
The Peret-Dekker family in words and pictures for 2009 
 
Winter 
After a lot of Discussion over Christmas we confirmed early January the job offers made to us. It 
meant that by the end of winter we would be in Oman, decision was made but feelings were 
mixed and it was an emotional period where we kept saying bye-bye to people, being invited 
to many parties and realising that we had made a lot of friends in Aberdeen, all the while 
buying frenetically on-line furniture and clothes fearing that it was our last chance to find and 
buy things we like. It was also a great winter with plenty of snow and the schools were closed a 
few times while commuting to the office became a bit of an adventure some days…scenery 
changes when you drive at 5 miles/hour. We decided to spend 1 week in Oman at the end of 
February to “check-out” the place, especially schools and accommodations. Arriving in Oman 
late February was a shock, it felt so hot and our milky and pale skins got sunburnt pretty 
quickly. Tui, Olse and Lars fell in love with their new school and it helped greatly that it was 2’ 
walk from a private club on the beach which includes a swimming pool. They also chose to join 
the Dutch stream instead of the international stream…from them a chance to be with some 
blondies who believe in sinterklaas. We came back with mixed feelings, very happy for the 
children but a bit concerned with accommodation availability…after 3 full days visiting houses 
that we didn’t like, we felt very happy to be back home in Aberdeen. 
Then it was March and time for more farewell parties both for the children and their parents 
but the packing went pretty smoothly, probably the fact that it was not our first one… 
  
Spring 
It didn’t feel like spring at all in Muscat, more like the hottest summer we had witnessed. 
People kept telling us that it would get worse and we could not really believe them…We were 
placed in an apartment complex with a great swimming pool which was pretty much all the 
time empty and within a few weeks Olse and tui had made more progress than in their life…
Tui could now swim, doing 20m lengths by herself and Olse realised that he would not die if he 
had his head under-water. Even Lars, in his own way started to be bolder and float by himself 
with armbands. We then got into this routine of going swimming every evening and after a few 
weeks it seemed completely normal to have a swimming pool at our door step. We got lucky 
with the house and within 4 weeks we had found what we were looking for…someplace with a 
garden and 5’ drive from our respective office. Luckily we got a house just outside the PDO 
camp, with 4 small gardens and so big that the children have 3 play rooms each with a 
highlight…one with a music and old wooden toy, one with a tennis table and really large one 
with indoor trampoline and climbing frame. At first we thought it was a bit over the tops but 
then we realised that the children would spend 6 months of the year inside…so they better 
had space. If we used to go walking/cycling in Aberdeen all year round, it became clear that it 
was not the case in Oman…by June the children would not even ask anymore to get outside as 
the few times they tried they came back “panting” and begging for water and the fresh air of 
the A/C. We made the most of the Spring season to move house, build our nest and buy all the 
“stuff” you need when you relocate. Choosing the “right” 4-wheel drive took some time and in 
the end we just copied what everybody was doing and bought a Toyota Prado. We stopped 
swimming and kept our “promenades” to air-conditioned modern commercial centers. For 
people who bought everything online in the UK, even their groceries, we rediscovered the “joy” 
of shopping malls…well happy time for the children not so much for the parents. Very quickly 
the children found their place at school and what the fear we had the change would distress 
them was completely unfounded…the parents had much more issues adjusting than the 
children! 
 
Summer  
After 1 week in July, we could only dream of going back to Europe…everybody was leaving by 
that time and everyday daddies would bring their families to the airport and wave bye-bye…I 
stayed 10 days on my own and was hoping time would fly by…it was unbearably hot and 



humid with nothing to do. By mid-July we were all reunited and had a great time in the 
Netherlands where Jean-christophe experienced a week of cycling/train/office/train/cycling 
and very much enjoyed doing it under a beautiful Dutch summer. Then we went to Bordeaux 
and had some good wine, and it was time for Pyrenees where we did some great walks with 
the children including 1 night in a refuge at 2000m altitude. Going up was hard work, but once 
there they just loved it. We then had visitors and enjoyed some more good wine and cheese 
before being back early august to searing hot Muscat. The first week was very hard for all of us 
and we felt very restricted. So we took the bull by the horn and bought all the camping 
equipment we didn’t have and decided to go explore the country…hum, that was good, 
definitely much better than strolling in the shopping malls, it was hot at time for sure, but also 
beautiful so very much worth it. From now on, we had plenty of trips in mind and really 
something to look forward to for the coming weekends. At the end of August, we thought we 
had done the hardest, but September proved deceptive and temperatures climbed-up again to 
45degrees+, it was a bit of a let down. Ramadan also came and we felt even more restricted as 
it was not even possible anymore to have a coffee or an ice-cream during the day. Living 150m 
from a Mosque didn’t also help as it meant more frequent call to prayer and at more 
incongruous time like 3.30 am or 11.00 pm…so not much sleep during the night. A the end of 
Ramadan, we went south to see leather-back turtles nesting on a beautiful beach and were 
most impressed by the scene of these giants digging holes for their eggs. On the way back we 
explored a nice wadi and ended-up canyoning with Olse and tui which they really enjoyed. 
 
Autumn 
And then October came and the long awaited promise of the Omani winter was realised, the 
mood was high, children started to play in the garden again, the sea was cooler and the 
outdoor activities were back on the program. What was not expected though is that JC would 
broke one of his toe playing bare-foot football on the beach…he spent the following 6 weeks 
restless and grumpy as he could do no sport and was limiting what could be done at weekends 
with the family. He had started the autumn on the wrong foot! By November, everything was 
resolved and the weather became just perfect, it was the best time of the year and with an 
other Eid Holiday coming we went exploring during a 5 days camping the high mountains of 
Oman, discovering more spectacular wadis and the second deepest Canyon in the world, one 
of the best trip we had as a family. December has been more of the same as November and we 
hope the weather could remain as it is for ever… 
 
 
 
Merry Christmas and Happy New Year to you and your family! 
 
Lars, Olse, Tui, Sanne and Jean-Christophe 




