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W hen I got married I promised a lot of 
things. This was largely because I was 
smothered in so much white netting  
I looked like a swan that had hit a land 

mine, and couldn’t hear anything the priest was saying. 
But promise them, I did. 

Most of these vows were based around the very 
solid premise that you can save yourself a fortune on 
divorce costs if you’re reasonably nice to each other, 
make vaguely sympathetic noises when he has Man 
Flu… oh, and don’t sleep with your colleagues!

But I don’t remember EVER in this promise-a-thon 
agreeing to give away my free space, including my  
own room, my own wardrobe and my own BED. 

MY bed! A soft, warm haven of peace and comfort 
where I can read as long as I want, listen to the radio  
if I want, go to sleep when I want, stretch out across the 
entire bed like a sky-diving star fish, have ALL of the 
duvet to myself, and feel no obligation to please 
anyone else or fit around their sleep patterns, sexual 
desires and knobbly knees. My bed!

Yet this is exactly what has happened to me, and 
happens in every other marriage I know; two people, 
one bed, no decent sleep, no privacy.

Almost everyone I’ve ever asked says they would 
love a bed of their own, if they could have one. And 
then, of course, there is the Sex Factor. 

Remember sex? 
Well done. Then you’ll also remember that heady, 

sexual frisson of ‘your place or mine?’. That was before 

it became ‘our place’, and you decided that actually,  
no, I probably won’t, thank you, because I’m so 
knackered after being woken up 20 times by  
your strangulated snore that I’d much rather sleep.  
And, anyway, there’s always tomorrow and the next 
day and the next day and FOREVER, so why bother 
with it now?

Quite the turn-on, I think you’ll agree. 
Many married people say they have a much better 

sex life after they move into separate bedrooms. 
But really, it’s hardly surprising – the whole ‘Well, 

hello! Fancy coming over to mine tonight?’ aspect of 
separate beds is infinitely more exciting than, ‘Here  
we both are again. Are you up for a quickie (before  
I start snoring)?’.

Nearly one in four couples in England now sleep 
solo. And I can’t help feeling they’re onto something 
(like a blissfully empty mattress).

I’d much prefer to spend a few nights a week getting 
some healing, uninterrupted sleep and privacy, giving 
me back the energy and enthusiasm for Other Activities 
either chez moi or chez toi.

I would also banish those other sleep-wreckers: 
children. A few days a week they can crawl into bed 
with me, but on other nights my room is reserved for 
me and my Hugh Jackman calendar, and what remains 
is for some (im)proper grown-up time together. 

I think I’ve just convinced myself. 
The spare room is now officially MINE. 
Night, night. 

 ‘No, it’s  
 not ust you’
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separate beds? absolute bliss!


