
The great adventures in life are hardly ever 
thrown into your lap. They are chance en-
counters, usually only recognised and seized 
upon by the lucky buggers in the world. So 
it was one such chance encounter, which 
enabled four lucky buggers from ThePlan 
team to undertake the mission to find the 
British Beach.

“Follow the coast path around 
past the radio mast and you’ll 
see three more radio masts on 
the headland. Don’t go that far! 
If you go that far you’ll miss 
it!” This local mans directions 
were straight out of a comedy 
sketch and we were waiting for 
him to start rambling on about 
how they didn’t take to city folk 
around these parts.

Dress code for the area seemed to be welly 
boots and Barbour jackets, but the four of us 
stood there in jeans and trainers, shivering 
slightly at the strong breeze that rushed 
off the sea. After some basic directions we 
made our excuses and headed off around 
the coast before his conversation turned into 
An American Werewolf in London and he 
implored us to ‘Stick to the Path!’

Thailand may be a fantastic destination for 
sun, sea and warm tropical beaches, but not 
everyone can afford to go to Thailand. The 
chance encounter that lead us to the beach 

was a link on the net. A site which spoke 
of an amazing beach with pure shores and 
clean water in, a sheltered cove. Out of the 
way of everything- including civilisation. 

Even though Birmingham is relatively cen-
tral to everything in Britain it still took us 

seven hours to get there by car, followed by 
a 30 minute hike around the coast to what I 
can only describe as a slice of the Mediterra-
nean here in the UK.

Like something out of a movie the four of 
us crested the hill just as the sun burst from 
the clouds and its rays shone like a guiding 
beacon upon blue-green seas breaking on 
light yellow sands, surrounded on all sides 
by 30ft redstone cliffs.

Like excited children we raced down the tiny 
narrow path onto the beach, where we were 

greeted by sands so soft that we immediately 
sank up to our ankles. There were pools 
which demanded to be explored and rocks 
that begged you to jump from one to anoth-
er all the way down the beach to the sea.

There may not have been a community of 
travellers here, or dope fields lining the 
cliffs, but it was immediately clear why this 
was such a special beach and why it hadn’t 
been infested by caravan sites and ice cream 
stands. When the tide comes in you had 
better be up on the cliffs as the sea rises 
and covers the whole beach and 10ft of the 
surrounding cliffs. This explained the quality 
of the sand, the cleanliness of the beach and 
the colouring of the cliffs.

After taking some pictures we realised that 
we had forgotten some of the most impor-
tant items for beach life- a football, rugby 
ball, cricket equipment and worst of all I had 
left my Frisbee hanging up in Birmingham. 
Even this could not dull our spirits too much 
and we amused ourselves with burying our 
feet in the soft sands and paddling in the 
freezing spring seas.

As the sun dropped closer and closer to the 
cliff tops, the shadows began to creep across 
the sands, like spiny fingers telling us it 
was time to head home. As we climbed the 
path leading back to the car there was a real 
feeling of regret at leaving the beach.

For the duration of the two 
hours that we spent there, all 
our other concerns had been 
forgotten. The path to the cliffs 
lead back to responsibility and 
real life concerns and it was with 
a heavy heart that we climbed. 
However, we had accomplished 
what we set out to do and so a 
bittersweet satisfaction accom-
panied us back to the car.

In the tradition of well kept 
secrets and philanthropism at 

wanting to share paradise ThePlan offers 
you a deal. If you can prove in 50 words 
or less why you think you should be given 
directions to the real beach, fill in the online 
request form at the address below and you 
will be mailed back within five days.

THE REAL     
BEACH

“Follow the coast path around past 
the radio mast and you’ll see three 
more radio masts on the headland. 
Don’t go that far! If  you go that far 

you’ll miss it!”

“Stick to the path!”


