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Still desperate to get out of London at
weekends | dreamed of a cottage, and
spent every night surfing Rightmove and
Google Maps so fervently that | knew
huge chunks of the UK from the air. Yet
what we could afford was inevitably a
“project” miles away, and | knew that

| would never convince my family to

spend hours in the car every Friday night

for the pleasure

just waiting for the likes of me. | checked
out the TripAdvisor reviews — rated
“excellent”, the place was pronounced
friendly and well-run by a brilliant team
— and booked a day return train ticket.

It was a bitter December day and | had
to force my two youngest to accompany
me, bribing them with hot chocolates and
Haribo. On the tour of the holiday park

we all agreed which

of attempting DIY “Y()u Will ﬁnd was our favourite —

damp courses

inevitably it was the

and dragging me On the deCk, most expensive, but

lawnmowers across

then it was brand

months-high wet gl‘illning elatedly new, had a bigger

grass, even if it

cooker than my

did have a real at the SeagUIIS own home, a power

wood burner.

shower, two loos and

“Oh god, you're and marvelling at a fake wood burner

not going on about

said my husband

when the subject inevitably raised
its head... but I'm afraid to say | was.
Thanks again to Google Maps | had

situated on the edge of a stunning

the site and Rye Harbour beach but

— you’d pretty much have to be Paul
McCartney to have a house on this bit of
coast and yet, here was a caravan site
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found what looked like the ideal site
— Rye Harbour Holiday Park, perfectly

nature reserve with nothing between
half a mile of shingle and an awful lot

of seagulls. Camber Sands was a short
drive away. This was prime real estate

that looks better

caravans again,” Hly gOOd fOl‘tllIle” than the real thing!

Yes, we decided,
this was the place for us. | was seduced
by the sunset — they loved the slushy
machine in the clubhouse. Either way,
all three of us knew that we were either
going to convince Dad, or since this was
my money, | was going to have to go
over his head. (For some reason, though
all my women friends love it, husbands
are generally less in favour of owning
caravans — maybe they’re just a bit too
big and galumphing to appreciate the
whole business of “playing house”, or
maybe because caravans depreciate,
like cars, so seem a frivolous expense.)

getting away from it all

B ; R;e' Harbour Holiday
‘i Park — “my beautiful
a i:seaside bolthole”;

FUY Lef: Living the dream:
"_Miranda on her deck

But he came round. He makes a big
fuss about it being “my place” but
when we’re treating the family to
dinner in our postcard-perfect local,
the William the Conqueror, gull-spotting
on Rye Harbour Nature Reserve, rating
the millions of dogs being walked past
our deck on their cuteness, watching
our girls ride their bikes around in front
of the ’van, or simply giving a wave
to the site staff and our fellow
caravanners, | know he loves it.

So go on. If you’ve ever been
tempted by a static holiday home,
just do it! Unlike diamonds or bricks
and mortar, it’s not an investment —
but your return will be hours and hours
of happiness and memories that will
last a lifetime. And what could be a
better way to spend your hard-earned
cash than that? w&h
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