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Going into the Mountains in Rome

Last week (14 to 20 August 2007) I went to Rome to stay with my Italian friend Nadia and her family.  

Nadia came to England to study English and married Floyd, an Englishman in 1989.  They went to Australia for a number of years.  She left her husband and found herself coming to Canterbury sometime after 2000, shortly after I came.  She found a room in Cora’s house and that’s where we met.  Cora moved to Harbledown from London in mid. August 1999.  Michael and I came to live in Harbledown on 29 August 1999.

It’s amazing how we came to Harbledown for different reasons.  Nadia and I have been very good friends since 2002.

In Italy, parents work very hard to provide for their children.  It is almost like it is their duty and responsibility to do this.  Fernando, Nadia’s dad worked very hard all his life to build up his wealth.  In Rome, he put together a flat for each of his daughter, three of them, a flat for him and his wife, a house in the outskirt of Rome, and a massive 4 bedrooms house in Leonessa, 3 hours drive from Rome in the mountains.   Casanova, a small village where Fernando came from is only 5 minutes drive away from there.

I have been to Rome twice before and always stayed in the flat in Rome.  This time, I was taken to Leonessa.  Once there was a big river running through the side of this place, now it is completely dried up.  There were talks about putting houses on the riverbed!  It sounds scary.  What if the water comes back!

On Thursday Nadia and her boyfriend Max took me to see Max’s parents in Forca,  an hour drive away.  It is a tiny village with no more than 50 families living there, at the bottom of a mountain.  Everyone knows everyone.  On the way I could see the Rock on top of the mountain as soon as we entered the mountain range.  When I got to Max’s house, the Rock was right in front of me, and it reminded me of the Lion Rock in Kowloon.  We lived in the Wong Tai Sin area and we looked at the Lion Rock from our balcony everyday we lived there.  Only this time, this Italian Lion was much bigger, sitting on the top of a massive mountain.  The vegetation below the Rock was a deep, thoughtful green, so rich that I wanted to touch it.  Next day, Nadia took me out to Montanamontecarlo, the extension of the mountain range.  The scenery was beautiful.  We sat under a tree, we walked in the woods and we felt very peaceful.

On Saturday afternoon when we were back in Leonessa, Fernando suggested he took me up to the church, on top of a mountain that we could see from his garden.  It would be a one-hour drive up.  I did not want to go then but offered to go with him early in the morning at 7am.  I did not expect Nadia and Max to get up so early but they did. The four of us finally set off at 9am.  Getting going quickly is not Italians’ specialty.

Fernando previously had a Merc. Benz but as soon as I arrived this time he told me that he got a new car – a British Range Rover.  I did not realised going up the mountain meant edging up a narrow mountain rough path that an ordinary car could never do.  The winding path zigzags up the mountain and along the way, I was looking at the roots of thousand of trees; very tall trees that I could not see any greenery until I was looking right up the top of them.  The side of the path showed how the roots inter wound with each other to hold the earth together.  It was a very steep mountain, pretty scary to look down the side; yet, there were so many trees, young and old, standing firmly on the ground holding onto each other by the roots.   I did not see any stream or water sources.  It was a very dry mountain.  The only water supply I saw was a little dip in a basin like area high up where water was collected, I believed from rainfall.   A few animals were living there.  No other habitats could be seen along the way.

On the top of the mountain it was just like on the Peak in Hong Kong, but a much smaller space.  It was a clear morning and we could see very far.  The panoramic view was absolutely breath taking.  After a while, Fernando opened the door to the little church on the top of the mountain, a very simple but well maintained monument.  On the guest book, there was already someone before us, signing in at 10am on the 19th of August 2007!  

While I was sitting quietly on the floor in the church.  I was thinking about those thousands of people who helped dig the pathway up the mountain, transporting building materials bit by bit to build the church, and the continued support and maintenance of the place to provide for a comfortable spot for someone like me to come to.   The effort was tremendous.  Why?

As we started coming back down the mountain, such a rush of emotion came up that I cried my eyes out.  It was not only the people who dug the path, the people who carried the materials, who built the church, who maintained the church.  It was more than that.  It was the trees that keep growing year after year, to extend the roots into the earth of the mountain, holding everything together so that I had a mountain to come up that day.   

It is about the determination of the trees to keep standing and holding on the mountain that made my trip a reality that gave me an experience that I will never forget. 

It is about Fernando’s desire to provide for his family, to remind his children of his roots, that created an opportunity for me to come into the mountains and that I have had the privilege to come and enjoy it.

It is about 26 years ago that I said ‘Yes’ to Adrian and that led to me coming to Harbledown with Michael for his A-levels education; then I ended up living in England all by myself.

It is about I said ‘Yes’ starting with a change of career in 1976 to join the Royal Hong Kong Police that I met Adrian.  He joined in April 1976 and I joined in Sept.  We wouldn’t have met if he hadn’t had a cartilage operation so that he could not finish his drill exam and had to stay behind for his recovery.

It is about my accepting an invitation from Maria, one of the two best friends at school, to visit her in the Police Training School while she was under training to become a Police Inspector in 1975.  That evening, I met her instructor Guy Sheira who encouraged me to apply for the job.  I was under the standard height requirement 5’2” but he said,’ just do it and see what happens!’  I did and I remembered during the 3 days interview, I was measured three times as if I could have grown during those three days.  I got the job.

It is about meeting Maria at school when I was allocated a place in Clementi Middle School in 1963.  Secondary school places were limited then and we had to go through tough exams on Maths, English and Chinese.  I did pretty well and was awarded a place in a good school, the top Chinese Middle School run by the Government.  I made it to that school.

It is about my parents, my brother and my sisters who provided me with a wonderful childhood, giving me the tools to do well at school and continuing to support me in every way, that I feel so comfortable with myself today.

It is about Adrian’s family too, providing me an opportunity to be part of their family and experiencing the English way of family living.

In all, without our families, I wouldn’t be here to experience all these wonderful things in my life.  Without everyone, everything around me, working endlessly to create opportunities for me and myself saying ‘Yes’ all along, I wouldn’t be able to realise how precious living in Comfort and Contentment means to me.

I am glad I said ‘Yes’.

I saw a lovely slogan on the side of a container truck on 20 Jun 2007:

             Say Yes to the Best!

I sure practise this everyday in my life.  Everyday I ask myself this:

‘Have I done something for me that I am proud of?’

Today I feel proud that I sat down and wrote this on a very special day, 22 August 2007 to express my gratitude to everything that has happened in my life.

Here is a question:

Which ‘Yes’ in your life impressed you most? 

Ask this everyday and see what happens.

