
Lift this Veil from My Eyes 

 

Yangon, Myanmar, 29.08.2014 

Humans. What an astonishing species. We believe we own our life. That we can know and plan what 

will be tomorrow.  

Just a few days ago I was talking to my father, and now he is no more. Yesterday was his funeral in 

Davos, Switzerland, where he was laid to rest in the peaceful forest cemetery, as he had always 

wished. 

This is the same father who 27 years ago told his 19 year old son: “What do mean, ‘I’ll go help in the 

earthquake zone in Ecuador’? What can a boy like you do? Not even here at home you’re helping 

anything. And do you think anyone there has been waiting for you?”  

Disappointed that I had chosen not to receive an university education but to give my life for the 

poor, he refused to give me his hand at the moment of goodbye. 

 

At the river 

 

Of course, my father was right on each single count. But I found my own way, and those in need, and 

friends to help me help. Three years later my father and my mother came to visit me in Ecuador, 

where our bridge number six, of 264m span over the Río Aguarico, was nearing completion. After a 

ten hour drive from Quito across the Andes and down into the Amazon region of Ecuador, just 43 km 

short of the oil town Lago Agrio, we reached the bridge site. With my friend Jesús Rodríguez, jungle 

peasant, we had built a little hut with wood cut from the forest, and some zinc and plastic for a roof.  

After the long, bumpy and exhausting 

ride in the jeep over the dusty gravel 

road, my father was grumpy.  

   “So where is the hotel?” 

   “This is our hotel”, I said proudly. “You 

two can have my room…” which was not 

much more than a wooden bunk bed 

separated by a few planks from the rest 

of the hut. They hadn’t seen yet the two 

tarantulas which had built their white 

nest, one each, early in the first year and 

since then were in charge of cleaning out the especially large cucarachas: one nest, with the black 

hairy legs halfway sticking out, was just above the entry door, the other one in my “room”, at arms’ 

length from the head of the person sleeping on the top bunk. They had never touched us, and we 

never disturbed them. We slept under the mosquito net, and in the morning we shook out the shoes 

before putting them on, just in case. 



“And where do we take a bath?” 

“Down in the river” I pointed twenty

us. “But last night it rained in the mountains, 

river is swollen and muddy. For that case we have a 

shower: a little bamboo stick collecting clear water 

from the rocks. Use that with a plast

It was already getting dark, so father and mother 

had no choice but taking the small slippery path 
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waited, up at the tower base, not sure what

happen next. 

Now when you strip down to your underwear, standing on slippery rock plates, at 

the powerful river, you realize how small and vulnerable a human you are. 
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indigenous men, women and children lined up
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When they finally reappeared up at the hut, my father walked straight over to me at the base of the 

bridge tower, towel on his shoulder. He held out his hand

“Son, you have made the right choice. I congratulate you.” From then on, we 
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Georges Rüttimann     04.08.1933 – 22.08.2014 

From the very first day of my chosen path, it was the villagers of Pontresina, and of neighboring 

St.Moritz, and the other villages of the valley of Engadine, who brought their donation to my father 

into the drugstore, and they would put it themselves into the box on the counter. 

My father told me many stories about it: of the sacrifice 

made by humble pensioner ladies who gave their heartfelt 

contribution, of the children reaching up to the box and 

proudly dropping their savings into the slit. If it wasn’t 

already by my own principles, those stories would have 

been enough to make me treat every donated Swiss Franc 

with respect, and spending it as wisely as possible for the 

bridges and the people who need them. 

Three years into his retirement and after an entire lifetime 

dedicated to giving advice on the curative power of the 

plants, due to two failed operations on one eye after the 

other, my father progressively and quickly lost his eyesight, 

until his world remained without light. Physically, he had 

crossed the bridge on my home village’s flag into the other 

direction, from light into darkness.  

For the last twelve years of his life, until 81 years and 18 days of age, he could not see anymore. On 

top, for the last eight years, he needed dialysis three times a week for his kidney failure. I never saw 

him complain about his fate. 

 

The last goodbye 

I spent the last two and a half months in Switzerland, as long as never before. Last Sunday, the 

morning before my return to Myanmar, I sat beside him on the bed, took his hand into mine and 

told him a few precious things I had learned. He smiled and made one question. Then he leaned back 

in his bed and was happy as a child. My father, even though blind, saw. And it made him happy and 

calm. Like the song by Mahalia Jackson whom he loved so much to listen to:  

If I ask for a thing, that I should not ask for 

if I pray for a thing, selfishly 

if I ask for myself and not for my neighbor: 

lift this veil from my eyes 

let me see. 

 

On Friday noon, already in hospital and accompanied 

by my mother and my sister, at some point he 

whispered: “It’s enough now.”  

Then he got on his way. 


