
Christa D’Souza has 
been happily unmarried 
to her partner for 20 
years. So how did she 
feel when he fnally got 
down on one knee? 

 Never the

BRIDE

 T
he most romantic location 
on earth? I think it may be 
Nibilaga, a tiny desert island 
in the Maldives, where my 

other half and I have just been dropped 
off by speedboat for the day. The sea is 
aquamarine, the sand talcum-powder 
white, the sky azure blue, and aside from a 
small army of staff waving goodbye as they 
head back on the boat towards Soneva 
Fushi, the resort where we’ve been staying 
this past week, we are the only human 
beings for miles.

It is an indecently spoiling way to end an 
indecently spoiling holiday, and as we walk 
down the beach hand in hand, I cannot help 
refecting on our good fortune. After a 20-
year relationship we still have something 
to say to each other over dinner, and there 
have been no temporary separations, nor 
doors kicked in (well, just the one, but that 
was totally my fault), nor ugly scenes in 
front of the kids. OK, there is this funny 
clicky thing he sometimes does with his 
jaw that drives me a bit crazy, and I know 
it drives him mad the way I repeat myself 
when I’ve had a few, but the fact is, after 
nearly two decades of living together, we 
don’t just love each other, we like each 
other. Does it get much better than that?

And then, just as I am musing on what  
a lucky, fulflled woman I am, and 
thanking God we never tried to fx what 
didn’t break by getting married, what  
does he do but ask me to marry him. 

Wait a second. Isn’t the fact that we aren’t 
married our USP? Aren’t most married 
couples we know just about ready to kill each 
other? Didn’t he hear Django, our youngest 
son, sagely point out that if you get married, 
that means you can also get… divorced? 

But I don’t say any of this, of course. 
How can I, when he’s got down on one 
knee (and fallen over, because he’s half 

in the water)? So I say yes. What else 
can you say to such a beautiful, adorable 
question? I don’t even ask where the ring 
is (it’s coming, he just knew if he chose it 
by himself it would be wrong, the prince). 
And just like that, we’re engaged. At least 
the children’s nanny will be pleased.

The Case for Marriage. There is one. 
There must be one. But I’m not the person 
to make it. Maybe it is something to do 
with the way I was brought up. 

My lot are not good at marriage. You 
know how some mothers live for the day 
their daughters get married? Well, when 

my sister and I were growing up, our 
parents clearly regarded the whole thing as 
a charade. (They separated when I was four, 
divorced 13 years later, and when they 
remarried after nearly half a century it was 
to avoid death duties.) From an early age 
my father made us promise never to ask 
him to walk us down the aisle. The idea of 
“belonging” to another man appalled my 
mother. When our next-door neighbour 
(the politician Andrew Mitchell, as it 
happens) rang our doorbell and asked  
to speak to “the man of the house”, her 
outrage helped forever smear any Cinderella 
fantasies my sister and I may have 
harboured. Because all little girls have an 
inherent fairytale fantasy of being whisked 
off by a handsome prince and getting 
married in a big white dress, don’t they? 

Perhaps what fnally put paid to any 
lingering biological fantasy was my own 
frst marriage. Did I not say? Oh, yes, > 

VIEWPOINT

There must be a 
case for marriage. 

But I’m not the 
person to make it
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