
The half-term ski trip is hell - but my children are just in heaven
Emily
Maitlis

oN THE floor in front of me there is a

Dite of sick. The air hostes is gracefully

;esturins it into a smaller, ta.ller pile
;ith Da;er towels and dry shamPoo.
rhe rirolher of the pigtailed puker is

apologising to the rows behind her who
will have to watk through it.

And in the middle of it a.ll the pilot
then tannovs to tell us passengers that
we have bein gounded in tondon for
two hours because of delays over in
Geneva,

It is hour one, day one, ofFebruary
half-te rm and t am rather enjoying the
fengshuibalanceofthisentireopening

scene: itbeautif,tlly capnms what I feel

about skiing holidaYs.
I look to the vom Queento see ifshe

is dreadins the week as much as me,

and am cr-iiously disappointed when
her mother tells me no, she's just

"overexcited".
And there's the rub. You see, You're

not allowed to hate skiing. It's just one

ofthose things no oneadmits. Even as

I write here I luxuriating in the thritl
of being the Anais Nin of self-
exDloration - I keep one handjigging
uo and down on the backPace/delete
binon, worried that t'm going too far
in Dublic with mv dirty litde secret'

li is not that we'are a ptaneload ofthe
smug middle class, all heading
inexo-rablv towards somewhere we can

discuss aiierwards with overly toud
voices. or the idea that a third ofthe

otane will return with unnecessary and

iebilitating bone deformities, thus
putting us out of action for tlre next
tluee months.

Or the fact that our childrcn will run
around a posh hotel in nothing but
long-johns-for a week, siSning bar bils
with room numbers - the epitome ol
eltitlement.

It is not even the PeoPle who ski
backwards in youI face, pretending to
be looking out for their children when
really they're just showing you they
can - vou Imor ski trackwards in your

face. ilor the ones who use the word
"technical" to describe an item of
ridiculously overPriced clothing they
ourchased as a subtle way oftelling you
ihey are Really ReallY Good (we all
know th€ best skiers wear SeYenries

C&Agear).

No, the thing I really resent is the
weird pitlng look that I get if I ever
break down barriers enough to tell
someone that I don't like skiing: I feel
like I've just fessed up to being a
eunuch wtrcs€ idea ofa good time is an
evening spent soaking chickpeas.

what is it about skiing that makes it
somehow grcater than the sum of its
parts? If I invited you to get up early,
cart endless clobber around in the
fieezing cold while wiping snot on your
glove and queueing for a lift, would you
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be beating a path to my door? Or the
exercise fallacy? we could quietly
admit that sliding down something,
even if you do it again and again in a
nice twisty way, is not eYen Soing to
bu.rn tlrc calories oflour fim lunchtime
vin chaud - unless you skin up the
mountain first.

No, skiing - morc so in parts ofBritish
society than elsewhere - is just about
inclusion versus exclusion: about being
able to name the resorts, then name
the runs in the resorts, then name the
bals on drc runs in the resorts and then
chum up.

why do t persist? Because my kids
love it, of course, They lnow that for
one week a year they can beat me down
the slop€ Oackwads, in rrly face). And
I know that for one week, every year,
I will suck it up and say nothing.

s


