
Harry, Graeme and Jessica
by
Eyes Right 
Near Chitré, Panama – We were on a walk on a side street off the main highway leading into Chitré here in the Herrera province on Panama’s peninsula region.  It is considered rural by the city dwellers of Panama City because of the numerous farms.  However, we have found it to be quite civilized - in fact, the hotel in which we have been staying matches up well with any we have visited in our travels throughout the world.
It was a typically hot day, probably around 90 degrees.  As we walked on this blacktop street (no sidewalks) we soon found that we would have to share it with five cows and a bull which were crossing the road for what they apparently perceived to be better grass on the other side.  Most of the homes were modest, but many had two cars parked in the front yard.  As we climbed a steep hill we learned that the road came to a close at the top.   We were met there by three dogs of varying sizes, but all wagging their tails vigorously.   A young woman holding a small baby smiled and waved to us with a friendly “Hola!”  We responded with Buenas tardes, and waved back.  She was obviously concerned that the dogs might be bothering us (they weren’t); we continued to talk to each other, her in perfect Spanish, and I in what might charitably be described as very basic español.   She told us that her name was Jessica and immediately asked us to join her on her front porch.  In view of the heat, we regarded the invitation as most welcome.  The dogs, tails still wagging, followed us.
Jessica told us that her baby’s name was Harry, and that he was three months old.  She added that she is a nurse, but was not working since having Harry.  Because we had water bottles with us, we declined her offer for drinks, but sat down in comfortable chairs in the shade of her front porch.   Her father was with us, but he quickly disappeared inside before we could learn his name.  He was soon replaced with Jessica’s husband, a British fellow named Graeme.   As I attempted to engage Graeme in conversation in español (to practice my rudimentary skills), Jessica interrupted me and said that Graeme does not know much Spanish and prefers to speak in English.
It turned out that Graeme had met Jessica while on vacation from his business as a landscaper in southeast England.  His traveling buddy had begun dating Jessica’s sister, and the rest was history, at least in the form of Harry - Harry Charles to be exact.  Graeme proudly pointed to a building under construction in the adjacent lot and explained that it was going to be their new home.  “But there’s a problem,” he shrugged, “I can’t get any good workers.  They’re lazy or drunk or both.   I have no idea when it will get finished.”   I chose not to comment.  Graeme went on to explain that the house will have a 4000 gallon water tank so that they are independent from the 2-inch water line which now supplies all the homes (about 30) on this road.  “Whenever someone down the hill uses water, we have bloody none,” he explained.  When I asked about utilities, he told us that they have great cable internet, but only when the electricity is on....apparently there are periodic outages [We have experienced none while in Panama].
As she nursed Harry with a bottle, Jessica proudly told us that they have five dogs, one cat (all strays which came and have never left), 20 chickens (“great eggs”) and one cow (“our pet”).  When I asked Graeme about the off-road vehicle that they have, he told me with a shrug that he has had little time to ride it.   He went on to tell me that they had planned to open a restaurant on “one of their properties” but that national labor regulations requiring what he described as “lifetime employment once you hire them” made such an operation not feasible.  I did not ask what Graeme currently does for a living, but gentleman farmer seemed to be a possible answer.
As we exchanged farewells/adios, our new friends invited us to return anytime. I responded that I hoped that they would be in their new home by that time.   As we walked back down the hill toward the main highway, we both wondered if Graeme has had, or still has, a family in England.  He seemed to be considerably older than Jessica and also appeared to have plenty of money.  Whatever the circumstances, they certainly appeared extremely happy while livin’ large in Panama. 
I thought you might like to know.
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