
W
E have never
been a
traditional
couple. I
proposed to

my husband while we sat in
dressing gowns on the sofa
during a romantic holiday in
Devon. And no, it wasn’t a leap
year. I didn’t get on one knee
either, but at least I had an
engagement ring prepared.
Coincidentally, Mark was due to
propose to me the very same
week but, ever the control freak,
I beat him to it. 

This story is a perfect
example of how in tune we are
as a couple, after just eight
years together. By the time we
reach retirement, telepathy will
probably be our main form of
communication. 

That is not to say that we

don’t have our striking
differences, myself a 29-year-old
journalist and Mark a 35-year-
old cabinet maker. While I muse
over local politics and the
importance of grammar, Mark is
talking routers, biscuiting and
veneering. 

But for whatever reason we
have always clicked, ever since
our chance meeting in a
Sheffield nightclub. 

Therefore, deciding how to
get married was an easy choice.
We both wanted it to be
completely private, hassle free,
with sunshine on tap. No
relatives interfering, no gushing
readings, no fuss. From the very
beginning we decided to elope
abroad, on our own with no
friends or relatives. 

We both agreed that our
wedding was about us and no-

one else. Some people may
think that this was a selfish
approach to take, but in our
minds we were making a
personal declaration of love and
commitment to each other, not
to our parents, second cousins
and work colleagues. 

We also felt that being alone
was the most romantic thing in
the world. 

The search was then on for a
location and, after months of
deliberation, we decided on
Vietnam. Mark was fascinated
with the Vietnam War and I was
keen to go to south east Asia for
the spiritual culture and lush
landscapes. 

Wanting to cram in as much
as possible, while also finding
time to get married and relax on
the beach, we arranged a three
week holiday in September,

leaving our cats and home in
The Mounts, Northampton in
the hands of friends. 

Our holiday included flying
into Ho Chi Minh City
(formally Saigon) in the south
and travelling up the country
via plane and trains, to fly out
of Hanoi in the north. 

Unlike most of the other
travellers we met, we were not
slumming it, choosing to stay in
four and five star hotels, costing
about a quarter of the price of
top accommodation in the UK. 

At the end of our first week,
we broke up our busy schedule
of travelling around with a five
day stay at the luxurious Six
Senses Spa in Ninh Van Bay.
Having found it on the internet
and booked everything with
ease online, we were excited (if
not a little apprehensive) about
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Paradise found
A Northampton couple decided to plan their dream wedding without any stress or
fuss. Here they share their their perfect day in paradise … 
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