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Just Relaxing!

Of course, there are lots of things I could do: collecting stamps or butterflies, photography or
watercolour painting. Classical hobbies are still just as popular as they ever were, I am sure. But,
for one reason or another, I have to be different. Even as a child, the idea of collecting something
seemed pointless and a bit boring. And now as an adult I only feel really happy when I'm doing
something useful. That’s why I do what I do in my spare time. <

I spend a good deal of every weekend picking up litter, tidying public spaces and generally
working for nothing. I’'m not paid and never thanked for the hours of work I put in, but I don’t
mind.To be honest, I enjoy it.The idea of sitting at home on the sofa watching another ridiculous
programme on TV just makes me depressed. Instead, if I think about the next park I'm going to
clean up, of the next children’s playground I’m going to work on, I get quite excited.I like being
outside, and nothing can beat the satisfaction of seeing the end product: a perfectly tidy village
green, or a safe, attractive play area for kids. When I've finished I pack my things, take a last iook at
my work, and then go home for a shower. If people see me they think I'm from the local council:
they never guess I'm working for fun.

You may think I’'m mad spending my weekends and days off like this. But just consider this: what
would it be like if we all did a little clearing up as a hobby? Our towns and countryside would be
clean and pleasant, and a safe place for all of us to enjoy. I know I've got a rather peculiar hobby,
but it would be nice if more people did something similar.

And there are other advantages, too. Occasionally a kind old lady will bring me a cup of tea while I
work, or I meet friendly people who stop for a chat. I never tell them that what ’m doing is for
fun, though. I know working is not the usual way to relax.
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A Place in the Country

I think every one of us would like to find a special, private place in the country, where no-one can
disturb us, and where we can do whatever we like, any time of day. 'm lucky, because I've found
my own little spot, and even if I can’t buy it, 'm sure I'll enjoy it for years.

It’s probably because I've lived in London all my life that I recognise the value of the country and
love it so much. No traffic, no pollution, and hardly any people! What could be better? It’s not that
I'm shy or unfriendly, but sometimes I need to have some time on my own SO that I can think and
do my most important work. Being an author means having to find ideas and plan the books that
they produce. And this requires space, time and quiet. Any noise is sure to reduce concentration,
and so my new book will start badly. Instead, in the hidden little cottage I have found, I can sit at
my desk and think for hours, without a single interruption. The window in front of me shows only
a dark lake and a few trees, while the telephone never rings - because there isn’t one here.

In the afternoons I go for long walks in the hills which are all around the cottage, enjoying the
fresh air The weather here can be as wet or cold as anywhere in Britain, but I'm not afraid of
being out in the cold.I can be sure of being alone with my thoughts, and, anyway all I need is a
good, thick coat and a hot cup of tea as soon as I get inside again. I do a lot of my best thinking
outdoors. It must be the wind and the soft colours of the countryside. If I'm having difficulty with
a story idea, you can be sure that an afternoon spent in the woods and hills will bring me the
solution.

Once the book is planned, I'm happy to come back to the city and finish it among my friends and
family. The slow work of actually writing a book is easy to me;it’s the original idea and the .
planning that takes silence and effort. I suppose you’re wondering where my hidden cottage is,
and who owns it? Well, you can be certain I'll never tell you: it’s too important for me to share
with anyone!
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