the soup before

 he eats his own and the hot drinks revive them.

“Come on you two.” Taz says as she drinks a cup of tea.
 “Let’s get this young man in the vehicle.  I have a stretcher and I think we can make him comfortable in the back.”

The nurse helps us and the three of us carry Ben on the stretcher and secure the stretcher in the motor vehicle.

 “O.K let’s get on our way,” says Taz. “I’ll see you on Friday,” she calls to the nurse as she waves goodbye.





 


 


 


Chapter 26


 


 


“Give me your names, we have a few hours to travel and as we will be talking, I hope I’ll get to know you a little.”

“Ben is in the back and my name is Simon.”

“We have been trekking.  Four of us started out and we met my relative Mark in Katmandu.  He is on a project east of Katmandu and met us and took us to the beginning of our trek.  We have had a wonderful time until we walked on the high mountains, when Ben began to have altitude sickness and we came down to the lower slopes. We were just celebrating seeing a lodge, when Ben had his accident.  He fell over the edge and could not walk.  I tried to make him comfortable and then I left him to get help.  The school came into my sight and I got help from the headmaster, who found us two beds in a lodge, where we slept until morning and then a teacher with his class helped to carry Ben down to the little hospital where you found us.” Simon tells her.

Taz smiles at him and she sees something familiar about his smile and the length of his eyelashes.  

“Have you been here before?” she asks.  “Do you like to mountaineer, here in the Himalayas?”

“Yes I love this area but I have not been here before.”

Taz continues to chat to Simon whilst keeping her eye on Ben who is keeping awake and contributing a little to the conversation.

“Are you feeling alright,” asks Taz as she looks at Ben through her mirror.

“Fine, I’m just listening to your conversation and trying to keep awake.” Replies Ben.

“Just let yourself sleep if you wish because it is a long drive to Katmandu and I have given you a relaxing drug so you will probably sleep soon.” Taz tells him.

Simon shifts round to see if Ben is comfortable and gives him a reassuring smile

and a pat on his hip as Ben squirms on his stretcher to find a better position.

As Simon turns round to look forward in his seat, he takes a better look at Taz and finds her to be a beautiful young woman of about thirty years old, who does this amazing job working here in Simon’s favourite place on earth. 

“You are so lucky to be doing this great job in this spectacular area of the world.” 

Says Simon dreamily.  “I am going to University when I get home and I’m going to study medicine. I was brought up in Pokhara where my father was a G.P. and my brother was also a doctor in Katmandu until he was killed in an aircraft accident on his way home for a holiday.”

Simon has a feeling of sorrow as Taz looks at him and smiles her lovely smile.

“Oh so you come from a family of doctors.”  “My mother is a teacher and my father is a lecturer so I suppose that I come from a family of teachers.” Simon replies.

“Where do you come from Simon?”

“Lancashire in the North of England.” Simon says.

“My mother teaches in Bolton and my dad lectures at Manchester University and I have a sister who is still at school.”

“It is a long grind to become a doctor but if that is your wish I will not discourage you.  It is the best job in the world if that is your vocation.” Taz says.

“Just what does your job entail?” Simon asks.

“It is so versatile.  Every day I do something different, I am sometimes working in the hospital in Katmandu, then I do my rounds in three small places like the one I picked you up from, I also run a female clinic for birth control in Katmandu.  

The life expectancy of the population of Nepal is quite low towards what we know about the West.  The people here have to work in hard conditions because of the mountain territory and the altitude.  I know that you think it must be great to live here, and it is for me, who has a middleclass life style, where things are not as hard as those of the mountain people, who work their terraces and have to carry their goods by walking everywhere.” Taz explains simply.

Simon looks thoughtful and then says, “How do the people of the mountain villages live, how do they make a living?”

“Things are better than they used to be, my older sister is a teacher in one of the mountain schools and she would not like to teach anywhere else.  A lot of her students have become guides for the many people, like you, who love to come and spend their summers here.  Due to the quantity of the trekkers, money has been found from many sponsors for the lodges to be established. There is employment there for many of the villagers.  Because of this tourist trade, water has been piped to many of the villages and this has made the lives of the people so much better.  Their health has improved and the quality of their lives is better. The number of children has become less because of the birth-control clinics opened in this area.  Nurses from the hospital have been trained, to see to the day to day, health of the villagers and birth control clinics are available for women who wish to control their family size.”

“So we from the West have contributed to the increase in the living standards of the people, and the love we have for the mountains is a positive thing, do you not think?” Simon asks with a twinkle in his eye.

“Of course it has.  There are many Western people contributed to the help we get at the hospitals, as well as, the villages.  You tell me that your relative is at present working here in Nepal.  What is the work he is doing?”

“He is building a bridge over a tributary in the east of Katmandu.” Simon replies.

“See that will be a great help for our country, the villagers in that area have a harder life because of the lack of roads and the width of the river.” Taz almost hugs Simon because she feels warmth towards him that she doesn’t understand but she feels that this boy is such a special person as she answers.

Ben screams as the car swerves on the twisting road to avoid a small animal that crosses its path.

“I’m so sorry Ben, are you alright?” Taz asks gently.

“I need to have a drink.” Answers Ben trying not to make a fuss but feeling in agony with his leg and now his head is hurting.   He thinks if they stop for a while the activity will take his mind off his tremendous pain.

Taz looks at the time and says that there is a roadside comfort stop about ten minutes down the road.  She hopes that Ben can wait until they reach the café.

The people in the car go very quiet and Taz is trying to be a steady driver so that Ben won’t feel any more pain than is necessary.

They arrive at the café that is situated by the roadside, overlooking a wide fast -flowing river.

  Taz jumps down from the motor and Simon follows her.  They go to the back and help Ben who is doing his best to find his one good foot to stand on.  Taz and Simon help him to stand and then Simon takes his weight as he helps him to the toilet and then gets him in a seat on the outside of the café so that he can get a look at the surroundings, as well as, feel the warm air on his face.

They buy bottled water and Simon unscrews the one for Ben who takes it in his good hand and drinks thirstily.

“Oh that feels better.” Ben smiles as he feels relief.

Taz and Simon drink their water with relish as they watch the river rolling on its way.

“When will we be in Katmandu?” Ben asks.

“About three hours” Taz replies. “I reckon we are about halfway there and we should be there before the darkness falls.”





 


 


 


Chapter 27


 


 


The light is just about fading when we reach the outskirts of the city.  The sunset is casting an orange mist into the bowl in which Katmandu is situated.  The people are surrounded in this spectrum of brilliant coloured fog.  The ones on bikes seem to be followed by this yellow slip- stream. The atmosphere is vibrant, with the people in their colourful clothes, the animals, the sacred cows slowly chewing their cud, and the monkeys jumping up and down on the temple steps.

Taz makes her way to the hospital where she takes them to the Emergency Department.  Ben is taken on another stretcher belonging to the hospital and Taz takes me to the Inpatient desk to give information on Ben’s accident.  I fill in a form as best I can and then I go to Ben to reassure him that I am about and that I shall wait for him.

Taz comes along from within the Emergency Department and takes me to a room to wait for Ben to be examined and have his bones set.

“I’m afraid he won’t be able to leave hospital tonight Simon.”  Taz says, “because he will need an anesthetic but you should be able to take him away tomorrow.”

“Don’t worry we’ll see that he has a good night’s sleep and you can stay in the visitor’s room for the night.”

“May I see him when he comes out of the operating theatre?  He needs to know that I’m about.” 

“Of course. I’ll ask my father to come and have a word with you when he has seen to Ben.” Taz replies.

“Oh your father is the consultant here, that must be great for you both to work so closely together.”

“It is because this being a remote area we doctors have to be versatile and my father has studied many aspects of medicine.  He was a G.P. for many years.”

“I think that I would like to be a G.P. when I have finished my training.” Simon tells Taz.

“Good.” She replies. I’ll bet you will make a very good one, I have seen how you have taken care of Ben and I’m sure you will take that caring attitude into your chosen profession.” Taz replies.

Taz takes Simon to the staff canteen and although he is not really hungry she persuades him to have a sandwich and a hot drink.

“Tell me about your life in England.” Taz says. ”I have only been to London once, when I was a young girl, and I loved the city.  The many parks and all the theatres, the embankment of the river and the bridges, especially Tower
Bridge.”  

“I love London too, but I come from the north, where the scenery is different.  We have hills, quite high ones in the Lake District and bigger ones in Scotland.  That is the reason why I find Nepal so magnificent.  I have been a climber, as well as my parents, since I was about four years old, when my father used to carry me on his back, up the slopes of the Lake District.  Then when I was at secondary school my friends and I used to go climbing each weekend, sometimes with the school but as we became older, we were able to take a tent and camp there in the summer.   Before we could drive, our parents used to take turns to take us to the Yorkshire Dales or the Lake District on a Friday, and bring us back on a Sunday.  Ben is like a brother to me as are the other two friends we had to leave up on the mountain.   We are to meet in Katmandu before the twentieth so that we will be able to catch our plane home.”

“Well it is only the 12th today so you have plenty of time to get Ben fit and used to crutches.” Taz says.

“Eight days for him to rest up and get his strength back.  Luke and Pete will be here on the 18th and Mark will try to see us before we leave.  That gives us six days when we will have to find accommodation.  Do you have any addresses where we can arrange for us to stay, a youth hostel or something?”

Taz thinks hard and then tells Ben that there is a summer festival starting on the 14th and accommodation will be scarce but she will think of something.

“Get some sleep now Simon.” She tells him as she brings a pillow and blankets so that he can make a bed on two chairs.

“We will let you know when Ben has come round from his anesthetic.” Taz says as she leaves him to sleep.

Taz goes to the operating theatre to see how Ben is doing and asks her father if he needs any help.

“No thanks, I am all finished here, he will sleep well and be refreshed in he morning.” Dr Menon tells her.  “We’ll get him on to the ward and leave him.”

“Will you have a word with Simon, his friend.  He is in the day- room, I said he could stay there until you have a word with him, and that he can stay there until the morning.” Taz says.

“Sure, I’ll go now whilst you arrange Ben’s bed on the ward, then meet me and we will go home together.”  Dr Menon replies.

In the day room Simon is not asleep. He is worrying about Ben and hoping that they will be able to find accommodation in Katmandu until the 20th September when their other friends will arrive there.

Dr Menon appears in the doorway and looks aghast as he looks at Simon.

“Oh!” He cries out. “Who are you?”

“My name is Simon and I am waiting for my friend, Ben, who is here in the hospital.  I am waiting for the doctor who has been attending to him to tell me how he is.”

Dr Menon, who felt a great shock as he looked at Simon, now tries to quiet his heart that is racing rapidly, as he sits opposite to Simon.  

“Ben is going to be fine.”  The doctor tells him.  “And you may stay here until the morning when he will be, hopefully, ready to leave the hospital.”

“Oh thanks so much for all you have done for Ben, and thanks for letting me stay here to sleep until morning. I can’t thank you enough for yours and Taz’s kindness to both Ben and myself.” Simon replies full of gratitude for the help he has received to get Ben on the road to recovery.  The doctor leaves him with a thoughtful look on his face and a worry in his eyes.

“I can’t believe what I have just seen when I look at the boy Simon.  He is just the image of Taj when he was eighteen.  How can this be?” He says to Taz in the car on the way home.

“You know dad I thought I saw something in Simon, when we were in the car on our way here, but it is almost nineteen years since Taj was lost to us and I was only a teenager myself.  I don’t really remember Taj at eighteen.” Taz replies with a thoughtful look on her face.

Dr Menon has a restless night and his wife wakes feeling that she has not had a good night’s sleep herself. 

“Darling, are you worried about something.” She asks her husband.

“No, I’m fine.” He answers.

When he showers and dresses he is thinking about his son, he remembers the way he looked when he left to go to university, and the resemblance of the boy he saw last night at the hospital.  He wonders how that can be, then he has a faint recollection of the English girl, who was a friend of Sahida and taught with her in Pokhara, and the closeness of her to Taj.  Is it possible he thinks, but he doesn’t want to get his hopes up?  He wants his wife to be kept in the dark until he has spoken to Taz and to the boy, who sleeping at the hospital.





 


 


 


Chapter 28


 


He reassures his wife that he is fine as Taz and he get into the car to drive off to work.

Taz seems preoccupied as they make their way from the outskirts of Katmandu to the hospital.

“Is anything the matter?"  Her dad asks her.

“Well I have promised to see if there is anywhere Ben and Simon can stay until the festival is over.  They need accommodation until the 20th when they will be going home with their other friends.  I have tried all the hostels around but they are all full because of the Festival of Krishna.  I wondered if we could put them up for a few days. Do you think mother would mind?”

“I don’t think so. And if my theory is right, she will be thrilled to have her grandson staying with us.  I have remembered the English girl that Taj was in love with and who was quickly taken home by her parents after the funeral. She was so devastated by the loss of Taj.  Do you think it is possible?” Dr Menon asks hopefully.

“Oh goodness, is that what you have been thinking since last night dad?”

Taz asks.  

“Yes, but we will have to careful with the boy.  It is obvious that he knows nothing about us; his mother must not have told him about his father.  We will play it by ear.  I hope that I am right but that your mother does not get upset.  Sahida will be home for the festival and she may be able to tell us more about the relationship of the two of them. She was very close to Taj, and also she was a close friend of the teacher from England, she worked with at her mountain school.”

Taz says to her father.” It may be just a coincidence that you think Simon is so like Taj, so don’t get you hopes up so high.”

“I will talk to him when I get in to work and see if I can get the answers I’m looking for.  I’ll ask him where he comes from. What is his mother’s name? What is his family background?   I won’t frighten him and he and his friend, will be able to stay with us for a few days, whoever they are.  You know your mother loves to have young people around.”

 


Simon wakes up to see the sun shining through the window, whilst Ben wakes up to a bad head and a feeling of sickness and nausea.  

Simon remembers where he is.  He hasn’t felt this comfortable for ages, and then he is out of his chair and on his way to find Ben.

Ben looks a sad sight and Simon is worried about him.

“I’ve no need to ask how you feel because I can see you feel rotten.  I’ll get the nurse.”  He says as he rushes out of the ward to find Dr Menon coming up the corridor.

“Please see Ben, he looks really sick this morning and I’m worried about his concussion.” Simon cries, as he feels dreadful for Ben.

“I’ll be with Ben in a minute.” Dr Menon says as he goes to his locker to get out his whites and his stethoscope.  A nurse is already in the ward and she has sat Ben up and made him comfortable with pillows.

Dr Menon tests his pulse and looks at his various bandages including those around his head.

“You’ll live.” He smiles as he loosens the head bandage to make it fit and to ease any pain.

“Is that better?”

“Yes, I feel so much better than when I first awoke. When can I get out of here?”

“Wait a bit.  You need to have your medication and then a breakfast before we can think about that.” The doctor says.  “I need to speak to Simon to arrange accommodation for the two of you. You will not be fit to stay in some rough hostel.”

Taz takes Simon to the canteen again and offers him some breakfast.  He is glad to have breakfast because he is now famished and his mind is more at rest, as Ben seems so much better.

“I have not been able to find accommodation in a decent hostel, and father feels that Ben needs to rest, so you both will be very welcome to stay with us, over the festival period and until it is time for you to return home.” Taz tells Simon.

“But we can’t put your family out like that and I’m sure that the Festival will be a family time.” Simon answers with a shy smile.

“It will be fine; look dad is here, so we will ask him if he thinks mother will object.”

Dr Menon sits at the table with his coffee and smiles as Simon eats hungrily.

“I’ve just asked Simon if they both will stay with us until they have to return home on the 20th.  Do you and mother object to that?”

“Of course not, Ben needs some time to convalesce, and I am sure your mother will be glad of the company of these two smart boys.”

Simon thanks them both profusely, for he cannot believe his luck, at the offer of their home as a refuge for the two of them.  He wants to go to tell Ben of their good fortune.  He finishes his breakfast and tells them he must go to Ben to tell him of their arrangements.  Ben is sat up in bed eating his breakfast when Simon appears, at a run, with his good news.  He tells Ben he can’t believe in their good luck and Ben is just too relieved to know, he will be in good hands and have the time to get himself more fit, for his long journey home.  The two of them use the time to get Ben up and using his crutches, they wander around the grounds of the hospital until Ben is tired, they then sit in the sun and rest until lunchtime.

Dr Menon and Taz meet them, as they have called Mrs. Menon and made arrangements for the boys to be taken home at lunchtime, so that they will be able to settle in and have the comfort of a proper home, after their weeks of trekking and hardship.

The Menons live on the outskirts of Katmandu in a large house in its own grounds.  There are trees and shrubs surrounding the large pleasant garden, the front door opens and a middle-aged lady appears on the doorstep. Taz, who has driven them to the house, introduces her as her mother.

She helps Ben up the front step to the house and the she turns her attention to Simon.  Her astonishment shows on her lovely face as she asks his name. 

“My name is Simon Thomas.”  Simon replies with a look of bewilderment at the expression on Mrs. Menon’s face.  Is something the matter?”

“No of course not, you just remind me of someone.”

Taz explains to her mother the predicament of Ben’s broken bones, and the boys not being able to find accommodation because of the Festival.  She gives her mother a knowing look and a signal to keep quiet.  She doesn’t want the boys to feel uncomfortable and she is hoping that Sahida may be able to throw light on the situation, when she arrives shortly.

Tea is brought and the boys are made to feel welcome, as they all sit in the garden and chat about the trekking and the festival.

The slight breeze disturbs the flowers and the trees, giving off a lovely perfume, and the boys relax and enjoy the peace of the garden.  Mrs. Menon leaves them to arrange their bedrooms whilst Taz goes into the house to begin the preparation of a meal for when the doctor gets home. Her sister is on her way from the school where she teaches, to be with her family for the festival

Ben is feeling tired and his medication for the pain is wearing off.  Simon goes into the house, hoping to find Taz, to get help for Ben’s pain.  He can’t just find her but as he goes through the hall he sees a portrait of someone who looks likes himself.  He is shocked when he looks at it, but shrugs the feeling off as he calls to Taz.  She comes downstairs quickly and sees to Ben, who is flagging with the pain.

A car pulls up and young woman bounces up the steps, without seeing the boys in the garden, as she is so anxious to see her mother and sister.

“Mum, Taz.” She calls as she hurries into the hall.

“Oh there you are, lovely to have you home for a few days.” Calls out Mrs. Menon as she rushes downstairs to meet her daughter. Taz appears and they share a hug, the three of them.

“Where’s dad?” Sahida asks.

“He should be on his way now.” Taz tells her sister.

“Come out and meet our guests.” Taz says.  “They have been trekking for the last two and half months, but Ben has had an accident up on the mountain and I brought them down to the hospital, here in Katmandu.  They are from Britain and they are two lovely lads.  They have tickets to return home on the 20th but they cannot find a hostel that is not booked up for the Festival.” Sahida and her sister, along with their mother, go into the garden.





 


 


 


Chapter 29


 


Dr Menon is worrying about the situation at home and he hopes that his family will not be too upset when they meet Simon.  He hopes that when they question Simon, there will be an explanation for the looks he has.  His heart sings with hope that he is the grandson he has longed for, and that a part of his lost son will be amongst them.  He thinks that there may be a possibility that the English girl Taj loved may have gone home pregnant.  It is a possibility that he hopes is true.  He has never really got over the loss of his son, neither have the other members of the family, but he is afraid to get his hopes up too high because, he tells himself, it could be a coincidence and he may be disappointed.

He arrives home to find there is a party going on in the garden.  Ben has revived after some pain killers, and is gently smiling at all there present and telling his side of the story.  

Simon is teasing a little about the time they saw the lodge in the distance and Ben was so excited he fell off the mountain.

The doctor has a precious look on his face as he looks at the two boys.  Ben has mended so quickly, his attitude to his injuries so positive and when he looks at Simon his heart lifts.   

“Sahida, you‘ve got here in good time.  Did you have a good journey?” Dr Menon asks his eldest daughter as he gives her a hug.  It’s lovely to see you darling.”

Sahida tells them of her journey from the mountain school where she is now the headmistress.  The roads had been busy because of the Festival and she was late setting out as she had been arranging, along with her staff, the Festival in the villages from where her pupils came. 

“The journey was better than I imagined, there was a steady flow of traffic, and I didn’t stop on the road as I had had a good breakfast before I set off.” She replies.

Taz turns to introduce the boys to her sister and Sahida’s eyebrows rise as she gets a better look at Simon.

“Oh my God.”  She cries as she takes Simon’s hand.  ”You look just like my brother.”

  “How can I?  I am so confused, I have seen a portrait in the hall that could be me when I’m dressed up, and the looks I have been getting from all the family makes me wonder what’s happening to me.”

Dr Menon steps in to say “Come on let’s put our cards on the table and say what we are thinking.  Sahida what do you think of Simon?”

“I think that he can be Taj’s son with Sarah, who left very soon after Taj’s death. I know that Sarah loved my brother very much and that she was devastated after the plane crash.  What’s your mother’s name Simon?”

Simon is so confused he doesn’t reply for a moment and then says. “My mother’s name is Sarah and my father’s name is David.  I have a sister called Anne and my cousin Mark is here in Nepal doing some civil engineering work.

“Oh my god.” Sahida cries.  “I know Mark, he came to see Sarah when she worked with me, and we had a party for him and his friends.  All the villagers were invited to come to the party, and Sarah and I prepared the food. Taj came to meet him.  

Mark is trying to come to meet us in Katmandu on the 19th to see us off on the 20th.” Simon tells them.

Ben puts his hand on Simon’s shoulder and hugs him to him.  He knows his friend is confused, but feels it is a wonderful thing for him to have found this other family.

“Are you O.K.?” He asks Simon shaking his hand and saying.  “Congratulations on finding these lovely caring people.”

Dr Menon takes Simon to the bottom of the garden and gently tells him of his son and now it seems, Simon’s father.

“Taj was a doctor in the hospital where Taz and I work.  He was only thirty-two when he was killed in an airplane crash in Pokhara.  He was a good man and a good son, but I did not know how close he was to your mother.  She came to stay with us when we lived in Pokhara where I was G.P., a lovely girl who was a close friend of Sahida’s.  I think Sahida will be able to tell you more about the time they taught together, in the village school.  Taj had a lovely nature and all the family have missed him dreadfully since the accident.  I’m so happy to have found you and the family will adore you because Taj was adored by all of us.”

Simon looks at his grandfather and smiles his lovely smile but feels strange and confused. He wants to be on his own to digest what he has been told.  He remembers David and the love he has for his dad.  He asks himself all sorts of questions.  Why has no one at home told him?  Who is he now he has found another family, half way across the world?  Is it because of his genes that he wants to be a doctor?  Why did his mother not tell him about his father?  Is this why he has always felt a bit of an outsider at school?  He is longing to see Mark who seems to have known about all this from when he was eighteen and trekking in Nepal.  He keeps these questions to himself and tries to be pleasant and friendly but he can’t wait to be by himself and ponder on what he has been told by this new family of strangers.

Sahida comes towards them and she puts her arm around Simon’s shoulder and Dr Menon leaves them to talk.

“I was a great friend of your mother.”  She tells Simon.  “She left so quickly after Taj had died.  She came to the River for his funeral but became so ill she had to be taken away from the river, where Taj’s ashes were being scattered. Your grandparents came to take her back to England, shortly after that, and I have not heard from her or about her since.  Taj and Sarah were so in love and I’m sure they would have been together today, if he had lived and we would have had you in our lives from your birth.  Sarah loved her life at the school and in Pokhara and she came at my invitation to meet my family.  That is when she met Taj at our house by the lake and they hit it off immediately.  Taj adored her and she felt the same.  It was such a tragedy for all of us when Taj died and I’m afraid we were all bound up in our own grief to see how bad she felt.  I’m sure she did not know she was pregnant when she left or she would have told me.  Tell me about her and your life in England.”

“Why did she not tell me?” Simon cries. “I love my mother and my dad and all my family at home, but someone should have told me.”

“Why hasn’t Mark said anything, especially when he knew my friends and I were coming here to the mountains, and he was here to meet us when we arrived?”

 “It isn’t his place to tell your mother’s secret and he was a very young man when he was here with us, just about the same age as you are now.” Sahida says with a sad look on her face.  To think that Taj’s son has lived for eighteen years without them having any idea of his birth.  A feeling of bitterness comes over Sahida to think that Sarah has kept her family in the dark for eighteen years and not to have shared the child that belonged to Taj, as well as, Sarah herself.  She shrugs this feeling away as Simon must be feeling a lot more confused than she is.

“Come on love.”  She tells Simon with a loving look on her face.  “We’ll find the others and they can all tell you what they remember of your mother and Taj.

I’m so glad that you have a father figure in your life to which you can give love and respect and what has happened here will not make any difference to your relationship with him.  How he has nurtured you and how he has made your family whole can only be because he is a good man.” 

Simon nods as they wander back up the garden, to find the rest of the family.

Meanwhile Mrs. Menon sits quietly in the kitchen with her thoughts far away into the past.  She knew Taj was very taken with the English girl, Sarah, but she was sure that when Sarah went home that Taj would settle down and marry a local girl and have a life in Katmandu within the extended family.  When the airplane crashed and she lost her son all she could feel at the time was a grief so strong no one should have to suffer it.  She remembers the grief Sarah showed was as strong as her own, but she ignored it, and let the girl be taken by Sarah’s parents, home to England.   She should have known that Taj’s love for Sarah was very strong and have done more for the girl. “What had Sarah to do?” She asks herself when she found herself to be pregnant with the man she so obviously adored.  She had done the only thing she would do, and had the baby.  I must talk to Simon to tell him, how we are partly to blame for his not having been part of our family, from the start.     

 


Taz has shown the boys their rooms. She has taken Ben to one on the ground floor that has an ensuite bathroom so that he can be independent.  He knows that Simon will help him in the bath when he is ready but for now he just needs to lie on the bed and rest. Taz renews his pain- killers and Ben soon sleeps peacefully.

Simon is now on his own and he curls up on his bed and feels like weeping.  Tears start to run down his face as he thinks about all that has happened to him since the accident to Ben on the mountain.

“He thinks of the kindness of the Menons, Taz who brought them to the hospital.

She must have been a teenager when his mother was here but she can see the resemblance of her brother in him and he must admit that the portrait in the hall looks a lot like him.  Dr Menon is so thrilled to have Simon staying, and he makes no reservations, of him being his grandson.  He treats him with a kindness that is like that of Joe and Charlie, his grandfathers at home.

Sahida shows him a glimpse of his mother that he has never thought about and he wonders if the love for his Hindu father takes something from David, who he is sure she loves.  The life of the parents, with Anne and me, has always felt right and has been, and is still, a very close unit.  He sometimes has a memory of first meeting with David, when he was a very small boy, claiming him for his dad but he has put the thought away from him because David has always been there for him.  

Mrs. Menon, who has been very busy finding them rooms, making up beds and giving them tea, has not yet drawn close to Simon, but from the glances she has been giving him, he knows that he is her grandson and she accepts him as such.

I need to see Mark he thinks in his troubled mind.  Mark will help me to accept what is happening to me, but Mark is not here yet. I’ll go to Ben when he awakens and talk my feelings over with him.  I’m glad it’s Ben with me here because he is the most sensitive of my friends.

Simon pulls himself together, gets up off the bed and goes into the bathroom to have a shower.  When he is dressed he goes to see how Ben is doing.  Ben is awake and feeling refreshed after his fitful sleep.

“Can I help you to have a shower if you are feeling up to it?” Simon asks.

“Sure, but are you feeling O.K?” Ben replies.  “Why don’t we have a talk, I know how you must be feeling confused and happy eh?”

Simon goes and hugs Ben and sits on the bed.

“I don’t understand how this has come about.  Why hasn’t my mother told me who my father was, and that I have this other Hindu family living here in Katmandu?”

“She must have had her reasons and you are the most caring family I have ever met.  I wish many times that I was the one living in your shoes, Simon; you have no idea what it is like living in mine.  My father has a drink problem, I think he is an alcoholic, but it doesn’t make it right how he treats my mother when he is drunk.

I have never been able to have friends in my house because of this and I am always welcome in yours.  Your dad is such a wonderful friend.  He has encouraged me to work at school, and I would not have got so far, and be able to go to university, if he had not allowed me to work on my studies at your house.

I know you think that we were just doing homework at your house because you have a better computer and it is quieter than at mine, but the fact is, it is bedlam at our house sometimes.  My mother gets angry at my dad and then he begins to throw things and she has to lock herself in the bathroom.”

Simon is shocked at what Ben is saying.  In all the time they have been friends Ben has never opened his heart to him, and he is a bit ashamed of not being there for Ben.

Ben gives Simon one of his rare smiles and says. “Come on then let’s get that shower and then we can join the others, I’m starving.”





 


 


 


Chapter 30


 


The boys walk into the dining room where the rest of the family is waiting for them

“Are you ready for a meal now?” 

“Come on up to the table, I’m sure you are very hungry, after your adventure and then the shock of finding another family, in this far off place.”  Dr Menon says in a joking sort of way.

Simon helps Ben to sit in a chair and moves his crutches out of his way

“We are very grateful for your taking care of us, and I am confused but happy to have found a missing part of my life.”  Simon replies.

They all sit down and far from feeling strange there is a comfortable feeling spreading around the people at the table.  Ben feels it too and he is thankful that he is not such a burden to just Simon and he knows he is very welcome here as well as Simon.

They all enjoy the delicious food made by Mrs. Menon and her daughters and the conversation is easy, as they talk about the festival, the meeting of their two other friends, as well as, Mark in the days to come.

After the meal the boys are really tired and go happily to bed sure to have a good night’s sleep.  To be in a proper bed with clean cool sheets is a luxury they had not expected and they are soon asleep.

Meanwhile, downstairs the Menons are talking about this revelation that they have another member of the family.

“I saw the likeness immediately I set my eyes on Simon.” Dr Menon says.

“I felt something on the journey from the mountain hospital but I was very young when Taj was eighteen.” Taz tells the family.

“Oh the moment I saw Simon I felt something very strange, a connection to the boy.”  Sahida shares her feeling with the others.

“What do we do now?”  Mrs. Menon asks “We can’t lose him now we have found him.  He is part of Taj, and I feel like I have got part of my lovely son back.”

“Lets enjoy his company and Ben’s whilst we have them here and when Mark comes to Katmandu, we will invite him to come and meet the family.”  Sahida says.

“I will go with Simon to meet Mark as it will be difficult for Ben to travel too far on his crutches.  We can come back here and I’m sure Mark will be able to confirm what we are thinking.”  “It was a lovely time when Mark came to our mountain with his friends and what I remember of him, he was a pleasant easy going boy who seemed to get on well with Taj, what little time they had together.”

“I’m sure he will be able to enlighten us about Simon’s family at home.  If I remember rightly his mother is Sarah’s sister.” Sahida goes on.

 They too are tired, it’s been a wonderful day for all of them but they are ready for bed, full of euphoria and relaxed ready for sleep.

The following day is the day before the festival and Dr Menon and Taz have to go to the hospital, but they will be home for the four days of the festival and they will be able to get to know Simon better.  It has worked out well for the boys and the family.

Simon is worried about his other two friends who are still trekking, but he realizes that the Festival will be ended by the time Luke and Pete get to Katmandu so they should be able to get accommodation in the hostel where they stayed when they arrived.  Simon feels he can’t expect the Menons to put them up.  He does not want to expect more of their hospitality and he would rather not tell his other friends until he is home and has seen his mother and dad.  Simon loves his dad and hopes this revelation does not hurt him. He wonders if David knows the story of Sarah and Taj.  He feels sure that his mother will have told him because there has never been any tension within the family only the usual one of the children growing up and stating their own opinions.  He remembers David’s patience with Anne and himself and also the respect he gave them and demanded the same for him and their mother.  David has been a great dad and what has happened here he does not want to deflect from that.  “But.” he thinks. ”What about this other dad that he resembles so much. He was a doctor like his father and now his younger sister and he is about to be studying for a medical degree.  He knows that he will have genes from Taj as well as from Sarah, and he feels a gratitude to a father he knew nothing about, until yesterday.

If his mother loved Taj so much and was devastated when he died, David had filled in a vast void for her and she must love him, because of what he is like. 

He wants to get to know about his biological father and seeks Sahida out.  She is sitting in the garden and he makes his way to the chair next to her.

“Hi Simon.” She says.  “How is Ben this morning?”

“He’s resting, trying to build up his strength for the long flight home.” Simon replies.

“I’d like you to tell me a bit about your brother and it seems, my father.”  Simon goes on to say.

“Well Taj was twelve years older than me and only about two years older than your mother.  Sarah came out here, after doing her teaching degree, and began working for the V.S.O.  I’m sure she told you a little about her time here.  We were friends Sarah and I.  I was just out of university and it was my first teaching job.  I loved it and so did Sarah.  The villagers with whom she lived among were, and still are, very gentle and friendly and she soon fitted in.  The V.S.O. organization found her the small dwelling house within the village, but it was a little cramped and as we lived in Pokhara at the time, my father was a G.P. for the villages around that district, and Taj was a doctor at the hospital, where my father and sister work now.  I invited Sarah to stay with us for a weekend and that is how she met my brother.  They hit it off at once, and although we didn’t know about their love for one another, when she had a party for her nephew it became obvious to me that they were having a love affair.  Taj had come that day to meet Sarah’s relative and they were so very close you would have had to be blind not to see it.  Taj was a beautiful man, very like you are, with long eyelashes and a sweet smile for everyone.  It was devastating to everyone when the plane crashed on its way in to Pokhara airport.   Your mother was there to meet him.  

The time after Taj’s death became unbelievably sad; the whole family was struck down with grief.  Your mother had to be taken home from the funeral when Taj’s ashes were scattered on the river by the Pashupatinath Temple and I didn’t get to see her properly after that.  Her mother and father came to take her back to England; they will be Mark’s and your grandparents.  I didn’t get to meet them because it was very quickly done. Her parents came one day and were gone the next.  I think Mark had sent for them because he came to Sarah after his trek.

Taj was a Hindu like the rest of us but we are not
prejudiced about other religions. He was a very friendly and kind person and I can see some of his qualities in you.  The way you look after your friend and the way you have taken this very strange revelation.  I can see my brother in your looks and your disposition.”


“But my dad at home is all that you have said about Taj.  He is kind and loving and he has never given any indication that I am not his son; it looks like my mother has been lucky to find men like both my dads.”  Simon ruminates.


Sahida puts her arms around Simon and gives him a big hug.  Simon hugs her back.  They smile at each other and just then Ben arrives on his crutches and Simon finds him a seat.


“I’m getting better on my crutches, don’t you think?” Ben sings out.  “And I will be so much better by the 20th with the garden to practice in.  Then I will be able to go home in a better state, so it will be easier for all the lads, if they do not have to give me so much attention.”


“Come on Ben you know you like all this attention.”  Teases Simon as he gives his friend a light punch on the arm.


Ben gives his rare smile and says,”I don’t often get any attention at all at home.” 


The other two go quiet and there is an awkward silence until Sahida smiles and says.  “Hey, come on Ben let’s have a walk around the garden and leave lazy bones here to sun himself.”


 Ben has improved no end on how he uses his crutches. He swings his legs to get a longer step and Sahida has a job to keep up with him.


 


Dr Menon and Taz are now leaving their work and looking forward for the few days of the festival, then the weekend to get to know the stranger who has landed on their doorstep.  They can talk of nothing else as they drive on their way home.  Kathmandu is filling up with people who have come along to the Festival.


The colours of the monk’s robes and the many tourists in their bright clothes make a picture on the streets, there is vibrancy in the air as the people smile and anticipate the Festival holiday.  The temples are festooned with prayer flags and the monkeys run up and down the temple steps.  The holy cows slowly plod along the streets and the other traffic gives way to them because they are favoured.  The Hindus love their festivals and the streets are full to the brim with humanity at its best, their happy smiling faces and the singing begins to fill the night air with music and laughter.


“We need to get Simon and Ben to see this.  I want Simon to feel what it’s like to be at a Hindu Festival and to see his reactions to all this.” Dr Menon tells Taz.





 


 


 


Chapter 31


 


Simon is left to ruminate on his own by the door to the house and he begins to think about his position here, within the family, and how he will feel when he gets home. He is thankful for the attention that all the Menons are giving Ben and himself, and he feels a connection to all the members.  Taz was so kind on their journey from the mountains, Dr Menon is treating him like a grandson, Mrs. Menon keeps looking at him with so much adoration in her eyes that he feels a bit embarrassed, but he likes this kind hearted lady and he realizes that she is his grandmother. 

What must it have been like for his father to have worked here as a doctor in Nepal?

He would like to work here also when he graduates as a doctor, to be here in these wonderful mountains and to follow in the footsteps of his unknown father.  He begins to think that this is possible and a feeling of contentment surrounds him.  He goes into the house to look for his grandmother and finds her in the room where the Hindu god takes pride of place.  He sees her sat in front of it in a position of meditation.  He feels awed at the stillness of her and the look of pure peace on her face.  She stirs and looks at Simon and with a gesture that invites him to join her in her meditation.  She explains the method and the stillness and he sits quietly with her and tries to follow her instructions.  She tells him of the benefits she gets from it and they sit with crossed legs, and he uses the techniques she has explained to him.  A feeling of utter peace overwhelms him as they sit in harmony, he and the grandmother he has just found. They stay there together for another twenty minutes that pass so quickly Simon is surprised when she asked if he is ready to leave the room and go to find Sahida and the rest of the family.

“Ben was with Sahida in the garden.” Simon tells her. ”She was getting Ben to use his crutches more so that he will be ready for the long journey home.”

Taz and Dr Menon arrive from work and begin to tell the others how the centre of Katmandu is filling up with people for the Festival. 

“I want you two boys to see how our people enjoy the festivities, and after our meal we will take to the streets of Katmandu, if Ben feels fit enough to walk about on his crutches.” Dr Menon says full of enthusiasm.

Ben has been practicing on his crutches with Sahida and feels a lot more confident on them.

“Sure, I’ll be fine and I would love to see the festival at first hand.”  Ben tells them.

“Good.” Says Sahida.  “I’ll keep by you and we’ll have a great time.”

Dr Menon thinks it will be better if they get as near as possible to the main temple so that they can find a wall space for Ben to sit upon.  He knows that the boy will not be able to walk far in the crowded area around the streets of Katmandu.  

“Come along.” He tells them as they get in two cars and proceed to the festival.

The boys are fascinated to see the crowds of people milling around the temple and they feel the thrilling atmosphere and hear the screeching of the monkeys jumping up and down the steps of the temple.  It feels strange to them but they enjoy the music and the sight of the people carrying their god through the streets. They are singing and smiling and everyone is in a party mood. 

 


The temples are spectacular in design; some are like pagodas with many

roofs, starting large at the bottom and reducing in size at each level for around five stories.  Others are circular with a spire on top.  They are different from anything the boys have seen in the West and they like what they see.

There are cows languishing about the square in front of the temple and the people are carefully walking around them, as they respect their sacred animals.

The boys soak up the festival atmosphere and find they are smiling at each other in a kind of wonderment.  

“I would have hated to have missed this.”  Says Ben who is managing wonderfully to enjoy the evening having forgotten his injuries.

“Me too,” replies Simon who hoots with laughter at the antics of the monkeys.

“Don’t go near them,” warns Dr Menon.  “Some of them may bite.”

“Yes they do.” Taz says.  “We get people in the emergency ward who have been bitten by them and it is possible for them to infect you with rabies.”

 The boys keep their distance from the monkeys and turn their attention to a large bull laid down and chewing passively.  Ben would have run a mile at home had he seen a bull but this one looks so gentle and is probably old.

Everything is strange but wonderful and the boys enjoy a miraculous evening on the streets of Katmandu.  But all things have to end and it is time for the party to return home.  At this stage of the evening it feels like home for the boys, as well as, the family. 

Dr Menon looks at his wife with a happy smile that she returns it threefold as she looks at her daughters and the boys.





 


 


 


Chapter 32


 


The Menons


“I shall never forget this time.” She tells her husband quietly as they return to the house and have retired to bed.  “It is almost as if Taj is here with us for a while.”

“Now we have found Simon I’m sure we will not lose him.  From what I remember of Sarah she was a reasonable person and I know she loved our son from what Sahida has told us, and hopefully, Simon will want to come to visit us.” Dr Menon tells his wife as he takes her in his arms and they hug and feel the wonder of it all.  The grief has never left them since the loss of their son but now they feel a warm comfort at the finding of their grandson. 

“Taj would be so proud of the boy, he is such a caring person; see how he has looked after Ben and he wants to be a doctor like his biological father.” Says Mrs. Menon.  “I’m so excited at what has happened, it is unbelievable that an accident on the mountains can bring our grandson to our door.”

“We must enjoy the time we have him here and when he goes to meet his cousin he must bring him here to meet the family and, perhaps, Mark will have an explanation for us and help us to understand why we have not had our grandson in our lives,” answered her husband.

Meanwhile Taz and Sahida are in Taz ‘s room and they are still excited at finding Simon and the aftermath of the festival and want to talk, too wound up to sleep.

“Tell me about the time Sarah was here and working with you at the school.”  Taz asks her sister.  “I remember my father taking us to the Fishtail Lodge Hotel for a meal as a treat when you invited Sarah, your friend, to stay with us for the weekend.  I was only young at the time and was more interested in the meal than Sarah.  You were quite a lot younger than Taj but you felt sorry for Sarah because she was a long way from home.”

“I really liked Sarah.”  Sahida replies.  “She was older than me but she was just starting a teaching career, after being a lawyer for a few years.  She would be a couple of years younger than Taj and when they met that night, I’m sure that was the beginning of the attraction for both of them.  Taj used to visit her up the mountain in her little cottage in the village.  She threw a party for her nephew, Mark, and his friends.   Sarah and I prepared the food for the party and she was really excited for him to be able to visit her before he and his friends began their trek.  I think that she had arranged for Taj to come to the party so that he could meet Mark.  They were quite open about their affair and I think that the villagers were used to seeing Taj about the place, when he was able to get away from the hospital.

 Sarah was great with the children and they loved her.  She was learning their language whilst teaching them her own.  I’m sure she would have stayed here if Taj had not died so terribly.  She left soon after the tragedy when her parents came and took her home.  She must have found herself to be pregnant when she got home and decided to bring him up on her own.  He is so like Taj I’m sure Sarah must see it more and more as he gets older.”

Taz gives a yawn and Sahida gives her hug wishing a good night’s sleep and returns to her room where she gets ready for bed.

Simon and Ben are staying up talking.  Ben’s room is on the ground floor so Simon is there with Ben.

Simon helps Ben into bed and sits on it making sure that Ben is comfortable and has taken the medication that Taz has left for him.

“How do you feel about finding out about your father?” asks Ben.

“I don’t know.” Simon answers.  “This family has been really wonderful to both of us. I don’t know how we would have managed without them but I’m waiting for Mark to come to meet us and he may be able to shed some light on it.  Sahida has met Mark before when he was here trekking in 1974 and my mother was teaching at the school.  Not one person has ever told me that my mother was here.

“Why has she not told me?” queries Simon.  “I don’t understand why Mark has not mentioned it when we were coming here.”

“Perhaps she moved on with David and she has seen that you have had a settled life.  I envy you your lovely family at home with your sister and all the support you receive from them.” Says Ben wondering how he would have coped if he was in the same situation.  He almost wishes he were, for his family is broken with his father drinking and coming home in a different mood every day.  His mother who he protects the best he can is weighted down with worry and debt.  There are rows all the time and when his mother has got the money for bills together his father finds it and often gambles it away.  His maternal grandfather gave him the money for this trip and insisted that he use it for that purpose. 

  Ben has had a Saturday job since he was old enough, from paper- boy to working in a supermarket, filling shelves.  He is very secretive about his home life but he has become much closer to Simon, since their adventure on the mountain, and he has opened up a little about his life at home.

“You are so lucky to have found this other family as well as the family at home.” Says Ben.  “I wish my family was as supportive as yours.  My granddad Will and my mother are the only two people I can rely on and they do their best to support me with my schooling and they are trying to ensure that I have a better chance in life.  I love them and I want to make them proud of my efforts at university.  My father was fine until he hit the bottle when he lost his job and until he decides that he will try to curb his drinking and find another job, we are stuck with this uncertain life.”

 Simon gives Ben a pat on the shoulder and with a sympathetic smile Simon leaves, wishing for him to sleep well.

Simon makes his way upstairs to his bedroom and after cleaning his teeth he falls into a comfortable bed and is asleep.





 


 


 


Chapter 33


 


The festival is at its most exciting on the following three days and the Menons take the boys to see more celebrations of the victory over evil, and uplifting of spiritual darkness.  They are fascinated by the strangeness of it all.  They ask questions about the things they see and are sometimes confused by the answers.

Dr Menon asks Simon if he would like to see the temple where his father’s funeral was held and the river where the ashes were thrown.  He does not invite anyone else because it is only men who go inside the temple and he remembers how Simon’s mother reacted at the funeral and had to be taken home.

There is a day left before his friends will be in Katmandu after their trek so Simon agrees to go with his grandfather to the Pashupatinath Temple.  The river where the temple is situated is a tributary of the great river Ganges where the ashes of the Hindus are cast.  Simon feels a spirituality on the banks of the river where men are bathing in its waters and a man is playing some sort of flute where the clear light notes fill the afternoon air.  He closes his eyes and sends some sort of prayer up to the sky above.  There are candles to buy by the riverside; his grandfather buys two and lights them and they float them down the water on some kind of leaf.  This signifies the love that is felt for the loved one.  Simon’s heart is touched as the lights float down the ripples of the water and he thinks this ritual is like putting flowers on a Christian grave.  He sits quietly by his grandfather and looks across the river at the temple.

“Would you like to go over there and go into the temple?" Dr Menon asks.

“In a little while.”  Simon answers.  The feelings going through him are touching a mainstream that has not been there before and he needs time to adjust to them.

He has not been brought up with any sort of organized religion but his parents have certainly taught him right from wrong and they have given a good set of values for him to live by.  

“I’m ready to go to the temple now.” He tells his grandfather and they cross the bridge and enter the temple.

Simon feels a connection to his grandfather that wasn’t there before entering the sacred place and he touches his arm as if to steady himself, he feels the flow of love between them.  His grandfather kneels with his hands in the prayer position and Simon does the same.  He stays on his knees and tries to remember what his grandmother taught him on how to meditate.  He does the breathing and soon he is in a state of peaceful thought.  He stays in this position until Dr Menon touches his sleeve to indicate the end of the prayer.  They stand together and leave the temple.

“Thank you for bringing me here, I feel a little closer to the father I should have had.”  He tells his grandfather, who is feeling a great love for this boy who he has just met.

“I feel it is a privilege to bring you and I am proud of you for the way you have behaved in the temple.”

Dr Menon shakes his hand and they return to the car for the journey back home.

It is a long journey and they are both tired but happy when they reach home.

“I will have to meet my friends tomorrow and tell them of Ben’s misfortune.  They have a hotel booking now the festival is over and we will go too if you wish.” 

“No Ben is better off where he is and we would rather you stay with us until the time you have to go home,” says the doctor

“Mark is coming on the 20h to see us off at the airport before we leave.” Simon says.

“The ladies will entertain your friends for dinner tomorrow night,” his grandfather says. “I would have liked to have met Mark before you leave but as he is busy with his project and just has time to see you and your friends off on your journey home, I will have to hope we meet him in the future,” he continues.

“I’ll meet my friends tomorrow and I’m sure they will be grateful for a civilized meal and some different company,” Simon answers.

The front door bursts open and Sahida and Taz shout together

“The wanderers return.”





 


 


 


Chapter 34


 


Simon gets up early the next day and goes to see if Ben is awake.  He isn’t, so Simon goes out to the garden to wait for him. Ben has difficulty showering and dressing himself because of his broken limbs so Simon helps him.  They make a joke of it and after struggling and laughing they manage to dress Ben in lightweight pants and a tee shirt, as the temperature is getting high.  

 Sahida joins him in the garden and she is disappointed to know that Mark will not be in Kathmandu long enough to meet the Menons or to stay with the family for the one day he is coming to Katmandu.  She asks about Mark’s life and why he is here at this time.

Simon tells her of the life Mark has lived the past fifteen years.   His job as a civil engineer, traveling the world on project work and this last one in Nepal building a bridge over a river in the eastern territories and Mark’s wish to have a go at Mount Everest before he is too old. 

“You seem very close to your cousin Mark.” Sahida says.

“Yes he is my favourite cousin because he loves the mountains and it’s probably because of him, as well as my parents, that I have had this interest in climbing all my teens,” considers Simon. 

“I know he was your mother’s favourite nephew.  She was so thrilled when he came to visit us in Pokhara.”

“He is her only nephew.”  Simon says with a smile.  “But he is a very special member of our family.”  

“Your family sound special, tell me about them.”

Simon considers and then tells her about his two grandfathers at home, Charlie who is David’s, Simon’s father’s dad and Joe who is Sarah’s dad and the one they say brought his mother home from Nepal.

“No-one has told me about my mother’s stay here and all this has been a shock to me.  I’m waiting to see Mark for him to put me in the picture.”

“How is your mother?”  Sahida asks.  

“She’s fine and I’m waiting to see her when I get home to ask her about what happened here all those years ago.  I had no idea that David is not my real father and I feel let down by all this secrecy.” Simon replies with sadness in his eyes.

“Don’t get upset about this.  For us it’s wonderful and I’m sure Sarah has only kept the secret for your protection and perhaps also for David, your dad.”

“I know that my dad cares as much about me as he does about his own child, Anne.”  Simon says thoughtfully.  “He has been a wonderful influence on me and Charlie, his father, has taught me about the wild life around the lake where our house is situated.  Charlie lives with us, he lives in another area of our house and he has been there for us all mine and my sister’s lives.”

“Although you have been found by this other family and we are so astounded for this to have happened, we know that you have this other real life at home in Britain and that you will soon be going to university and spending many years studying to be a doctor.” Sahida tells him as she puts both her arms around and brings him into a close and loving hug.

Simon feels a connection to his new aunt and as he pulls away he smiles at her and tells her.  “I’m sorry if I sounded upset but I know you know that I feel so confused.  I am so grateful for the way your family has treated Ben and myself and I hope that we will see each other again many times in the future.”

“Tell me about your sister.” Sahida says.

“Oh Anne is great, she’s sixteen and is now on her “A” level course.  She got very good results in this summer’s exams and the family has gone to France and taken her friend, Jackie, with them.  Last year we all went to Scotland and all the family managed to climb Ben Nevis.  My mother needed a bit of encouraging up the last bit but we all got there in the end.  It was the last time we were all together for the summer.  Both my parents work in education so we all have long summer holidays.  I have missed them this year but I wanted to come here before I go to university and my mates were all in the same mind.

Anne is a lovely little sister but she had better not hear me saying that; she is full of life and due to her red hair she has something of a temper.  Her colouring comes from our father but David’s hair has darkened as he has become older.

She’s vivacious and she is beginning to attract boy friends. Well Ben and the others all have a soft spot for her and she acts as if they are her brothers too.”

Sahida can see that her subterfuge has worked and his mind is taken of his problem as he remembers the life he has at home.





 


 


 


Chapter 35


 


The time has come when Simon has to meet his other two friends, Pete and Luke; he makes his way to the cheap hotel where the group stayed when they first arrived in Katmandu, almost three months ago.

Pete and Luke have finished their longer trek and wondering what has happened to Simon and Ben, when Simon walks into the reception area to ask about his friends.

“They booked in this morning and they are showering and getting rid of the many days growth of face hair,” replies Mia, the receptionist, wondering why the other two are not with them.  “What happened to you two?”

“Ben and I left the other two up in the mountains and then Ben had an accident and is now on crutches.  We have had to find alternative accommodation as you were fully booked up, with the people staying over for the festival.  We have been invited to stay where we are until we leave on the 20th, I’m sorry if that has inconvenienced you,” replies Simon.

“No of course not, how is Ben now, will he be able to return home with you?” Mia asks.

“Oh yes, he is doing very well on his crutches and he is feeling much stronger, so he will be able to come home with us.”  Simon is relieved that he has now cancelled Ben and his two night’s stay at the hotel.

He waits for his friends to appear and then he tells them of their mishap and listens to their enthusiastic tales of their adventures.

“We were so sorry that you could not have finished the trek with us.  How is Ben?”

“He’s doing fine now.  We were very lucky to have been rescued by the visiting doctor and brought here to the main hospital.  The doctor’s the one that rescued us and her father, who is a bone specialist, gave us rooms in their house because all the hotels were full, including this one, because of the festival.” Simon tells them.

He has decided not to tell these other two friends what has happened to him because he needs to see his mother and David first.

“You have been invited to dinner tonight at the Menons and I’m sure they will make you as welcome as they have us.  Mark will be here tomorrow and Ben and I will come here to meet him.  Come on then, you can carry on with your exciting tales when we get there.”

The three of them meander through the streets of Katmandu absorbing the colourful street scenes on their way to the house.  Pete gives him a burly hug saying, “I’m so sorry you couldn’t stay with us up on the peaks, they were so stupendous.”

“I know, but Ben was in such difficulty at the high altitude and I know you two were impatient to get still higher, so I’m pleased that he survived his sickness and his accident.  Don’t tease him about it but it was quite funny how it happened.  We saw a lodge in the distance and he was jumping for joy when he fell off the mountain.

The three of them were laughing as they arrive at the house and Ben gave a shout of glee when he saw them.

“Hi you two, good to see you,” he welcomes them.  They gather around him because they are glad to see that he is o.k.

“We’ve been worried about you but we knew Simon was in his doctor’s mode and would look after you.”  Luke says with a twinkle in his eyes.

“Let’s see how you manage those crutches,” Pete says as he plonks them in front of Ben.

“Come on then, I’ll race you to the garden gate,” laughs Ben.

They set off down the garden path and Ben holds his own, laughing breathlessly, at the looks of admiration from all his friends.

Sahida and Taz come out into the garden wondering what all the noise is about.

Simon introduces his friends and they settle down around the garden table and Mrs. Menon serves them with tea.

Pete and Luke are so relieved to have come down from the mountains to find this civilized company that they relax in the sunlight and enjoy the banter of the others, as they relate the happenings and tell their own adventures, with wit and candour.

The sisters enjoy their youthful boastfulness and with smiling faces they enjoy each other’s company.


The older Menons join the party and when Simon introduces them he does not mention the relationship to himself.

Dr Menon can see the problem Simon is having with telling his friends and understands that it is not Simon’s secret to tell, and he is proud of the boy’s sensitivity.  He will see that the rest of the family will respect Simon’s wishes.

 He knows that Ben is respecting them.     

The evening is beautiful there in the garden, the fog having been cleared as a warm breeze comes in from the south.  Dr Menon is really of retirement age but he does not look it and he is needed in his post at the hospital.  He is in reasonable health and although his wife and daughters worry about him working, he is content in what he does.  He is an attractive man for his age, a straight upright figure with a steady look in his warm brown eyes.  He gives people confidence in his ability, and he is friendly and helpful to his patients.  He takes an interest in Simon’s friends and chats away with them on their level, because he remembers his trekking days, when he was their age.  Mrs. Menon just loves young people and her charity work has to do with social matters, as well as, education for some of the children in Katmandu.  The conversation is lively and they carry on with it when they retire into the house for the promised meal.  Taz takes a photograph of Simon and Dr Menon and gives it to him to keep before he goes to the airport, she writes their phone number on the back so that he will have no excuse not to keep in touch with them.

The lads are tired when they take their leave and Simon promises to see them the next day, when Mark should be back in Katmandu to see them off at the airport

Mark arrives at the hotel in Kathmandu about lunchtime of the twentieth and finds Pete and Luke in the reception waiting for Simon and Ben to arrive.  Simon knows the time to leave his new- found relatives has arrived and he is sad but he is also keen to be home to see his mum and dad and find out the truth from them.  Ben thanks the Menons for all they have done for him; he now feels strong enough to travel home.  Simon thanks his grandparents and aunts and promises to write when he gets home and also to keep in touch whilst he is at university.  He feels a bond with them all and wishes to see them again soon.

  The taxi takes them to the central hotel where they pick up Mark, Pete and Luke and then carry on to the airport.  Mark pays off the taxi and goes into the airport building with them, staying until it is time for their homebound flight. 

Simon is quiet on the plane and Ben understands his somber mood, but the other two keep up the conversation and the joking, until tiredness overcomes them and they fall into a fitful sleep.

They have to change planes at New Delhi and the lads help Ben by getting him a wheel chair and whooping whilst they run with him through the airport. Simon holds on to one handle with the wish to steady his friend’s progress, and to stop the attention the group is inviting.  The plane arrives and the wheelchair passengers are taken first.  The friends meet up with Ben again when they are seated on the plane ready for takeoff.  Ben’s crutches are in the hold ready for him to use again when he reaches Manchester.  The flight is long but they sleep for part of it and waken when food is served or they need a drink.  When they reach Manchester, Simon rings home and David meets them at the airport.  He takes the others home and waits whilst Simon helps Ben with his crutches to the front door where his mother is horrified to see the plaster casts on his leg and wrist.

“Whatever has happened to you Ben?” She cries. 

“I’m fine.”  Ben tells her.  “And Simon has looked after me since the accident and I’ll be able to go to university on my crutches.  I shall be losing my pots in about two weeks and I can manage until then.”

Simon reassures Ben’s mother and leaves him there on the doorstep whist returning to the car.  

Simon gets into the passenger seat and David opens his arms and gives him a hug.

“We’ve missed you so much, your mother, sister and I, we have been waiting for this moment for you to you come home.” David tells him when releasing him from his hug.

Simon has been wondering all the time on the flight home how he was going to react to his family at home.  He remembers all the things the family have done together, the mountains they have climbed, the holidays in France and all the happy times he has lived through.  He remembers how he felt different at school to the other children.  His skin is darker than his mother’s but not very dark, more like a good suntan.  His grandparents and other members of his family have always shown him love.  Charlie and Joe have been great to him all his life, Charlie taking him for walks when he was quite small and pointing out the things of interest around the lake, and Joe taking him to football matches and teaching him how to fish.  David and his mother have taken him to art galleries, museums and theatres in London and Manchester.  David had also taken him to music festivals, where they had taken a tent and slept under the moon.

“Why do I have to have this other family who seem so strange to me?  They are lovely like my family at home, but their ways are not in my experience, and I am so confused.” Simon thinks.  “I liked the meditation and the candle floating down the river for my dead father, but how am I going to confront my mother who knows nothing about the time I have spent with the Menons?”

“Are you alright?”  Asks David with a pondering look on his face.

“Yes I’m o.k.   I’m a little bit tired.” Simon replies.

“Well let’s get you home so you can have a meal and a good sleep.  Your mother has the red carpet out for you and Anne has helped her to make you your favourite meal.” David says.

The journey home from the Airport passes with Simon telling David about the festival, and meeting Mark before he came home.  He hesitates to tell about the Menons, wondering if David knows the story about his mother working in Pokhara, and hoping that he does know because he does not want to cause David any heartache.

His mother and sister meet him at the door as they have heard the car coming up the drive.  Charlie arrives at the same time from his part of the house.  The table is set for five as Charlie has been invited to join the family for this welcome home dinner.

“Oh my God you have grown since we last saw you,” cries Sarah as she folds her son in her warm arms and tears fill her eyes as she welcomes him home.

Anne embraces her brother and Charlie makes it a hug for three.

“It’s so good to have you home lad.”  Charlie says as he holds Simon in his close embrace.  “We have missed you and I don’t know what we will all do when you go to university next week.”

Sarah smiles at Charlie and says, “We can’t hold him back from his chosen career, and we will see him more often than we have these last three months, we hope. 

“Come on; let’s have this wonderful meal we have cooked for the prodigal son.”

 Says Anne with laughter in her voice.

Simon gets hold of her hand and they all move into the dinning room.

“How were your exam grades?” Simon asks his sister.

“Not bad.” Anne replies with a smug smile on her face.

“They were excellent.”  Her mother and father say together.  “She got 6 A*’s and 3 A grades.

“Congratulations Sis”. Simon says.  “Better than mine.”

We’re very proud of both of you and I’m sure that both of you will do well at university, although it will be two years before Anne will be able to go.” Charlie says.

They have a great meal, Simon’s choice and after a bottle of wine they all become quiet and Simon yawns, excuses himself and goes to bed.





 


 


 


Chapter 36


 


When Simon is in the privacy of his room he sits on the bed and wonders how he is going to confront his mother with her secret.  He is annoyed that he was not told before his going to Nepal; now he is home he wishes to be back in Katmandu with his other family.  He only has a week at home before he leaves for Bristol.

He knows that he needs to get his degree here in Britain and if he works hard to become a doctor, he may be able to practice medicine in Nepal. 

 He decides to keep his mother’s secret untold, and he will ask Ben to do the same.   He gets through the following week by telling his parents that he needs to catch up on some reading.  He keeps out of their way the best he can. His mother and Anne are back at school and David goes in to work each morning to prepare for his following year’s lectures.  He sees Charlie every day but he thinks Charlie may not know the story.  He has been in touch with Ben and asked him to keep the time in Katmandu quiet because he has not had the time to confront his mother with her secret.

The time comes for him to go to university and after a leaving party at the house David and the family take him to Bristol on the Sunday, as he starts his course on the following day.  They see him to his room and approve the accommodation as he is in the residential part of the university and they are sure he will make friends there.  When he waves them off he sees tears in his mother’s eyes, as well as, his sister’s.  He feels sad but he also feels let down, especially by his mother.  He doesn’t know if David is in on the secret, but he is sure that Anne is not.

He puts his worries out of his mind before unpacking his clothes and books and then goes to find if there are any other students about.  He finds a central area within the block and sees that there are four other lads lounging on two settees

They introduce themselves and settle down to chatting about what they have been doing in the summer.   There is a kitchen and Simon offers to make them all coffee.  He brings in the beakers and they find him a seat on the larger settee.  The living space is oblong and there are two settees, one a three seater and one that will sit two, a large coffee table and a thirty-two inch television.  The kitchen is fitted out with a microwave and a dishwasher the counters are scruff free at the moment. 

In the meanwhile Sarah and David feel sad after leaving Simon but they know there is a time when they have to let go of the children and this is the first time 

Simon will be gone for years and probably never come back to live at home.  His chosen career will take a lot of study and then he will have to work in hospitals wherever he is sent.

Sarah and David arrive home and go straight up to Simon’s room.  It’s been left in a mess as they have taken out what he needed and left the clearing up until they return.  Sarah strips the bed whilst David tidies Simon’s things that are left about the room.  He hears a sob escape from Sarah.  He takes her in his arms and sheds a tear along with her.

“It’s so hard to let him go”. Sarah sobs.  “I just hope he will settle in and make friends”.

“Of course he will.”  David holds her close until her shaking stops, then he kisses her deeply and they cling together holding each other tight and finding comfort there.   

Sarah feels bereaved at first without his noisy music and the lack of the houseful of his friends but she has work to do and her daughter is still there to console her.

Simon goes to the central hall in the main building to find the registration desks for various activities. They have to line up to register.  Jack, one of the boys in Simon’s residential place joins the same queue for extra curricular sports and they find themselves interested in rambling and tennis.  The tennis coach takes the rambling group, as well as, tennis.  He takes their names and shakes their hands as he explains that the walking group, usually twelve or thirteen members, begin the walks on the hills at the weekends, usually on Saturdays, and they have a mini bus to take them to the beginning of various walks.   The tennis courts are in the sports’ area where the rugby and football pitches are also situated.  Simon will use the extensive gym equipment, as well as, his chosen sports.  He is feeling happier than when he first arrived and he knows that he will soon make new friends.  Jack is taking a medical course so they go to classes together the following day and they are soon working hard at their courses, with little time for Simon to worry about his family problem.

Time goes quickly and by the Christmas break he is enmeshed in his studies and ready for a break.  But he doesn’t want to confront his mother, and as Jack’s family is off to the French Alps for the skiing, Simon is asked to join them.  He would not have gone before because he would have wanted to see the family but in his mixed up state he decides to go, so that his problem at home will not have to be resolved.  Jack’s family pick up the boys at the university and take them to Portsmouth for the ferry to Santander so that they can drive across country to the French Alps.  Jack has a sister who is studying at Durham
University so she had to reach home the day before the family left for Bristol.  There is a feeling of camaraderie and laughter in the car, as they get to know each other and Simon thinks. “Amy, Jack’s sister, is lovely.”  She reminds him of Anne and he takes to her immediately.

The weather is great for skiing when they reach their destination, as soon as they have settled in their rooms at the Ski Lodge, they are all eager to get out on to the snow.  The members of the family are all competent but Simon, who has done very little skiing, is finding it difficult at first, but as he concentrates he soon gets the hang of it, or so he thinks.  Jack’s mother, father and Amy, who ski every Christmas break, are keen to get to the upper slopes.  Simon does not want to hold them back so he says he is happy to go up there with them.  By the time they have to drive back to the ferry Simon has found his feet on the mountain and loves this new sport. The mountain range reminds him a little of Nepal, and he hugs his photo of his granddad to him, as he remembers the other family there.    

The mountain passes are precarious and although Jack’s dad is a careful and competent driver, he has problems with some of bends in the road.  They are travelling uphill when a large animal jumps onto the road.  Jack’s dad swerves to avoid it and the car leaves the road.  It turns over as it tumbles down the hillside and eventually ignites and flames reach the sky.





 


 


 


Chapter 37


 


The accident is reported and the French recovery services go to the site where the car has burnt out and the bodies unrecognizable inside it. There is no sign of life until they find a boy, who is farther out on the hillside as though he was thrown out of the car as it trundled down from the road. “He is just alive.”      The ambulance man says as he finds a faint pulse.  “We must get him in intensive care as soon as possible.  The others are all dead.”  He confirms.

The boy is taken to a hospital in Grenoble and he is unconscious. He has hit his head on a stone as he fell.  He lies in bed almost lifeless for ten days, when he opens his eyes he sees a man who claims to be his grandfather from Katmandu standing over him, there to claim him and take him home.  He doesn’t recognize the man but the photo of the two of them and the telephone number on the back has alerted the French hospital as to who he may be.  When they are seen together they are sure that they have found his family. 

“Simon you are back with us.” Says Dr Menon “Do you remember what happened to you?”

Simon looks at the man staring down at him with love and wonder in his eyes but does not remember anything.

“Your doctor here says that in a few days, when you are stronger, you will be able to come home with me to your beloved mountains in Nepal.”

Simon’s mind is blank as he tries to remember the Asian man looking down at him.  He is very tired and after a very light meal he falls asleep.  

His doctor is by his bedside as he awakens eight hours later.

“You will be able to travel in a day or two when you have become stronger by eating and sleeping well.  Tomorrow you will be able to get up and walk a little around the ward.  The day after you should be strong enough to walk around the grounds.” He tells Simon.

Simon looks around him and remembers the Asian man looking down at him from his bedside.  Then he sees the photograph propped up on his bedside table of himself and the man and thinks. “This is me, who I am.” He then yawns and falls back into a fitful sleep.  He sleeps for many hours and when he awakens, Dr Menon is looking down at him, with sympathy and love in his eyes.

“I have something to tell you Simon, the doctor tells me that you have lost your memory and that you were in an awful accident with your family.  The car your father was driving came off the road and all the family is dead.  You were thrown out by some miracle and because Taz had given you the photograph of you and me, the French hospital contacted us and I am here to take you home.”

Simon smiles at the man as he feels the love and kindness caressing him as he looks into Dr Menon’s eyes.

The next few days pass in a daze as Simon begins to feel the strength returning to his body.  He feels sad at what he has been told of his family but he can’t remember any of his previous life and as he has proof that Dr Menon is really his grandfather, he knows that he must go home with him.  

He feels strange as he leaves the plane at Katmandu airport but feels his spirit rising when he sees the mountains through the mist in the early morning.

When he arrives home there is a welcoming family waiting with hugs and kisses for him.  Mrs. Menon, who he realizes is his grandmother, holds on to him as if she will never let him go.  This is the son of their beloved Taj.

His new family, Dr and Mrs. Menon, sit him in the garden until he is free of his injuries but his memory seems to have gone forever.  They try doctors at the hospital and although they use all their skills on head injuries, they cannot break through his amnesia.  

The time has come for him to resume his studies.  They know he wants to be a doctor like his father so Dr Menon arranges for him to register at the University in Katmandu where he may live at home with them and so that they may keep a protective eye on him.  The university school of medical sciences was set up the previous year and Dr Menon and Taz were both involved in the beginning and although the lectures were conducted in Hindu some of the lecturers were chosen because of their skills in the English language and the technology was becoming up to date and some programmers on the computer were able to translate any difficult phrases from Hindu to English.

Although his life before the accident has been lifted from his memory, Simon is still the bright boy he has always been, and with the help of his family he starts to learn their language.  His grandmother is with him a lot of the time and she teaches him to speak and read the Hindu language.  She knows that if he is to be a doctor in Nepal he will have to be able to communicate with the local people.

She makes a game of it and soon Simon is enjoying the time he spends with her. She takes him to meditate with her and they find a great bond has formed between them.

Although Dr Menon is partly retired he is still involved with the lectures and the training of the students because the hospital where he and Taz work is a teaching hospital.  Taz helps to choose the lecturers and trains the students.  She is also involved in the affiliation of other hospitals in to the teaching of doctors.  She and her father, and her brother before her, were the starting engine for the medical school and they have worked for many years to achieve it.  The need for medical care for the people of Nepal has been foremost in their minds for many years, started when his son Taj worked in Katmandu, and he was a general practitioner in Pokhara.  The loss of Taj spurred him on to try to achieve what was Taj’s dream and when his daughter joined him in his profession they talked about the great need for more doctors in the place they loved.

The time for Simon to register for the medical college came as a great relief because he knew that he would have to have the backing of the University of Katmandu, in order to became accepted as a doctor.  His grandfather had fought for this day, as Simon had worked for six years, in the hospital that was to become the teaching hospital.  He was very familiar with the place so he did not feel so strange as his grandfather took him in the first day and introduced him to the lecturers.  He felt lonely as the other students chatted away and although he had learnt quite a lot in the six years he had been in Nepal, some of the local accents sounded strange to him.

He was soon integrated into the student body and the shy smiles he received from some of the girl students made him feel less alienated and his natural friendliness kicked in, as he relaxed into the life of a student.





 


 


 


Chapter 38


 


David


Sarah and David have been told of the accident in France and that the whole family have been killed.  They are devastated and arrange to go to Grenoble where the funeral has been arranged by both sets of parents of Jack’s father and mother. They have been informed that because of the state of the bodies, they are unidentifiable, so that the coffins are closed and they do not get to say a final goodbye.

The sadness of the occasion and the devastation of all the mourners find it heartbreaking as David leads Sarah and Anne back to their rental car. Sarah’s mother and father, as well as Charlie, have flown out to the funeral and the sad little party return to Grenoble airport

 There is nothing anyone of them can say.  Charlie remembers the good times he spent with Simon from him being a little boy.  Joe and Mary hold hands tightly with their heads bent.  Sarah is trying to concentrate on the road so that they can find their way back to their plane.  David is driving slowly because he feels so bereaved at the loss of his darling son.  Anne sitting between her granddads is openly sobbing for her older brother.

They all reach home after a wretched flight and Sarah goes to Simon’s room and lies on his bed.  She is distraught and just wants to be on her own.  Her heart is empty. Her mind is a blank.  She has shut down her thoughts.  She wraps her arms around herself and lets the tears fall.

“How can this have happened again?” She thinks.  “Taj died in a fire and now his son has gone in the same way, how can I endure it?  Nobody can help her, David knows the story of Taj but he has not experienced the loss.  Anne doesn’t know about her mother’s past, because Sarah loves David and she doesn’t want Anne to know that Simon is only her half brother.”  “How am I going to live my life without my wonderful son?”  She cries as her hands cover her mouth and her sobs wrack her body until in pure exhaustion she falls into a restless sleep.

David, Anne and Charlie have all gone into the kitchen where David puts on the kettle for a cup of tea.

“Where’s Mum?” Anne asks as she reaches for beakers from the cupboard.

“I think she has gone to Simon’s room, we should leave her for a little while.” David replies.  “We will have a cup of tea and then we will see if she wants one.”

The three of them sip their tea and find that they have nothing to say, each with their own thoughts and grief for the person they have lost.

Charlie looks through the window at the lake and remembers the first time he encountered Simon and Sarah.  He remembers the laughing little boy with his big brown eyes and the sound of his chuckling as David threw him in the air.  How will any of them survive this terrible tragedy?  He has always loved Simon as his own grandchild and when Simon was older the friendship of the two of them had always been close.

“I’d better make a move.” Charlie remarks as he gets up, puts his beaker in the sink and giving both Anne and David a kiss and a hug, he goes through to his own part of he house.  He needs to be alone so that he can let go of the terrible grief he feels.

Anne looks at her dad and he hugs her to him whilst they both break down and sob.

“It isn’t fair,” sobs Anne, she can hardly speak for the tears rolling down her cheeks and the catch in the throat.

“I know it isn’t.”  David replies.  “He had such a lot to contribute and he was such a happy, gentle boy and he will leave a great void in all our lives.”  After a little while when Anne has settled down a little, David lifts her head from his shoulder and says,

“I’ll just see if your mother is ready for a cup of tea, I’m sure she must be needing at least a drink.  None of us has eaten much since we got the news.”

He warms up the pot and makes some fresh tea and takes a beaker of it to Simon’s room.

“Sarah are you asleep?” He whispers.  He can see her outline under the duvet but she makes no move and he can see that she has fallen asleep.  He decides to leave her until she wakens up in her own time because he knows that when she is awake, she will again be back in this painful world. 

He gets to work and empties the contents of their overnight case into the washing machine.  He then looks into the fridge to see what he can make for all of them for their meal.  He doesn’t feel hungry but he knows that he needs to do something to take away this bleak feeling they are all sharing.

“We’ll make a meal he tells Anne, we’ll prepare it together to take our mind off things.  What do you want, how about a fish pie?”  David knows that that is comfort food and he will make enough for all four of them. 

“Will you peel the vegetables whilst I look in the freezer to see if we have the ingredients?”

David finds salmon and plaice but he can’t see any smoked mackerel.

“I’ll just go to Dad’s to see if he has any.” He tells Anne quietly as he doesn’t want to disturb Sarah until the meal is ready.

Charlie is sat quietly reading a letter he had received from Simon just the week before.

He found the missing ingredient in his dad’s fridge and David asked him to join them for the meal.

“I know none of us are hungry but we must eat something and we should show Anne that we need this food so that at least we will feel a little better.”   

Charlie agreed to join David, Anne and Sarah for the promised fish pie, as he was feeling worse, going over the memories by himself.  He stood up, put on his coat and went out to see his garden, hidden under the fall of snow. 

David went back to the kitchen where Anne was busy chopping vegetables and putting them in the different pans of the steamer. The potatoes she had put in a pan and they were almost on the boil.  She shredded the cheese ready for the topping.  David defrosted the fish in the microwave and prepared the sauce using a pot of long life cream, two fish cubes, as well as, the residue from the pan.  When the fish was cooked he placed it in an oval dish with the sauce and then he mashed the potatoes with a little butter and cream.  Anne brought the cheese to cover the mashed potatoes and the pie was almost ready for eating. It had only to be put in a hot oven to melt the cheese

They put the pie on one side until they decided to cook the vegetables.  Now they had to wait until Sarah woke up.

Anne looked at her dad with a smile on her lips.  He knew how to cheer her up, he knew she enjoyed helping, both her father and her mother, in the kitchen and the warmth and the lovely aromas that came from the cooking, always gave her a feeling of security and warmth.

Sarah woke to the smell of cooking and as she gingerly got off the bed, she felt the stiffness in her bones. She knew they would all be hungry now, so she left the room and made her way to the kitchen.

“Oh mum.” Anne cried.  “We’re so glad that you slept, we hope you are feeling better.  See what we have made for the meal.  Shall we cook the vegetables now and put the pie in the oven?”

Sarah smiled at Anne’s enthusiasm, she knew what David had done to take their daughter’s mind off the situation, and she was, as ever, grateful for his thoughtful ways.

“We’ve invited Charlie to eat with us.”  David says.  “It will be better for all of us if we keep each other company for a bit.”

“That’s good.” Sarah says as she smiles at her daughter and her husband.

David has a cup of tea ready for Sarah as they wait for the meal to cook. Sarah sips her tea gratefully as she feels some warmth seeping into her body. She feels hunger pangs, as she smells the lovely aroma of their cooking meal.   

Sarah has to go back to her teaching job and David is back at work.  Anne is back at school and although the world seems to be in black and white since Simon’s death, Sarah is sad that Anne is living in this diminished world with them and she does try to find colour in the things that Anne is interested in.  She has her to help in the kitchen and she tries to find enthusiasm in the music Anne loves, as well as, entertaining her friends. They love to come in the summertime when the lake is swarming with wildlife and Charlie entertains them with stories of his firefighting days.  The days of the summer pass into winter and before anyone is aware of it another year has passed and Anne is ready to take her “A” levels.  Anne, who wants to be a sports physiotherapist, has done well in her science exams, and as some of her friends are applying to be Sport teachers, she has applied to Loughborough, where they have Degree courses in her chosen subject.

David and Sarah are about to become empty nesters and Sarah is terrified of anything happening to Anne.  She tries not to let Anne see her fear but she wishes that a suitable course could have been offered at her dad’s place of work.

“We can’t stifle her.”  David tells Sarah.  “She’ll be fine, her friends will be around, and anyway, it is the time for her to make new friends and become independent of us.  I know why you have these reservations and I have them too, but Sarah we have to let her go and find her own life.”

“Oh David I do love you, you are the best husband in the world and I could not live without you.”  Sarah tells him as he gives her a special hug.

They have a party for Anne before she takes off to university and David and Sarah take her to Loughborough.  She waves them out of sight and David stops at the nearest lay-by and says. “We are on our own and I intend to make the best of it.  Come here and give me a kiss.”

Sarah laughs but she knows David is just as sad as she is after leaving their youngest child behind.

Anne soon settles down and writes every week to her mum and dad, always with a special sheet in for her granddad.  She makes friends and is soon in the midst of university life, working hard at her studies and having fun with her new friends.  She often feels sad at the loss of Simon but she is resilient and strong and full of her natural enthusiasm and this carries her through the worst of her bad feelings.

Sarah and David have to resume their work and Charlie is kept busy with his charity work and his garden.  Mary and Joe have their other daughter with grandchildren to console them but all the family will always feel the loss of Simon.

Anne passes her exams with flying colours, after three years of hard work and having passed her final exam, she is granted her degree.  There are great celebrations and all the family is proud of her success.

Anne has been offered a job at Oswestry
Orthopedic
Hospital and she takes the offer up gratefully, as this hospital is one of the best in the country for the use of her new learnt skills.  She loves the job and finds that helping the people with bad fractures, to be made normal and walking as well as ever they did, is very rewarding.  

Anne meets Jackie at the clinic.  Jackie is recovering from a broken ankle and needs treatment.  She is a dark-haired beauty who is responding well to the physiotherapy.  Anne enjoys her light-hearted stories of her managerial job in a local supermarket.  The stories she tells about her staff and customers make Anne chuckle  

“Do you know who came into the shop yesterday?” She asks.

“Who?”

“Hugh Jones, he is captain of the Welsh rugby team, he’s gorgeous, he wanted some wine, the best we had”, he told me.

Anne smiles, because she has been treating him, but does not say so because of patient confidentiality.  

Jackie goes in raptures about his looks and Anne laughs outright at her. They become friends.  Jackie needs a paying guest to help her pay the mortgage and Anne, who has been living in temporary accommodation at the hospital, agrees to pay rent for a bedroom and a use of the facilities.  They settle in together, Anne feels at home in the cottage and Jackie’s friendly company takes away some of residue of sadness Anne feels for the loss of Simon.

Anne loves the banter the girls have, 

“Who are you treating today?” Jackie is always asking.  “Shall I pick you up tonight and will you bring out that lovely chap and let me meet him?” 

She is sometimes involved with sports people, rugby players, soccer stars and even tennis players and enjoys the flirting she gets from them.  Anne is still a sensible girl and she doesn’t let this go to her head, in fact she has her eye on a doctor, who she sometimes works with on the wards.  Oswestry is on the border of Wales and now that she has a small car, she often drives out to the Breacons to walk in the hills with her friend Jackie. 

Her parents visit her when they have a break from work.  They stay in a local hotel and take both the girls out for dinner. Sarah has some private time with Anne when she has half term breaks; David doesn’t have these because he gets longer holidays at Christmas and in the summer.  Sarah has the shorter school holidays with half -terms.  She sometimes takes Charlie with her and they have days out around Oswestry whilst Anne is at work.  Charlie loves these breaks and although he is getting older, he still has the energy to keep up with Sarah, who always enjoys his company.

Sarah and David are happy that Anne has found this new life for herself and they feel she is safe. 

 






 


 


 


Chapter 39


 


Mula


Dr Menon is determined to have Simon trained as a doctor. The Medical school as part of Khatmandu
University was set up in 1994 but has not become a fully recognized college. The idea of it was to have the school as a non-profit organization with a motto of producing”technically competent and socially responsible” doctors. The main focus of the organization is to contribute in improving the overall health of Nepal.  Dr Menon and his family have been the instigators of this medical college, and he means to have his grandson part of it. 

Although Simon is the only “student” for a number of years by just working at the hospital and being taught by his grandfather and his aunt, he knows that he will be unable to get his medical degree, without the backing of the Katmandu
University.  By 2001 the medical school is formed and although Simon is the only English -speaking student, he settles down well.

Simon finished his medical degree with the help of his grandfather and his aunt Taz.  He has had some difficulty with the Hindu language but he is now happy in his skin.  He has found the love of his life, another student doctor he met at university and who is a resident doctor along with him.  He met Mula the first year the college opened and because she came from an unstable family, she felt confused and homesick for her maternal grandfather, who was the mainstay of her life.  As there were only four other girls in the whole year of forty -three students.  Mula and Simon formed a friendship in the beginning.  The other girls teased her but she was adamant he was her best friend and they became very close.

She was accepted by the Simon’s family and soon became one of them, coming for meals and hanging around the lovely gardens surrounding the house.

Sahida, Simon’s other aunt invited them to stay with her in Pokhara for their vacation. Simon was thrilled because he knew he loved that area as he had been trekking with his aunt on a previous occasion and he wanted to show Mula the fishtail mountain     They decided to go by car and the six hour drive was through wonderful scenery with the mountains towering above them.  They stayed at roadside café for a meal and sat outside where the roaring river tumbled over the rocks and sent a fine spray over their picnic.   Mula was suitably impressed and hugged Simon with pleasure for the beauty of the day.  The day after they arrived, Sahida took them in her four- wheel vehicle a drive to the village where her school was situated, to get them some way up the mountain before their trek. The villagers were shy but friendly and they smiled and stared at Simon as if they had seen a ghost.  Sahida was very attentive as she looked at Simon in a strange way.

“Is everything alright?"  Mula asked sensing that Sahida felt uncomfortable as the villagers continued to smile and stare at them.

“Yes.” Sahida replied.  “They are just curious; I taught most of these villagers in their youth.” As she smiles and waves to them as she leaves in her car.  She turns to Mula and Simon calling.” See you later.”

“We’ll be back later today.”  Simon shouts back as she is almost on the point of driving off.  The day is warm and the foothills although steep are not too arduous.

Mula takes off her coat as they trudge up the terraced hillside; the beautiful snow peaks tower above them.  They both feel exhilarated by the scenery as they look up.  They decide to sit and have the food they have brought with them.  They see the lake at Pokhara with the lodge set in the middle of it.  The mountain peaks are reflected on the lake and the sky turns it to a dark clear blue.  Simon is hoping that later he and Mula will be able to work in the hospital that opened in Pokhara as it has been affiliated to Kathmandu University.  They resume their trek and find they have more energy after their lunch and rest.  They puff a little as the track gets steeper.  They see terraces with buildings on them and fields of growing vegetables with a few hens, and sometimes, a sheep.  The people working their terraces, wave to them as they pass; the sun is warm on their backs.  The day has been special and they feel happy but tired as they return to Sahida’s apartment, where there is a lovely meal and a special welcome for them. 

The following day there is a market in the centre of the town, where the locals sell their fruit and vegetables, as well as, carved wooden pieces depicting their gods or animals.  There are also clothes, hand made, knitted jumpers and colourful jackets and shirts.   Sahida is on holiday as well and she accompanies them to look around the market, where most of the wares are set out on the pavements.  It is a vibrant sight the atmosphere around the market is light-hearted and festive.  The three of them meander around the streets and have a day of relaxation.  The following day is Mula’s birthday and Simon decides to make it a special occasion, having a dinner booked for the two of them at the hotel in the centre of the lake.

Simon has confided in his aunt that he means to propose to Mula and has brought the ring to show his aunt.

“Oh I’m so pleased.”  She cries as she gives him a hug.  “You are such a perfect match.  I hope that you will be very happy.” 

 Mula is excited to be going to the Fishtail Lodge and after her shower she puts on a butterfly necklace that Sahida has bought from the market.  It looks lovely on her slim brown neck and it matches the green dress she has chosen to wear.  Simon wears a light stone coloured suit, looking very handsome with his velvet-like skin and dark thick hair.  A very romantic looking and loving couple turn up at the hotel after the boat ride to get there.  The manager has a surprised look on his face as he greets them and hands them over to the head- waiter.  But everyone in the dining room looks up as this handsome pair is shown to their table.  Simon is a little nervous but Mula is excited by the ambiance of the place and the rich aroma wafting from the kitchen.  

“I’m really hungry.” She says as the waiter hands her a menu.  “What do you recommend?”  She asks him.

Simon gives the waiter an indication with a nod of his head for the waiter to leave them for a moment.  He then gets hold of Mula’s hand and asks the question shyly.  ”Will you marry me?”

Mula’s eyes light up and then tears show in the corners as she feels the emotion of her love for Simon.

 “I’d love to.” She replies her voice full of love and hope for the future.  Simon is different from any other man she knows, he has a caring way with his friends and his patients and is considerate and gentle.  He must have had a loving upbringing although he has no memory of it.  She has been told his story by Sahida who remembers his mother and is still grieving for his father, her brother.  Dr Menon has insisted that Simon must be given the family name and Simon is content not to worry too much about the loss of his memory.  Sometimes a cloud passes over his thoughts but he shrugs it off and gets on with his life.

The waiter hovers around their table and the happy couple order their meal.

All the other diners hear the pop of the opening of the champagne and give the couple a clap of hands as they all have beaming smiles on their faces.

Simon acknowledges their approval and Mula gives a wave of her ringed finger, with a happy smile on her face.





 


 


 


Chapter 40


 


Sarah and David have just retired and after a lovely family double celebration of their silver- wedding and retirement, David has secretly booked a Caribbean cruise for a treat.  Sarah is thrilled that she is now a grandmother as Anne has married her doctor and they have a baby boy.  She sees Anne on a regular basis, as her husband is now a G.P. in a town only thirty miles from her parents.

After the party, David folds Sarah in his arms and puts an envelope in her hand.

“What’s this?” she giggles.  She is a little worse for wear because of the drinks she has been consuming during the party.

“Open and see.”  David replies with a laugh in his voice.  He is not used to seeing Sarah a little bit drunk.

“Oh this is wonderful.”  She cries as she dances David around the room, I have always wanted to go on a cruise.

They settle down to sleep and Sarah is held safely in David’s arms.  

“I’ve missed Simon tonight.” She whispers almost to herself.

“Me too.”  David holds her tight and a few tears are spilt by both of them, “He should have been here for our celebration but we will always remember him with pride and love.”  They eventually sleep in each other’s arms

Charlie always wakens early and he makes Sarah and David a cup of tea about ten o’clock.

“Come on you two sleepy-heads.” He calls from the kitchen.  “Your grandson wants his grandma and granddad and Anne and Dan haven’t all day.”

Sarah is in the shower so David replies.  “We’re coming but Anne can bring him up if she wants to.”  At this a whoop of joy is heard coming up the stairs and Anne arrives with little Dan on her back.  She gently throws him on to the bed and into David’s arms.

“Come on little one let’s have a snuggle.” As David hugs the little boy and then begins the tickling game the baby always loves.

  “Oh dad I remember you doing that to me and Simon when we were little kids.”  Anne tells her dad and a sad look comes over her face as she remembers her brother.

Although it is autumn, the day is bright and when everyone is clothed and fed they set off to walk around the lake.  Dan wears a harness on his back and little Dan is delighted to be carried by his father, who he adores.  The rest of the party follows and Dan is excited as he sees the wild life and the other walkers and their dogs.

Charlie remembers the many times he and Simon have done this same walk and although he often feels a loss, he is grateful that he has this other generation to care for.  Anne will not be long before she extends her family with another addition.  She says she wants a sister or brother for little Dan.  Charlie will be thrilled when the family is enlarged and the house will be full of laughter again.  He shakes his thoughts of Simon out of his mind and catches up with the others.  There is plenty of kidding going on as Anne teases her mother about the forth -coming cruise.

“You’ll have to buy a new wardrobe of clothes for Mum.”  She tells her dad.

“Oh dear, will I?”  Laughs David who has already decided to take her to Manchester and fit them both out with some smart clothes.  He has booked one of the better cabins with a balcony and he intends to give Sarah the best time of her life.

Dan who has a great sense of humour begins to dance the hornpipe and little Dan is whooping with laughter, as he rides on his father’s back and they are all bent double with the ache of their laughter.  Little Dan has taken any gloom for the loss of Simon out of all the members of the family group and by the time they reach home they are all in a happy frame of mind.

Anne packs their things in the car and they wave to all the family until the car is out of sight.

Charlie goes to his part of the house to read his Sunday papers and Sarah and David begin to plan their holiday.  Sarah hasn’t felt so thrilled for a long time and she wants to know about their itinerary.  David finds the brochure and they spend the rest of the evening looking at the interesting places they are going to visit.  They read up about the history and the enterprise of each island as well as the politics.

Then they read about the life on board the ship.  Sarah feels an enthusiasm she hasn’t felt for years and her love for David overwhelms her.  He is so thoughtful and he always knows just what she wants and needs.  Their closeness has increased over the years, their life together feeling like they are both inside a comfortable cloak, that is wrapping around them, keeping them warm and safe. 

David has been to the Caribbean before in his life as a civil engineer.  He has also been as a volunteer at various disasters, earthquakes, typhoons, and volcanic eruptions.  He fell in love with the islands and the people with their laid-back ways and he is sure Sarah will feel the same way as he does.  Charlie has been with him a couple of times, as a fire fighting volunteer, when David’s mother was alive.  David is looking forward to the long sail in the south Atlantic when Sarah and he can relax and feel the sun on their faces, after the poor weather of the last three summers at home.  They have literally been let out of school, and they feel a little like they felt when they were teenagers, going off to University.  They have both loved their teaching jobs, but as the years have passed, it has become much harder and the work has changed from actually teaching to spending too much time filling in forms and making out reports.  They feel the freedom and they intend to make the most of it.

They arrive in their cabin after a train journey to Southampton and are thrilled with the comfort of it, as this will be their home for the next month.  They step on to their balcony but it is too cold here in England to linger so they close the French windows and take a look around the inside.  It is roomy and smart with all the mod cons and they hug each other like children.  There is a knock at the door and a cabin boy appears with their luggage, he gives a quick smile and disappears before David can tip him.  Sarah begins to unpack and they are soon on deck as the ship leaves Southampton, where people on the dock wave them out.

There is a cold wind and they soon scuttle inside to be warm and to discover the amenities of the great liner.  Soon it is lunch- time and they go to find the various restaurants.  They have decided to use the main one which has waiter service for their evening meals but they go to the nearest they find for their lunch, because they were too excited to have had a proper breakfast. When they venture out again on deck the sun has warmed up and they find sun-beds to lie on and begin to relax and enjoy the sail.

“Look at the dolphins.”  David says and Sarah gets up and stands by the rail as the dolphins leap out of the water as they follow the ship.  

“Oh this is so great; I’ve only seen dolphins in the zoo.”  Sarah says as she feels the freedom of the beautiful creatures and their graceful movements through the ocean waves.

The sun becomes warmer as the days pass and they are able to wear the swimwear and beachwear they have bought for this holiday.  They are careful to use high factor sunscreen, but they soon begin to turn a lovely bronze colour and they still make a handsome couple.

In the evening they dance to the resident band and they have not forgotten the steps they were taught years ago.  Sarah loves dressing up and David looks stunning in his tux.  The long sea journey comes to an end when they arrive at the docks in Barbados.  They go on deck with most of the passengers to see their arrival in Bridgetown.  The area around the dock is filled with shops selling jewelry and colourful clothes.  The town has a duel identity, smart public buildings and graffiti on some of the walls around the places, where the poor people live.  And as we travel around the island on our cruise bus we see opulent areas where the beachfront hotels are situated, and the tiny little houses that are for the locals.  The lush interior is tropical and looks exotic to our eyes. The driver stops at a place where we see green-blue sea caressing a silver white beach with palm trees edging the land with the sparkling blue of the sky overhead.  We can’t believe our eyes after the bleak grey weather we left at home.  We return to the ship, ready for our shower and the sail- away party on the deck.  As we leave Bridgetown with its lights like a necklace around the shore, we dance on deck to the band and have some champagne brought by our cabin boy who smiles shyly at us.  He takes a second look at Sarah and says.  “I think I know you, you came to my village many years ago and you taught me English at school.”

Sarah is astonished she says. “Is that Raj from the village where I lived, in the seventies?”

“Yes I used to walk up the mountain to school with you, do you remember?”

“Oh yes I do remember, you were one of my first pupils when I came to Nepal.  It is so good to see you.   When do you have time off?  We must get together for a proper chat.” Sarah replies with happiness lighting up her face because she is so thrilled to see Raj again.

She introduces him to David and then he has to go to attend some Americans at the next table.

“Oh my God.” Sarah is taken aback with shock at this meeting with someone from her past.  David holds her hand and grips it to ensure her that she has his support.   They drink their champagne and Sarah goes quiet as she remembers her time in Nepal and with it the terrible loss of Taj and then Simon.

David gets her up to dance a slow waltz, holding her close in his arms she feels his warmth, and she responds with a smile as she puts her depressing thoughts out of her mind.  The band changes the tempo and they swirl around the floor to a quickstep and they both end up laughing and breathless as the number comes to an end.  They return to their cabin and David pours them a brandy that they take out to the balcony where they sit watching the moonlight over the sea.

David goes back inside and comes back with the chocolates that are left on the bed each night for them.

“We’re really being spoilt,” laughs Sarah who enjoys a chocolate with her nightcap.  “It’s like a dream here in the warmth of the night with the balmy sea air all around us.”

They have many such days when Sarah and David feel the joy of seeing the beauty of the many tropical islands and having happy evenings making friends and dancing.  They are to be in Trinidad on a Sunday when the England cricket team is playing, and David and some of the male partners of the couples they have made friends with on the ship, decide to risk getting tickets at the gate.

Sarah decides to stay on the ship after going around the Duty Free shops at the port.  The heat is too much for her so she returns to the ship and goes to their cabin to cool down.  She closes the door and as she turns she sees Raj coming out of the bathroom, where he has been giving it a clean.  

“Raj perhaps we can catch up on things in Pokhara.  How is Miss Menon?

Do you see her when you go home?”

“Miss Menon is the headmistress of the school now and the last time I was home my father was ill and she came with the doctor, who attends to the people of the village, out of respect for my family.  I thought it was her brother but she said it was her nephew, whom she called Simon.” 

Sarah catches her breath.  “Tell me about the doctor.”  She almost whispers

“He was very like Miss Menon’s brother Taj.”  Raj looks embarrassed as he remembers that at the time Sarah was there teaching, she was very close to Taj and then he remembers the tragedy of Taj’s death.  “ I should have known that was impossible but I have spent so many years working on cruise ships that sometimes I forget what happened at home.” Raj continues.

“How long has the doctor been caring for your father?” Sarah asks.

“The last time I was home was two years ago, and before then the young lady Dr Taz attended my father, but she then stayed in Kathmandu at the teaching hospital.  

I’m sorry but I have to go or I won’t have finished my round of the cabins on time.” Raj says as he moves towards the door.  “I’ll see again when we can talk some more.  I’m so pleased to see you again.”

Sarah curls up on the bed and sobs.  “How can that be?” she asks herself.  “He was killed in France with Jack and his family.  And how could he have got to Kathmandu?” She remembers the strange feelings she had at the funeral,

as though, Simon was not there.  And how she sometimes feels her love for her son overwhelming her at the strangest of times.  When she walks alone in the countryside near to home, when she listens to a piece of classical music she adores.  These are good feelings and she has had them over the years when she has been at her lowest edge, but she has not mentioned this to David or Anne, as although, she has got some comfort from these surprising emotions, she has felt a need not to upset her family by having them remember the bad times.  As she ruminates about the past, she finds a ray of hope shining into her thoughts.

”What if he is alive?  Why has he not come home? However can he be a doctor in Pokara?  He hadn’t finished his degree.”  Her mind is in a whirl as she awaits the return of David, who she urgently needs to talk to.





 


 


 


Chapter 41


 


Mark leaves Kathmandu after seeing Simon and his friends off and after the project of the bridge is finished he goes home for a vacation.  Simon is already at Bristol so he doesn’t see him.  His next project is in Alaska and it is whilst he is there that he hears of the awful death of Simon in France.  He travels home to be with the family but it is an unhappy time for them all.  He sees Sarah and he quietly tells her of the time he had with the lads and Simon and how he feels the loss of him.  He remembers the time he had with Sarah when he was Simon’s age and the wonderful time they had there on the White Mountain.  They hug for a long time and when he releases her, tears are streaming down both their faces.

He returns to Alaska to finish the job and eventually returns home to work in the U.K.  He keeps in touch with Sarah and David who he admires very much for his gentle fathering of Simon and his caring for his favourite aunt.  He is still working as a civil engineer but he is mostly away from home in Scotland, Wales or the south of England.  He has had many girlfriends, but he has not met the one.  He has a bachelor flat in Manchester and enjoys his life in the city when he is home.

He hears from Sarah when she gets home from her cruise and she is in a state of indecision about something she heard from a steward on the ship.  He agrees to meet her in Manchester where he picks her up from Victoria station and takes her back to his flat.  She tells him the story of Simon appearing as a doctor in the village where she taught.

“How can that be?” She asks Mark who is staring at her in wonder.

“I don’t know but I’m sure you are going to investigate it.  What does David think?”

David can’t take it in and although he questioned Raj, the steward, he has his doubts and he is not very sure he wants to find that Raj is mistaken and we are in for a great disappointment.

“Sarah, what do you want to do?”  “I’ll give you my support; hey I’d love to go to Nepal again.  How about us taking a look around the village on the mountain or to the hospital in Kathmandu?  I’m sure David will be willing if you really want to do this.  Have you spoken to Anne about it?”

“No, that’s part of the problem.  Anne is, as you know, having her second baby and we don’t really want to burden her with this.  She sailed through her first pregnancy but her health has not been as good and she is almost at her time of birth.  She has to be our first priority and David and I are a bit worried about her.”

“Hey, would you like me to go?  I have some holidays due and I love that part of the world?”  Mark asks, full of enthusiasm.

“I really want to go but it is such a bad time and David can’t believe it can be true and I feel that I can’t be away when Anne gives birth.  She is due this week.” Sarah says with a sigh.  

Mark considers his work options, he is due some holidays and although he is not a young lad anymore, he would love to go to the White Mountains and he decides that he will go alone to see what is happening in Kathmandu or Pokhara.

Sarah is relieved when Mark decides he will go to see if he can find Simon, she hugs him again as they leave his apartment, to go to have some lunch in the city.

When she gets home Anne is there with little Dan and David is making him chuckle by bouncing him on his knee.

“How is Mark?” David asks. “Has he not got himself a girlfriend yet?” 

Anne smiles as she says. “He is having a great life; I don’t think he will want to give up his freedom.”

Anne heaves her son onto her hip as she is now getting awkward at this point of her pregnancy and David relieves her of Dan and lifts him on to his head as he carries him to the car and fastens him into his baby-seat.  David and Sarah wave them out of sight and then go back into the house.

“Mark is going to go to Nepal.”  Sarah tells David.  “But I didn’t want to mention it whilst Anne was here, I don’t want her to know about Simon until it has been confirmed.”

David pulls her to him saying.  “I don’t want you to get your hopes up and then be disappointed.”   

“I’ll try not to be, but I would like us to go to find him ourselves.  But you can see that Anne will not be long before she needs us to help with Dan and the new baby.  I don’t want her to feel that she is holding us back from doing that,” Sarah says.

“It depends on what happens when Mark goes and then we will go ourselves if Simon is there.  Anne will be just as anxious as we are to find him, if she knew the story told to us by Raj,” David replies.

Sarah resigns herself to agreement with what David is saying as she knows she wants to be available to help Anne and her family.   

Mark arranges his workload and then finds a flight to Delhi with connections to Kathmandu.  He is looking forward, to perhaps, seeing Sahida again if she still teaches in the village school.  She is probably married by now and may have left the area, he is thinking.  He decides that he will start his investigation at Pokhara in the village where Sarah used to live.  He finds the flight long and he eventually sleeps part of the way.  After his change of planes in India he starts to feel anticipation of finding Simon, and being in his beloved mountains again.  He decides to fly to Pokhara to save time and he hopes to get a taxi to the village.  He intends to stay at the hostel near the village so that he may get some answers from the local people.  The plane arrives at Pokhara and he manages to find a taxi to take him part way up the mountain.  He finds Pokhara has developed and is surprised at the new buildings around the town.  

“This has grown since I was here in the seventies,” he exclaims to the taxi driver.

“Yes we are lucky now to have a brand new hospital that is part of the University of Kathmandu,” He replies with shy smile of pride.

“My daughter has won a place there for the next full year,” he continues. 

“We have progressed since the seventies and the villagers who live on the mountains have now a better, healthier life.”

Mark pays off the taxi driver, gets his haversack and with a wave of his hand starts off to find the hostel.  He remembers that it is a little way outside the village but he soon finds it.  It has improved a lot since he was here before and he signs in and is shown his own room that he has requested.  It’s good to share when funds are low but now he feels he needs a bit of privacy.  He uses the shower to get rid of the jet lag fatigue and after a good night’s sleep he decides to have a look around the village and then go up the mountain to the school.  The precinct of the village is very quiet as everyone is working on their terraces, seeing to their few life-stock, fruit and vegetables.  The village is peaceful with nobody about so he decides to find the school.  He walks up the mountain until he hears children chanting their lessons as they are sitting on a terrace with the fishtail as a backdrop to their “classroom.”

Mark is charmed as he looks at the children, who are so beautiful, as they are dressed in their school uniforms with sparkling white shirts and blouses, sitting in the sunshine.

“Can I help you?” A young man says, walking up to Mark.

 “Yes, perhaps you can.  I’m looking for a teacher who used to work here in the seventies, with the name of Sahida Menon,” Mark replies.  “Do you remember her?”

“Yes, of course, she is now the headmistress; I’ll take you to her.”

Mark follows him to a structure that is used in inclement weather and finds Sahida in a corner office doing some paper work.                                    

Mark recognizes her immediately with her steady brown eyes and her easy smile.

Mark always had feelings for her, but he was only eighteen, and she was already a teacher, so he kept his feeling to himself.  He remembers dancing with her at his party and how he loved to hold her in his adolescent arms.  The rose perfume she wore calming his emotions.

“Hey do you remember me?”  Mark asks with a twinkle in his eyes.

Sahida sees a sophisticated, handsome man leaning on her doorpost and something clicks in her memory.

“When did I meet you?”  She asks.  “And where?”

“Here in the village where you and my aunt gave me and my friends, who had just finished our “A” levels, a party before we set out on our trekking adventure.” 

“Oh my God it’s Mark.” She exclaims.  “I was so sorry to hear of the loss of Sarah and her family, in that awful car crash in France.”

“What are you talking about?”  Mark asks with confusion.  “Sarah, David and Anne were not in any car accident. It was only Simon who had gone to France, to ski with one of his friends.”

Sahida looks at Mark with astonishment.

“But we were told that Simon’s family had all perished in the fire of the burnt out car.


                          My father was told that when we were contacted by the French Hospital.  Simon had a photograph of my father and him in his pocket, when he was found almost dead by the roadside.  The French police had not connected Simon with the other family and the only information they could find was the photograph that Taz had taken, of Simon and my father, on his last night here in Kathmandu. 




My father went to pick up Simon but Simon did not know him.  He had, and still has, lost his memory.  My mother nursed him back to health and taught him the local language in order for him to live here in Nepal.  He is so like Taj, our brother, who died in a plane crash, as you remember, and when Simon was here before we helped him with Ben, his friend.  That is the reason he had a photograph of him and my father, Taz took it when we had a farewell party for the boys.”

“How did he come to be with you before, when he was here with his friends trekking?  I met them on the day of their return to England and neither he nor Ben said anything about being with you.”  Mark says with a worried frown on his face.  

“You know that Ben was hurt on the mountain.  How did they explain how they had managed with Ben on crutches?” Sahida asks Mark.

“They said a doctor at the hospital had given them accommodation until it was time to go home and that the doctor’s family had been wonderfully kind to them,” he replies wondering why Simon had not told him the family’s name.

“We have grieved for Simon and Sarah and the whole family has been devastated since the funeral when they thought they were burying Simon.  The only reason I have come to look for him is because Sarah met a boy from this school who was working as a steward on a cruise ship in the Caribbean and he mentioned a doctor called Simon attending to his sick father.  At first he told Sarah he thought it was Taj and then you explained that it was your nephew, Simon.” Mark continues, feeling sad at the thought of Simon losing his memory.

“Why would you think that Simon had perished in the crash? Sahida asks, and why were we told that his whole family had died?  The French hospital contacted my father because of the telephone number on the back of the photograph and there was no other information they had, only the loss of the boy’s whole family.”

 “The family who took Simon skiing must have been the ones who perished in the crash.  Jack’s grandparents informed my relatives of the fatal accident and Sarah, David and Anne as well as my grandparents and David’s dad went to the funeral.  I was working in Alaska at the time but I got home soon afterwards to find the whole family devastated.”  Mark replies, as the circumstances of the accident became clear to him   He wonders why Simon had not been open with him about the Menons, when he saw him and his friends, off from the airport in Kathmandu.

 “How is Simon?”  Mark asks as the information is pieced together between Sahida and himself.

He’s wonderful, he is married to another doctor called Mula and they are awaiting the birth of their first baby.  He has still no idea of his other family but he seems to have settled down, they both work here in the new hospital in Pokhara.” Sahida tells him.

Mark feels overloaded by the information given to him by Sahida and he wants to collect his thoughts before he finds Simon.  He makes arrangements to meet Sahida, after she has finished work, and she promises to take him to see Simon and Mula.  He wanders back to the lodge where he has a lunch and sits thinking of Simon.  Simon had not been told of the Menons and he had accepted David as his father from being a small boy.  Sarah had given him a good stable upbringing but she had never told him anything about his birth father.  He had lived a half a life and now he was living the other half.  How must he have felt when he met the Menons, and how must they have felt about him?  They had lost their only son who looks so like Simon.  It must have been a shock to see him, as well as a joy; for Simon not only looks like Taj he has his gentle calming ways.  How will he react to me?  Will he eventually recover his memory and remember his family in England? 





 


 


 


Chapter 42


 


Sarah is anxiously waiting for word from Mark but she knows the journey is a long one and then he has to find out where Simon is living.  She also begins to feel guilty about her reticence to tell Simon about his other family.  The Menons were good people and they made her a part of their family at the time she was working in Pokhara.  Sahida was a good friend to her and she knew of the love Taj and Sarah had for each other.  She had held on to Simon because he was a part of Taj as she had mourned his loss so relentlessly, but when David came along and Simon loved him as he would any father, she didn’t want to spoil the relationship between the three of them.  Simon was partly Hindu and she had starved him of that culture.  What if he didn’t want his Western life any longer and she may have lost him forever?  

Mark had wanted her to tell Simon about his father a long time ago, but she was selfish, and she didn’t want to confuse him after he had accepted David happily as his dad.  Why hadn’t the Menons sent word of Simon being there?  Why had Sahida told Raj that Simon was her nephew?  She must have known he was Taj’s son.  He looks so like Taj I know.  Her head is reeling with confusion and she goes to lie on Simon’s old bed.  She eventually sleeps and is awoken by the ringing of the telephone.  David is out in the garden so Sarah gets up to answer it.

Anne rings her mother to say she is going in to labour so Sarah shakes herself out of her guilty sleep and David takes her to Anne’s house, where little Dan is whisked off by his grandfather, whilst Sarah rings the hospital where Dan is working that day in his clinic.  He has a room full of patients so Sarah assures him that she will stay with Anne until she is ready to go to the maternity home.  Anne is ready very quickly and Sarah takes her.

“Don’t panic, you’ll be fine.”  Sarah reassures her.  “We’ll be there in no time.”

“Oh mum my pains are coming much quicker, please hurry up.”  Anne whispers as she tries to blow out her breaths.

After a frightening journey, Sarah gets Anne to the maternity ward and she is taken straight to the birthing room, Sarah is outside pacing the floor like a new dad.

Sarah rings Dan on her mobile to say Anne is in labour and he assures her that he will be there immediately.  She then rings David who promises to keep little Dan amused until he hears from her again with the news of the birth. 

 Anne is trying to be brave by following the instructions of her midwife. She pushes and breathes on command.   She eventually produces a lovely little girl who has her father’s eyes and a rosebud mouth like her mother.  Sarah is the first to see the baby, as Dan has not yet arrived.  Anne is brought to the maternity ward and the baby is put in to her arms.  Dan arrives with a bouquet of white roses and a proud look in his eyes.

“Darling, how are you?”  When he sees the baby his eyes dim and he goes to the bedside to hug his wife and the new baby.

 Sarah leaves the ward with another loving look at her daughter and her granddaughter and rings David to tell him the news.  David says that he will bring the little boy to meet his sister.  David arrives with his grandson and he leaves him with his mum and dad and his new baby sister.  David and Sarah sit outside the ward and hold hands as they are so grateful that Anne and the baby are fine and their daughter needs to be with her own family to concentrate on the bonding of little Dan and his new sister.  They peep through the ward door and decide that they will leave them for a little while to go to the café for a cup of tea.  When they return to the ward Dan has his son on his knee and the baby’s little hand is gripping her brother’s finger and little Dan is grinning with happiness as he looks across at his sister.

David taps quietly on the door and says.  “We’ll leave you to have some time to yourselves, are you going back to work Dan?”

“No, I’m having some time off.  The practice has arranged for a locum and I’ll be home to help Anne with both of our children until she feels stronger.” Dan replies.

 “That’s great, but if you need anything you know where we are so don’t hesitate to ask.” David says with a wink for Anne and a proud smile for all of them.  Sarah waves as they leave the ward and they go home together, proud grandparents again.  Charlie is waiting for them to tell him the news and he grins when he hears he has become the great grandfather of a little girl.  

When Charlie has gone, Sarah tells David the thoughts she has been having about Simon, whether she should have told him about Taj when he was old enough to understand.  The guilty feelings she is now having are about his other grandparents.  They were as devastated as she was at the death of their son and she had kept the birth of Simon a secret from them.  Now they know of him, are they keeping him there with them?  How did it happen that they found him and why does he not contact us, if he is alive?”  

“We will get to know the answers to your questions when we hear from Mark.” David reassures her.  “I’m sure there will be a logical explanation.  He would not mean to hurt us.  He has always been a thoughtful loving son to both of us.

Come on, let’s walk around the lake, it will make us feel better about Simon and we can give thanks for the little girl born today.”

“I’ll just get my boots because the ground looks a bit muddy.” Sarah replies. 

The walk refreshes them as they notice the lovely features of the landscape and the wildlife.  They arrive back home tired but happier, the walks are feeling longer now that they are older, but they are still healthy and young at heart.  Charlie who has had a manual job is still very fit and he can keep up with the younger members of his family.

“I’m going to ring Mark.”  Sarah tells David when they get home.  “The walk has given me the resolve to try to get some answers. Mark is the only one who can give them to us.”

She rings Mark’s mobile but she can’t make a connection.

“It will be difficult to get a signal in the mountains.”  David tells her.  “He will have to get to a land phone before he can contact us.  I know because when I was working in remote areas when I was a civil engineer I had difficulty ringing home.  I had to wait until I was in a decent hotel with a landline before I could get in touch with my parents or friends.”          

“So we will have to wait until Mark contacts us, is that what you are saying?” Sarah says in an impatient tone of voice.

“Yes love, that’s what I’m saying.”  David knows how hard it has been for Sarah, losing Simon and thinking he was dead, then to hear that he may not be dead but be living in another part of the world.  He feels the same but he needs to keep

a positive attitude, so that Sarah feels his support.

Anne is home from hospital and her parents can’t wait to visit the young family.  They take Charlie and he is so thrilled with the newcomer that nobody can get a look in as he cradles the tiny baby in his arms.

“It’s like when your parents brought you home Anne, I fell in love with you then and I have done the same again.  What are you going to call her?

Well granddad we have decided to call her Amy, Mary after her two great- grandmothers.”  Anne tells them with a smile at Charlie.

They are all thrilled with their decision and Charlie gives Anne a warm hug.

Dan is pleased that Anne has honoured her grandmothers and picks up his namesake so that the little boy does not feel out of it.  The visit is enjoyable and Sarah feels much better for it.  David drives them home and Charlie is so enthusiastic about the names given to the baby, they can’t shut him up.





 


 


 


Chapter 43


 


Sahida


 


Mark meets Sahida when she has finished her work at the school. She has now changed her scooter for a four- wheel vehicle and she offers him a lift to Pokhara, where she lives in a new apartment by the lake.  

I’ll make you a meal and by then Simon will be home from work.  Mula is on maternity leave because she is very pregnant, but I don’t want to impose on her at home without Simon being there.”  Sahida says.

“Great, I’ll love that, I remember the food you and Sarah prepared for our party so I know you can cook.” Mark says with a grin.

“I can’t promise anything special but I have the ingredients for a curry.”  She replies hoping that her cooking will please him.

They drive down the mountain and along the side of the lake to an apartment block that looks new.  They leave the vehicle and Sahida unlocks a ground floor apartment.  She invites him in and he is impressed by the style of the building and the comfort of the furniture.  She shows him around when she notes his curiosity and opens the back door where she has made a small garden on her terrace. The back of the apartment looks over the lake and the front over a forest.  There is a garden table and chairs as well as a built-in barbeque oven set out on a patio by the back door.  The sun is warm and she intends to serve their meal out on her garden terrace.   She settles Mark down at the patio table and brings two glasses and a bottle of wine.  She pours him a glass and then goes inside to start the evening meal.  Mark follows her carrying his glass of wine and says he will help her prepare the curry.  Sahida accepts his help and company as she gives him onions and vegetables to prepare.  She brings some chicken from out of the fridge she has prepared in strips for the wok.  With a good tablespoon of olive oil she heats up the pan and fries the chicken the garlic and spices go in then the onions and peppers. She stirs them frequently whilst Mark chops other vegetables for the salad. The yogurt is added last and the aroma of the curry wafts around them. 

 The table is ready, set with the cloth and the cutlery; the curry is left on a very low light until they have eaten their large crisp popadoms and the various dips Sahida has prepared.

They sit at the table and Mark says as he raises his glass. “Cheers Sahida, I’m so pleased to be here with you, thank you for this feast of a meal.”

“Cheers Mark, I’m glad you found me and here’s to resolving our problem.” Sahida replies, lifting her glass.                    

When they have eaten their meal and finished the bottle of wine they relax in the evening sunshine and reminisce.  Mark looks at Sahida and wonders if she has someone in her life.  She was a lovely girl when he first knew her and at that time he thought she was so much older than him but now he sees a lovely woman who is not that much older than him.  He tries to work out her age. Sarah was an adult student when she became a teacher but Sahida had only just left college and it was her first year of teaching, he reckons she may be three years his senior but she certainly doesn’t look it.

Their eyes meet across the table and they both feel a connection.  Sahida feels shy, she has had boy friends but nobody has been the one.  Mark feels bold and flirts with her saying.  “May I see you again even after we see Simon so that I can repay the compliment with dinner at the Fishtail Lodge restaurant?  I have not felt like this for a long time, I feel the years between have melted away.  I was eighteen when we first met and I’m forty-four now and I didn’t think we would ever meet again.”

Sahida smiles and changes the subject.  “We should be going to see Simon and Mula, he will be home from work by now and they should have eaten their meal, so come on.”                                       

They leave the apartment and get into the car, the road is a bit rough as they turn towards the forest and take the road through it to the other side where they find a small but lovely house surrounded by a garden.  There is a short drive to the front door.  The sound of the car brings Simon out of the house and he beams a smile when he sees Sahida.  He looks again and sees a man is with her. 

Mark is astonished to see how Simon has grown in the image of Taj and although he has a smile of greeting for him, Mark can see that he is not recognized.

Sahida introduces Mark as an old friend and a nephew of Simon’s mother.

Simon looks confused but he then turns as Mula joins them and they all go into the house.  Mark can see that Mula adores Simon but he notices she looks disturbed as she hears the conversation.  Mark shakes Simon’s hand and feels the connection they always had but Simon’s eyes show none and Mark feels hurt.

He then turns to Mula and his good humour returns as he takes her hand and with a twinkle in his eyes he kisses her fingers.  Simon looks a little annoyed.  Mark takes Simon into his arms and gives him a hug.  He can’t have this distance between them, as he again encounters only Simon’s natural friendliness but no recognition.  He feels frustrated but he tries to hide it.  Sahida steps in, asking Mula, about her health and the coming confinement.  Simon suggests they go out to the garden and let the women have a chat.  He wants to know what’s happening; he needs to question this stranger who seems to know him. 

Simon I’m your cousin. Do you not remember me?  Asks Mark with a questioning frown on his face.  “I met you here in Nepal six or seven years ago and I saw you and your friends off at the airport in Kathmandu when you were about to go to Bristol University to train as a doctor.  Do you remember?”

Simon looks uncertain but he does not want to hurt this man who is standing by him in the garden and he smiles and takes Mark’s hand to shake it.  Mark wants to give Simon a hug but he feels frustrated because he knows there is no recognition on Simon’s face. 

“How is the work out here for a doctor?” Asks Mark trying to have a conversation with his cousin. He wants to break the ice and get some knowledge of Simon’s life.

He is disappointed with the “reunion” and feels he has to have something to tell Sarah, and soon.  He promised to let her know as soon as possible how things are here but at the moment he has nothing concrete to tell her.

“It’s good, I love the work but I have not been qualified long because when I came there was no medical school within the University and although my grandfather and aunt trained me at the hospital, it was not possible to get a degree until four years ago.   That is when I met Mula, she was a student along with me and we have been married now for one year.  Our baby is due to be born in two month’s time and Mula has just started her maternity leave.”

“Do you remember anything of the terrible car crash you had in the French Alps?”

“No, I was told that the rest of my family had perished in the crash and the only other relatives were my grandfather and his family.  It was he who came to bring me here.  I have no memory of the other family or anything that happened before the crash.  I love my life here and I feel that this is my home.”  Simon replies.  

“Have you been told about your mother and all your relatives back in England?” Mark wants to know.

“Sahida is the only one who has told me about her friend Sarah who had taught school with her.  She tries to explain how she was, her personality and her warmth, and how she adored my father, who died before I was born.  But I have no memory of them and as they died in the car crash I had no connection to them.  My grandfather tells me that Taz found my friend and myself stranded in a mountain village where she attended a small clinic there.  She brought us back to Kathmandu, where she and my grandfather attended to my friend’s broken bones.  It was Festival time and we could not get accommodation in any hostel or hotel so they kindly looked after us, until it was time to leave and go home to England.  They recognized me as my father’s child and they have been wonderful.  My grandmother taught me the language and some of the culture, she taught me to meditate and I am very close to her and all the family.”  Simon tells him.

“You have a family at home Simon. It was not your parents who died in France.  It was the family of your friend Jack and your parents were told you were dead.  They went to your funeral in France and because of that they did not know that you were still alive.  Sarah, your mother and David, the only father you have ever known, retired and for a treat they went on a cruise to the Caribbean and met a boy who was taught by Sahida and Sarah and because you had attended his father, as a doctor, he told Sarah of it saying he thought it was Taj, your birth father because you are so like him to look at.  He told her that Sahida had introduced him as Simon, her nephew.  That is the reason I am here to find you and let them know that you are well and safe.  They would have come themselves but your sister, Anne, has just given birth to your niece and they were needed to help with your little nephew, Dan.  I must tell your family in England that you are safe and well and about to become a father.”

“I’m sorry but I have no memory of any of it. No memory of coming here before but I know I must have done because Dr Menon, my grandfather, has told me of that time and Sahida has told me of my English mother but I believed the whole English family was dead.  That is what my family here was told by the French Authorities and my grandfather came to the hospital to bring me home.  I did not recognize him at my bedside but he said I had a photograph of the two of us together so I believed what he had to tell me.”  Simon says.

“There has been a sad misunderstanding, your family here were told that your English family were dead and your English family were told you were dead.” Mark explains.  “But you have been living here whilst your mother, father and sister have been grieving for you, what do you want me to do?”

“I don’t know, you promised to contact them if you found me, didn’t you?” Simon replies.  He feels something of a confusion he has felt before but his mind will not clear to let him make sense of it.

“Yes, I promised to let them know as soon as I found you but I will have to find a land line because I can’t get a signal on my mobile here.  I know they will be waiting for my phone call, with impatience, because Sarah, and all the family, became frantic when she told them of the story she had heard of you being here, from Raj,

Anne, your sister, has not been told that you may be alive because the baby was due and she was not very well.   Because of these circumstances I have come to look for you instead of your parents.” Mark tells him.

Simon is confused and distracted as he tries to come to terms with this strange situation.  Mark rubs his forehead in an effort to find a solution.

“Do you want Mula to know of these problems or would you rather come to a conclusion of what steps you want to take, before you tell her?”  Mark asks.

Simon knows that Mula will support him, she has a strong character and nothing seems to upset her.

“Lets go inside, I want Mula to know this story before I decide to contact anyone. I feel happier Sahida being here as she will be able to explain to Mula what my mother is like.  We have not talked a lot about my past because we thought all my English family was dead and my family here is considerate about my loss of memory.  They know I sometimes feel confusion and sadness and they have always helped me out of these moods.  My grandmother talks to me about my father and she only has kind words for my mother, who she knew for such a little time.”

Mark puts his arm around Simon’s shoulder and they walk up the path to the house together.





 


 


 


Chapter 44


 


Sarah has begun to feel happier about Anne and her young family because Daniel is coping well with the new family unit, and Anne is breast- feeding Amy, who is always cooing and growing well.  Daniel is enjoying his role as father and is doing his best to make Anne comfortable and happy.  It is a lovely time for the young parents, as they need this period to rest and adjust to their joint responsibilities.

Now that Anne seems settled Sarah is anxious to hear from Mark and willing to be off to Nepal with David, who is feeling the same.  He enquires about travel times and they are both ready to be off at a moment’s notice, when they get the call from Mark.  

Meanwhile Mark and Sahida are filling in the story for Mula, who seems to show great interest in it, as she holds Simon’s hand to support him.  Simon is still confused but because he is very fond of Sahida and knows that she will not mislead him, he begins to try to follow the events that have happened to him.

He turns to Mark and begins his questions; 

“Tell me the names of my English family please.”

Mark replies.  “Your mother’s name is Sarah; your father’s name is David.  He became your father when you were about three years old and you chose him and he has been a great dad to you.  You have a sister called Anne who has two children called Dan and Amy, their father is called Daniel and Amy is just two weeks old.”

Mark continues.  “Your paternal grandfather is called Charlie and he lives in a part of your house, so you have had his influence all your young life.  He has always adored you.  Your maternal grandfather is called Joe and your maternal grandmother is called Mary and all the family have always doted on you Simon.”

Mula grips Simon’s hand and tears show in her eyes as she says.

“Oh Simon I am so sorry that you don’t remember them, they seem such a lovely family.”

Simon asks.  “How are you my cousin, Mark?”

“My mother is Sarah’s sister and we have always been a close knit family and when Anne was feeling unwell just before her baby was born, Sarah asked me to come out here and look for you.” Mark replies.  “Your parents will be on their way as soon as I can get a message to them that you are safe and well.”

“Why did my mother not tell me about my birth family?  Why did she not ever mention my birth father and his sisters?” Simon asks with a puzzled look on his face.

“Your mother was devastated when your father died and I was in the area trekking at the time and I came to her cottage to find her in a terrible state.  I rang her mother and father, my grandparents, and they flew out to take her back home.  She did not know she was pregnant until you were three months in her tummy.  Until she found herself to be pregnant she was withering away but when she found that the love she had for Taj had brought this wonderful miracle of your creation she felt that Taj was there with her and she bloomed all through her pregnancy with you.  When you were born everyone of the family adored you. You were a beautiful baby boy and every member of Sarah’s and my family adored you.  Sarah stayed with her parents for a while and then she found a teaching job and your grandmother looked after you in the mornings.  She bought a small cottage near the family and your grandfather Joe was a male role model for you.

She confided in me when I was at home and she did mean to tell you of your other family in Pokhara.  She asked me to be with her when she told you, but she didn’t get around to doing it.  I was away a lot as a civil engineer and then she met David, a man she had shared her college days with when she decided to change her career to teaching.  They both attended a wedding of a mutual friend and their friendship was renewed.  He came to see her without knowing about you, but you fell in love with David from the start.  I don’t think Sarah would have fallen in love with David if he had not taken to you like he did.  He has been a wonderful dad to you and his father who was a widower was just waiting for David to marry and produce grandchildren for him to love. Your young life was ideal because you lived by a lake that was teeming with wildlife and Charlie taught you the names of every one of the birds and creatures that roamed about the banks.

You were a bright boy with plenty of friends and your family were outdoor types, loved walking and climbing in the nearby Lake District and the Yorkshire Dales.  When you were older you went climbing with your friends and when you had finished your “A” levels four of you decided to trek here in the Himalayas.  I was here at the time, building a bridge east of Kathmandu and I met you four at the airport and started you off on your way.  Seeing the four of you full of banter and laughter reminded me of myself, almost twenty years before.” 

Sahida smiles and says.  “I remember Mark and his friends and we had a party for him when he came to visit us.  Sarah was anxious for Mark to meet my brother Taj and for them to become friends.  Taj had come specially to meet Mark and we all had a wonderful time.  Mark will tell you the way Sarah and Taj felt about each other, it was so obvious the whole village knew.”

“Your father was a gentle loving man and if he had lived I’m sure your mother would have married him and made her life by his side, wherever that would have been, but the horror of his death left your mother devastated and I had to get her home to her own family.”  Mark takes up the story.  

Mula has tears rolling down her face as she hears the tragic story and Simon wraps her in his arms to he comforts her.

“Darling I’m going to be fine and we will face this together.  My grandfather was told that all my family was dead so they could not be contacted and I still have no memory of my life before the accident, not even the time I came here and was met by Mark.  The family here was strange to me when I arrived but because of their love for me I have survived.  I love my life here with you and the work at the hospital.  The family we have planned and this place and its people.”  Simon assures her.

“I think you should let your mother know that you are here and well,” Mula whispers; close in Simon’s arms. 

Simon steps back from her and looks deep into her eyes saying, “Shall we do it now?”

Mark and Sahida move in for a joint hug and Mark says, “Do you want me to speak to her first and break the ice?”

Mula nods her head and Simon agrees taking Mark to the small office where they keep their telephone.  The four of them gather around the telephone whilst Mark dials the number.  It takes a little time to get through and then Mark hears David answer the phone.

“David, guess who I have here.”

“Oh Sarah come here, this is Mark ringing from Pokhara.” David cries

Sarah rushes to the phone as Mark asks Simon if he will speak to his mother. Simon holds the phone and feels paralyzed, as he does not know what to say.

 Sarah rushes on saying, “Oh darling, I can’t believe it’s you, tell me how are you, are you well?  We have missed you so much.  Please speak to me!

Mark takes the phone back and says, “Simon is fine, he is just a little confused but he is fine, he’ll speak to you now.”  He hands the phone to Simon who is still hesitant.  Sahida takes it from him and says, “Sarah, it’s me Sahida and we, Mark and myself, are here at Simon and Mula’s house and we have just told Simon that his family is not dead, as he had been told, but his memory has not returned and he feels confused but he will speak to you now.”

Simon takes the phone again and says, “I’m so sorry I do not remember anything of my life before I came to live here with my father’s family, but Mark has told me about my English family and I feel so sad that I caused so much stress and sadness to you all.  Mula, my wife, and I would love to have you visit us and perhaps I may get my memory back.

“Oh darling, my lovely boy, we will be there as soon as possible, your dad and me.”  Sarah sobs.  David takes the phone as he holds Sarah who is crying with joy but the emotion is too much and she cannot speak.

David says, “Oh Simon this the most wonderful day of both our lives to know that you are alive and have found a life for yourself.  We will be with you as soon as we can arrange a flight, just give me your address and your telephone number so that we can contact you when everything is arranged.”  David is the practical one and Sarah relies on him to do the necessary things.

Simon hears his mother’s voice and feels a connection but David’s voice has a Welsh inflection and he hears in his confused state a memory of David saying ”Who is this little fellow then?” and a rush of feeling for David invades his heart.





 


 


 


Chapter 45


 


Sarah rings her mum and dad whilst David goes into his father’s part of the house to give them the glorious news and to tell them that they are off, as soon as possible.  Joe looks at Mary and says.  “It feels like the time we went to the very same place to bring Sarah home.  Do you remember the scenery we saw in that part of the world?”

“I’ll never forget it, it was so beautiful and to think that Simon has returned there, I wonder how it came about?  He wouldn’t let us think he was dead, unless he lost his memory or something. It is a mystery but he had been trekking there just before he went to university.  And what about his funeral we attended, how can all this be?  But let us ring everyone to tell this wonderful news.”

In the meantime Sarah rang Anne and Daniel to tell them.  Anne had no idea about the boy who Sarah had met on the ship so it was all a wonderful surprise for her.

“Why didn’t you tell me when you first knew?” Anne asked accusingly.

“Darling you were almost due, you were not very well at the time so I asked Mark to go and see if it was true.  He has just rung us to say he has found him in Pokhara and he is a doctor with a wife.”  Sarah tells her.  “We are off to see him as soon as your father can arrange a flight, isn’t it wonderful news?”

“I’m so thrilled to know that Simon is alive and that I will see my big brother again.”  Anne says as she burst in to tears.

Sarah hears Daniel comforting her so she knows that he will calm her and she will eventually be thrilled with the news, although the whole thing is a mystery.

Sarah throws clothes into a suitcase whilst David hastily arranges for their flight.  It will take them almost twenty-four hours because of the connections but he has arranged the best he can at short notice.  They drive to the airport and have to fly internally to Heathrow where they pick up their flight to New Delhi.  This is the longest flight so they try to get some sleep.  They are both too excited but after a drink they settle down as best they can.

In the meantime Mark and Sahida leave the confused couple and Sahida takes Mark home to the village where they say goodnight and arrange to meet again the following day.  They have had a phone call from David whilst still at Simon’s before they left to say they will be there at Pokhara after their various connections in twenty-four hours.  Mark has arranged to meet them at Pokhara airport to take them to Simon’s home.   Sahida will be with him as they have worked out the time they will arrive and she will have finished her school day, because of the time differences between England and Nepal. 

Sahida is excited to be seeing Sarah again and has difficulty sleeping, thinking about Mark, who is a very attractive man and who has shown an interest in her.  She remembers him as a boy when he came to stay with Sarah; she liked him then because he was funny and made everyone laugh a lot.

Mark is having problems sleeping as well because he finds Sahida a very beautiful 

woman, he remembers her when she was a young girl on her first teaching job. 

 All those years in between and neither of them have found a soul mate.

David and Sarah arrive at Kathmandu airport where they catch their connection to Pokhara.  The small plane flies above the white peaks and the wonder of the glorious scenery catches their breath.  Sarah had forgotten the majesty of the mountain ranges and David had not been in that part of the world before.  They look at each other in wonder.  But as the plane glides into the little airport Sarah catches her breath for another reason, she remembers that awful day that Taj was burnt to death, when the plane hit the trees and it went up in flames.  She freezes and cannot move.  The other passengers are getting off the plane but Sarah is trembling in her seat with remembered emotion.  David holds her close as he gently talks to her.

“Come on love, we have come to find our son and I can see Mark and a lady waiting for us by the terminal.”  He tells her gently.

Her legs are trembling under her but with the help from David she manages to leave her seat and very timidly walk down the aircraft steps.

Mark is the first to see them and he waves to show them where he is.  They have to pick up their luggage but that doesn’t take long because of the smallness of the airport.

Sarah spots Sahida and she feels her strength returning to her limbs as she 

waves to both of them.

Sarah gives Mark a hug and then turns to Sahida.  They hug and cry for they are 

both remembering the tragedy of Taj’s death.  Sahida is the first to let Sarah go

 and says.  “I think you should introduce me to your husband.”   

“This is David and this is Sahida, Simon’s aunt and Taj’s sister.” Sarah says.

David smiles and takes Sahida’s hand and says.  “I think we have a lot to thank 

you for.  Mark says Simon has made a wonderful doctor and a good husband.”

Sahida smiles graciously and says. 

“Simon has made our family whole, my parents and Taz all adore him and he fits in well here at the hospital where he has been a doctor for almost two years.  You must be mystified how all this came about, but he stayed with us when he came trekking with his friends including Ben, the one who fell off the mountain, and Taz brought them both to Kathmandu to the hospital there.  My father recognized Simon as Taj, he is so like him and he and my mother put two and two together and came to the conclusion you must have gone home pregnant.  My parents and Taz were living in Kathmandu and when I came home for the festival in September I was blown away by the way he looks so like Taj.  We had a party for his friends and some photographs were taken.  Taz took one of Simon and my father and put our phone number on the back.  He had it on him, when he was thrown out of the vehicle and found by the roadside in France, where he was picked up by an ambulance and taken to hospital.  He had a bad head injury and had lost his memory.  The French authorities thought he was part of the family that came off the road on a bad bend and thought all his family was dead.  They found the photograph with my father and presumed he was his grandfather so they contacted him and eventually my father brought him here to Kathmandu.  He did not recognize any of us, but we were told that his other family was dead.  I hope you can bring his memory back for him but he has settled here and although he could not get a medical degree until two years ago my father and sister had him working with them at the hospital and they taught him as well as any lecturer at the university could have done. 

 Sarah smiles through her tears and hugs Sahida again.

“Let’s go and find our son David, lead the way Sahida and thanks again for all you and your family have done for Simon.  I remember how charming all your family was and how they tried to help me at the time of Taj’s death.  I meant to let you know about Simon, but I met David, an old friend, and Simon fell in love with a daddy who really loved him and I didn’t want to confuse him when he was little.”

Mark says.  “That is true because she asked me to be with her when she told him about his birth father, but I was always away on my civil engineering projects and David was making a wonderful job of being a father to their little girl, who was born a couple of years after Sarah and David were married, and Simon his well-loved son.”

They put the luggage in the boot of Sahida’s four- wheel vehicle and they proceeded towards Simon and Mula’s home. 

“Oh I remember this part of Pakhara!” Sarah exclaimed as they passed by the lake.  “You used to live near to here Sahida, didn’t you?”

“Yes my father was a G.P. here when you were teaching with me at the school.”

Sahida replies.  “I have an apartment along the shore and I thought we could go there to freshen up and have a cup of tea before I take you to meet Simon and Mula.  Simon won’t be home from work for another hour and as Mula only learnt his story a little while ago, I thought we would wait until Simon gets home, what do you think?”

Although Sarah and David are anxious to see their son they feel Sahida’s suggestion is a good one, as they don’t want to upset their daughter -in –law and they are feeling grubby after their long journey.

“That will be great.” David says, so they proceed to Sahida’s home and they are impressed by how modern her apartment is.

Sarah looks at the amount of new buildings around the lake and says.

“Where is the hospital where Simon works?”

“Over there, on the other side of the lake nearest to the town.” Sahida points out the large new modern building.  “It is part of the University of Kathmandu medical college, as well as, a general hospital.  My father and Taz have had a great lot of input into the idea of a teaching hospital, but it was the idea of Taj’s because he cared about the people in the mountain villages and his hopes, that they would get proper medical care, was his dream.”

Mark helps Sahida to make a few sandwiches and brews the tea whilst Sarah and David freshen up in the bathroom.

“Come out on the patio where there is a view of the lake and the fishtail peak.”

Says Mark.  “When you are ready.”

Sahida makes her visitors comfortable and feeds them a light meal.

“I would like you to stay with me, I have a spare room with an ensuite and you will be near to Simon’s house.  If you would rather find a hotel, but it may be difficult at this time.”

“We would love to stay with you, Sahida; it is very thoughtful of you.” Sarah replies after looking at David for his approval.  Mark goes to the car and gets out their luggage and puts it in the room for them.





 


 


 


Chapter 46


 


Mula looks out of the kitchen window when she sees Simon pacing up and down the garden path, with a look of sadness and confusion on his face.  She gulps back a sob as tears run down her lovely face.  Simon sees her and he runs in to the house to her.

“What is it darling?”  He says as he pulls her to him and tenderly holds her there until her sobs subside.

“You look so unhappy Simon and I hate to see you like this.  Are you worried about meeting your mother and father?”  Mula asks.

“I keep hearing David in my memory because his accent is different and I wonder if I will recognize my mother and him.  Mark told us that he has been a great dad and that my mother only began to live again when she realized she was pregnant with Taj’s child and after I was born she adored me.   How could I have forgotten them?”  He rages with himself and grips Mula to feel her hugging him as if she will never let him go.  

She wipes her eyes and says.  “Let’s freshen up and have a cup of tea, before they arrive, it will give us a chance to get our heads around it and see the positive side.   You have this family that has missed you and I know that you have not been complete since you lost your memory, sometimes I feel you are sad and confused.”

Simon goes upstairs to the bathroom whilst Mula makes a cup of tea.

“They’re here.”  Shouts Mula as she sees Sahida parking her car and then the four of them stroll up the garden path.

Simon runs down the stairs to be with Mula when they arrive at the door.

They all arrive together and as Simon opens the door Sahida goes in first to stand with Simon and Mula, in a protective manner.  Mark enfolds Sarah and David with his arms around their shoulders and brings them to Simon and gives them all a group hug including Mula and Sahida and breaks the ice as tears run down Sarah’s face and David feels a great lump in his throat as he sees what a handsome man his son has turned into.  Sarah sobs when she sees Simon who now looks so like Taj that she understands how the Menons must have felt when they found him with his friend, when he was eighteen and trekking in Nepal.

 Mark has a twinkle in his eyes as he introduces Sarah and David by saying “Simon meet your mum and dad.  You don’t know how overjoyed they are to find that you are alive and well and that you have managed to become a doctor.”

Sarah holds on to Simon because her legs have almost gone from under her, as she smells Simon’s familiar skin.  David hugs Simon and shakes him by his hand

“We are so proud of you and so grateful to the Menon family for finding you, I don’t know what would have happened to you if the connection with your other family had not been made.”

Simon looks at his mother and David and likes what he sees.  He has felt some anger that he had not been told by his English parents about the history of his birth.  After Mark had told Mula and himself the full story and Sahida had confirmed it, he had worried and raged in his head and tried to remember but even now, although he felt some connection to them, he still does not remember the time before his accident.  But he thinks he didn’t remember, and he still doesn’t remember, the Menon family from when he was with them when he was eighteen but they have been a stable and reassuring influence in his life.  Without their love and care for him, he would not have achieved the life he has now.  But what about his life up to the time of his accident, this other family must have had a great influence on his character.  He had a divided life and the only one he remembers is the one he is living now, here in Pokhara with Mula and his daily work.  This is the life he wants because he loves his work and the people he treats.  The people here in the Himalayas are gentle and hardworking.  They need him here and he is determined to stay.  He shook the confusing thoughts out of his head and took his mother’s hand and led her along, with the whole party in to the sitting room.

Mula asks “Would you like a drink, I was about to make us a cup of tea when you arrived?”

Sahida says enquiringly, “Shall I help you Mula and leave Simon with his parents for a little while?”  “Come on Mark you can help.”

The three of them go into the kitchen and Sarah and David look at Simon in wonder.

“Shall we go to sit on the terrace, it is still warm and the mountains are lovely with sun on them.  Do you remember from when you worked here with Sahida?” Simon asked his mother.

“Yes, I do, I still think this is the most beautiful place on earth and David was very impressed when we flew over them as we came on the plane.”

David tells him, “I have been all over the world when I worked as a civil engineer but I have never felt this wonder at the sights.  I am so pleased that you have found your vocation here, amongst your birth father’s people.  I know you are not my birth son but I want you to know that I have loved you, and still love you, as if you are.  We have not come to claim you and bring you home, but those were the first feelings we had when we realized that you were alive.  But we can see that you are settled here and evidently love your work.  If we can keep in touch and when your family is older, you can come back to us for holidays or perhaps to continue your studies as a specialized doctor.”

Sarah kisses David’s cheek as she holds on to Simon’s hand and says

“Simon you have no idea how happy we are to have found you in such a good situation, a lovely wife, work that you have always wanted to do and living in this ideal area of the world, as well as, finding your other family.  I hope you will forgive me for not telling you of your father but David was such a good substitute that I did not want you to feel different about him.  You and your sister Anne had a close relationship and she is so happy that we have found you.”

Simon feels a sense of comfort, as he understands that they have no more expectations of him than he wants to give.  He will still live here and work here and as she says he and his family may visit them when the baby is older and able to travel on a long haul flight.

There is a rattle of teacups as the other three come out on to the terrace and tea is served.  Sarah and Sahida start to reminisce about the time they worked together on the mountain and about the children they taught.  Sahida gives Sarah an account of the children Sarah knew and the conversation opens out as Mark tells his stories of the time he and his friends came to visit Sarah and the villager who guided them on their trek.  Mula has a relative that was taught at that school about the time Sarah taught there so she feels part of the happy conversation.

The night comes to the terrace suddenly and they go inside where they have to take leave of each other, as Sahida and Simon have to work the following day,

Mula kisses Sarah and David as they make their farewells, they promise to meet up the following evening, when the workers have finished for the day.

Sarah feels jubilant, but deflated, she has found her son but he does not recognize any of them, Mark, David or herself.   She needs to get inside his forgotten memory of them, before she can feel happy, before she can let the family at home know the circumstances of his survival.  She will try to have some time with him alone soon before she rings Anne and Charlie as well as Joe and Mary.

 David feels confused, this looks like his son but Simon has changed from a carefree boy who was full of enthusiasm for sport, fun and laughter into this serious man who is soon to become a father, who is already an accomplished and busy doctor.  Simon has no idea who the three of them are and David, for the first time in his life, does not know how to handle the situation.  How can he take some of the strain off Sarah’s shoulders?  He has always tried to be the one who makes things right, to be the mainstay for his family, and now he feels helpless.  He could feel a brief connection when he shook Simon’s hand, then Simon seemed to withdraw and the moment had passed. 

Mark was pleased that Sarah and David are staying with Sahida because he knows that she will calm their fears and try to reassure them.  He knows that Simon needs some treatment for his amnesia, but he is not in a good place to get it.  He feels that Simon is happy here with his life in Pokhara and even with the advent of his new family, he will be unwilling to leave this place. 

 


 


 


 


 


 


Chapter 47


 


Mula was born years after her two brothers, the eighteen -year gap being of great inconvenience to her parents.  They run a first class hotel in Kathmandu and her two brothers are part of the work force and are involved in running the business.

Her father is an accountant and he oversees the financial part whilst her mother attends to the reservations, of the mostly, Western visitors.  One son runs the bars and the other one runs the kitchen.  There is no time for Mula and she feels neglected by her parents and rejected by her brothers who tell to go away as they are busy.  Then Mula remembers Ali, her eldest brother, telling her that he did have a soft spot for the lovely baby girl.  He loved the feel of her soft cheek and the grip of her tiny hand encircling his thumb as he held her to him.  His mother ordered him away, telling him to get back to the kitchen.  The nurse will see to the baby. 

When Mula starts to walk, she escapes from her nurse and finds her way into the hotel kitchen where she hangs on to Ali’s leg with her little arms.  Ali brings her highchair in to the kitchen and lifts Mula into it, giving her some dough to play with.  She loves the warmth, the smell and the feel of the soft dough as her small hands try to roll it out.  Then she eats a little of it.  She cries as the sticky mess is on her face and fingers and Ali has to clean and comfort her.  Her father finds them, his face set in a deep frown as he tells Ali to get Mula out of the kitchen.  Ali does as he is told.  Mula is not allowed to go there again.

Another time when she is about three years old, she finds her way to the large lounge bar area and follows Jamul, her other brother, around.  She finds a crate of bottles that she moves about, from crate to floor and back again.  She loves the noise, the clunk as the bottle hits the wooden floor and the clank of the bottle as it hits the metal crate.  Jamul lifts her gently and takes her back to her nurse.  He feels he is betraying his little sister, but his parents insist she be kept out of sight of the hotel guests.  Jamul wonders why they have to live like this, lacking in warmth when Mula has lots to give. But she is hidden away.

She becomes sad as her apparent worthless existence begins to eat into her inner thoughts, why am I pushed away by everybody? 

Her parents find her a teacher when she is five years old and she finds some resourcefulness from the care Nona pours upon her and she enters a new world of friendship and, even, love.  Nona teaches her in the morning and takes her out and about in the late afternoons, showing her the sights of her hometown and taking her to see the temples, and the holy cows that stroll around the place that are given great respect from all the other road users.  She learns to skip as she holds Nona’s hand and to laugh at the antics of the monkeys.  Her life has improved so intensely that her parents are pleased to see the difference in their little girl.

 When Mula is nine years old her mother takes her to see her grandfather who lives way in the hills above Kathmandu.  He used to guide trekkers on their walks and he has a good command of the English language.  Mula finds her grandfather so much more caring than her parents and asks if she can visit him more often.   Her mother shrugs her shoulders and says. “Perhaps, when you go to boarding school you may spend your summer holidays here with him.”

“When I go to boarding school; why do I have to go to boarding school when I have Nona to teach me?”  Mula cries.

“You will go when you are eleven, Mula.  We want you to have a decent education and then you will have a choice of careers,” her mother replies.

Mula withdraws into her head and feels again frustrated and angry, thinking I know Nona cares for me and she is the only one who gives me any time.

Mula dreads her eleventh birthday because she knows Nona will have to leave her when she goes to boarding school. 

The school is in Delhi and she feels as though it is a million miles from her home.  Nona had given her more than the necessary education and the lessons are easy for her.  Nona had also given her a sense of her own worth, as well as, an enthusiasm for reading.  She had fed her curiosity with the classics and music.  Her parents had encouraged her to play the piano and she found solace in the beautiful sounds of the music she played.

When she arrived at the boarding school, she felt uneasy and when she met the other girls, who were mostly Western, she had strange feelings and she knew that she would not fit in there.  The parents of the other girls came to the East to start up high tech businesses or as government civil servants working in the consulates around India.

Mula felt isolated amongst these European girls, as they are more sophisticated than her and they look smarter at weekends when they can wear their own clothes.  The school uniforms gives them a semblance of unity, but Mula feels the odd one out, especially on weekends when Mula wears her jeans and tops and the other girls have their designer clothes. 

Because she is different she becomes the butt of their jokes and although the banter may be light, she feels bullied and very unhappy.  However she is interested in the lessons and does extremely well in her exams because she is not distracted by, what she thinks of, “the other girls’ pathetic self interest in their looks and clothes.  Oh my God, I’m getting as spiteful as them.” She grins to herself. 

 When the school breaks up for the summer, she is sent to her grandfather’s house in the hills above Kathmandu.

Here she becomes herself, dressed in tops and jeans; she roams the foothills with her grandfather.  He takes her to his terrace where he has planted herbs and rice and she helps him each week to tend his crops and harvest the ones that are ready.  Her grandfather says.  “Its lovely having you here and I am grateful for your company and we will work together in harmony.  I was a trekker guide when I was a young man.  I loved the young people I took to the peaks.  Some of them still write to me and tell me how they are doing now.”  

 He tells her about his life as a guide and she loves his stories.  He remembers his wife and talks about her; he tells Mula she is very like her late grandmother but Mula does not remember her because she died when Mula was two.  She is free here in this small cottage in the middle of a village where the people smile shyly and call out to her and her grandfather as they pass by on their frequent walks.  They sometimes go down to the town to buy the few things they cannot rear or grow and Mula loves the camaraderie of the older folks who have known her grandfather all his life, and the banter they shout at each other as they congregate outside the temple, in the centre of Kathmandu.  Her summers are perfect and she works well at school whilst she dreams of the next summer up in the hills.  The two people who have shaped her into the confident girl she has become are Nona and her grandfather.

She wishes for the love of her parents but she has resigned herself that although they are buying her a good education, they still have no time to give her.  She understands that they are leading very busy lives and she makes excuses for them to herself and her grandfather, when he tells her that he is not happy with his daughter’s attitude towards Mula.

When she becomes eighteen and gets good grades in her exams and because of her interest in the sciences, she decides she will become a doctor.  The people of the villages are getting older and their children are moving to find work away, they need care and as her grandfather has encouraged her to follow her dreams, she has decided that she will try to get a place in the new medical college in Kathmandu.

She is eighteen and very beautiful, she is unaware of her looks and because of her life up to now, where apart from her summers with her grandfather, she has had no feedback on how people perceive her, and she is very shy in company.

Her grandfather decides he will go to get some supplies at the time Mula has to enroll for the medical college; he dresses in his best suit to accompany her to the college.  He knows she is nervous and is determined to support her at her enrolment.  The University of Kathmandu has just opened their medical college and it is incorporated with the teaching hospital of Kathmandu.  It is the first year to take students and Mula is hoping that they will be taking females along with the male ones.  She dresses smartly in a summer frock and thankfully gets into her grandfather’s old rattle cart of a car to be taken for her interview.

 


 


She finds the place of enrolment and her grandfather accompanies her to the reception, where she is asked for her details and then shown to an area where they can sit until it is her turn to see a lecturer.  Her grandfather gives her a gentle hug to calm and reassure her, she has nothing to be nervous about and that he is there for her.

The interview goes well but the lecturer tells her that only a few females have applied and is she willing to take up a place under these circumstances. She smiles shyly as she replies that she is.

She can’t believe that she has a place in the medical part of the Kathmandu University and she returns to her grandfather beaming with success.

“Shall we go to tell your parents, I’m sure they will be proud of you?”

“Yes, let’s go now whilst I feel this success and whatever they say will not upset me.” Mula replies.

They find their way through the busy streets and enter the hotel foyer.

“Mother, dad I have something to tell you,” calls Mula pulling her granddad by the hand.  Her mother comes from her office looking angry at the noise.

“Whatever is the matter with you Mula, you are disturbing the guests?”

Mula’s grandfather takes one look at his daughter in disgust and shouts, 

“Have you no time at all for Mula? She has just been offered a place at the University’s medical college for the beginning of October and you all should be proud of her.  If this is your attitude we are leaving, come on love let’s go home.”

Her father appears from his office and her brothers arrive at the same time.

“What is going on here?” Her father demands.  “This is a quiet hotel; we don’t want all this shouting.  Mula’s mother goes to calm her husband telling him quietly the reason Mula and her grandfather have called with their news.

”It is very good news,” she says, looking embarrassed and giving Mula a tight smile.

“Congratulations, you have exceeded our expectations,” her father says in a dry voice.  Will you be living with your grandfather or is there any residential accommodation?”

“I have been offered a room in the residential block and I shall stay there so that I will have more time to study.” Mula answered, feeling rejected all over again.

“Well we will be off, we know where we are not appreciated, come on Mula let’s get home,” her grandfather says, putting an arm around his granddaughter in a protective way.

“Don’t take any notice of that lot, they don’t deserve you darling, let’s get back up the mountain and see to the chicks,” her grandfather says bringing a smile to Mula’s lips.

The October term began and Mula arrived at the University equipped with the books she had been advised to buy.  She encountered two other girls waiting to be allocated a room and the three of them were given adjoining ones with a shared bathroom and kitchen.  She settled down quietly and tried to be friendly with the other students but she is tentative because of the bullying she had received at her school.  The times of the lectures are posted on a central notice board, where the students are expected to copy from it.  As there is a crowd around it, mostly male students, she moves away and decides to wait until there is a lull.  She has been told that there are only forty-nine students in all, as it is the first year the medical college has opened at the University.  She arrived at the first lecture and counted only four girls, including her, in a sea of male faces.  The person sitting next to her was a mature student, much older than the others who are boys of a similar age to her, just left school.

He gives her a tentative look and then a friendly smile.  He is so handsome, with dark eyes and velvet -like skin.  His smile shows even white teeth and a twinkle in his eyes.

“My name is Simon and I have been waiting quite a few years for this college to open and I’m very pleased to meet you, what is your name?”

 “My name is Mula, and I‘m so pleased to be here.  I feel so lucky to have been given a place in the first year of this college,” she replies with a smile.

“Do you live in Nepal?”  He asks, seeing a vulnerable young girl who seems to have trouble meeting his interested gaze.

“Yes, I live with my grandfather in the hills above Kathmandu,” she replies shyly.

“I live with my grandparents in Kathmandu and one of my aunts.  My grandfather and aunt are both doctors at the hospital here, and I have been working with them for a few years but I have to come here in order to get my medical degree and become a recognized doctor, “Simon tells her.

There is no more time for conversation as the lecturer arrives and quietness descends on the student body, as a show of their respect.

The lecture goes well but Mula finds some of the medical language strange and looks apprehensive as she listens to the terms being used.  Simon is sensitive to the vibes she is giving off and decides he will help her all he can, without trespassing on to her self imposed isolation.  She is friendly with the other girls but she does not join their group when she has her break.  Simon sees this and tries to draw her into a conversation.  He feels drawn to this beautiful young girl who shows intelligence, but timidity,

 “Come with me to the canteen for a coffee and if there is anything you don’t understand about the medical language, I will try to explain it,” Simon tells her.

“Oh that will be so helpful, but I can’t take your time, you have your own work to do,” Mula replies.

“It will be to both our benefits if we work together and besides I will enjoy your company,” Simon tells her with laughter in his eyes.

Mula feels a spurt of happiness rise in her heart as she smiles at this young man and hopes that she may have found a proper friend at last.





 


 


 


Chapter 48


 


Simon has always been a friendly boy and now he is a friendly man.  He soon earns the respect of the younger students, because they ascertain that he already has knowledge of the medical world, and they find him forever helpful when they are having difficulties with their studies.  Mula finds him an excellent help and though she does not wish to monopolize his time, he is always willing to help her.  She has a good idea of the application of the science of medicine and she is enthusiastic in all her work and learning.  She is far ahead of a lot of her fellow students and Simon finds he has a great respect for her intellect, as well as, her determination to be a good doctor.  She lets her reserve slip for Simon and they spend a lot of their spare time together.  She feels the freedom she had with her grandfather, and she becomes a lighter and happier person.

In her second year she knows that she can trust Simon and she tells him something of the problems she has with her parents.  How her grandfather is the mainstay of her life and the life she had as a schoolgirl, living with him during her long holidays.

   Simon tells her of his loss of memory and that only for his grandfather he would be languishing in some French institution.  How he lost his “other family” in an accident in France and how his grandfather brought him home to Kathmandu.  He still has no recollection of his former life.

Mula listens with tears in her eyes but Simon wipes them away and says, “I love my life here, I would not like to be anywhere else.”  And now I have found you I am glad this happened to me.

Mula looks at him in wonderment, “What are you saying Simon, tell me?”

“I love you Mula, I know I shouldn’t take advantage of you, I know you are only nineteen but I have never felt this way about anyone else, ever.”

“Oh Simon I love you too, I have never had a friend like you, in fact apart from my pre- boarding school teacher and my grandfather, I have never had a friend before.”  Mula answers as she moves towards him to give him a hug.

“I would like you to come and meet my family, they have heard about you because they have been teasing me and saying I look too happy these days and there must be a girl in the picture, so I told them of this beautiful girl I sit with at college,” Simon tells her.

“I’d love to meet them, they sound so wonderful but I may feel inadequate with the family I have, and I can’t take you to meet them as they are too busy to bother with me.  They were rude to my grandfather and me when we went to tell them that I had secured a place in the medical college.”

Simon is shocked at this vision of her life with her parents, and intends to see that she finds the care he is sure his family will give her, he makes sure that she will be more than welcome by getting the aid of his aunt Taz, and telling her the story of Mula’s past.

Simon arranges for Mula to visit him at his home where he lives with his family.

They are curious to see the girl that has stolen Simon’s heart and Mrs. Menon means to pull out all the stops to make the girl welcome.  Taz, who knows something of Mula’s background, is determined that the girl will be made to feel comfortable at the Menon house.

Mula, who has become more confident by being befriended by Simon, and has found friends amongst the other three girls who live near to her in her room at the college residence.  They tease her about Simon but she gets used to the banter and can give as much as she gets.  Her life is greatly improved and she has never been as happy as she is now.  She loves the work at college and next year she will have some work experience at the teaching hospital.  She visits her grandfather weekly on Saturdays.  And has recently told him about her close friendship with this more mature student. He is pleased for her and asks her to bring him the following Saturday to meet him.

“I’d love you two to meet.”  Mula says with a smile, “You will like him, he is so different to anyone I have met before and he is so helpful with my confidence and my studies.  He makes me feel special and the thoughts of my parents don’t matter to me now. He has asked me to meet his family and I am to go this Sunday for tea.”

“Then you shall bring him for tea here next Saturday so that I can give my approval,”

Mula’s grandfather says, with a teasing grin as he pulls her to him and gives her one of his bear hugs.   

 They go upwards to his terrace where he finds some fresh vegetables for the making of a salad and a couple of eggs from his few hens and they return to the cottage to make the tea.

Mula boils the eggs whilst her grandfather washes the vegetables and when the eggs are cold and sliced their salad is ready to eat.  She loves these times she spends with her grandfather and always feels refreshed on her way back to college and back to her studies.  Sundays she usually works on her studies and sometimes she meets her friendly roommates and they spend time together, walking in the parks that surround the college.  But this Sunday she has been invited to meet Simon’s family and although she is looking forward to it she feels apprehensive.  She changes her clothes a few times before she decides on a pretty yellow dress. She has had it a long time but it makes her feel bright and sunny.

Simon arrives in his car, as the Menons live a little way from the college, and he wants to support Mula, as he knows she is a little anxious at the thought of meeting his family.

 “Wow! You look sensational.”  Simon whistles and gives her a hand into the car.

“Thanks, I have had this dress sometime, are you sure it looks alright?” Mula asks.

“You look great.” Simon answers. “And they are going to love you anyhow because you are lovely, whatever you wear.”

Mula blushes and touches his arm as he starts the car.  Simon takes a moment to look at her again and pride fills his heart.

His grandmother has set out the garden furniture and they are in the garden when Simon and Mula arrive on the drive.

Dr Menon is the first to reach them and welcomes Mula by kissing her on both cheeks as he takes her hand.

“Come and meet the family, this is Simon’s grandmother,” as she is introduced to a lovely kind looking lady to whom she gives her hand.

“And I am Taz, Simon’s aunt.” Taz introduces herself.  Mula sees a modern young woman, who she takes to at sight.

 Simon is pleased to see how his family has taken to Mula and he is full of pride with his family, as well as, with Mula, who is showing them how friendly, although rather shy, she is.

They moved to the table and Mrs. Menon disappeared only to reappear with the tea and they all chattered amiably as they tucked into the tasty food she had prepared.

The Menons are a friendly lot and they make Mula feel very welcome.  Mula is fascinated by Taz, who she sees as a role model, and is interested in the work she does in the hospital, as well as, the visits to clinics and small hospitals in the hills around the city.  Taz tells Mula how she found Simon, because of an accident to his friend, Ben, when they were trekking in the Himalayas.  She explains the work she does in the villages and how there is a shortage of doctors for this work.  She wants the people of the villages to have better health care and she is excited with the start of the medical college.

Mula leaves with Simon when it is time to return to her halls of residence.  She has a new perspective of what she wants to do.  She is enthusiastic about Taz’s achievement and hopes that she may do similar work when she is fully qualified.

Simon kisses her gently as he leaves her outside her college flat and drives home in a trance.  He has found the girl of his dreams and his family, the Menons, have also fallen in love with her.  He sings to the radio and is grinning widely as he enters the drive.  They can’t wait to tell him how impressed they are with Mula and he goes to bed to dream of her.

The following Saturday Simon drives Mula up the mountain to her grandfather’s cottage.  He is waiting in his doorway to greet them, and is very impressed when he sees how Simon treats his granddaughter.  How he shows how he cares for her by holding her gently by the hand as they walk towards him from the car.  

Mula introduces them, Simon and her grandfather, the two most important people in her life.  She is thrilled to see how they smile and shake hands and she knows the two men, the old and the young, show their approval and respect for one another.

Her grandfather has worked hard to find them a celebration meal. He has killed one of his chickens and cooked it beautifully and served it with herbs and vegetables from his terrace garden along with his homemade cider from his two apple trees.

Simon is impressed by the old man and understands the love Mula has for him.

She would have been without the confidence she has if he had not been, always there for her.

“Thanks for a lovely day and a wonderful meal, Simon says as Mula and he take leave of him.  I hope we see you again soon, in fact I would like to pay back the compliment and next Saturday Mula and I will take you out for a meal in Kathmandu.

Will you come?”

“Of course I’d love to, where should we meet?” He grandfather replies

“We’ll pick you up at the temple in the centre of the city at three o’clock, will that be alright?”

“Yes.” He replies as he waves them off from his doorway.

“What a great man your grandfather is, I understand now why you love him so much.”  Simon tells Mula as they drive carefully down the mountain.

“Oh Simon, I can’t tell you how pleased I am that you have included him into our lives.  He has been so lonely since grandmother died and I know he missed me when I had to go back to boarding school, after our lovely summers together.” Mula says as she caresses Simon’s arm.

Their college life continues as they work hard, now and then, having practical medical experience at the hospital, where Dr Menon and Taz take the students under their wings.  The other different disciplines have doctors who also teach and there is good selection of the many medical practices offered to the students.  Mula wants to become a G.P. so she needs to have experience in all the different practices.  Simon hopes to become a surgeon like his grandfather and as he had experience in the hospital before the opening of the medical college, he follows the surgical doctors and helps in the operation theatres. 

 Their lives pass quickly and the congregation for their degrees is announced and tickets arranged.  Mula is thrilled to see how proud her grandfather is when she invites him to attend along with the Menons, Taz has been given Mula’s second ticket and Simon’s grandmother and grandfather have been given his.  The party set off to the main hall of Kathmandu
University and are ushered to their seats; Mula and Simon are to sit in another area, where they will be able to walk on to the stage when their names are called.  There is a feeling of excitement in the large hall as the parents of all the students, taking many different disciplines, are assembled waiting for the ceremony to begin.

Mrs. Menon cannot understand why Mula’s parents have not been invited to this parade.  The other parents are so proud of their children’s’ successes and she and the whole family are so proud of Simon and Mula.  How can Mula’s parents miss this big day of their only daughter?  She mentions her thoughts to Taz who relates the story Simon has told her, whereby Mrs. Menon is horrified.  She remembers all the congregations of all her children and how proud she and their father were.  She is glad that Taz has been given the opportunity to attend and presses Taz’s hand to show her tenderness, as well as, the sadness she feels for Mula. 

The ceremony begins and there is long applause for all the students as they walk on to the stage to receive their degree certificates.

The Menons and Mula’s grandfather wait for the young doctors to find them in the crush.  Dr Menon has arranged for their party to have a meal in a nearby restaurant to celebrate their young peoples’ success.  Mula and Simon come to find them, breathless with the excitement of it all, and they all walk to the nearby restaurant chatting all the way.   The meal is gourmet and enjoyed by all, it is the end of a wonderful day for all of them.





 


 


 


Chapter 49


 


The following Saturday Simon asked Mula’s grandfather if he could marry Mula.  She is of the age of consent but Simon wanted to do it right and he thought that, as Mula does not see her parents, her grandfather is her guardian, and has been since Mula was nine years old.  The old man called for Mula to come in from the terrace outside his cottage, where she had gone so that Simon could be private when he asked her grandfather for her hand in marriage.  Mula came in, with a questioning look on her lovely face, as she looked at her grandfather for confirmation of his approval.

“Of course I approve, I have never seen you so happy,” he said as he gave both of them a smile.  They spent a lovely day together, as always, and when it was time to leave, Simon told them he was eager to see his family to tell them the news.

Mula wanted a quiet wedding; she was confused about what she should do about her parents and her brothers.  Simon told her that he would be happy to go to see them with her and that he would ring them before hand to make an appointment.  This he did and they asked them both to come to their hotel at eleven o’clock on the following Sunday morning, as that was the only time they could see them.

Simon was surprised at their attitude but he was determined that he would support Mula and they arrived at the allotted time. It was a beautiful sunny morning when they entered the hotel foyer where everything was spick and span, the woodwork shinning along with the glass.  There was nobody there but the receptionist so they gave her their names and told her of their eleven o’clock appointment.

She showed them to a quiet sitting room and said she would call the owners.

Mula felt nervous and she held her hands tightly together.  Simon saw this and gave her his hand to hold.

“Mula, what is this about?”  Her father said on entering the room.

“We have no word from you for years and we were not invited to your congregation, although we heard about it from friends.

Simon stood up and moved forward to shake the father’s hand.  “I am Simon, your daughter’s fiancée, and we intend to get married very soon.  Mula and I are doctors

And we have been offered posts at the new hospital in Pokhara, and we intend to marry soon, before we move there.  Mula has been confused as how to include you, her family, in the celebration so we have come here today to ask you if you would like to come to our wedding?”  

By this time her mother and brothers have arrived in the sitting room and her mother looked with approval at Simon. Her brothers were arrogant and unsmiling and Mula held on tight to Simon’s hand.  Simon put his arm around her waist to support her as he felt her trembling by his side.

“Are you one of the Menons, the doctors at the hospital?” Asked her mother with a smile.  “They were wonderful when your father had a heart problem,” she says looking at Mula. 

The brothers left as they had their duties in the hotel.  Her father softened a little and now offered his hand to Simon, after ignoring it the first time.  Her mother asked if they would like some tea but Mula refused, as she felt very uncomfortable and wished they had not come.

“I know you are very busy people but I thought of my marriage as being a big step for me, and I wondered if you could, perhaps, find the time to attend the ceremony?” Mula says.

“If it is within the next few weeks we will be too busy, it is a popular time for tourists and every room is full,” her father said in his usual assertive way.  Her mother was less so, but she had to follow her husband’s decision and smiled sadly at the couple.

Simon was angry at their reception and he took Mula’s arm and gently walked her out of the hotel.

“Come on love; let’s go home to my house where we will both be welcomed.” Simon said as he hugged Mula to him, there in front of her parents. 

There was a moment when her mother stepped forward and stroked Mula’s cheek and tears began to run down her mother’s face.

Mula was more confused than before and was glad to be on their way to Simon’s home. They were received with laughter and chatter and Mula and Simon did not mention where they had been, or the reception they had received.

A few days afterwards Dr Menon received a letter from Mula’s mother.  She was afraid her family was too busy to attend the wedding but she hoped the couple would be very happy. She thanked him for his care for her husband when he had his heart trouble and for the care the family were giving to Mula, at this important time in her life.  Dr Menon showed the letter to Simon and Simon asked his grandfather not to mention it to Mula, as she was devastated enough by their recent visit to her parents.   The wedding was to be on the second Saturday of August as the young doctors were to start their registrar positions on the first of September.  They also had to find a place to live in Pokhara.  Sahida offered to have them to stay with her until they could find a suitable place to live.  

The wedding was joyous, friends from the college came and the Menons gave the couple the best send-off ever.  As they were driven off in the taxi to Kathmandu airport the family and friends showered them with rose petals and they fell into each other’s arms as they were driven away.  They had kept their destination a secret but they were off to Pokhara to the Fishtail Lodge hotel, where they had become engaged.  The little plane bumped along the flight pathway and the happy couple took a taxi to the lakeside, where a boat was tied up to the shore.  The couple dragged in their luggage and rowed themselves across the lake.  

“Look up there!”  Simon said, pointing to the fishtail summit of Annapurna, “Do you remember seeing it on the night we were engaged, but it was then in the moonlight and so romantic.”

“Yes,” replied Mula almost rocking the boat as she tried to move to Simon’s side and laughed excitedly as the little boat moved roughly in the water.  They arrived safely and Simon lifted Mula over the doorstep of their honeymoon suite and opened the champagne from the ice bucket awaiting them in the room.  

“Here’s to us, darling!” Simon lifted his glass, after handing one to Mula, “and a lifetime of happiness.”

Mula touched her glass to Simon’s and replied, “forever and ever.”

Mula had not had much experience with men and Simon understood this.  He gently undressed her and himself and carefully caressed her until he felt her relax and snuggle into his arms.  She felt as if she was flying and could not believe the feelings he gave to her, the loving caresses, the touching and kissing and the overpowering sensations of his nearness.  They hardly slept that first night as they made love continually until dawn.  Their honeymoon was a great success.  He was a lover like his unknown father had been and only his mother knew how Taj could melt her heart.  During their days they trekked on the lower slopes of Annapurna and one of those days they visited Sahida at her school.  They ate wonderful meals and drank good wines, in the restaurant of the first class hotel where they were staying.  One or two days they did some house hunting, but they decided that they would take up Sahida’s offer and stay with her until they could find somewhere perfect for them to settle and begin a family.  

Simon had some problems with his head, it sometimes ached and sometimes he felt confused and angry with himself, for losing his memory.  But the happiness he felt for his wife and the life they had found together was a great compensation for the unknown life he had forgotten.  They found their dream home in a few weeks and they thanked Sahida for all the trouble she had gone through to help them find it.  She had taken them, almost every night, to see houses for sale or even for rent.

Dr Menon had made sure that money for a house for Simon was available and Simon had assured him that it could only be a loan, and they would pay him back as soon as possible.  He had very strict values and he thought his former life must have given them to him and he sometimes wondered how that life had been. 





 


 


 


Chapter 50


 


 


Mula and Simon took up their posts at the hospital.  They moved into their new home and with the help of Mrs. Menon, Taz and Sahida, they managed to furnish the whole house.  Mrs. Menon had some lovely antique bedroom furnishings, a bed, dressing table and chairs to match and they were put into the main bedroom.  Sahida had a surplus of dining chairs and a sideboard and Taz, who still lived with her parents, bought them a dining table.  Mula’s grandfather gave them a birdbath for their garden.  The other bits they needed they found in some store in Kathmandu

And the driver taking stores to Pokhara hospital from Kathmandu hauled the remaining items.  They were and are happy in their love nest.  Mula has emerged from her shell with the love and caring shown to her by Simon, and he is proud of the way she has progressed from a shy abandoned little girl, to a confident attractive and caring woman.  Their life together is perfect.  They have built a life together caring for each other, as well as caring for their patients.  They have friends at the hospital; one of the girls Mula lived with in the house of residence has found a place there, at the same hospital.  Simon has friends from Kathmandu who sometimes visit them, and their life is pleasant and always full of fun and laughter.     

Simon’s grandfather has retired at last and he visits them with Mrs. Menon when they miss their daughter, Sahida, and Simon, their grandson, and they love Mula as their own.  Taz calls when she is in the vicinity and Mula loves her stories of the people of the hill villages.  She means to be a General Practitioner when she has the experience she will gain as a registrar.  She knows she is accepted as one of the family, and they have made up for the unhappiness she suffered at the hands of her parents.  Sometimes the Menons bring Mula’s grandfather to see Mula and Simon and he is pleased for the outing, as his old car has finally given up the ghost, and the journey is a long one by road.  He has kept in touch with the Menons and they include him in any entertainment they give, and he stays with them when the festivals are on.  Dr Menon sometimes visits him in his cottage and they walk up the hillside to his product terrace just as Mula used to do and he makes a gift of some rice from his plot and picks apples from his trees for the Menons.

Taz is now in her late thirties and she has been given, to train, an English doctor, who has been seconded to the hospital in Kathmandu, as a part of an Action Aid programme.  He is in his forties and a latecomer to the medical profession as a non- military person, and he asked to be sent to some outback country because of his life as a soldier.  His service in war zones has toughened him and he has served his twenty -five years, leaving him determined to do something different from the war casualties he has mended so far. His parents live in Derbyshire and he has always been a climber and an outdoor type.  His name is James Knox and he is a confirmed bachelor, he loves the mountains and is surprised to have a lady doctor for his mentor.  He finds her very efficient and attractive.  When they rescue trekkers from the higher slopes he is in awe of her skills and sometimes feels humbled by her success.

Taz was surprised to find that James seemed sensitive to the needs of the villagers, and she encouraged him to work with the older people who have not had the opportunities the younger Nepalese have had for their health care.  He found the shyness and the profound way they used their few resources admirable, and his eyes lit up at the dry humour they sometimes used upon him.  His language skills were few but he had a way of making himself understood and he found friends up in the mountain villages.  Some of the villagers had been trekker guides and they would help James out with the language, much to the jocularity of the others.  Taz found she could leave him to treat the less severe cases and she told him he was a great help to her.  James appreciated her trust in him and the two of them became good friends.

When they were working around Pokhara, Taz took James to meet Simon, her nephew, who felt the genuine warmth of James’s handshake and the two English men took to each other immediately.  Simon was twenty years younger than James but the camaraderie was there from the start and the two men were often found laughing at some joke that James had told Simon about his army life.  Simon would tell James of some of the things that happened to him when he had not learnt the Nepalese language properly and how the patients had teased him.

At Festival times the young couple would go to Kathmandu and Sahida would join them.  James would be invited to join the Menons and the parties and the dancing would fill the streets with colour and joy.  Simon adored his life in Nepal and would not change a moment of it.





 


 


 


Chapter 51


 


Sarah felt upset by the loss of her son, Simon; she was restless in the bed by the side of David, who put his arms around her to try to comfort her.

“Why has this happened to us?”  “That must sound selfish to you, for it is so much worst for Simon.”  Sarah said, whilst fitting more closely into David’s arms.

“Hey!  We’ve found him and he is happy here, we can’t disturb his life.” David replied, as he drew Sarah closer and hugged her tight. 

“I want my son back, he does not know us and he has lost all his memories of our life as a family.”  Sarah replied with tears in her voice.

David tried to placate her as he told her he would try to find some treatment for Simon’s amnesia.

“Get some sleep now Sarah, we have a few days to get to know Simon and Mula,

 I’m sure we will resolve things before we return home.”

Sarah is agitated, she feels frustrated and depressed, more so than before they came here. “What can we do for Simon and ourselves?” She wonders as she tosses and turns, without sleep the whole night. “I should be grateful to the Menons for saving him and giving him the life his father should have had.”   The memories of her life here, the love Taj and she shared, came back to her with such strong emotions that tears rolled down her face.  “What am I to do?”  Sarah crept out of bed and dressed quietly before slipping into the kitchen and making a cup of tea. She took her cup outside on the terrace and looked up at the white peak of Annapurna towering over the lake.  The beauty of the morning light, shredding a golden aura over the mountain, gave Sarah a feeling of peace. She tried not to think of the sad event of losing Simon for ever; she must try to be content to leave Simon here, in the world he was now used to, and to live his life with his father’s people. 

Sahida came out on to the terrace and brought her mug of coffee.  She was dressed for work and had a little time to speak to Sarah and assure her that things would work out for all of them.  She smiled as she left and waved from her car as she set out for work.

When he awoke David found an empty bed, and looked around for Sarah.  He found her on the terrace, as she looked at the surrounding scenery, and joined her.

“How are you feeling,” he asked as he gave her a troubled look.  He could see that she had had no sleep and her eyes were red from crying.

I’m better now, sat here in these lovely surroundings,” she replied as she held out her hand to take David’s.  “And now that you are here, I’ll make us some breakfast; Sahida left food in the fridge.”

“Good, then we will find Mark and have a look around Pokhara.  I know you lived here before but I think things have changed a lot since that time.” David replies.

They both went into the apartment.  David had a quick shower whilst Sarah cooked eggs and toast.

Mark appeared at the door some time later and the three of them walked from Sahida’s home to the centre of the town.  There were a few shops, but most of the commerce was done outside on the pavements, where fruit and vegetables are displayed, along with small statues of various gods and good luck charms are sold.

Sarah remembers the time she was brought here from Kathmandu by Joe, her driver, to buy warm clothes and soft furnishing for her small cottage, when she first came to Pokhara in the seventies.  The buildings and temples are attractive to David, who has not seen them before.

Sarah bought some products so that she can make them dinner, and they meandered around the little town until they decided to have lunch.  They found a small café and sat outside at a table and ordered food.  Sarah turned to Mark and said.  “What do you think of our situation, and what can we do to make things right?”

 Mark looks stunned by her question and replies, “I think it is sad that Simon has lost his memory, but I also think that he is very happy here, with Mula and the Menons.

I don’t think there is anything we can do about it, but accept it.  I’m sorry Sarah and you, David, but unless he gets his memory back, that’s all we can do.  I have noticed he seemed to have a connection with both of you, and perhaps with a little patience, we will enter his mind and he will remember the time before his accident in France.

Come on Sarah, we will see the happy couple tonight when Simon has finished his work and Sahida will be back from school.  You have to admit that it is better to know that he is alive and happy, than all our family thinking he is dead, in a grave in France. Mark continues. By the way I rang grandmother to let her and all the family knows that Simon is alive and safe.  I know that you two have been too upset to think to ring them.”

“Oh thanks mate, says David.  We must ring Anne and Charlie as soon as possible, in fact as soon as we get to Sahida’s.”

Mark accompanied them back to Sahida’s and they started to prepare a meal for when Sahida returned from school.  The atmosphere had turned lighter as Mark and David put on a double act, to make Sarah laugh and by the time Sahida was home the three of them were in holiday mood.

They ate out on the terrace, their favourite place, and when it was time to go, they climbed into Sahida’s car, and with the two men joking and the four of them laughing, they arrived at Simon’s place feeling a lot less agitation than the previous night.

When they arrived there were two extra cars on the drive.  Mula and Simon came to the door before they could knock, and welcomed them all with open arms.

“Come and see Aunt Taz and Grandmother and Grandfather and this is James, an ex-army doctor who has come to work here.”  Simon introduced them.

Sarah went to Mrs. Menon and enfolded her in her arms and with tears in her eyes she told the Menons how sorry she was for keeping Simon a secret from them.  She made no excuses and Dr Menon moved towards his wife and Sarah and held them both.  

“We understand how devastated you were when Taj died, and we should have done more for you at the time, but your parents came to take you home, and we did not hear from you again.” Dr Menon said in his quiet voice.

Sarah put her arms about them both and thanked them for the kindness and the great help they had given to Simon.  She introduced David and explained he was an old college friend, who Simon had taken to and claimed for a father.

She moved to Taz and said, “I remember you when your father took us all for dinner at the Fishtail Lodge and that was the first time I saw Taj.

We knew there was something going on because Taj came home less, but was seen on the mountain.” Taz said, with a wink at Sarah.”  A disturbed quietness came between them as they all remembered that terrible day when Taj was killed.

Sahida came to hug Sarah and said.  “We have had enough sadness for one day, come on, let’s go inside, Simon and Mula have another surprise for you.”

Mula’s grandfather was in the sitting room and he stood up to greet the newcomers.

Sarah saw how Mula loved the old man and she liked him immediately.  When they had all been introduced, Mula came in with a bottle of wine and some glasses and they all toasted the celebration of their meeting.

James and David took to each other, as they were on the same wavelength, and they had both seen a lot of the world, and found they had a lot in common.  Sahida and Mark were sat close to each other and could not keep their eyes off each other.  Sarah was filling in the many years since she had seen the Menons and Mula and Simon were thrilled by the good vibrations that were all about them.

David asked James about his army career, and was told that he had been a doctor, who dealt with battle trauma.  Mark was, and David had been, civil engineers and they had all three, traveled the world but until now James and David had not been to Nepal.  They both sang its praises and said they had never been anywhere as beautiful.

Sarah and David asked Simon if they could use the phone.  They rang Anne first, Sarah being so excited she could not speak quickly enough.

“Anne, darling, we have found Simon and he is a doctor here, in the Himalayas.”

“Please let me speak to him, Grandma has told me that he has lost his memory, is that true?” Asks Anne

“Yes it is, but I will ask him to speak to you.”  Sarah tells Simon, who was standing near by and he agreed, although somewhat reluctantly, as he wonders if he will remember her voice.  Sarah hands over the phone and Anne is ecstatic as she whispered,” Simon is that really you?”

Simon replies, “Yes I’m Simon, but I have lost my memory and although Sarah and David have found me here, I don’t remember them but I felt a connection to them, when I first saw them, I’m sorry I can’t recognize your voice, but you sound like a lovely sister.”

David took the phone from Simon and told her. “We have to be patient love and although he doesn’t know us, we know him, and he’s just the same as he always was, but he is now a joyous and caring man.”

David touches Simon’s shoulder as he puts down the phone.

“Don’t worry son, I will try to get some treatment for your amnesia, but your mother and I will never interfere with your life here, I promise you.”

Simon is confused after his talk with Anne and he wishes he could get his memory back.  Mula would have a sister-in-law; someone she could have in her life, about her age, Anne has two children and one a young baby.  He shrugged his shoulders and returned to the party.  Taz brought her camera and she took many photographs and promised to send copies to Sahida before the Thomas’s return to Britain.

After a lovely evening, Sarah and David say goodbye to everyone and Sahida and Mark leave with them.  The Menons and Mula’s grandfather are staying at Simon’s overnight because of the distance they will have to drive back to Kathmandu.





 


 


Chapter 52


 


The following day after Sarah and David have had a good night’s sleep, they met Mark at the hostel and began their trek up the lower slopes of Annapurna, visiting Sahida at the school.  Sarah had good memories of her time, teaching on the terraces, in the sunlight, under the white peaks.   Sahida was pleased to see the three of them and as it was her lunchtime, she walked a little way with them and stayed to have lunch.

“Why don’t you take the day off, now you are the boss, you can allow yourself a treat?”  Mark asks Sahida, laughing as he gives her arm a playful punch.

“I can’t do that! I have to show my staff an example, or they may all think that they can do the same.” She waved as she returned down the mountain, whilst the other three climbed upwards.  The sun was hot and the climb steep, but the three of them were really enjoying their trek.  Mark had to slow his pace to match theirs, but he was younger and fitter, although Sarah and David were competent walkers, they had not had a climb like this for a long time.  Sarah sat on a flat stone on the side of the path because she felt dizzy, as she looked down onto the forest, far below them.

“I think you have walked up far enough today.” David told Sarah as he saw the colour leave her face.  Mark looked concerned and knew it was time to return to the lower slopes.

“Come on Sarah, it’s time to meet Sahida, she will have finished school by now and we promised we would.”  Mark says, as he helped her up from her seat.  Sarah felt her heart beat more slowly as she carefully negotiated the steep terrain.

Sahida waited for them and they all returned to Pokhara.  

The days passed and as David and James became friendly, David brought up the question of battlefield trauma and the treatment for it.  He thought that a similar treatment could help Simon to get his memory back.  James felt unsure as the trauma of war was horrific, and the treatment was very deep seated and severe, he told David.  Without a word to David he decided he would ask Taz her views on it, but he knew it was a delicate subject and head injuries could be serious and sometimes things were best left alone.

Sarah and David spent a lot of time with Simon and Mula, and the more they saw them the more they knew that Simon was living in the right place for him and his lovely wife.  When Mula took Sarah into her confidence and told her of the problems with her parents and her brothers, Sarah was astonished but she then understood the bond that was sewn between her grandfather and Mula.  Her heart went out to Mula and she was proud to have such a lovely girl for her daughter-in-law.

Sarah told David Mula’s story and asked him if they could stay until the baby was born, so that they could be there to support them when the time came.  She knew that the Menons would give them all the help, but the Menons were getting on in years, and Taz and Sahida were unmarried and they had no children of their own.

David agreed but he said that they could not stay forever on the hospitality Sahida was giving to them.  They should look for some accommodation near to Simon and Mule’s home.

The following morning Sarah was up with the larks, after telling Sahida that they ought to move out and give her home back.  David awoke to find Sarah humming around the apartment and already dressed.  He smiled at her enthusiasm and jumped out of bed to join her.  He was ready for the fray and they decided they would breakfast in the town.

“Sahida seemed pleased to have her home back. I think that Mark is interested in Sahida and from what I’ve noticed Sahida seems very pleased with that.  I think we have been playing gooseberries, David.”

David looked at Sarah with a smile.  “Are you playing matchmaker Sarah? I know what you mean; I noticed the looks and smiles passing between them?” 

There is a shop where there are notices of flats to let for the many holidaymakers that are now arriving in this part of the world.

They entered and found the shop empty but there was a bell for them to ring for assistance.  After waiting a few moments, a young woman entered from the back of the shop and smiled a welcome.

“May I help you?” She asked in good English.

“We are looking for accommodation for a month or so.” David answered.

“Let me show you some, there are some photographs on the wall, can you see anything that you think may be suitable?” She asked. 

Sarah was looking for something that might be near to Simon’s house and she found a flat in that vicinity.  She felt excitement at the prospect of being here in Pokhara when her grandchild will be born.

“David, may we look at this one?  It seems the same size as Sahida’s and it is quite near to Simon’s house.”

The flat is furnished and the price is reasonable.  “It won’t break the bank,” David said with a quick smile. “And we can invite back all the people who have shown us their hospitality.”

The deal is done and they moved in immediately.  Sarah looked around and loved the modern furniture, and the kitchen suited both her and David.  The towels and bed sheets were left on the bed and Sarah made up the bed and took the towels into the bathroom.

“I think we should christen the bed, I am frustrated by staying in someone else’s house, as I have been afraid to make a noise.”  David whooped as he fell backwards on the bed.   Sarah laughed and joined him.

They settled down and enjoyed their extended holiday.  Mula was getting near to her time and Sarah and David visited her every day.  Mula was grateful for their devoted care, she saw the love they had for one another, and she hoped she and Simon would keep the wonderful affection they had for each other, just like his parents had.

 Mula awoke with great pain in her abdomen, and she cried out to Simon who was sleeping deeply, next to her.

“Please get your mother, Simon I think the baby is coming.” Mula cries out in fear.

“But you should be in the hospital love, I’ll take you now.” Simon replies.

“I want my mother but she will not come, please get Sarah.” Mula sounded breathless and Simon was upset and flustered.   Simon got dressed quickly and ran up the road to where Sarah and David were staying.

“Can you come quickly, Mula has started with the baby and she needs a woman’s touch.  She told me she is not ready to go to hospital and that you will know when it is time.”  Sarah dressed quickly and followed Simon down the path.   When she caught up with him she linked her arm through his, because the night was pitch black and the path was not very level.

“Don’t worry Simon, I have done this before for Anne, and I had my mother with me when I had you.  Girls want their mothers at this time.  I’m sorry Mula’s mother is out of her life, but I promise you that I will do my best to cover for her.  I think you have chosen well, she is the perfect wife for you, and the baby will soon be here, and the worry you are feeling now will soon be behind you.”

“Thanks Sarah, I feel more confident now you are here.”  Mula says as a greeting and Sarah gives Mula a hug and shoos Simon away from the bed.

“I am having the birth pains every twenty minutes and my water broke a little while ago before Simon came to get you.  I hope you don’t mind, but I need another woman to be with me, and you are the nearest thing I have for a mother.”

“Oh Mula you have given me so much pleasure that you think of me that way,” Sarah replies as she puts extra pillows behind Mula.

“Are you comfortable, when the next pain comes hold on to my hand?”

“When the pains come every ten minutes, that is the time to go into hospital.” Sarah tells her.  David has arrived, and she can hear the men talking in the sitting room downstairs.  

“Would you like a cup of tea, it will steady your nerves and those of the men. It will give Simon something to do.” Sarah told her,

Sarah calls downstairs for someone to make a pot of tea for all of them.

“You’re too late.”  David walks in with a tray and Simon follows with the milk jug.

“Hey! What a team.”  David says with laughter in his voice as he gave Simon a hug, out of habit. 

Simon was concerned for Mula, but a lot of the pressure had been taken from his shoulders because of the presence of Sarah and David and he knew in his heart, these were his parents.  Mula drank her tea thankfully, she felt the comfort of Simon’s presence and the fluttering of fear left her heart. There was a state of tranquility, hung in the room and they all felt it.  The time passed without incident, until four o’clock and then Mula had stronger more painful birth pangs and it was time to go to the hospital.  They were both doctors but it was different when Mula went into labour properly and Simon wanted the best for her.  He stayed in the birthing room whilst Sarah and David stayed outside.  Sarah and David, who were the only interested grandparents there, waited for their grandchild to be born, outside of the birthing room.

Simon held Mula’s hand and tried to take the pain for her.  He was very surprised at the strength of the pain and the struggle for the baby, as well as the mother, to come into the world.  Eventually the baby cried its first cry, and the relief of its parents was great to see.  The nurse told them, “It’s a boy.”

The nurse came to find Sarah and David and told them to go to see their grandson.

“Oh my God,” Sarah sobbed.  He is the image of Simon when he was born,” and with tears in her eyes, she touched his little head gently.  There was none there to back her statement, for it was her mother who had held her hand and been her birth partner.

“Simon, he is exactly like you when you were born.  Mula he is beautiful.”  Sarah tells them, with awe in her voice.

David shakes Simon’s hand and bends to kiss Mula and the baby.  “This little baby has a cousin in England just a few weeks his senior, your sister Anne’s youngest child.”

David was quite emotional and Sarah hugged her husband and her son.

“We’ll leave you in peace and let Simon get to know his son.  Ring us if you need anything Simon.  Have you told the Menons and Sahida?” David asks.

“Yes I have informed everybody in Kathmandu and my grandfather promised to let Mula’s grandfather know the news.”  Simon told them, as he enfolded the baby in his arms.

It’s time for Sarah and David to go home.  The baby has been named and his parents are proud of Taj David Menon –Thomas.  The Menons and the Thomas’s families are happy with the naming, and Sahida and Mark promise to be there for little Taj.  Mark has been given a job for his firm in the area and he and Sahida are very close.  James and Taz were working well together, and Mula is staying at home to look after the baby, and Simon is a proud father, who enjoys his work at the hospital.





 


 


 


Chapter 53


 


 There was a reception for Sarah and David, a couple of days after they arrived home.  Charlie had invited all the relatives, and everyone wanted to know the score.

Anne and Daniel and the children arrived first, when David whooped as little Dan tried to jump on his back.  He knelt down so that the little boy could put his arms around his grandfather’s neck, David ran around the garden, to the delight of little Dan.  Anne went out to talk to her father, holding little Amy in her arms.

“My word, she’s grown whilst we have been away, she’s three months old now, isn’t she?” David asks his daughter, as he hugged the whole lot of them.

“Yes, she’s put on ten pounds, whilst you have been away.” Anne tells him.

“She’s beautiful, just like you were at that age.” He replies.

Sarah went out to join them, and took the baby girl from her mother and snuggled her granddaughter, Amy, in her arms.

“We’ve missed you all, but Simon has become a father, whilst we were there.  We waited until Mula had their baby, before we felt we could return.

“You’ll love Mula when you meet her, and Simon has made a lovely doctor and father.  I wish you could have been there, darling, but it wasn’t possible as things were.  When Amy is older, I’m sure you’ll be welcome in Pokhara, at your brother and Mula’s home.” Sarah says.

The rest of the family spilled out onto the green, well-kept lawns, and as the day was bright with blue skies, the refreshments were served outside, where the children and the adults could take advantage of the warm sunny day.  Charlie was reminded of Simon, when he first saw him.  Sarah and her sister, Katie, were chatting and laughing, Sarah telling her about Mark and Sahida.  

“I think he may be smitten with Sahida, he met her before, when he came to visit me on his trek, when he was eighteen. She’s one of the younger sisters of Taj, Simon’s birth father.  There was quite a lot of loving looks going on, when we were with them, both seemed interested in the other, it wasn’t one sided.  Hey, we might have in-laws in common and the family ties stronger, if your Mark has his way.” Sarah teased.  

After tea, the party went into the house, and David showed them the many photographs, he had taken of the family and friends, as well as the scenery of the area where Simon lived, where he worked and where Sahida had worked.  

“That’s where Sarah worked, and from where we brought her home, when Taj died.” Joe says.  “It was the most beautiful place we had ever seen, wasn’t it Mary?” he asked his wife.

“Absolutely!” Mary replied, she then turned to Katie and said, you’ll perhaps be invited to meet Mark’s friend and then you’ll get the opportunity to see it.  They showed them where the Menons lived in Kathmandu, as well as Mula’s grandfather’s cottage in the hills, and because the pictures were relevant to all the family, there was excitement and enthusiasm and quite a lot of chatter.  They admired the pictures of Mula and Simon, and their house near to the forest.

Katie was surprised to see her son, Mark, in the pictures, always close to Sahida, and the twinkle in his eyes always for her.

“Oh, do you think he is smitten, and what a lovely girl?” Katie asks Sarah.

“They met before, and danced together, at the party we gave for Mark and his friends.” Sarah tells her.

“Do you know, Mark hasn’t settled down and I have wondered why, because he seems the family type to me.  He is a caring, happy man.”  His mother tells Sarah.

“I know, he saved my life, when he told mum and dad about my predicament.

Strangely enough, Sahida hasn’t married either, but they do seem happy together.”

“Hey! Are you accusing me of matchmaking, like David has already done?” Sarah asked her sister, as she threw back her head in laughter. 

Charlie entertained little Dan by showing him the wildlife on the lake, at the bottom of the garden.  He was getting a bit frail, but he was eighty-six and he was unable to carry Dan, like he used to carry Simon.  He loved the extended family and always felt part of Sarah’s family, as his own.  His only sister had died two years ago and David was all that was left of his own family.  Charlie had had a wonderful life, being part of David and Sarah’s.  He fretted about Simon and hoped he would see him before he died.  He felt he was too old to travel to Pokhara, with all the airplane changes and the large airports to walk through. But he hoped, in a year or so, Simon and Mula would travel to Britain and bring little Taj with them, as David had told him Taj was the image of Simon, when he was that age.  The party came to a close as all the relatives left for their homes, sun- kissed and looking well and healthy, having smiles on their happy faces.

Life was pleasant and the years passed, Sarah and David took up their retired life, walking around the lake almost every day, in between house chores and the shopping.  Charlie would sometimes walk with them, other times he would prefer to do a bit of gardening, although Sarah had started to do the hard weeding, and David had taken up the job of mowing the extensive lawns.  Charlie had friends who came to visit him and Sarah and David invited people to dinner, sometimes, as they both loved cooking and they tried out new recipes.  Their social life was full and their daughter lived near, so they saw a lot of their grandchildren, and babysat when they were needed.
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Chapter 54


 


Charlie was almost ninety and David wanted to make a party for his father.  Charlie was still healthy but he was a bit frail, but he would not own up to the loss of his strength, he tried to do too much in the garden, still growing tomatoes and peppers in his greenhouse, as well as, courgettes, potatoes and greens in the vegetable garden. He had started when he first moved into the house by the lake.

David knew that Charlie would love to see Simon, his first grandchild, and he decided he would mention the party when he next spoke to Simon.  Taj was almost five years old and, hopefully, he should be able to take the plane journey to Britain.

David tentively asked Simon, if it would be possible for him to bring his family on a holiday to stay with them, at the time of Charlie’s ninetieth birthday, as a surprise for Charlie.

Mula came on to the phone to talk to David and she told him her grandfather had died just a week ago and the cremation had taken place and they, Simon, Taj and herself had taken the ashes to the river.  Her mother, his daughter, had not attended and she was feeling sad.  David called to Sarah to speak to Mula, after telling her the sad news.

Sarah was full of sympathy, and Mula could hear it in her voice.

“Mula, we are so sorry for your loss, we know that he was the mainstay of your life, until you married Simon.  We would love you to come and visit us, if it is possible, and give you some time to come to terms with your loss.  David’s father, Charlie, will be ninety in three week’s time and he would love to see Simon and his family, we are hoping that it is possible for you all to come.  We would love to see you all and especially little Taj, who looks like Simon did at that age.  Charlie has been thrilled with the photographs you have sent of each of Taj’s birthdays, and he swears he is so like Simon at that age.  David has made a copy of each photograph for Charlie, to keep in his room.”

Mula felt better after she heard Sarah’s voice and she said, ”I’d love to come but I will have to ask Simon if it is possible for him to get away from the hospital.  We have not had a holiday for a long time, so I’m sure he will be able to get some leave.

I’ll put him on the phone.  I hope to see you soon.”

Simon took the handset from Mula and replied, “We would love to see you both again and the family. I’ll ask at work, if I can be spared, and let you know.  James could, perhaps, work my shifts at the hospital. He is, at present, acting as a G.P. to the mountain villages.  James has helped with my amnesia and sometimes, memories come back to me, I remembered a lake, with birds and animals, different from the ones we have here.  James has been very patient with me, and he thinks that eventually, I’ll remember everything.  I’ll ask at work about the holiday and let you know.”

“Oh Simon, would you ask Mark and Sahida to come with you, if they can manage it?  I know they have been together for some time now, and Charlie will be thrilled if they can come with you.  Charlie has always loved Mark’s cheeky humour.” Sarah tells him.





 


 


 


Chapter 55


 


Shortly after Sarah and David left Pokhara, Mark and Sahida moved in together, he first moved into Sahida’s flat, and then he sold his flat in Manchester and they bought a house together, close to Simon’s. He took up employment again, with the over sea’s department of his firm, and they found him jobs in the area where he lived.

Mark was happy with Sahida, he had never thought that he would give up his single life, but Sahida had won his heart.  He had not considered marriage and he thought Sahida was of the same mind. He thought their life was happy and settled, they saw a lot of Simon and Sahida’s family, as well as their own friends.  Mark sometimes had to spend time away, if he was working at the other side of Nepal.  Sahida fretted when this happened and she sometimes felt insecure.  She wanted to marry Mark, but she did not know how to pursue the idea.  When he was away, she had a dream that he was lost, and would not come back to her. He always came back and was never lost, as Sahida had seen in her dreams.  Mark was back with the love and humour there, for her to see.

 Mark became very close to James, because they had a lot in common, travel, trekking and shared memories of Britain.  When Mark was in between projects and Sahida was at school, he would travel to the mountain villages with James, on his rounds.  He kept him company and they enjoyed their conversations on the way.  They rode in the vehicle and had lunch together in some of the village hostels, when they were lucky enough to find one.

They spoke about Simon, and Mark was determined for Simon to remember his past.  “He had such a good life with his mother and David; they were a perfect family when Anne came along.”  Mark told James “I hope that all the work you have put in with Simon, pays off.”

James has a friend, from his army days, who works in London, as a psychologist.  He promised to get in touch him, if Mark thought it would be beneficial for Simon, and he could get him to agree to see him. 

“He was magic with the battlefield trauma soldiers, a real professional.”  James told Mark.  

When Mark got the invitation from David to attend Charlie’s ninetieth birthday, he mentioned James’s friend to Sahida, and she agreed, that if Simon would see him, whilst they were all in Britain it could, perhaps, be of help to her nephew.

Sahida was pleased that she would be going to Britain with Mark and that they would be staying with her friend Sarah.  Simon and his family were going too, and Sarah had promised them that she would arrange accommodation for all of them.

James approached Simon about his friend in London and after Simon agreed to see him, James made an appointment for Simon, as soon as they arrived in Britain, before they traveled up north.  After the long air travel, Simon knew they would all benefit from a short stay, in London.  Sahida had been once before with her family, before she went to university.  She was thrilled for Mula and little Taj to see the sights, and for Mark and herself to see a show.  They stayed at the Strand Palace Hotel, because it was central and they could show the sights to Mula and Taj, whilst Simon could keep his appointment with James’s friend, Dr Paul Buka.

Simon found the surgery in Harley Street and approached the receptionist attentively.

He gave his name and was asked to wait in the waiting area, until his name was called.

Dr Buka was a well- respected, hypnotic memory -restoring doctor.  He had first worked on the battlefields, along with James but had then specialized in psychology.

He was young, enthusiastic about his work, and he had studied with the best professors in that field of medicine.  He had a full workload but had made the appointment for Simon because of his respect for James, who had saved his life in Iraq.  They were both working together in a field hospital, on the outskirts of Basra when a bomb exploded, and Paul was stunned and had injured his foot.  James dragged him to safety before going back to rescue the injured soldiers under his care. 

Simon was called and he entered the consultant’s room.  Paul smiled and stood to shake Simon’s hand.  He pointed to a chair opposite to his own and began to take notes of Simon’s case, asking him the relevant questions and putting Simon at ease.

He asked how James was faring in Nepal, he said. ” I love that guy, do you know he saved my life?”

“Not at all, James hardly ever mentions his time as a soldier, and when he does it is only to say he was concerned about his patients who were battle scarred:  I had no idea he was a hero. He is very happy, working in the villages as a General Practitioner and helping at the hospital.  I could not have come away if James had not volunteered to take over my work at the hospital, whilst I am here.”  Simon replies with a smile, as he re-asses his knowledge of James.

“Lets start the procedure; you will know what hypnosis entails, being yourself a doctor.  Lie comfortably on the couch and I will begin.”  Paul told him.

Simon took off his shoes and lay down.  He was used to meditating so he was soon relaxed. 

He sees a white landscape and feels the speed of his skis, the swish of the wind, as he flies through this white bleak place.  He feels his speed increase and increase as he screams and falls into a deep ravine.  He recovers to find Paul patting his shoulder and reassuring him that the nightmare is not real.  That his mind has returned to the place of his accident and head injury.

 When the treatment was finished, Paul left Simon to come back to the present slowly. The receptionist brought them both a cup of tea when Simon was ready, and the two of them chatted about the experience Simon had gone through.

He remembered his childhood, but not before David was his father.  Confusing images were going through his mind, and he shook his head, hoping to get the pictures right.  Paul sat with him and they discussed the feelings Simon was having; his confusion, his helplessness, his inability to remember, and now this feeling that a breakthrough may be possible.  Paul decided to make Simon another appointment for the following day, with the hope that further progress could be made.

 “Is it possible for you come to see me again tomorrow?” Paul asks. “It will have to be early in the morning or after six because my work schedule is full.”

Simon wanted to spend some time with his family and he thought that he would be better coming at six o’clock so that he wouldn’t feel confused, as he felt now, just after the hypnotism.

“I’ll be able to fit you in at six thirty tomorrow evening, it that alright?” Paul asked.

“Yes, that will be fine, I want to take Mula and Taj sightseeing and Taj will be ready for bed by that time, Thank you so much for seeing me at all, fitting me into your tight schedule,” Simon said, as he shakes Paul’s hand, and took his leave.

The following day was sensational, the whole party of them, Mark,

Sahida, Simon, Mula and little Taj went to see the sights of London.  They took a boat trip on the Thames. They went on the London Eye, a ride on the tube to Regent Park to the Zoo, where Taj fell asleep on Simon’s back.  Back to the hotel for Mula to attend to Taj’s needs, and for Simon to have a quick shower before he set off for his appointment with Paul.

Simon was reluctant to have his second hypnosis because of the fear he felt the first one had on him.  It had taken an hour for him to recover from the first one, but he felt steadier the following day.  Some of the fog had blown away from the inside of his head.  He was determined to carry on with the next treatment, but felt apprehensive when Paul began to talk him under.

He sees great icescapes and dangerous terrain.  His friend is very breathless and he is struggling to climb up a slippery path, when he falls, screaming, off the mountain, Simon can do nothing to stop him from falling.  His friend gives one last shout as an avalanche covers him.  He has gone out of sight.

When Simon comes round from his second nightmare, he knows that his friend is not dead.  He doesn’t know why he has this feeling of relief, but he is sure that the dream is not true.

Paul gives Simon a drink of water and together they try to interpret the vivid dream.

“Has something similar happened to you?” Paul asks

“A bit more fog is lifting from my mind; I know nothing bad happened to my friend.  I feel lighter, my mind feels clearer, there is something stirring in my head. Simon said.

Paul looks pleased and tells Simon to sleep it off.  

When Simon awakes, the sky has darkened in to night.  He looks at his watch and finds he has slept three hours.  He jumps up as he thinks

Oh my God, Mula will be worrying, as I promised to be back at the hotel to see Taj before he goes to bed.  He finds his shoes as Paul enters the room to tell him that Mula rang and he explained that the treatment had taken longer than they had anticipated

After his treatment and his consultation, Simon felt less confused, Paul told him to relax and enjoy his holiday, and hopefully he would remember his life before his accident.  He set off to his hotel full of renewed hope and positive feelings.  Tomorrow they go up North.





 


 


 


Chapter 56


 


Sarah and David began to get ready for Charlie’s party.  Sarah has baked the cake and the two of them had been working endlessly, to make a great spread for Charlie’s family and friends.  Sarah has had the spare bedrooms cleared, bought new bed linen with curtains to match, for Simon Mula and little Taj, as well as Mark and Sahida, who she understood, now lived together.

Charlie had his spare rooms cleared for Anne and Daniel. Young Danny and Amy will use the twin beds in the other one of Charlie’s bedrooms.  Charlie wanted to have all his family around him, for longer than just the party day.  

The day had come for the visitors to arrive and Mark, who knew the way, drove them from Manchester airport, in a hired people carrier.

Sarah, David and Charlie were all waiting outside, in front of the house, when Mark drove the car up the drive.  Taj jumped down and went straight to Charlie who hugged him with tears in his eyes as he said in a whisper, “you’re so like Simon when he was your age.”  Taj liked the old man with the crinkled smile, and understood that they were there for his birthday.  Simon brought Mula forward to meet his grandfather, as he experienced a faint recognition of the lovely old man, who opened his arms and hugged them both. When all the people were introduced, Charlie asked Simon to bring Taj to the bottom of the garden so that they could both show Taj the ducks and birds around the lake.  Simon’s heart almost stopped as he remembered Charlie, and the days they had around the lake, when he was about Taj’s age. 

“Oh Charlie!  I remember! I remember! The day when I first came here with my mother and David and the things you taught me about the wildlife on the lake.  I had some hypnosis treatment in London, before we came up North, and I think it might have worked, along with the magic of the lake.” Simon told Charlie as he lifted Taj in the air and hugged them both.

Mula heard the sounds that came from the garden and she joined the three of them and asked, ”What is going on here, all this fun and laughter, what am I missing?” 

Simon brought her to them and told her.  Her face broke into her beautiful smile as she moved closer to Charlie, held his face in her hands and kissed his cheeks, one and then the other.  “I used to do that to my grandfather, who I have just lost.  You shall be my grandfather, Charlie.”

Sarah and David watched from the kitchen window, and when they understood what had happened, they whooped with joy as they ran out to be with them.

Mark and Sahida were upstairs, where Sarah had shown them their room.  They were unpacking, when they heard the happy shouts from the garden.

“I think Simon has remembered his life here, Oh my God, isn’t that wonderful, let’s join them.”  Mark said as he swept Sahida in his arms and pelted downstairs, into the garden.

Simon was ecstatic, his heart felt more calm, the heaviness that had been always 

 there since his loss of memory, had disappeared.  He felt whole.

He held Sarah’s hand and then David’s with his other hand and said to them both.

“I want you both to know that at the time Taj was born, the care you gave to Mula and myself, I felt in my heart that you were my parents.”  

“Welcome home son,” they said in unison, as they felt relief pour through their veins.

  As this commotion was going on in the garden, Anne and her family arrived on the drive.  They passed the house and went straight to the scene of celebration. Anne ran to Simon with tears running down her cheeks and hugged her long lost brother.

“Oh, my darling brother.”  She sobbed as she hugged as if she would never let him go.”  Simon held her to him as he remembered the many years they had been together.  Their childhood and their adolescence and their many hours spent with Charlie, around the lake.

“Oh granddad, what a wonderful birthday present for you and all of us.”  Anne hugs Charlie, wishing him a very happy birthday.

The young families got to know each other.  Simon and Daniel, as well as Mula and Anne, had a lot in common, because of their careers.  The children were playing ball together on the lawn, as the other guests arrived.  Mark’s parents were the first to arrive, Sarah’s sister, Katie and her husband, Stan.  Mark proudly introduced Sahida to his mother and father.  They were both impressed with her, as much as, she felt at ease with them.

Katie took Mark to one side, after a while and asked him. ”Why haven’t you married that lovely girl, what are thinking about?”

Mark grins at his mother and within hear- shot of Sahida says.  “She hasn’t asked me, but if she does I will say yes.”  Sahida joins them saying.  “He will have to ask me first and then I will say yes.  Sahida and Mark hug his mum and dad laughing and Mark pulled out a ring and offered it Sahida as he asked. “Will you marry me Sahida darling?  I bought this ring in London but had not the opportunity to ask you until now, and as my mother can’t help but interfere, it has had to be a family affair. Mark says as he winks at his mother.

Sahida goes straight to Sarah to show her the ring and they laugh together.

“We are all of us now, part of our two families, isn’t that wonderful?”

Mary and Joe arrived at the same time as Charlie’s friends and the celebrations began.  David brought out the champagne, as Simon approached his other grandparents and introduced them to his family.  The meeting was emotional because Taj looks exactly like Simon, when he was that age.

“Come on, everyone; lift up your glasses to Charlie on his birthday, to Simon and his family, who we have just regained into our family.  To Sahida and Mark who have just announced their engagement, what a wonderful number of celebrations!”

The twelve bottles of bubbly were consumed, along with the food, and the party was a great success.  David had arranged for fireworks to go off at midnight that gave a wonderful display.





 


 


 


Chapter 57


 


 


The following morning the whole extended family walked around the lake, the children around Charlie’s knees, Simon and Anne catching up on their different lives, Mula and Dan listening to their reminiscences of their growing up.  

“Do you remember when we all went to Wales and you fell off that cliff into the sea?”  Anne asked Simon.

“Yes, and all you did was laugh.”  Simon replied.

“Well, I knew you were a good swimmer and the cliff wasn’t very high.”  Anne told him laughing.

“What about the time you were all broody about my friend Ben?”  Simon asked.   “Hey how is Ben, by the way?  He was the reason I found my father’s family in 

Pokhara?” Simon continued.

Ben’s has done well.  He is a journalist on one of the broadsheet newspapers in London.  He is married and has a little girl.” Anne said.

“Oh we have such a lot of catching up to do.”  Simon hugged his sister as the chatter went on, as the others joined in with news of Simon’s old friends.

Sahida was impressed by the strangeness of the beauty of the lake and its surrounding landscape as they continued on their walk.  Mark was proud to show her the place from where he came and was delighted that she was impressed by it.

Sarah and David found a short -cut home and prepared the Sunday dinner, having put in the beef to roast before they started their walk.

They were so content to have Simon in their lives again and they enjoyed the dinner preparation, making a fancy starter and an elaborate sweet, and setting the table with their best china.

In the five years since finding Simon, Mark and he had become very close as their lives interlocked, and Mula found a great friend and confident in Sahida.  Taz and James were also a part of all their lives and there had been many pleasant outings, as the six of them became close friends.  Simon and Mula enjoyed having dinner parties and invited the other four to eat with them.  Mark and Sahida did the same but Taz and James took the other four to restaurants, to repay their hospitality.

Whilst Simon was on leave, James was working his shifts at the hospital and Taz had had to get a locum to replace James as her assistant as G.P. to the villages.  Rashi was a younger man and he was very handsome.  He had dark thick hair he wore just over his ears and his eyes were large and luminous.  His smile was beguiling and his caring ways took the villagers’ needs to his heart.  He was in awe of Taz and the way her patients’ gentle eyes followed her wherever she moved.  He saw how efficient she worked and the cheerful way she addressed them.  He would go to his room at the end of the day and dream about Taz, he had a serious crush on her.  She would meet up with James when they had free time and sometimes, invite Rashi to join them, as he was a stranger to the place.  James could see the adoration in Rashi’s eyes when Taz was anywhere about and he wasn’t happy about it.  James hadn’t ever committed himself to a lasting relationship with anyone since the loss of his wife.  His time in the army had made it difficult to sustain one.  Now he was sure that the feelings he had for Taz were strong but he was reticent to do anything about it because he didn’t want to spoil the friendship they had together.

Simon and the party were due to arrive back and Rashi would leave so James would once again be with Taz on her village -clinic rounds.  James was waiting for the day, although he had enjoyed his time working in the hospital.
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Chapter  58


 


James grew more and more closer to Taz.  He had been hurt in his past by his wife who had stolen his heart and then left him.  He had not recovered from that loss for many years and the memories still haunted him.

James left Sandhurst in the early eighties and at the time there was an increase in the numbers recruited for the Army.  He was promoted very quickly because of his education, his personality and his enthusiasm.  His parents were tea growers in Sri Lanka his young life had been pampered with a nanny and servants.  His friends were the workers’ children and he grew up there until he was eleven years old, living a life in the sun with many friends and doting parents. 

 When he was eleven, his parents brought him to a boarding school in England.  His father’s parents lived in Derbyshire so a school was found in that area.  They were his only living grandparents and he would be able to visit them frequently’

James was sad to leave his parents and his friends but it was the only way for him to get a proper education.  

James had been taught well at home so he had no difficulties with his lessons.  But because he entered the school mid-term, he found difficulties finding friends.

He was lonely at first but because of his skills in sport, he found himself included in various teams, rugby, tennis, hill-walking and climbing.  He visited his grandparents whenever he could and met his cousins and was reunited with them through the years of his school days.  The long summer holidays he spent in Sri Lanka with his parents.

When James was twenty-one and had just completed his degree he decided to apply to Sandhurst for Army officer training and he passed out as a junior lieutenant at twenty-two years old. He then trained to be a medical doctor in the army as he felt this would be of more use for his men.

 He was sent to various trouble zones.  He saw things in his early army days he found hard to forget.  He was horrified by the regimes he encountered but he hardened himself to the realities of a soldier’s life and found the comradeship of his fellow officers gave a balance to his life.

At Christmas in the middle eighties, when he was home on leave at his grandfather’s house in Derby, he met Susan.  She was with his cousin Mary, her friend from Durham university library, where they both worked in the research section.

Susan was beautiful with a confident air and a sweet smile.  James was flattered by the attention she gave him.

“Hey! How are you doing?” She said as she gave him her most endearing smile

“I’m fine.”  James replied as he looked into her warm blue eyes.

Just then James’s parents arrived for their Christmas break with all the family.  By the end of the evening, James had danced and become enchanted by Susan and he made arrangements to see her over his Christmas leave.

“Mary what does James do for a living?”  Susan said as she and Mary left the party together.

“He’s an army officer.” Mary told her

“Oh my god.” Susan cried.

“What’s wrong with that?” Mary said.

“Well he’ll always be away,” that means I won’t see much of him.

“Hey, what’s going on?” Mary said.

“He is taking me out on Tuesday, we are dining in Derby.”  Susan told her.

Susan and James spent his leave together and they became very close.  He wrote to her whilst he was far away in various trouble spots. They both looked forward for their reunion.  They met again in three months time and found their feelings had become stronger from the many letters they had exchanged during his absence.

James arranged to meet Susan in Durham so they could spend the full weekend together.  She told Mary, with whom she shared a flat and Mary decided to go home for the weekend so that Susan and James could have some time together alone.

Susan was in a tizzy, spent all Thursday evening cleaning the flat.  She changed the sheets on Friday morning so the bed would be pristine for James.  She arranged candles around the bathroom.  She wanted to make the weekend as romantic as possible.

As she came through the library door on Friday after work, she saw James, dressed in casual clothes, and his face lit up with his attractive smile as he stepped forward to kiss and hug her.

“Oh I have missed you so much”, he said

“Me too,” Susan replied.  Let’s go home to the flat.”

They linked arms and their steps matched and rhymed as they quickly walked home.

Susan opened the door and James was charmed by the look and the perfume of the place.

They fell into each other’s arms and they spent the whole weekend loving, sleeping and occasionally making meals, when they were starving.

  James and Susan married on James’s following leave when they spent their honeymoon on the beautiful island of Kefalonia in a villa on the outskirts of a village.  It was an ideal time for the two of them.  The couple settled down to married life and were delighted when James got a home posting at a training camp in the North East.  Susan was delighted with the accommodation because

James was high up in command, which brought with it many advantages.

 Susan and James had a wonderful loving relationship.  His parents adored her and her parents opened their arms to James and made him a part of their family. After three years Susan and James decided to start their own family but they were unsuccessful.  After using various techniques nothing happened and Susan began to fret.  James comforted her and they went to see a doctor for them both to have tests.  The hospital found something amiss in Susan’s tests and she was diagnosed with neuron motor disease.  James was devastated and he kept the seriousness of her illness from Susan.  

Susan began to feel muscle weakness and she was always dropping things that she could not retrieve.  When she walked any distance, perspiration poured off her and she felt very weak.  She tried to keep her weaknesses from James but he knew they had not much time together.  He tried to give Susan a good life whilst she was able to do things.  They would holiday in the sun and they would dance together to slow dreamy music, holding each other close.  He would float her in the warm sea and see her delight, the tension flowing out of her lovely face as she enjoyed the warmth of the sun on her body.  James suffered as he watched her deteriorate, although she was fighting with all her will to stay.

After her great fight for her life she died at the age of thirty-two and James never wanted another relationship.  His love for her sustained him and he volunteered for overseas battlefield hospital time.  He had not felt anything for any other woman for fifteen years.  When his army time was over and he was given a pension after twenty-five years, he volunteered for work in the third world thus bringing him to work in Pokhara.
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Chapter 59


 


Taz was the youngest of the Menon family.  She was teased and spoilt by her two siblings, Taj and Sahida, and adored by her parents.  She was quite a handful of mischief and assertiveness in her teens but was devastated when her favourite sibling died in the plane crash.  She had thought she would make a good lawyer but when she saw the grief of her parents, she decided to become a doctor like her father and her dead brother.

 


 


Taz attended university in Delhi’s Medical school.  It was not easy then for females to become doctors but the training she had with her father held her in good stead.  She was a popular student and made many friends.  She was also flirty with the boys, feeling her freedom from home and loving the attention.

Liam was a fellow student but older, a post-graduate, studying a Ph.D. in tropical diseases.  He was Irish, very handsome with fair hair and green eyes.  Taz fell for him.  He was part of her lecture team and seemed exotic to her.

Liam was a happy-go – lucky guy who had lots of his students falling for him.  Taz was determined to catch his eye and she did all she could to be near to him.  It was a girlish crush but she had never met anyone like him before and she did all she could to be near to him.  She maneuvered a seat beside him in the canteen and a friendship flowered from his sense of humour and her easy wit. He asked her out on a date and things heated up as an attraction sprung up between them.

Liam had many friends amongst the post-graduate minority and made them his priority.  He had more in common with them than the larger majority of younger students.

Taz attended Liam’s every lecture, trying every time to catch his eye.  They began to date regularly at her instigation.  She had serious feelings for him, but for Liam, it was just a bit of fun.

He arranged a weekend away in one of the better hotels in Delhi and wined and dined Taz.  He took her sightseeing, visiting the garden where Ghandi’s light still burns at his remembrance sight.  They strolled around, hand in hand, and Taz felt engrossed by the attractive, lovely Irishman.  When, however, they returned to the hotel, Taz found that only one room had been booked.  She was very nervous and she had no intention of sleeping with Liam.  She had never been with a man before.  She was eighteen and he was twenty-eight, she had trusted him.  He took her to the room whilst she protested, shoving her roughly on to the bed.  He took her quickly without any foreplay and ripped her causing her to scream out in pain.  He dressed quickly and left her crying in fear as she saw the blood on the sheets and felt a rush of shame.  She had been raped.  What could she do?  She lay on the bed feeling torn apart and wondering what had happened to her.  She knew she had made moves towards him but in her innocence she had not expected what had happened, his lack of care for her, his quick and angry display of disdain as he left her crying on the rumpled bed.

She had no close friend she could turn to.  She knew she would have to get back to her classes and hide her feelings of her utter lack of self-esteem.  She would have to face up to seeing Liam in class, and live with the contempt he had for her.  She made a secret of her rape and decided she would live a life without a man in it.

She survived the rest of her university days by working hard and when she became a doctor, she returned to her parents and worked with her father.

Until she met James    

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Chapter 60


 


Rashi left and James was back on his rounds with Taz, who had missed James’s easy-going ways and had felt uncomfortable with Rashi’s adoration of her.  He was like a puppy, showing her how pleased he was when she was around.  James’s time was up but he volunteered for another spell.  He decided to move into a flat in Kathmandu where he could settle and feel at home, for the time he would be working there.  Taz was pleased because she trusted him with her patients.  She did not have to check his treatment of the villagers as she had to do with Rashi.  

The easy friendship renewed itself as the pair worked the village clinics together.

James thought Taz to be a very attractive woman and Taz found James to be a caring, charming man.

There was an attraction growing between them, just as strong on both sides.  They had never spoken of their previous lives, but one evening when Taz had been invited to visit James in his new home, he felt he should tell her about Susan.

It was fifteen years since she had died and he remembered the wonderful life they had together and felt ready to commit again now to Taz.  When James told her his sad story, she looked at him with comprehension of his care and kindness and she knew he would not use her as Liam had done.

When it was Taz’s turn to confess her secret, she felt the shame of it, all over again.  James was horrified when Taz told him of her only experience with a man.    

James held her as she shivered and remembered the utter self-contempt she felt.  She had not told another living soul, not her parents, not her sister, nobody until now.  James felt honoured that she trusted him enough to have told him and he held her close as he gently comforted her. 

 “Not all men are like that, Susan and I had a mutual loving relationship that helped to sustain us at the end of our life together.  The closeness we felt for each other helped me to continue my life.”  James said.

James turned her face towards him and gently kissed her on her lips.

“I don’t want you to be afraid of me.  I would never hurt you.  I will teach you the love you should have had.”  Taz feels her heart beat faster as James gently kisses her again.

 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


 


Chapter  61


 


 


Simon’s grandfather was waiting at Kathmandu airport to take his family, Sahida , Mark, Simon, Mula and little Taj, home for a meal and a night’s sleep before their onwards journey the next day, back home to Pokhara.  He felt that he was participating in little Taj’s life, having had no contact with his father’s until he was well into his teens.

He was reliving the time with his own son, Taj, as well as the time he could have had with Simon, his grandson, as a little boy.

Mrs. Menon, Taz and James were waiting with a meal and a welcome home.  James was holding Taz by the waist and they were beaming happily as the travelers returned.

“Hey! What’s this about?”  Sahida asked her sister.

“James and I are engaged.”  Taz told them.

“Well, so are Mark and I.”  Sahida replied.

“Well, this needs to be celebrated.” Dr Menon said. “The homecoming, the engagements of my two daughters and the return of little Taj to our home.”

A double wedding was arranged to take place in the spring and Sarah and David, Katie and Stan, Mary and Joe, along with the beloved Charlie, were invited.

Although Charlie was ninety, he was well and determined to make the long journey, to see where Simon and all the family lived.  The Nepalese scenery seared Charlie’s heart, lifting his spirit, as he had never felt so close to nature in all his life.  The road journey to Pokhara, he felt was the best he had ever taken.  Sahida and Mark accommodated Mark’s mother and dad, in the house they shared. Simon and Mula had made preparations for Sarah, David and Charlie to stay with them.  Mula loved Charlie because he reminded her of the times she spent with her grandfather, in the hills above Kathmandu.  She would sit with him and hold onto his hand as she smiled shyly and Charlie’s eyes crinkled with humour and laughter. Taj followed Charlie about, pulling him by his hand, to show him the garden and pointing to the white peaks above them.  Charlie was in his element and felt his life was back to the days when Simon and Anne were small children, demanding his attention all the time.  He remembered how they had filled his days, taking the loneliness of the loss of his wife, a little at a time, until his life was full again with the children of his son.  He missed Amy and he wondered how she would feel about his life now, he was sure that she would have loved it here, with this family and this scenery.  When David was working as a civil engineer, she was thrilled to go on holiday to where his project was being completed, and see her son after months of his absence.  Charlie pondered on his life, being forever grateful for his son and his extended family.   Taj would not have a splintered life as Sarah and Simon had had, he was here where he should be and when he is older, he will be able to include his grandparents in to his life.  

 “My life has been magical.” Charlie says as he smiles to himself.
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