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I don’t travel, not the type that is fashionable these days. I don’t 
travel  interstate  or  overseas.  My friends  think I’m weird and my 
family are too polite to say so. The comments from my friends are 
worse now my husband, Deane, has retired. Apparently, retirement 
means you have got lots of money and time to squander on travel. It 
seems to be the done thing to spend the kids’ inheritance.

Luckily, we don’t run into our friends much these days, they’re 
overseas  travelling.  Good.  Recently  though,  we  did  run  into  a 
former neighbour, Phil,  the day we were standing in line to vote. 
Right  behind  us  he  was.  There  was  nowhere  to  escape  without 
appearing rude.

‘How’re things going?’ my husband, always the polite one, had 
to ask.

‘Good. We’re selling up and shifting overseas next month.’
I wished the people in front of the queue would hurry up.
‘Where to?’ I thought I had better say something.
‘Thailand. We just bought a small place. Real cheap living over 

there. You only need to spend eight dollars a day. Better than here.’
I wondered why he was even bothering to vote, but didn’t ask. 

We shuffled a few more steps.
‘Been fishing lately?’ Deane asked, trying to change the subject.
‘No, sold my boat months ago.’
I tried not to giggle at the horrified look on Deane’s face; he 

lives for his fishing trips.
‘We’ve  just  got  back from Vietnam,  beautiful  country.’  Phil 

went back to his favourite subject.
Finally!  It  was our turn to vote.  We wished Phil  good luck, 

gave a hasty wave and went on our way.
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Sometimes we run into another couple at our local shopping 
centre.  They have retired and have sold  their  house  and use  the 
money to travel  around Australia  and overseas.  When they come 
home  they  stay  with  their  families,  or  at  caravan  parks.  I  don’t 
understand why you would give up your home. When we see them 
they are always complaining about being worn out and having so 
much to do. Then why do it!

If we want a break (note, we don’t call it travel), we throw a 
few casual clothes, cans of food, bacon, eggs and bread in the car 
and head to our local caravan park right alongside the beach.

‘Your usual, Mrs Sawyer?’ greets me as I enter Reception.
‘Yes, please, two nights this time.’
They know our favourite cabin; it has steps that lead straight 

down to the beach. In the mornings I cook breakfast and take it 
down to the shore; there are plenty of rocks to sit on. Deane would 
have already gone fishing down at the local jetty in the early hours of 
the morning. The seagulls may get a crust if they call loud enough. 
There’s  nothing  better  than  hearing  the  waves  lap  gently  on  the 
sand. The sea may be obliging and deposit some shells at my feet; it 
seems to know I collect shells. The sea breeze, the smell of salt and 
the morning freshness in the air soothes my chaotic mind.

If  we  take  a  break  during  wintertime  I  snuggle  under  the 
bedclothes and listen to the waves crashing on the beach and the 
wind roaring around the cabin. I eventually venture out and go to 
the park’s café. A cappuccino and a chat with the other guests is a 
great way to start the day. Sometimes our family will visit us. We will 
go  swimming,  bicycle  riding,  walking  or  just  chill  out  over  a 
barbecue lunch. Our family complain about having to pay the five 
dollar  visitor’s  fee  to  enter  the  caravan  park  but  will  spend 
thousands of dollars on an overseas holiday without a whimper.
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I have travelled interstate, many years ago. I didn’t like it much. 
It  was  too  expensive  and  I  got  annoyed  at  being  ripped  off.  I 
remember one trip to Melbourne where I went to a hairdresser and 
asked for a haircut. I came out with much less spending money and 
frizzy hair resulting from a perm I didn’t need or want. It pays not 
to let on you’re a tourist; I learnt the hard way. Being much older 
and wiser now, I could go back but prefer to go to my favourite 
place  on earth,  where the  only  thing I  have  to  worry about  is  a 
seagull pooping on the book I’m reading.

I’ve never travelled overseas, and probably never will. Yes, you 
can travel to different countries and experience their cultures and 
learn  their  languages.  I’d  rather  learn  through  reading  a  book, 
surfing the net or talking to someone who has come from another 
country. Have you ever noticed how people just love to talk about 
their ‘home’ country? My home is right here and that is where I 
intend to stay.

Since  9/11  travellers  have  more  to  be  concerned  about, 
including  being  blown up.  They  have  to  remember  what  they’re 
allowed to pack, put up with the inconvenience of having their bags 
searched  and  walk  through  X-ray  machines,  all  in  the  name  of 
security – not for me, thanks! I also don’t understand why people 
want the hassle of bookings that can go wrong and spend thousands 
of their hard earned dollars when they don’t have to. I worry about 
my family when they go overseas; will they arrive back safely? At 
least they don’t have to worry about us; we are not far away.

Tonight I will snuggle up in my comfy bed and think about my 
daughter  who  is  travelling  all  over  Great  Britain.  She  will  be  in 
London today. I hope she remembers to buy a handbag for me from 
Harrods.
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