F SOMEONE had once offered
me a holiday on which I had to
get up at 6am every day and be
in bed by 9pm, I would have
thought they were having a
laugh. If they’d said a stroll on
the beach before sundowners would
mean a run of a mile or so, I would
have definitely told them where to
put their “holiday” but now I've done
just that, and more, and had the time
of my life.

“Go on, you can make it,” shouted
David, one of the instructors, who
has the physique of a Kenyan
marathon runner. “No I can’t,” I
wheezed, my legs feeling like
weights, my feet tripping over the
tiniest of rocks. At the finish line of
the three-mile run through the
. Arabuko-Sokoke forest in south-

. eastern Kenya, the Chariots Of Fire
~ soundtrack boomed out from a
portable cassette player hidden
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behind a bush. It was an appropriate
and amusing finale to a challenging
yet exhilarating run. No slick
treadmills or Cheeky Girl videos
here; underfoot surfaces ranged from
soft sand to fallen autumnal leaves
and there was no sound except for
my rasping breath.

Wild Fitness, as its name suggests,
is about achieving just that. Based at
Baraka House, just back from the
gorgeous beach of Watamu Bay, this
was exercise returning to its primal

beginnings. Think back thousands of
years to the behaviour of primates
and you've got the idea behind the
focus of the course - to strengthen
and perfect movements such as
posture, twisting, pulling and
bending, moves we use in everyday
life. Perfectly logical so far...

It was the brainchild of relentlessly
energetic 24-year-old Tara Wood. An
Oxford biology graduate, she wanted
to create her perfect holiday.

“If I see a hill, I want to climb it; if I

seeking primal periection

see an island, I want to swim to it,”
she says.

It might not be everyone’s idea of
the perfect break but on this
occasion I wanted something a little
bit more than a seaside holiday.

There was one activity that did not
come easily, though; getting up at
6am. The first workout of the day
started at 6.30 and for the first couple
of days I insisted on at least one
strong coffee before I could move a
muscle let alone lift a Swiss ball.

I had expected my fellow eight
“athletes” to be super-fit, teetotal
mung-bean munchers. Instead, they
were perfectly normal, successful
thirty and fortysomethings wanting a
little time out from their high-
powered jobs and to have some fun.

Our main trainers were two
brothers: Nick, 28, who has a degree
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