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Guest Column

I
n the two frenetic years of our courtship 
my husband and i had many satisfyingly 
exhausting holidays. We knew we 
shouldn’t rush from one milestone to 

the next. of course, we knew we should 
ease up enough to enjoy the journey. We 
knew all these clichés to be true. but as a 
hardworking, hard living modern couple, 
we found this nearly impossible to do. 
even on holiday we were constantly on the 
move. if one of us had half a mind to relax, 
the other suddenly became a whirlwind 
of activity carrying us both along. as if 
slowing down might mean squandering  
an opportunity.

With barely a moment's rest, in the 
months leading up to our wedding, we 
were looking forward to allowing ourselves 
the lazy, barely-getting-out-of-bed break 
we so needed. We knew we should stop 
and smell the coffee; that life was in the 
detail, the splendid nitty-gritty. We were 
also conscious of our failing to truly relax 
and decided to book a chilled holiday 
straight away. our honeymoon was to be 
in a beautiful villa in corfu, in Greece, far 
from the towns and tavernas, with an ill-lit 
dirt track leading up to it, and a lonely, 
windswept beach a canter away. in that 
self-contained villa with a pool nestling 
in a lemon grove, we meant to read, laze, 
and sleep. We planned to bask in the sun, 
occasionally slithering into the warm water 

for a swim. We hoped to indulge in minimal 
cooking: grilling great cuts of meat or fish 
and eating with whatever fell off the trees in 
the adjacent orchard. the idea was to never 
take the car off the driveway or put walking 
shoes on. 

it was not meant to be. Driving back 
from a trip to the market, for an idle 
afternoon by the pool on our second day 
there, i was struck by a sight that changed 
our holiday.

“Did i just spot Gerald Durrell’s daffodil 
yellow villa in that olive grove?” i asked. 

“Would you like me to stop?” asked the 
new husband.

“no, no, i thought i saw a windblown 
sign. Something about families and  
other animals..."

the car screeched to a halt, and that 
afternoon and every day after was spent 
exploring mysteriously shuttered villas, 
fragrant orchards, enchanted olive groves, 
white sand beaches and picturesque 
fishing villages with their idyllic beachfront 
tavernas. everything but the poolside and 
the inside of our villa.

next time, we told ourselves. next time 
we would truly kick back, unwind and do 
nothing. the “next time” i was gloriously 
pregnant and relieved to have a laidback 
holiday planned. We had arranged a week 
in Kerala, lolling on boats in the backwaters 
and languorously savouring the delights of 

cochin. Family and 
friends who were 
aware of our need 
for hyperactivity on 
holiday warned 

that my 
transformed body 
would not be up to 
the usual feverish 
pace. as it turned 
out, my body wanted 
nothing more than 
to do beached whale 
impressions. but my 
husband wanted to 
explore. the amateur 
chef in him was 

excited to find himself in spice markets and 
amidst fishing nets reeking of the sea. in 
the end, our concern for our baby slowed us 
down but we still managed to visit decrepit 
museums and atmospheric churches, 
colourful bazaars, and drift on houseboats. 
We swam, walked and ate. Yet another 
opportunity for a lazy vacation slid by.

With the birth of our son, and daughter 
soon after, a languid break became a 
distant dream. till one day, over five 
years after we were in Kerala, the kids 
wanted nothing more than to go camping 
with their grandparents. Suddenly, like 
daybreak on the horizon, the opportunity 
for an indolent grown-up getaway 
beckoned. this time we rented a log cabin 
in the Derbyshire Dales in the hope that 
the rolling green landscape and the smell 
of steak and kidney pie in the pubs would 
be too familiar to draw us out of our 
cottage much. but even as we promised 
ourselves three days of complete rest, we 
scoured maps and brochures for places of 
interest we hadn’t yet seen. 

Fortunately, the long-suffering weather 
gods, exasperated with our inability to sit 
still, intervened. as the snow came down 
in flurries, we pushed our reluctant station 
wagon up snow-choked roads as fast as we 
dared go, escaping a furious snowstorm 
by the skin of our chattering teeth. We 
watched it turn the world white from our 
cabin window. and there we stayed for the 
next three days. except for the twice-daily 
trip to a very conveniently placed gastro-
pub, we did not stir outdoors for all of that 
gorgeous weekend, just as we’d vowed. but 
what we did indoors other than read and 
wallow in our private sauna is probably best 
kept to ourselves.

looking back, i am grateful for that 
heaven-enforced breather. While holidays 
with our effervescent children remain 
hectic, our own occasional child-free breaks 
proceed at a more languid pace these 
days. as a born-again lounger, a relaxed 
holiday evangelist, i now relish every 
moment of my holiday like i do that first 
whiff of good coffee in the morning. my 
eyes have opened to how red roses are, my 
nose has learnt to spy the faint, pleasant 
scent of woodsmoke it couldn’t before. n
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