S Time to Let Go

Prologue S

one near the sea, the other on the bank of a loch. We were
bewitched by the magic of the place, the silence, the
peacefulness of it, and the wonderfully uplifting, natural
rhythms one’s mind and body quickly adopt without the
demands of routines, telephones and mundane, everyday
activities.
Our second holiday we shared with a girlfriend Nicky,
Roy’s most valued and intimate companion outside our
relationship. We cooked huge breakfasts and dinners, baked
bread and scones, sat around reading by the light of the
fire, talked, dozed, walked, visited remote, blustery beaches,
ate venison, haggis and fresh salmon, drank wine and
whisky, stayed up half the night, and slept long into the
mornings. It was an immensely enriching and happy time.
Roy remained loyal and committed to Vera and visited
her two or three times a year. Sometimes we would go
together for a Bank Holiday, on other occasions he
travelled alone and stayed for a few days. In the early years
we went to Rotherham for Christmas, though I rather
resented this as I had long established the habit of spending
Christmas with chosen friends in the place I regarded as my
home. I fulfilled my duties, I hope, with good grace, and
was, in any case, touched by the warmth and generosity of
my reception: Vera was always the most liberal and
amusing of hostesses.
One year the compromise was for Roy’s family all to
come to stay with us for Christmas, and we compounded
the achievement by having my family along on Boxing Day
as well. It all went off very successfully and the change in
the annual routine paved the way for us eventually to have
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Christmas on our own, as we both truly wanted. Between
Christmas and New Year we then visited both our families
for a couple of days.
From our first visit to my parents in Northamptonshire,
I was very touched by the warmth of their welcome for Roy,
and they, and my brother, sister-in-law and young nephews,
became very fond of him. My parents’ positive reaction to
the incontrovertible fact of our partnership did much to
strengthen my already healing bonds with them.
With my brother, sister-in-law and the two boys, we had
a wonderful week’s holiday on a narrow boat on the canals
of the East Midlands, pottering along at four miles an hour
and stopping at regular intervals for gin and tonic and
lengthy and sumptuous meals.
That holiday, and many of the others, provided Roy with
rich opportunity for observing and enjoying animals and
natural things. We never passed a beach with a rockpool or
a patch of water without Roy being on his haunches
peering into the depths, lifting stones and rocks, endlessly
absorbed and fascinated by anything that moved or grew.
At home we had Lady, of course, but there was also lots
of other livestock. The zoology was his preserve, and
though I helped out, particularly with feeding and walking
the dog, I did make it clear that while I enjoyed the
collection, I was not willing to carry much of the
responsibility for it.
What could it be that made two such very different men
find such extraordinary and lasting pleasure in each other?
I’m not sure that I am very much clearer even after writing
this, nor, to take from Roy’s wisdom, that it greatly matters
s
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whether it can be put into words or not. The answers may
be more apparent to a reader than they are to me.
What I do know is that there was wonderful compatibility
in our general disposition towards life: our inclination was
always to say yes if something promising was offered; our
habit was never to do things by halves. We loved food and
drink and the society of friends; travel delighted us both and
we were, simply, happy in each other’s company. There was
also compatibility in our differences: we were able to learn
from each other and change the ways we had felt or reacted
in the past to new ways; and such things as we couldn’t or
didn’t wish to share we were happy to accept and leave alone,
and provide space for the other to pursue and enjoy.
The great and overwhelming memory I have is what I think
was mutual, unconditional love: it was rarely expressed, but it
was the groundrock on which our happiness was built. After
perhaps a year or so of being together it became increasingly
potent: we were together for life; there was to be no-one else,
no rivals, no alternatives, this was it, willingly and completely.
It was in the warm liberation of that commitment that I think
we were both able to flourish. It was in that same strength that,
together, we were able to adapt to the trials of chronic illness
and to the knowledge of certain death.
And still, it warms and sustains and liberates my new life
without him.
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The DIARY
Part I: February 1990-June 1991
Part II: Round the World July-August 1991
Part III: September 1991-February 1992
Part IV: March 1992
Part V: April-September 1992
These five sections contain almost the complete text of
the contemporary diary which I kept and to which Roy
made some contributions. It appears almost entirely
unedited, just as it was written at all hours of the day and
night in whatever mental and physical state prevailed at
the time. There is also some additional explanatory
material which was written more recently, which appears in
italics.
The Round the World section was composed as a narrative
two years after the event from comprehensive notes
dictated during the trip.
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Roy, early sixties: caravan holidays and the family’s motorbike and sidecar
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Sun, sea and sand - with an early shot at driving
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The DIARY
PART I
February 1990 - June 1991

R

oy loved living things. He had a great appetite
for the company of human beings, and a
fascination with every kind of animal, bird and
fish, and plants, flowers and trees too. During
our time together he had canaries and zebra finches;
tropical and pond fish; rabbits and guinea pigs; and, of
course, the love of his life, Lady.
Lady was a gentle, dependent, lovable black mongrel
Roy’s grandfather had found abandoned as a puppy wrapped in newspaper on his Yorkshire doorstep in the
mid-seventies. After his grandfather’s death, Roy in his
teens adopted her and was always besotted. She moved to
London with us in 1984 and had been with us for nearly
seven years. She was about 15 at this time, and
becoming progressively weak and ill.
I had had great reservations about her living with us: I
did not relish the commitment, the restriction of
freedom, the walking, the feeding, the demands and
responsibilities.
Perhaps I didn’t want the competition for his attention
either. But she was so essential to his happiness, that I
s

25

s

S Time to Let Go

Time to Let Go S

Top String for balloons - our first meeting autumn 1983
Left Booze cruise on the North Sea, winter 1983
Centre A handsome bus driver, before we met
Right Our first morning after 1983
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Holiday shots 1985-88
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could not stand in the way of her arrival. I was
occasionally irritated by her insatiable craving for
attention and Roy’s evident capacity to express to her the
tenderness he found difficult to show me, but I soon
became very fond of her and valued the profound
contribution she made to Roy’s happiness.
It had been evident for months that she was declining
physically. Cleaning up trails of mess when we returned
home in the evenings became commonplace, but it still
took us a long time and lots of ultimately fruitless visits to
the vet to come to the inevitable decision.
17 February: Today we said goodbye to Lady. It was ever
so sad and we cried a lot. We still expect to see her around,
and look behind us for that ever-present shadow wherever
we go. It’s strange and silent without her. Roy, wretched
but resolved, stayed in bed on the morning of the day of
execution and could not bear to come, so I walked her
across the common to the surgery, tears in my eyes all the
way. While my resolve did not waver, I felt treacherous.
She resisted every step of the journey. The vet was kind,
perceptive, helpful, and the end was swift and gentle. They
had tissues on hand for bereaved owners to mop their tears.
It was very hard for me; I cannot begin to imagine how
hard for Roy. Although her body was wasting, those wide
eyes never changed - that look of doleful expectation and
anticipation; that unqualified, ineffable affection and
trust.
But it was time. The vet said her heart would keep her
going even into complete physical incapacity. And she
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was long past the stage of ever being physically relaxed.
She was bumping into things and having more and more
trouble getting onto chairs or up the stairs. She never
really settled anywhere except occasionally dozing with
Roy on the sofa. She wandered about aimlessly,
sometimes simply staring blankly at the wall; her
muscles and her body wasting. And the mess!
Roy said today that, if anything, we’d left the decision
late - but what could we do when there was even a remote
chance of improvement? Delay was better than rushing
in. We had lots of good times with her. She had a happy
and full life. She had enriched Roy’s life beyond
measure.
In retrospect, Lady’s death takes on a significance it
did not have at the time: it was not only the absolute end
of an era in our lives - the era of carefree confidence and
careless expectation of growing old together - but also a
marker of the passing of more than 90% of Roy’s
lifespan. Only three weeks later we had the cataclysmic
news of another imminent death in the family.
At this time, Roy was a member of the security team working mostly at the reception desk - at London
Transport's HQ in Victoria, a post in which he was
capable and tolerably content. While he was often
infuriated by corporate silliness and individual pretension
or discourtesy, there was lots of opportunity for making
friends and for gossip and quiet entertainment. He made
many friends among the hundreds of staff and visitors.
For some months he’d not been really well, particularly
troubled by a persistent cough and occasional painful
s
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Force of law and order: Roy and Ian, 1988
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Canal boat holiday 1988
Top Roy and Lady
Bottom With Bruce’s brother Iain and Andrew and Mark
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sinusitis. He was never bad enough to have time off work, but
it had been going on long enough for him to visit his GP,
who'd taken blood samples to check out the infection.
I had been increasingly unhappy in my employment at a
West End advertising agency where I had been recruited after
the disastrous liquidation of my previous employer and a
period of freelance consultancy. Thinking of starting up my
own company, I had the immense good fortune of a long-term
client of mine offering to put up substantial capital for the
enterprise. Gathering a number of capable professional friends
around me, all of whom also put up money for the business,
we were in the very early stages of putting together the
business plan which would lead to the birth of our own
consultancy in the summer of this year. It was a tremendous
opportunity and challenge - taken up when, as it turned out,
hanging on to a secure salary might have been the more
rational and prudent choice.
Much of my then current and future work took me off on
trips round the UK, delivering training sessions, planning
marketing and PR campaigns and lots more. The enormous
demands of setting up a new business and of constant periods
away from home were to prove very hard to manage in the
months ahead.
****
8 March: I was in Cirencester for the day. On the way home,
I met a colleague at Kings Cross to discuss some business and
have a few drinks. I got home mid-evening, rather pissed,
after calling on the mobile to let Roy know what was
happening. He gave no inkling of the news to come.
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He was sat bolt upright in bed and asked me to sit down.
He’d been called to the clinic and given all the blood test
results. He was HIV+.
We had talked before about this possible result, but had
kept up our hopes with ‘glandular fever’ which had been the
GP’s best shot.
It is almost impossible to take in the meaning: for Roy,
being told was like being suddenly given a disease - though
nothing had physically changed; knowledge precipitated us
into a new understanding of the present; revolutionised
everything. This had been the reality all along, but we had
not known it.
We have reacted and talked as if he is about to die. We are
busily sorting out wills, insurance policies and so on; already
I have experienced this lovely home of ours as if he were not
here - the ordinary everyday things which he sees, uses, which
are part of our life together. I have felt his loss and cried. I
have held him in my arms, slept with him, and felt the
desperation, the insupportable sense of his not being there;
the ending of that dear, warm, loving dependable being with
whom I have built my anchor, my home, my security.
At first we agreed to tell no one. That irrational and
fearful shock-reaction has subsided and, thinking of our
friends, we soon felt there were few, if any, who did not have
the knowledge, balance and kindness which would make
telling them a relief and a comfort. Secrecy would only
intensify our sadness; sharing will relieve and comfort, help
us to come to terms.
We are not ashamed or guilty: we’ve been largely careful
and prudent - we have not been careless or irresponsible, but
s
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The later years together
Top At the gate of our second home in Balham (1991)
Middle Visiting a castle in Framlingham with the Hawksleys (1990)
Bottom A Northamptomshire lane with nephew Andrew and brother Iain’s
Morgan (1990)
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Top Vera with Roy at home in Balham
Left Roy and Nikki above Loch More (1989)
Right An extravagant afternoon party in our first home in Balham: Roy shows
off the stils, supported by the Divine Miss Lodge (1985)
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our defences were not complete - whose can be? Who knows
what encounter opened the door and when? It is of no
consequence - it is all too long ago.
The question of my being tested arises - a curious
kind of comfort and companionship, a reduction of
anxiety should I be positive too - and there has to be at
least an even chance. But if I am not, a realistic
approach to sensible prevention. I am not keen on
anything that separates us. But don’t we have enough to
worry us?
In recent months I think we have been getting closer
and closer - Lady’s going was a time of extraordinary
intimacy and mutual support - I think we grew a lot
through that. We’ve had our crises, but my goodness,
we’ve had our good times too! Our friend Mark said
last night, ‘You’ve lived at the cutting edge of life!’ - and
while I felt that that perhaps over-stated or romanticised
it a bit, we’ve done very well.
We’ve spoken much about our past together, now in
the (still not fully-realised) certainty of its ending.
We’ve not wasted our time together - through all the
dark nights of losing jobs, business collapsing, we’ve not
just stuck together, but become more and more
intimately woven together. Roy has been a tower of
strength in every way - emotional, practical, reliably
earning his wage (anyone who doesn’t see his great,
essential strength doesn’t understand this partnership!)
And we’ve built two wonderful homes together - here,
especially, such a lovely, reassuring, kindly place which
in its twenty months or so has already welcomed and
s
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pleased so many dozens of friends, family, visitors. It
makes a possible ending so much more deeply sad, and
at the same time, less terrible, though terrible it is.
I cannot begin to imagine what it must be like now
for Roy to live with this knowledge - so little shows on
the outside. He has talked of the sensation of the alien
organism in his body, of the tunnel at the end of which
the light, if it is light, is an ending - though both of us
know that he may have years of healthy life.
The possibility of HIV had clearly crossed his mind
during his awful flu/cold/sinusitis/cough - which went
on so long, so painfully. The first local blood test
results were badly handled by the receptionist: low
platelets. Retest. What on earth did that mean? And
though the second set appeared at first to be OK, the
doctor’s telephone consultation with a colleague
produced the response, ‘Nothing to worry about if he’s
heterosexual.’ (What ignorance and prejudice did that
reveal, for god’s sake? Did this chap imagine disease was
influenced by the sexual-orientation of its host?)
So began the path to James Pringle House and the
Middlesex Hospital and this staggering change in our
consciousness. It can never go away. We live with it for
always.
And yet we know also, once this period of shock (and
perhaps still unclimaxed crisis) is over, we must, above
all, continue as normal, live positively, plan for the
future, arrange holidays - and, with continuing
spontaneity and a little contrivance, do all those things
that we want to do sooner rather than later.
s
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At the moment I feel uneasy out of his presence - I
went shopping today and was anxious not being with him.
Tonight, he’s out with friends, I worried, just worried
because I wasn’t with him. Next week I am in Derby and
am anxious about being away. I have to remind myself he’s
not going to disappear in a puff of smoke. Everything feels
so fragile.
I feel proud that we’re part of the caring, helpful,
practical network of the gay community - we can’t look to
more conventional networks for the support we need. (Our
own friends - yes; family difficult, especially parents; the
great world outside - apparently hostile and detached.
One comfort - the clinic have already been splendid.)
We have so much ground to cover together - in terms of
adjusting to this new reality and in the things we must do
together.
We are certain we want to keep the home going attractive though the prospect of selling up and sailing
round the world might be, we need the anchor, the
resource, the pleasure of home. If either of us is going to
be ill - let it be here.
And then we come on to the other startling
development of 1990 which makes one wonder about the
convergence of events, the remarkable balance of positive
and (apparently) negative, the extraordinary cycle of life’s
pattern: the gestation of a new a ambitious creature to be
born in the not too-distant future: EQUUS, as we’ve
decided my new company is to be called.
The keeping of our diary was, as so often with good
intentions, sporadic. Off and on over the years, we had kept
s
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diaries of periods of weeks or months, but they did little except
record events. We were living life at such a pace that there was
little time for reflection and in-depth record-keeping. However,
from the time of the diagnosis until well after his death, I sat
down quite frequently and committed the thoughts and
feelings of the day to paper. Roy, occasionally, and reluctantly
contributed, though the written word had never been his
medium.
His entries - usually brief - throw some light on his
reactions and feelings. They are often allusive and
understated, even seeming naive, but they are the markers of
a deeply reflective, intelligent, responsive mind and personality
which rarely disclosed their complexity in mere words.
Analysis was not his medium either, while words were and
are the principal means through which I experience life and
make sense of it (though less dominantly so since I met him).
While he taught me that words were very often far less
significant that actions and evidence, he did not learn from
me the exploratory, intellectually playful, subversive or neurotic
uses of words which were so much my stock in trade. He had
the deepest and most passionate of feelings, but one could
best feel them through empathy rather than listening. Our
arguments in the early days were complicated by the fact that
he was expressing plain feelings and I was expressing the
unreliable verbalisation of feelings that were far from plain.
He had a considerable wit and sense of humour which he
expressed through real verbal dexterity, often laced with the
catch-phrases and colloquialisms of broad Yorkshire. (One of
his favourites: of anything that was rapidly rising and falling
- like his temperature from time to time - he’d say: ‘Up and
s
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down like a whoor’s drawers.’) He was very funny indeed,
often at the expense of human foibles.
He valued and appreciated aspects of my verbal and
written facility when I was able to express feelings which he
might otherwise have let lie. He was a connoisseur of my
frequent letters of complaint on his behalf and my own.
These were usually written after some outrage had been
perpetrated upon us by some abusive or ignorant service
person or shop or restaurant. I would draft letters and
documents for him to a standard he could never have
matched, but he was able to apply his considerable
intelligence to modify and refine them.
At some of the most difficult times - most notably telling
his family about our intention to leave Yorkshire and to live
in London; and, much later that he was gay and seriously
ill - he wanted me to speak for him and for us both.
Here is the first of his few entries during this time. It
poignantly illustrates, among much else, the frustration he
sometimes felt at his inability to express tenderness to me.
****
12 March Roy’s entry: Well, what can I say - I am
feeling very much like Bruce has been doing - we've had
our ups and a fair share of downs, but in spite of
everything we've stuck together closely, I think, in times of
crisis.
Though I don’t do it consciously, I can’t stop thinking
what the future holds or doesn't - I hate being away from
Bruce even for a few minutes - time that previously we,
well me certainly, took for granted and on occasions
s
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abused - I used to get annoyed and after a while look in
Bruce’s direction and see his hurt profile and inside I
would shed a tear and my annoyance would go seeming
so trivial and ridiculous and unimportant.
It is difficult really to decide how I feel except
vulnerable and strangely small - no longer feeling in
control of events - I feel as though I've got to fall into
events and take them as they come along - there's not
been a complete night's rest it seems like for weeks better for being with Bruce giving me comfort and relief
but woke up last night thinking this cannot be - why
me? - can't be true, etc. The only logical way of sorting
that out is if you're playing with fire expect to get singed
- but that doesn’t help, certainly doesn’t make me feel
better.
Can’t help thinking what the end will be or what
hoops I’m going to be put through in the meantime I've never been afraid of death, only the circumstance
surrounding it, but now all of a sudden it has been
presented to me and I'm frightened, totally frightened.
What should I do? Carry on smoking though it’s not
helping, carry on drinking? If I don’t it may give a little
longer - to what end? These are the thoughts I'm trying
to avoid but back they always come, thundering back.
I’m trying my best not to indulge in self-pity, but
come to the conclusion if I can't do it now, when can I?
Though he could have been on sick leave for most of his
last two years, he stayed at work until only months before
he died. Unless he was actually incapacitated or in
hospital he continued to get up and go out, day after day.
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Occasionally, we managed to take time together either on
holiday, or, as recorded in the next entries, on short business
trips when he accompanied me or joined me. These had a
particular sweetness as they were little triumphs over the
business imperative which usually separated us. They were
also quite ordinary experiences shared and relished in the
light of our new knowledge of shortening perspectives.
This early period saw our minds constantly processing
the new realities and coming to the increasingly vivid
realisation that what we had to do was live for the present
and the very short-term. This was only one stage beyond
what had always been our instincts, but it was still a giant
threshhold to cross.
****
15 March Roy’s entry: Not long since got back from
extremely enjoyable evening yesterday and today with Bruce
in Derby while he was visiting customers. Had excellent
evening meal in hotel and long time chatting and drinking.
Slept quite well - the booze probably had something to do
with it!
Quite an early start today. Set off for Buxton via
excellent countryside with greenery and flowers bursting out
all over. In Buxton Bruce went to work while I went to walk
through the glasshouses and gardens - loads of ducks and
people pottering around - very relaxed! Of course ended up
in the pottery and craft centre. Went into a very nice
lavender blue shop and bought - yet another! - vase. Will
eventually need a removal van to take all the vases down to
the Antiques Roadshow! Met Bruce again at 12:30 and off
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we set back - only took it steady but lots of hold-ups owing
to roadworks. Popped into a cafe en route back - Bruce had
two eggs and chips and I had fish and chips and peas with
doorstop bread and butter. All sorts of chattels everywhere big dog, parrot, Happy Shopper clock and a set of fairy
lights above the door that I think Adam put up - so ancient!
Got back to Derby early afternoon and caught train at
15:00 - Bruce going off back to work unfortunately. The
time together has been wonderful and I didn’t want the day
to end. Felt quite upset on parting.
Thought for today - still trying not to think about it but
still finding it difficult not to choke up occasionally.
15 March: Our week together has been very comforting
and affectionate - even with my being away. It was
wonderful that he came up to Derby - long, peaceful
evening together, a short lie-in together in the morning,
shower, breakfast and a drive in a lovely bright morning
to Buxton. I did not wish to return to work!
We talked frequently on the phone. He walked down to
meet me from the tube - a lovely surprise and we’ve had
another peaceful, communicative evening. I’ve left our
bed with an overactive brain in the middle of the night,
and have typed up a statement for us to sign at the
solicitors next week and am now catching up on the
diary.
The need to record things (more even than usual!) is
part, I think, of our renewed determination to relish
each day, to value and remember - though Roy has
suggested it might make a best-seller (he’s as bad as me!)
s

43

s

S Time to Let Go

The Diary Part I S

We’ve been able to laugh too - Roy imagining the
domestic chaos I’ll inhabit when his guiding hand is no
longer around - will he return, rattling his chains like
Marley, to empty the dishwasher and mop the kitchen floor?
Tonight he talked of feeling ‘cheated’ - because he feels
the crucial (infectious) event took place before he knew
there was danger, before the many years when he was so
careful. The feeling’s real enough, but it gets us nowhere.
He suggested we should go away for more weekends - get
about, see places he’s never seen. We must certainly not
waste our time together. But our daily intimacy is the
greatest comfort - I hope it is for him. We are being tested,
and the foundations we’ve laid over the years are proving
deep and firm.
He seemed surprised that I am still aroused by him - that
his health status is not offputting - but it is so clear that
there is no change in him to me (and yet there is such
change). Such things are not for him now, how could they
be?
I spoke to Jenny my sister-in-law tonight, and she was
kind and level-headed and asked us to stay with them. We
spoke of her arthritis and that prompted Roy and me to
think about the prospect of a lifelong, painful, crippling
disease - the wheelchair, the daily pain. Die young and
quick rather than that! Was it worse for those left after the
death of an aged loved one or a younger loved one? Perhaps
the emptiness after the loss of lifelong habits and
companionship was worse? The best - of course - to go
quickly and easily together - a kind of orgasm, Roy bizarrely
remarked!
s
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It’s a great relief that our conversation seems largely
relaxed and uninhibited - we are not afraid of the issues, and
the emotions are well under control.
I think I’ve dealt with the tragic aspects by keeping them
largely out of mind - though the fact’s ever with me and,
from time to time, I’m overcome with misery at the
remotest glimpse of the empty house, or the bed without his
warm, palpable breathing presence. I cannot afford to let
myself imagine it.
There is so much to do in the next few weeks - apart from
what we must do together - if the business is to get going, if
there is to be a positive break with my previous employer yet holding onto some cash, some work, some security?
Since Roy pointed out the irony of ‘positive’ I cannot use
it without reluctance: ‘Be positive!’ they say in facing life:
can any word have had such a profound irony?
I must to bed. I want to make good use of the weekend.
Next week we meet with the solicitors, our executors (my
brother and Roy’s brother-in-law), to tie up our affairs and
make formal and as near to legal as possible our
determination that no one beyond the two of us can
interfere in the integrity of our mutual finances,
responsibilities and commitment, whatever may happen.
The fear may be an over-reaction, but the world can be
hostile and uncaring enough for us to have good reason to
be cautious.
Our reactions to the news in this first week were
relatively moderate, uncannily so in some respects.
However, we were about to experience an emotional
eruption which was altogether more proportionate to the
s
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drama. Unusually, it was Roy who was to be the subject of
this assault of anger and despair and I who was to be
vicariously purged.
The Saturday of this week, Roy was going out for the
evening with Ian and Katie, a young couple he’d met through
work with whom we’d had lots of extravagant, boozy, happy
times at their flat in Hammersmith, in town, at mutual
friends’ and at our place. They were relaxed and affectionate
people who had many gay friends and were very easy with
human idiosyncrasy. Some drama was to surface much later
as their relationship crumbled, but there were no outward
signs of trouble at this stage. They’d been together for several
years since university.
Roy and I maintained some degree of social independence
and on this occasion he was going out with them on his own.
We had not yet told them the news.
****
16 March: I must return to last Saturday the point at
which the revellers returned. Roy was obviously very pissed
- being led up the path by pale and anxious looking Katie. I
greeted Ian over-effusively, not seeing the pain and anxiety
in his face - not knowing they knew. Roy collapsed on the
stairs, pale and soon weeping. Ian and Katie went into the
front room, and I closed the door through which sounds of
extravagant grief soon came. Roy was desolate, apologetic,
eventually - in the kitchen - bitterly angry, raging about
‘bastard life’ that had sought him out for such a fate.
During the next few hours the four of us sat together
in each other’s arms, formed changing couples in the
s
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sitting room and the kitchen all (except me this night)
frequently in floods of gasping tears.
It was the deepest extravagance of grief I’ve ever been
close to, and at the same time the most passionate, beautiful
declaration of love for Roy - Ian said it over and over again
- how much Roy (and I) meant to them both, how his life
had been changed by meeting Roy since he came to
London, how much they both loved him.
In the taxi home they had both - over Roy’s more or less
unconscious form - wondered with desperation which of
their dear friends would be next - a catalogue of terrifying
possibilities.
Everyone kept apologising - Ian for his tears, Roy for
being ‘the cause’ - in a way which was sadly British - because
everyone was actually dealing with their shock, anger and
grief just about as heroically and beautifully as they could and with passionate spontaneity.
Katie and Ian were booked on a 9am flight to Paris - they
didn’t leave here till 3am or later.
It was a night of despairing grief for Roy: he said he felt
he did not have long left, and was so vulnerable, helpless,
hopeless. We eventually went to bed together and slept.
It was the night of the deepest realisation and expression
of the crisis - a wild collision with the truth as it was inside
for Roy and outside in the world - passionately represented
by Ian and Katie.
Roy stayed late in bed on Sunday, waking much calmer with only a patchy memory of the night - and said he felt
better. I lingered with him, finding it hard to focus my
mind on anything else - but had to prepare myself for the
s
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