
We left the Pub yeeaay! 

August 2014 
 

We left our fabulous pub at the end of August 2014 after many great and award winning 

years. Not because of me, I just pulled corks and carried plates; it was the staff and some 

great cooking led by Emma and her team. It wasn’t just a pub, it was more a restaurant in 

a village pub than a boozer and people would travel great distances to sample the 

monthly changing menu and a glass of, one of the 300 wines, on offerby the glass. We 

worked hard with our suppliers, all local, apart from fish which came daily from 2 day 

boats in Brixham, all fresh and in season. We still ran it like a village local and served great 

real ale, pork scratching and crisps. Emma loved cooking but was very unwell, in 

continuous acute pain & I could not watch her take painkillers like they were Smarties 

anymore. She had been battling arthritis of the spine and hips, Ankylosing Spondulitis, for 

years and the opioid pain suppressants, Codeine & Tramadol, were ceasing to be of any 

effect. She was also prescribed Pregabalin, a truly horrible drug, and had become 

dependent on it, going cold turkey, when she ran out. I was very worried and the pub had 

become a noose around our necks. Things had to change. I made a promise to Emma that 

we would go and live in a better place, somewhere warmer, with a slower pace of life and 

where she could swim. We left Newton Longville in January 2015 and moved to North 

Norfolk to be close to Emma’s parents in Heacham. We rented a cute cottage a mile from 

the sea and relaxed. Both of us got jobs, Emma at the Norfolk Lavender farm shop and I at 

Houghton Hall. 

 

 
Houghton Hall 

 

Eight or so months prior of the pub sale, every 6 weeks or so we would travel to different 

parts of Southern France, near the coast, as Emma wanted to be close to the sea and the 



climate was good for her unbearable pain. We had holidayed with Emma’s parents near 

Beziers and decided it was a good place to begin, focusing on our passions, where great 

food and great wine was produced, searching for our dream lifestyle.  

 

 

 
 

We started on the Mediterranean coast close to the wine area of Faugères & around the 

medieval town of Pésenas. It was way too busy, sardine packed beaches, tourists bumper 

to bumper trying to get to the beach, 60items on restaurant menus with pictures, never a 

good sign and very arid. Stuff you don’t notice when you are enjoying a holiday but we 

couldn’t live there. Our search moved North around Carcassonne, just beans and duck, no 

wine of merit. Then the Pyrenees, beautiful, but too cold in the winter & we wanted to be 

warm. I decided to perhaps show Emma Périgueux, I knew the area was famous for 

amazing food, Truffles, Vanilla, Walnuts, and Duck and decided to invite Emma’s parents. 

We stayed in a house in the commune of Lalinde, East of Bergerac & the renowned wines 

of Monbazillac, Pécharmant and Bergerac, A couple of weeks previously we set off, like 

many thinking of a move to France, visited The France show at Earls Court. We spoke to 

the gathered estate agents about different areas, especially around Périgueux which was 

looking very promising. We had a great holiday, great weather, very relaxing and we 

toured the area, viewing many houses. Five days in it just wasn’t right. It was 85% there 

but not quite the place we wanted it to be. 



 

  
Vanilla, Brantome, Truffles 

 

Emma recalled that, at the France show, a guy called Jerry, had enthused about a small 

village called Duras. We checked the map and it was southwest of Lalinde, about an hour 

away, and with just a day left of our holiday we planned to visit it in the morning. We 

headed west through Bergerac along the route de Bordeaux that runs through the 

Dordogne valley. I knew the area having visited, with wine suppliers, over the years. 

Leaving the Dordogne River & heading south we started to gently climb up the winding 

roads into the Northern Lot-et-Garonne. It was beautiful. Rolling hills, no traffic, big skies, 

far reaching views of vineyards and fruit trees. Signs for Farms selling duck, prunes, 

strawberries, lamb, foie gras, tiny villages, local restaurants and markets. We arrived in the 

wine region of the Cotes du Duras, I had never heard of it. We climbed again and arrived 

at the very cute village of Duras, with its prominent Chateau and 300 degree views of the 

surrounding area. It was warm; the village had a sleepiness to it, with just enough going 

on. We sat outside a local bar and ordered a couple of glasses of local wine. The village 

was nice, it felt right, it felt comfortable and it fitted. The wine arrived and we said cheers. 

The glass of crisp Sauvignon Blanc sealed the deal, it was beautiful and light, why did I 

not know this tiny little wine area. This was it we had found the area we wanted to be & 

the search for our house began. 

 

 



 


