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Introducing SkySafari by Elewana
When it comes to safaris, there’s nothing more exhilarating than soaring above East Africa’s great plains in an 

exclusive charter, knitting together unique wildlife experiences with stays in luxury lodges. Minimising travel and 
maximising time spent in the bush, it’s the chance to gain a truly privileged vantage point over some of the world’s 

greatest national parks and reserves. Expect giant herds to animate spectacular Rift Valley scenery.

And, for the best experience, look to Elewana. All white leather and picture windows, you’ll travel in an executive-
class Cessna, stopping off for an included spread of gourmet dining, fi ne drinks and unique activities, from expert-
led game drives and walks to bush sundowners and visits to tribal villages. Elewana’s boutique lodges are equally 
impressive, whether a luxury treehouse, a plantation mansion or tented camps in the Serengeti and Maasai Mara. 

Inspired? Take a look at the two itineraries below, each ideal for the Great Migration at different times.

Oct–Jul: Tanzania SkySafari by Elewana
10-DAY TAILOR-MADE FLY-SAFARI

Luxury scenic fl ights will see you between northern Tanzania’s 
national-park greats, taking in the Serengeti’s wildebeest migration, 
the Ngorongoro Crater’s natural beauty and Tarangire’s quieter 
charms. You’ll stay in luxury camps along with plantation homes and 
baobab treehouses, spotting the Big Five on included excursions 
and enjoying everything from guided visits to coffee plantations and 
Maasai villages to bush sundowners, night drives and game walks.

Prices start from £4,945 PP incl. fl ights, UK airport lounge access, private 
transfers, 7 nights all-inclusive accommodation & all touring incl. twice-daily 
game drives. For a full itinerary & inclusions, visit wexas.com/166079.

Jul–Nov: Kenya SkySafari by Elewana
10-DAY TAILOR-MADE FLY-SAFARI

This all-inclusive fl y-in safari takes in some of Kenya’s most 
spectacular regions, combining world-class game viewing with a 
Kilimanjaro backdrop with rhino watching in Meru National Park, 
before focusing on the famous Maasai Mara. You’ll stay in thatched 
cottages and luxury tented camps, with classic game drives joined by 
ranger-led walks, night safaris, bush picnics and sundowners.

Prices start from £4,230 PP incl. fl ights, UK airport lounge access, private 
transfers, 1 night B&B accommodation, 6 nights all-inclusive accommodation 
& all touring incl. twice-daily game drives. For a full itinerary & inclusions, 
visit wexas.com/103293.

To book your Elewana SkySafari, call a Wexas Africa specialist on 020 7838 5958

SAVE UP TO

£1,420 PP
BOOK BY 30 NOV 19 

SAVE UP TO

£1,250 PP
BOOK BY 30 NOV 19 

Elewana_04.indd   2 23/10/2019   13:10
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Badlands & breaking waves
It was a pleasure to speak to Robin Knox-Johnston 
for this issue. He was the first man to sail around 
the world solo and non-stop, and his autobiography, 
Running Free, has been published to mark an 
extraordinary life. We are lucky to have Sir Robin 
on our Honorary Editorial Board, and it was 
interesting to hear more about his adventures 
with John Simpson and Ranulph Fiennes, as they 
are on our Board too. 

Back in 2009, the BBC commissioned them to take 
part in a short series where each would show the 
other two how to survive in their worlds. So the 
three Top Dogs, as the series was called, rode the 
waves with Robin, travelled to Afghanistan with 
John Simpson, and were Arctic-bound with Ranulph 
Fiennes. Expert in their own fields, and braver 
than most, they all had moments of vulnerability 
in other  environments. 

Robin told me, “It was a brilliant idea, because 
two of us were out of our depth and one at home. 
Each of us was taking turns to show each other 
what it’s like, and it was absolutely fascinating. 
It was proper adventure. Some would say it was 
slightly staged because we had a camera with us, 
but it wasn’t a case of crawl up that ice-face and 
follow the camera. The camera had to follow us.”

His maritime adventures involved a fair bit of 
exploring life beneath the waves as well as 
above. We don’t go underwater in this issue, 
not for long, but in our pieces on Antarctica and 
New Zealand we have something of the magic 
of the oceans, not least seals and dolphins. There 
are whales too – humpbacks, orcas, sperm and 
blue whales, which swim from the Antarctic to 
stop off in New Zealand on their way to warmer 
waters. In Kenya, we explore the Mara, with a look 
at some of the stunning leopards Jonathan and 
Angela Scott have been lucky enough to know 
through their years there. 

There are wild spaces of a different sort in 
the Badlands of Canada, where so many dinosaurs 
once roamed that it is now one of the most 
concentrated sites of fossils in the world. It’s 
also home to some serious cowboy action, as 
is Argentina, the latter written about evocatively 

by Alex King, who rode a horse across it. Our 
piece on Oman shares a similar buccaneering 
spirit, albeit across seas, with stories of 
smuggling and thrilling descriptions of 
a surreal landscape.

By way of contrast, we have some very urban 
pleasures – downtown Melbourne, the heart 
of Bangalore, and a hidden part of Sichuan. 
In Melbourne it’s about the best backstreet bars, 
with a huge amount of buzz. Bangalore buzzes 
too, but here it’s all out in the open. In China, back 
to secrecy, traditional tea-houses shrouded in 
steam and smoke. Easily found or not, these are 
all convivial places, and as well as beer and lassi 
and tea, food is also on the menu.  

We have more deliciousness from renowned 
food writer Jay Rayner, and from Justine Hardy 
too, who talks about food memories in the 
style of Proust’s madeleine moment. She 
remembers her first pain au chocolat eaten 
outside a Parisian boulangerie – “I can see again 
the shiny pastry flakes falling around me as I ate, 
exotic and defiant.”

Away from the cities, we take a wine-tram through 
South Africa with several stops to sample the 
country’s most celebrated grapes. We also  stop 
off in Sri Lanka for a Buddhist festival, all lit up in 
a tropical night and, according to local lore, where an 
elephant might cry. 

Our gorgeous picture story free-ranges between 
Italy and Slovenia, beaches, castles and views, with 
a sense of subtle light. Norway’s northern lights, 
also captured beautifully in this issue, are anything 
but subtle – neon, fluorescent, pyrotechnics in the 
sky reflected in the sea below.  

The Arctic is a region that our latest Honorary 
President knows all too well. Benedict Allen’s 
journey across it with just a team of dogs went 
down in travel documentary history. He covered 
1,000 miles with ten resilient and strong-willed 
Chukotka dogs through Siberia in the worst 
winter in living memory. Frostbite, polar bears 
and wolves were with Benedict all the way. We’re 
delighted to welcome him onboard. 

Amy Sohanpaul   
on bucking broncos 
and buccaneering 
spirits   
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Kate Adie obe is a distinguished bbc foreign correspondent who has 
spent 30 years reporting from the world’s frontlines.

Benedict Allen is an environmentalist, author, filmmaker and 
motivational speaker, well known for his many expeditions.

Mark Beaumont is a record-breaking athlete, broadcaster and an 
ambassador for charities.

Professor David Bellamy obe frgs phd f ibiol f ls is one of the world’s 
leading conservationists, an icon of wildlife television, and founder 
of the Conservation Foundation.

Colonel John Blashford-Snell cbe frsgs is Britain’s best-known 
expedition leader and founder of the Scientific Exploration Society 
and of Operations Raleigh and Drake.

Dr Jean-Michel Cousteau is a noted marine scientist and successor to 
the mantle of his father, the late Jacques Cousteau.

William Dalrymple ma fras frgs frsl is an award-winning travel 
writer and historian, an expert on India and the Muslim world.

Sir Ranulph Fiennes bt obe dsc is a distinguished adventurer and 
expeditionary, leader of the world’s first pole-to-pole journey.

Robin Hanbury-Tenison obe dl ma frgs is a pioneering champion 
of rainforests and tribal peoples, and the President of Survival 
International.

Dr Alasdair Harris is the founder of Blue Ventures, where he leads 
international marine conservation projects, and an advisor to  the 
United Nations Environment Programme.

Fergal Keane obe is a bbc special correspondent who reported from 
South Africa for many years, and an acclaimed author.

Sir Robin Knox-Johnston cbe frina is the first man to sail non-stop 
and single-handed around the world, and author  of many books 
on sailing.

Stewart McPherson is a writer, broadcaster, natural history champion 
and founder of Redfern Natural History Productions.

Sir Christopher Ondaatje cbe oc is chairman of the Ondaatje 
Foundation and author of ten books, including Sindh Revisited 
and Journey to the Source of the Nile.

Sir Michael Palin cbe frgs is the world’s favourite television traveller 
and a member of Monty Python’s Flying Circus.

Professor John Prebble ba llb bcl jsd is an international barrister in 
tax law, and formerly Dean of Law at Victoria University, Wellington.

Dr Christopher Roads ma phd frgs is an expert in the use and history 
of firearms and former Deputy Director of the Imperial War Museum.

Jonathan Scott is a leading wildlife photographer and presenter 
of the bbc’s Big Cat Diary. He is patron of a number of wildlife 
conservation societies.

John Simpson cbe is the bbc’s World Affairs Editor and has reported 
from 120 countries during his 40 years with the bbc.

Colin Thubron cbe frgs frsl is Britain’s most distinguished travel 
writer, author of award-winning books on Asia and Russia.

Sir Crispin Tickell gcmg kcvo is an eminent environmentalist, leader 
of the Climate Institute of Washington and Green College Centre.
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THE PEOPLE BEHIND OUR STORIES
Every issue we seek out today’s most distinguished and interesting travellers to contribute to the magazine

JAY RAYNER

Jay Rayner is an award-winning 
journalist, jazz pianist and 
broadcaster. He is a judge 
on MasterChef and is the 

Observer’s restaurant critic. 
SEE PAGE 74

JONATHAN & ANGIE SCOTT

are wildlife photographers 
and documentary makers 

based in Kenya. In this issue 
they share leopard stories 

from  the Mara.
SEE PAGE 22

NICK MAES

Nick Maes travels dangerously. 
Recent near-death experiences 
include escaping a lynch mob 
in Jaipur and surviving a hit-

and-run in Hanoi.
SEE PAGE 48

ROBIN KNOX-JOHNSTON

Sir Robin Knox-Johnston is 
famous for being the first man 
to sail the world non-stop and 

solo, and for his work with  
Clipper Ventures. 

SEE PAGE 16

JONATHAN LORIE

is a former editor of 
Traveller, a travel writer and 
director of Travellers’ Tales. 
His latest book is The Travel 

Writer’s Way.
SEE PAGE 50

ALEX KING

Alex is a writer, researcher and 
activist. In this issue he shares 
stories from his two-month 

horseback expedition through 
Andean Argentina.

SEE PAGE 30

FRANCESCO LASTRUCCI 
is a freelance Italian 
photographer, born  

in Florence and working 
worldwide for major 

magazines.
SEE PAGE 32 

SIMON URWIN

is a TV executive-turned-
travel photographer and 

writer, who has shot in over 
75 countries from Antarctica 

to Afghanistan.
SEE PAGE 56

SHITAL SHAH

Kenyan-born Shital Shah is 
a passionate traveller  and 
inspired cook as well as a 
professional caterer, and  

co-author of Plant Milk Power.
SEE PAGE 68

CAMERON BENTLEY

Cameron is a London-based 
photographer, writer and 

ceramicist. He finds particular 
inspiration in Delhi, where he 

spends part of the year.
SEE PAGE 40

LARA PRESCOTT

is the author of The Secrets We 
Kept, a fictional retelling of the 

clandestine distribution by  
the CIA of Boris Pasternak’s 

Doctor Zhivago.
SEE PAGE 94

JAMES LITSTON

Australia is a favourite 
destination for freelance 

journalist James Litston, who 
writes about Melbourne here - 
his favourite city Down Under.

SEE PAGE 18
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AS THE SUN RISES OVER THE MOUNTAINS OF THE MOJAVE DESERT IN 
southern California, swathes of so-called ‘teddy bear chollas’ emerge in 
the softest of lights; the cacti with their fuzzy, silvery spines and yellow-
green flowers are gathered in such density and abundance here that they 
appear almost as if natural gardens.

The highway loops deeper into the vast wilderness; at almost 800,000 
acres, the breathtaking Joshua Tree National Park rivals the US state of 
Rhode Island in its immensity. 

Rounding a bend, the bleached horizon begins to undulate with jumbled 
hills of otherworldly boulders. Underneath these surreal inselbergs the 
cool, dark, hidden spaces rustle with tarantulas and giant desert scorpions, 
while the thermals that swirl above them lift the wings of Golden Eagles 
hunting for prey. 

The road continues onwards, yet further from the nearest civilisation, 
and with the sun and temperature rising sharply in tandem, the sea of 
twisted, bristled figures looms larger and clearer in the shimmering light; 
the Joshua trees standing like sentinels of the scorched earth – some in 
dense patches of forest, others as lonely specimens.

Also known as the yucca palm or tree yucca, it’s said these arboreal 
oddities were named by Mormons who crossed the Mojave in the middle 
of the 19th century. As the settlers struggled over this spectacular but 
unforgiving terrain, they thought the tree limbs were outstretched as if 
in supplication, bringing to mind the Bible story of Joshua, who raised his 
hands to the sky, and guided the Israelites on their way to conquer Canaan. 

Into the Wild

traveller  vol 49 · no 2 ·  2019
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Body text in Serif

Body text in Sans
Simply, Utah has the finest collection of national parks of any state, with the likes of Bryce Canyon’s otherworldly hoodoos 
and the impossibly verdant valleys of Zion grabbing the headlines. Together, they form Utah’s ‘Mighty 5®’ national parks. 
However, if you look closer, there are plenty of secret jewels to discover. What’s more, Utah features the world’s highest 
concentration of ‘Dark Sky’ places, so you can expect glorious views of the Milky Way in many of the destinations below.

UTAH’S 
N AT U R A L  W O N D E R S

THE MIGHTY 5® NATIONAL PARKS

To find out more, call a Wexas USA specialist on 020 7838 5958 or visit wexas.com/utah

Arches 
This is the largest collection of natural arches, 

forming a truly otherworldly drama.

Bryce Canyon
Bryce Canyon’s endless fields of “fairy-chimney” 

hoodoos are wonderfully unique.

Canyonlands
Canyonlands is a vision of mesas and pinnacles, 

spilling down into spire-dotted gorges. 

Capitol Reef
With giant skies, deep canyons and sweeping 

deserts, step back to prehistory.

Zion
Mix in a near-impossible level of greenery to 

Utah’s spectacularly cragged rock formations.

Monument Valley
The great, flat-topped mesas of this Wild-West 
icon also hide a rich tribal history.

Grand Staircase-Escalante National Monument
This 150-mile strata charts millennia of 
geological activity in exposed, stepped layers.

Glen Canyon and Lake Powell
Sail between winding, multihued gorges flooded 
into a shimmering lake maze.

Flaming Gorge National Recreation Area
Flaming Gorge’s piercing red is animated by 
everything from black bears to elk and moose.

Natural Bridges National Monument
River-carved over eons, this trio of sweeping 
bridges are joined by ancient cliff dwellings.
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Hosted by Sir Ranulph Fiennes, the Transglobe 
Expedition Trust presents another compelling evening 
of talks at the RGS on Tuesday 19 November, featuring 
Chris Jewell, who was one of the cave divers who saved 
the 12 members of the Wild Boars Football Team and 
their coach in the Tham Luang cave in Thailand; Professor 
Julian Bayliss, discoverer of an isolated forest on Mount 
Lico, Mozambique, where he identifi ed new species; 
Roger Chapman, who has spent a lifetime leading and 
participating in expeditions from the Blue Nile to Greenland; 
and biological anthropologist, clinical anatomist and 
broadcaster Professor Alice Roberts, who recently searched 
in Siberia for traces of our human ancestors as well as 
extinct megafauna including the iconic woolly mammoth. 
transglobe-trust.org

MAMMOTH ENDEAVOURS

AROUND THE WORLD IN 80 DAYS

A very warm welcome to author, environmentalist, 
fi lmmaker and motivational speaker Benedict Allen, 
who is the latest adventurer to join Wexas as an 
Honorary Vice-President. He recently returned from 
Mongolia, where he caught up with individuals and 
family members of those he’d met twenty years 
earlier while recording the documentary series Edge 
of Blue Heaven.

Welcome, BenedictSES Endorsed Expedition: 
Mongolian Khan Khentil 2020

LATEST NEWS FROM OUR HONORARY PRESIDENTS

Michael Palin’s latest book is his 
North Korea Journal (Hutchinson, 
hbk, £14.99), a day-by-day record 
of his two-week journey around 
the world’s most secretive country, 
the subject of his widely acclaimed 
documentary series for Channel 5. 
Written with his characteristic warmth 
and wit, and generously illustrated, 
it offers a rare insight into the North 
Korea behind the headlines.

Athlete, broadcaster and 
ambassador Mark Beaumont 
resumes his series of talks about 
smashing the circumnavigation 
cycling world record with 
dates in Cork, Limerick, Galway, 
Letterkenny, Armagh, Dublin, 
Christchurch, Chelmsford and 
Liverpool from 21 February to 
4 March 2020. Book now at: 
speakersfromtheedge.com

Into the unknown

Competent riders are invited to join Colonel John Blashford-Snell's 
three-week Science Exploration Society expedition in the Khan Khentil 
area of Mongolia, east of Ulaan Baatar. The expedition will carry out 
community aid projects, giving dental and medical help to local people 
and performing archaeological, biological and zoological tasks with 
Mongolian scientists. For more information, visit ses-explore.org.
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Raúl Cañibano: Chronicles of 
an Island
the photographers’ gallery, 
london
to 17 november
The first UK solo exhibition 
for one of the most prolific 
photographers working in 
Cuba today, whose award-winning 
work  focuses on the country’s 
people and their lives in a post-
revolution era and reflect his 
close ties to, and love for, his 
homeland.
thephotographersgallery.org.uk

Olafur Eliasson: In Real Life
tate modern, london
to 5 january
In Eliasson’s captivating 
installations you become aware of 
your senses, people around you and 
the world beyond. Some artworks 
introduce natural phenomena such 
as rainbows to the gallery space, 
others use reflections and shadows 
to play with the way we perceive 
and interact with the world. This 
exhibition also explores Eliasson’s 
deep engagement with society and 
the environment, demonstrating 
what an artist’s perspective can 
bring to issues of climate change, 
energy, migration and architecture.
tate.org.uk

Last Supper in Pompeii
the ashmolean, oxford
to 12 january
The fascinating story of the ancient 
Roman city’s love affair with food 
and wine, featuring over 400 
rare objects which range from 
the luxury furnishings of Roman 
dining rooms to carbonised food 
that was on the table when the 
volcano erupted. Everything from 

12

Above: Still life 
wall panel fresco  
ad 45–79
House of the 
Chaste Lovers, 
Pompeii.

Right: The Princess 
burns the Efrite 
to death (1914) by 
Edmond Dulac 
(1882–1953), from 
Inspired by the East

©
 parco archeologico di pom

peii/the ashm
olean

©
 the trustees of the british m

useum
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the exquisite mosaics and frescoes 
in the villas of the wealthy to 
the remains found in kitchen drains 
show what the Pompeians loved 
to eat and drink, providing an 
extraordinary insight into their 
everyday lives.
ashmolean.org

Inspired by the East: How 
the Islamic World Influenced 
Western Art
british museum, london
to 26 january
Charting a fascinating history of 
cultural and artistic interactions, 
this exhibition explores the sizeable 
impression the Islamic World has 
had on Western art. With objects 
including ceramics, glassware, 
jewellery and contemporary visual 
and decorative pieces, it brings 
together five hundred years of 
interaction between the cultures. 
It concludes with a 21st-century 
perspective, through the eyes of 
four female artists from the Middle 
East and North Africa who continue 
to question and subvert ideas 

of Orientalism and explore the 
subject of Muslim female identity.
britishmuseum.org

Wildlife Photographer of the Year
natural history museum, london
to 31 may
The Natural History Museum’s 
annual competition returns for 
its 55th year, showcasing the 
breathtaking diversity of the 
natural world and documenting 
curious animal behaviours and 
extraordinary species. With 
50,000 entries a year, it continues 
to uncover surprising and 
challenging stories at a time of 
environmental crisis.
nhm.ac.uk

Sacred Laos in Photographs: The 
Monks’ Gaze
british library, london
1 november to 9 february
The Luang Prabang unesco World 
Heritage Site in Laos is home 
to a rich blend of Lao-French 
architecture and heritage, and to 

numerous Buddhist temples and 
monasteries. These photographs, 
often taken by monks from within 
monasteries, depict day-to-day 
life for both the monastic and 
lay communities.
bl.uk

Prix Pictet 2019: Hope
victoria and albert museum, 
london
14 november to 8 december
Founded in 2008, the Prix Pictet 
supports photographers who 
successfully combine compelling 
narratives with artistic rigour. 
An international prize, it attracts 
contributions from around the 
globe on issues ranging from 
environmental sustainability to 
migration, poverty and isolation. 
An overall winner is announced at 
the v&a on 13 November, and all 12 
shortlisted portfolios are on display 
in the museum’s Porter Gallery.
vam.ac.uk

Africa's Forgotten Frontiers: The 
Sahel – Reza Pakravan
guildhall arts centre, grantham;
theatre hullabaloo, darlington;
studio 74, exeter phoenix;
turner sims, university of 
southampton
19 to 28 november
In this touring rgs lecture, 
filmmaker Reza Pakravan shares 
tales of his journey to the frontiers 
of the Sahel, where global warming 
has contributed to the greatest 
human migration on the planet. 
He examines the impact on the 
lives of the indigenous people who 
call the Sahel their home – from 
the Wodaabe nomads to climate 
refugees and Sudanese fighters.
rgs.org

Below: Touching 
Trust by Thomas 
P. Peschak. Highly 
Commended, 
Wildlife 
Photojournalism. 
Wildlife 
Photographer of 
the Year 2019
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The Singapore 
Bicentennial

There’s never been a better time 
to visit The Lion City. For its 
bicentennial, heritage trails on its 
fishing-village history have opened 
up, the surfboard-capped towers of 
Marina Bay Sands are illuminated by 
a magnificent lights festival and the 
Asian Civilisations Museum is hosting 
a unique cocuration with the British 
Museum. Focusing on Sir Stamford 
Raffles’ role as an academic and 
collector, it’s the chance to learn how 
he authored The History of Java and 
founded London Zoo. 

Then, alongside colourful parades 
celebrating the island’s varied heritage, 
the City Hall has opened its doors – a 
20th-century grand dame that’s lived 
through the British, Japanese and 
modern eras. Whatever you choose, 
most of the bicentennial events are 
free, with many available annually or 
even year-round. What’s more, after 
two years of restoration, the iconic 
Raffles Hotel has just reopened. The 
rooms are all suites, there’s a restaurant 
collaboration with Alain Ducasse, and 
white-marble bathrooms are joined by 
the likes of in-room iPads.

That’s not to say, however, that the city 
has lost touch with its roots. While 
great modern structures dominate the 
skyline in giant-tree ecosystems and 

Singapore is staging a full calendar of events across 

the city this year, commemorating the 200th anniversary 

of Sir Stamford Raffles’ arrival. 
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park. Having hosted 19th-century 
fortifications, the shrine of ancient 
Singapura’s last ruler and countless 
British governors, including one Sir 
Stamford Raffles, its diverse past is 
showcased in a multimedia exhibition 
that brings to life key moments in 
Singapore’s transformation.

Inspired? Get in contact with a Wexas 
Far East specialist on 020 7838 5958 or 
take advantage of one of the featured 
itineraries.

glass-and-steel towers, multi-tiered 
temples dot Chinatown and a 19th-
century mosque glitters over the Arab 
Quarter. Indeed, Singapore’s cultural 
precincts do much to chart the city’s 
rich trading past, something perhaps 
best epitomised by its famous hawker 
food centres. Expect everything 
from fluffy paratha breads and satay 
skewers to oh-so-meaty chilli crabs 
and sticky barbecue noodles, each dish 
mapping the cultural influences that 
inform Singapore.

Fort Canning, too, wraps up much of 
the city’s history among its leafy central 

SINGAPORE IN STYLE
7-DAY CITY AND BEACH BREAK

This curated break will see you stay in a pair of 
lavish hotels, relaxing in an infinity pool with views 
over Marina Bay and enjoying the sun-drenched 
beaches on Singapore’s Sentosa Island. For an 
insight into the Bicentennial, you’ll also be treated to 
the likes of a historic river cruise, a 1920s bike tour 
and an indulgent afternoon tea experience. And, 
to help it all run seamlessly, we’ve included private 
transfers throughout. 

Prices start from £1,930 pp. incl. flights, private transfers,  
5 nights B&B accommodation & private touring. For a full 
itinerary and all inclusions, visit wexas.com/154174.

RAFFLES SINGAPORE
7-DAY LUXURY HOLIDAY

Follow in the footsteps of Rudyard Kipling and 
Ernest Hemingway to experience the golden 
age of travel. Updated for 2019 after two years 
of refurbishment, this is your chance to stay 
in Singapore’s hotel icon, exploring the city’s 
myriad delights from your central location 
before returning to afternoon teas, cocktails 
by the rooftop pool and the gentle baritone of 
the towering Sikh doormen.

Prices start from £2,730 pp. incl. flights, private transfers 
& 5 nights accommodation in Raffles. For more details, visit 
wexas.com/103211.
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Sir Robin Knox-Johnston sailed 
into history as the first person 
to circumnavigate the world non-
stop and solo. Many years before 
that feat, a writer for The Times 
proclaimed: “Going down to the 
sea in ships has been deprived 
of almost all its terrors and most 
of its romance… The fear that the 

sea once inspired, except in rare cases, has vanished… the 
mysteries of the deep have lost their attraction.” 

Knox-Johnston is in his eighty-first year now. The piece 
in The Times was published in 1928. The circumnavigation 
was completed in 1969. And yes, perhaps the romance of 
going down to the sea in ships is not quite what it was, but 
life on the waves will never cease to be a source of drama, 
danger and stories of dashing derring-do. And in the tale told 
by Sir Robin, a maritime career equal parts grit and glamour, 
laced with both pragmatism and poetry.

“I was totally entrapped by the life at sea, the security of 
the life aboard a ship and the constant variety in ports, 
peoples and cargoes. I was seduced by the feel of a warm 
breeze on my skin, the glitter of the sun on the sea’s 
ever-changing surface, the warm smell coming off the 
shore of Africa, India or Arabia as the ship waited, sleepy 
crew at their stations, for the sky to lighten and a fresh port 
to open for us. 

“There was more to it, though. I was responding to an inner 
need to get away from the crowded land and back to the 
open spaces where there are no roads, no signposts, but 
where the navigator is never lost. I had those navigational 
skills now. I had worked hard to obtain them and was proud 
of my Board of Trade certificate. I wanted to exercise those 
skills almost as much as I wanted those clean, uncluttered 
horizons and the comfort of a well-ordered, disciplined life.” 

Those qualifications were earned through a serious stint 
with the Royal and the Merchant Navy, satisfying hard work 
with a sprinkling of espionage in the Gulf, and no shortage 
of fun and freedom, even when on duty. The sum of his 
experiences at sea meant a life on land was not going to be 
an option. 

“I loved being on watch at night. My watch started at 2000 
and by 2200 the ship was largely asleep. Standing on the 
bridge under a clear starlit sky, enjoying the warm wind 
created by our movement through the water, the only sounds 
coming from the thump of the diesel engine and the waves 
passing down the ship’s side, I felt no envy for those who had 
to commute morning and evening to and from an office.”

A Life  
at Sea

amy sohanpaul speaks with record-breaking 
adventurer sir robin knox-johnston
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We speak over the phone from my office. Sirens on the nearby 
streets are so loud he exclaims “What have you got going 
on there?” I watch helicopters hover outside and ignore the 
police cars, thinking as we talk about proper danger, such 
as the sharks circling as Robin attempted to caulk his yacht 
Suhaili on her first voyage. The inspiration for a boat of his 
own came during his navy years, watching dhows sail and 
wondering if he could commission one to sail from India, 
where he was based at the time, back home to Britain. Expert 
advice was a yacht would be a better bet. 

It turned out she was, taking Knox-Johnston into the history 
books through huge waves and stormy weather on his 
record-breaking voyage. A variety of boats started out on 
what had become the Sunday Times Golden Globe Race. Robin 
said of Suhaili: “I had what I had. She was not fast but she 
was strong and seaworthy and I would just have to work out 
how best to help her through the roaring forties when I got 
there.” Not everyone shared his faith. While in the last stages 
of getting Suhaili ready for the challenge, a spectator asked 
where he was going, and on hearing Australia asked, ‘‘What, 
in this?”  

In his recently published autobiography Running Free, Robin 
recounts his reaction: “Now any sailor will understand that 
you might insult a man’s wife and get away with it, but 
never insult his boat.” But even Robin had doubts from time 
to time during his days at sea about just how much battering 
and battening Suhaili could withstand. The storms, towering 
waves, appendicitis suffered alone, having to shoot a shark, 
are pretty much just a typical week’s worth of adventure 
from those 312 days.  

Other records followed, including a new fastest time for 
circumnavigation in 1994, and then becoming the oldest 
competitor in the Velux 5 Oceans Race, completing a solo 
round-the-world voyage at 68. As amazing as all these 
achievements have been, Robin is almost as proud about his 
involvement with  Clipper Ventures, set up to inspire new 
generations to sail competitively. 

He tells me: “You know someone once said to me, what 
do you think you’ll be remembered for? And I said, well, 
I suppose sailing non-stop around the world, but also 
Clipper Ventures. Because we’ve introduced over 5,000 
people to sailing, 2,000 of those people had never been 
on a boat before. And they’ve turned out to be good 
sailors, with enthusiasm for sailing – and it’s serious 
sailing. It’s not just nipping down to Cowes –  they’re at
 sea for nearly 4,000 miles. And it’s a lovely combination 
of people. You’ve got everyone from the Commodore of 
the Royal Navy to taxi drivers, PR executives, doctors, 
nurses – everyone.”

 s ir robin knox-johnston / guest
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melbourne / portrait of a city

“This can’t be right,” I think to myself, 
suddenly feeling uncertain. I’m in 
downtown Melbourne, it’s getting 
dark, and I’m on my way to meet some 
friends: but their directions are taking 
me down an unwelcoming, dodgy-
looking alley. Ignoring my internal 
alarm, I step into the shadows and 
through a hidden, unmarked door to 
find myself in an unexpectedly upbeat 
bar. The music is good, the crowd is cool 
and the atmosphere is buzzing: just as 
it will be all across the city’s famous 
small-bar scene.

This secretive spot, The Croft Institute 
is typical of Melbourne’s off-the-
beaten-track small bars. The small-bar 
phenomenon came into being some 
two decades ago, thanks to progressive 
licensing laws that encouraged a wave 
of innovation. Bars appeared and 
thrived in all sorts of rather unlikely 
places, from basements and rooftops 
to uninviting backstreets like the one 
I’ve just discovered. Since then the bar 
scene has evolved and, while it’s less 
secretive than it once was, it’s still a 
rule of thumb that the most rewarding 
places are the least conventional and 
trickiest to find.

With so much urban edge in this 
city, it’s hard to believe that central 
Melbourne held little appeal until as 
recently as the 1980s – a victim of the 
1960s ‘donut effect’ that saw people 

Urban 
Edge

words
James Litston
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desert the city for the suburbs. From 
a visitor perspective too, Sydney stole 
the limelight effortlessly with its 
beaches, Opera House, Harbour Bridge 
and other world-class landmarks. 
But a counterculture revolution saw 
Melbourne’s CBD (central business 
district) reborn, with cheap rents 
attracting independent business to set 
up shop in the laneways. Such small-
scale bars, stores and restaurants still 
characterise these passageways today 
and helped to set Melbourne apart 
from its bigger, more beautiful but far 
less urbane sister city.  

A thorough exploration of even the 
grungiest-looking dead ends can 
yield off-the-grid fashion stores, hole-
in-the-wall cafes or tiny, standing-
room-only bars, all of which add 
edgy appeal to the bustling CBD. I 
find another such bar later on, tucked 
away on a Chinatown side street. 
With its elevated, open-air deck and 
inspired cocktails such as Melbourne 
Moonshine, Union Electric turns out 
to be perfect for whiling away a jet-
lagged summer evening. 

I pick up Melbourne’s underground 
appeal again the next day in Degraves 
Street, close to central Flinders Street 
Station and where the regeneration 
of the laneways began. Still the most 
celebrated of the city’s tiny back 
streets, Degraves and its grungier 
continuation, Centre Place, are 
endlessly popular and lined with cafes 
and lunch spots. Both lanes are alive 
this morning with office workers 
seeking a caffeine kick and chatting 
animatedly over lattes, long blacks and 
flat whites. Melbourne is justifiably 
famous for its coffee culture and the 

laneways are awash with coffee shops, 
each with its own tempting take on 
friands and other bite-sized cakes. 

Further up the lane, a three-piece 
band is putting on an impromptu 
performance just across from where 
tourists are busily Instagramming 
the street art. Colourful graffiti is 
a hallmark of central Melbourne, 
especially on nearby Hosier 
Lane. Vibrant murals (many by 
international artists) have spread 
throughout the CBD, whose walls and 
alleyways are effectively a maxi-scale, 
open-air gallery.

I follow Centre Place to where it ends 
on Collins Street, a grand thoroughfare 
whose imposing architecture recalls 
the boom of the gold rush years – an 
era when Melbourne was the richest 
city in the world, with seemingly 
limitless construction budgets. Today 
some of its former banking halls have 
been converted to flagship stores, and 
Collins Street is Melbourne’s most 
prestigious shopping destination, 
especially at its glitzy ‘Paris End’. 

Sticking to the underground theme, 
I delve back into the laneways and 
amble slowly through The Block: 
a covered arcade built in 1892 and 
still with its original mosaic floor. In 
contrast to the larger shopping malls 
around the corner, most of The Block’s 
stores specialise in products made 
or produced in Victoria (mainland 
Australia’s smallest state, of which 
Melbourne is the capital). This part of 
town is also known for its made-in-
Melbourne homewares and design, 
making this the ideal place to browse 
for gifts that you won’t find at home.

At this point I realise that all this 
exploring has left me feeling hungry, 
so I follow my nose towards Flinders 
Lane and one of Melbourne’s most 
talked-about restaurants, Chin Chin. 

The popularity of its pan-Asian food 
combined with a no-booking policy 
means that queues can sometimes 
stretch some way down the street. 
Fortunately the fresh, punchy flavours 
are always worth the wait. Before 
long, I’m sipping a cool green tea 
and trying to choose between menu 
highlights such as stir-fried silken 
tofu, beef rendang and Thai goat curry. 
Unable to make up my mind, I opt for 
the ‘Feed Me’ menu that turns out to 
be a continuous stream of bestselling 
dishes chosen by the chef and all piled 
high until I’m ready to pop.

Perhaps not surprisingly after such 
a formidable feast, my appetite for 
discoveries is somewhat dimmed 
by my lunchtime indulgence – but 
as luck would have it, I don’t have to 
go far to find something else quite 
remarkable. I roll myself down 
Flinders Lane to my digs at the Adelphi, 
which just happens to be one of 
Melbourne’s most feted and stylish 
boutique hotels. Still fresh from a top-
to-toe update, its location in the thick 
of things makes this an unbeatable 
place to stay, but the hotel’s trump 
card is unquestionably its bijou rooftop 
pool. 

Though tiny, what makes the pool 
really special is the fact that it 
cantilevers over the street and is 
clearly visible from Flinders Lane, 
nine storeys below. As I stretch out 
on a lounger and soak up its classily 
kitsch Club Tropicana vibe, I reflect 
that this is just one of Melbourne’s 
many urban discoveries. Be they down 
an alleyway, up a flight of stairs or 
projecting out from a hotel rooftop, 
they’re everywhere you might care 
to find them. You just have to know 
where to look.

portrait of a city / melbourne
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The leopard was the cat that brought 
me to Africa, the cat that walked 
alone. I admired its secretive ways, 
its ability to blend with the sunlight 
and shadows. But when I first set 
foot on the continent in 1974 it was 
estimated that 50,000 leopards a year 
were being slaughtered annually to 
satisfy the fashion industry’s love 
affair with fur. Everything changed 
ten years later when the anti-fur 
organisation Lynx launched a hard-
hitting poster campaign on behalf of 
Greenpeace featuring photographs 
by David Bailey. His images depicted 
a model sassaying along the catwalk 
with blood seeping from beneath 
her fur coat accompanied by the 
provocative slogan: “It takes up to 
40 dumb animals to make a fur coat. 
But only one to wear it.” Almost 
overnight it became unacceptable 
to wear fur of any description – 
providing respite for a while for 
spotted cats like the leopard.

Angie and I have taken thousands of 
photographs of leopards, depicting 
a hidden world, revealing how the 
leopard prefers to remain concealed 
by a blanket of grass or sit stationary 
with its spotted coat blending with 
the green and orange leaves of a 
croton thicket. Even if you do not 
see a leopard, the thought that one 
is there, camouflaged in black and 
gold, stirs the senses and fires the 
imagination like no other animal. 
We have been privileged to enjoy 
the company of many leopards over 
the years, each with its own quirks 
of character and temperament: the 
Mara Buffalo Female and her daughter 
Chui in the 1970s and ’80s, and Half-
Tail and Zawadi in the 1980s and ’90s. 
Each provided us with a snapshot 
of the enigmatic existence of these 
extraordinary big cats. We spent 
weeks at a time in their company, 
following them along Fig Tree Ridge 
and Leopard Gorge through some of 
the most dramatic leopard country 
on earth in what is now known as 

Brightness in the grass:  
A life with leopards
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the Mara North Wildlife Conservancy 
bordering the Maasai Mara National 
Reserve – our second home in Kenya. 

As photographers, finding and 
photographing leopards has been 
our greatest and most rewarding 
challenge these past 40 years. 
When Zawadi finally disappeared 
in 2012 we had followed her for 
16 years; her mother Half-Tail for 
eight years before that. It is hard 
to describe the joy and wonder we 
have felt observing a wild creature 
such as Zawadi for that length of 
time, delighting in every nuance of 
her character, empathising with her 
struggle to survive the harsh beauty 
of the African wilderness and raise 
her cubs, watching with respect and 
a sense of reverence as she began 
to fade in her twilight years. After 
Half-Tail was killed in a wire snare 
by herdsmen in retaliation for killing 
livestock, and Zawadi became more 
difficult to follow, we spent time with 
Bella and her daughter Olive along 

leopards / wildlife watch

the beautiful tree-lined course of the 
Talek River, watching as Olive raised 
generation after generation of cubs 
before being killed by a lion at twelve 
years of age. We continue to follow 
her daughter Bahati, who like her 
mother has raised a number of cubs 
to maturity. 

Today it is easier than ever to see 
a leopard in the Mara. However, 
there is an urgent need for greater 
discipline among drivers and guides 
within the Reserve to ensure that 
leopards and cheetahs – particularly 
when accompanied by young cubs 
– are not unduly stressed by the 
pressure of all the vehicles. The 
Wildlife Conservancies bordering 
the Reserve are leading the way 
in this respect, regulating the number 
of vehicles at a predator sighting to 
a maximum of five. Rangers monitor 
the situation, preventing cars from 
getting too close while ensuring 
that visitors are granted their turn 
in due course. 

There was a time when leopards 
roamed over much of Eurasia and 
Africa, from the rugged deserts 
of the Arabian Peninsula to the 
dense jungles of Java. While they 
are still the most widespread big 
cat on earth, leopards continue to 
be killed for their spotted skin in 
parts of Africa and Southeast Asia. 
They now occupy just 25 per cent of 
their historic range due to human 
encroachment and loss of natural 
prey and are occasionally seen 
on the streets of big cities such as 
Mumbai, Nairobi and Johannesburg, 
subsisting on dogs, cats and poultry. 
While they are doing relatively 
well in parts of Africa and India, 
six of the nine subspecies have 
declined by more than 90 per cent. 
Consequently the International 
Union for the Conservation of 
Nature (IUCN) is expected to uplist 
the leopard from near-threatened 
to vulnerable, with some subspecies 
receiving a listing of endangered 
or critically endangered.
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“An old proverb goes; ‘In Sichuan you’ll see  
more teahouses than sunny days,’” says the 
manager Qiang Li, as he unlocks a pair of heavy 
wooden doors. “Even though they can be found on 
every street corner, none are like this one. This is a 
yizhu, a hidden pearl.” 

He steps into the adobe building and flicks a 
light switch, suddenly illuminating striking 
Communist propaganda on the walls. Mao Zedong 
gazes down from on high, the former leader of 
the People’s Republic beaming his trademark 
beneficent smile in fading red and black paint.

“The Guanyin Pavilion has survived 300 years of 
Chinese history as well as the many fires which 
destroyed most of Pengzhen town,” Mr Li continues 
as he lights an old woodstove and loads it with 
rusting kettles. “The surrounding streets are the 
same. This is a piece of the old China that’s fast 
disappearing everywhere else.” 

The Oldest 
Teahouse 
in China

As the sun rises over the town’s buckled terracotta 
rooftops, shafts of light begin pouring through 
holes in the teahouse ceiling, spotlighting the 
men who sit in lonely silence, staring into the 
distance as if hypnotised by the puffs of Thermos 
steam and cigarette smoke that sail up into the 
bamboo rafters.  

On a dusty shelf a ceramic figurine slowly emerges 
from the darkness. A relic of the Cultural Revolution, 
it portrays a landlord forced to his knees, his 
arms tied in preparation for torture, a dunce’s hat 
denouncing him as evil and worthy of death. 

“You see things here from the old days which 
don’t get taught in school and are not spoken of in 
public,” whispers an old man sitting nearby. “This 
teashop, this neighbourhood, they don’t look like 
modern China,” he adds. “The big cities are just 
glass and steel. Here, we live in a place which is 
frozen in time.”
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gold rush-era Wild West, flaky signal 
boxes collapsing through drowsy 
eucalyptus trees. When we’d passed 
through Chilecito, some old mining 
carts, upturned and rust-red, had 
been heaved into lines to mark the 
boundary of a local football pitch.

The finger is moving faster now: 
wriggling within the torrent of white-
water valleys; dancing between 
warped cardón cacti the height of 
several men; whizzing through long-
vacant villages and their rustic relics; 
and breezing past Incan remains – 
doomed, you’d expect, to sink back 
into the desert dust. At the top of 
the map, just before its frayed edge, 
his finger comes to rest on Palo 
Blanco. Home.

Dani’s wife arrives back at the table 
with four glasses, some homemade 
wine, and some maté – Argentina’s 
eccentric national drink, prepared 
in a gourd and sucked up through 
a metal straw. 

Twilight’s blush has begun to prise 
the hostility from the landscape, 
and Palo Blanco is becoming slowly 
less sepia and washed-out, colour 
granted a moment’s freedom to roam 
the streets. The maté gourd begins 
doing the rounds, too, shared with 
a ritualistic etiquette Marcus and 
I remain oblivious to. More wine is 
poured, and talk turns to tomorrow.

Mañana, Puna? Dani points a thumb 
over his shoulder, past the reaches of 
our map, and towards a land that looks 
and feels barely of this planet. His face 
is suddenly serious.

Eyes glinting behind curling cigarette 
smoke, Dani chuckles, gestures his 
wife inside to fix some drinks, and 
reaches for our tattered map. It’s 
unclear whether he’s understood 
our sparse Spanish, but in this 
hunched, single-street outpost, 
creaking under the uncaring brow 
of the High Andes, a friendly porch 
is a friendly porch.

Marcus and I had arrived in Palo 
Blanco on our horses just as the 
afternoon winds had dropped. 
We’d become accustomed to the 
violent gales that stampeded daily 
through Argentina’s wide plateaux, 
conjuring up towering dust devils 
and sending clumps of tumbleweed 
spinning frantically into the gathering 
gloom. A couple of hours later, 
abruptly, all would fall still, leaving 
the distant peaks that encircled us 
furnished with a serene, spectral 
cape of disturbed snow. 

Dani must have been watching 
our shimmering outlines as we 
approached along the dead-straight 
trail; he was waiting with a bucket 
of water when we clip-clopped 
sombrely into town, berets bent 
against the low sun.

Back on the porch, a leathery finger 
prods at the bottom of our map 
of northwestern Argentina. Dani 
looks up. Mendoza, he says, pointing 
enquiringly to where our horses 
are grazing. Si, we nod enthusiastically.
Oh, how we missed Mendoza – 
a vineyard-quilted paradise speckled 
with stylish estancias and their sunset-
tilted balconies. The Malbec grape 

fares particularly well here, coddled as 
it is by Mendoza’s generous trinity of 
altitude, endless sun and cool Andean 
meltwater. It’s where we’d bought our 
horses, nursing slight hangovers, some 
600 miles ago.

Dani seems to have understood 
how two travellers wound up in his 
isolated hometown as he begins 
tracing his finger northwards, making 
short work of the dizzying switchback 
passes and the jagged panoramas 
that had constituted our first weeks 
in the saddle. Rodeo, he murmurs, 
tapping again on the creased paper.

We never got a straight answer as 
to whether Rodeo gave its name 
to Argentina’s daring horseback 
festivities, but the bizarre, bustling 
crossroads town, located next to an 
indigo lake famed for its windsurfing, 
felt equine at its roots. We’d parked 
our horses in a shared municipal 
corral before spending a night in 
the nearby thermal baths, buoyed 
by the promise of muscular recovery.

Chile-citooo, Dani exclaims happily, 
jabbing the town excitedly and 
grinning up at us. 

Eerie, characterful Chilecito, or ‘little 
Chile’, was founded by the Spanish in 
1715, but only gained its name after 
the 19th-century mining boom, when 
an impossibly long cable car was built 
from the town all the way into the 
high sierra, attracting Chilean miners 
from the other side of the Andes. 

Half-buried train tracks are sewn 
through what feels entirely like the 
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The Puna plateau, another kilometre 
above our current 3,500-metre 
elevation, is an eye-widening shop 
of geological horrors, grotesque in 
their utter disregard for the living. 
Time at this altitude is measured 
tectonically, as a litany of brooding, 
black volcanos and blinding-white salt 
pans will testify. 

It’s little wonder that before the 
Spanish came, awe-struck Inca 
tribespeople made gods of each 
mountain peak in this twisted 
dreamscape. Half a millennium ago, 
Inca children were left atop these god-
peaks – as sacrificial offerings, some 

argentina / eyewitness

say – or as humble mediators between 
gods and men.

Up in colonial-era Salta, facing onto the 
town’s delightful plaza, the Museum 
of High Altitude Archeology has three 
such children on careful rotational 
display, their bodies recovered from 
heights of 6,700m where the air is too 
thin to facilitate decomposition. Their 
captivating expressions are suspended 
in time, ambiguously positioned 
between tranquility and suffering.

In a country that extends from the 
Amazon to the Antarctic, these little 
faces whisper secrets that tell of an 

ancient thread, binding Argentina’s 
patchwork of wildernesses together, 
sowing tension in the hills and 
nerviness in the trees. Beauty laced 
with horror; peace tied together 
with conflict.

Mañana, Puna, I nod, holding Dani’s 
stare as night races across the kingdom 
of the mountain gods. There’s still that 
twinkle of mischief in his eye as he 
lights another cigarette.

Buena suerte, Dani says finally, raising 
his glass.

Good luck.
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The Carso region, or Karst Plateau 
of northeastern Italy, stretching 
into Slovenia, is a rugged coastal 
landscape dotted with rustic taverns 
called osmizas, serving tempting 
house-made wines and local foods. 
Inland are inviting woodland paths 
linking tiny villages, while the 
Strada Napoleonica (Napoleonic 
Way) hugs the Adriatic coast and 
offers amazing views across the 
Gulf of Trieste. Near Miramare, 
the 19th-century Hotel Riviera & 
Maximilian’s – former home to 
Maximilian of Habsburg, Imperial 
Prince and Archduke of Austria and 
future Emperor of Mexico – sits atop 
a steep and wild promontory over 
Grignano bay with its own raised 
platform ‘beach’ and an impressive 
terrace restaurant. Nearby, the 
14th-century Duino Castle, where 
the Bohemian-Austrian poet Rainer 
Maria Rilke composed his Duino 
Elegies, remains in the hands of the 
Czech branch of the House of Von 
Thurn und Taxis, and is open to the 
public as a museum and park. The 
city of Trieste was Austrian, Slavic 
and even independent before joining 
modern Italy, and suffered intense 
Italian and Yugoslav partisan activity 
and Allied bombings in World War II. The 
dramatic region offers a captivating 
mash-up of cultures, history and 
culinary delights.

pictures
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Previous page: The ‘beach’ 
at the Hotel Riviera 
& Maximilian’s near 
Miramare Castle, Trieste.

Clockwise from top left: 
The entrance of Duino Castle; 
View from the top terrace 
of Duino Castle overlooking 
the Gulf of Trieste; Osmiza 
in Brestovica, Slovenia; 
Farmhouse in Medeazza.
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Overleaf: Staircase in Duino 
Castle; Farmhouse-osmiza in 
Medeazza; Duino harbour.
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Home Comforts
come to my favourite place in the 
park, a patch of woodland where 
it is possible to walk and rarely see 
another human being. In Two Storm 
Wood – how I love the simple poetry 
of the name! – there are quarrelling 
squirrels and raucous ring-necked 
parakeets whose vivid green shapes 
flit from wood to wood, descendants 
of pets who fled domestic captivity in 
the distant past, and around whose 
existence there are countless legends: 
they were released into the wild by Jimi 
Hendrix in the late Sixties, they escaped 
the set of The African Queen in the Fifties 
when Humphrey Bogart and Katherine 
Hepburn were filming in nearby 
Isleworth, and many other attractive 
speculations. 

The wood takes its name from the two 
great storms of 1987 and 1990 which 
threatened many of the older trees 
and prompted the park authorities to 
encircle the area with railings and a 
protective ring of younger trees. 

Some of the oaks here are hundreds 
of years old, symbols of gnarled 
solidity against which, one morning 
not long ago, in the middle of an 
anxiety attack I pressed my shaking 
hands. The panic passed. I was still 
there. One foot in front of the other 
I walked down the path, lighter, gladder. 

Because of illness my travels abroad  
are at a temporary stop. These days 
a train into London from these 
southwestern suburbs is a major 
expedition. The nearer frontier is just 
across the road, through the prim 
avenues of East Sheen, down the lane 
between the Palewell allotments 
hugging the path by Beverly Brook until I 
reach the open spaces of Richmond Park. 
My partner is an inveterate harvester 
of berries. Anything that leans out 
over a fence onto the public path is fair 
game. So in this autumn season we 
often pause to eat what she has plucked 
from the raspberry plants and the 
blackberry brambles. 

I once scorned the idea of allotments. 
They seemed too trapped to me, an 
attempt to pretend the farm could 
find a place in the city. Gone is my 
cynicism. I have applied to the council 
for a patch of ground and am told 
it will take at least five years. I can 
wait. And when it is granted I will 
enthusiastically join the ranks of tomato, 
pumpkin, marrow, pear, potato and 
rhubarb growers.

I am in the process of recovering from 
the psychological consequences of 
reporting on conflict for many decades. 
This is a story for another telling when 
I have gained the necessary perspective, 
but my life now calls for a peaceful 

environment. The great spaces of the 
park with its trees, meadows, ponds 
and wildlife are my Elysian Fields. 
Richmond Park is three times larger 
than New York’s Central Park and many 
times more beautiful.  

When my son was young I would 
take him here most Sunday mornings 
for rugby training. It was where 
fathers loping into middle age could 
summon the spirit of lost youth on 
the sidelines to which they were now 
forever confined. This was the Britain 
in which it was possible to stand 
among a large group of people without 
ever mentioning the word ‘Brexit’ or 
experiencing the furies it provoked, 
a land of lost content in which fierce 
dissensions seemed to belong in 
other people’s countries and our most 
passionate debates were about the 
selection of national rugby teams. 

I remember steam rising from a pile 
of scrambling bodies on a frosted 
January before lightning and high 
winds sent us retreating to the car 
park. The park represents a symbol 
of continuity in my life that is all 
the more cherished now that I have 
had time to reflect on thirty years of 
reporting on conflict. 

If you leave the rugby fields and walk 
due north for about ten minutes you 

Words by Fergal Keane
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On a high summer day when drought 
has burned the grassland yellow the 
open ground here can remind me of 
the African savannah. Perhaps it is a 
caution born of experience on African 
safaris that makes me give the deer 
of Richmond Park a wide berth when 
I encounter them. Wild animals are…
wild. These fallow deer can be dangerous 
during the rutting and birthing seasons 
when the forest echoes to the primal 
calls of life. Still there will always be 
some fool who lets their dog run wild 
and provokes a charge. 

Most days now we rise just after 
dawn and head into the park. 
The other day we  were crossing a 
patch of open ground between two 
copses when the clamorous sound 
of geese in flight stopped us in our 
tracks. We heard the sound of wings 
displacing air as they headed in the 
direction of Penn Ponds in an arrow 
formation, the honking of their 
comrades encouraging the birds 
at the front. At such a moment, in such 
a place it is easy to fall in love with life 
once more. 

Fergal Keane is the BBC’S Africa Editor. 
His memoir Wounds is published by 
William Collins 

Illustration by Luke Walwyn

fergal keane / my world
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Burgeoning 
Bangalore 

The UN defines ‘megacity’ as an urban 
agglomeration with over 10 million inhabitants, 
putting Bangalore alongside the likes of Shanghai, 
Lagos and Rio de Janeiro. As the third-most 
populous city in India and 18th in the world, its 
population has approximately doubled since the 
turn of the millennium – something largely fuelled 
by the city’s tech boom. Bangalore is often referred 
to as the Silicon Valley of India, home to the nation’s 
top IT firms and STEM universities. It’s even where 
India’s space agency is headquartered.

Of course, it has pedigree. In 1906, Bangalore 
became one of the first places in India to enjoy 
hydroelectric power. The locally developed 
Bangalore torpedo, widely used in WWI and WWII, 
still sees military action today. And the city’s 
Indian institute of Science consistently tops lists 
of the country’s finest universities, having been 
established around the turn of the 20th century. 

Although today you might then expect a full 
complement of glass-and-steel architecture, the 
landmark business parks are sequestered away 
in the outer suburbs. Instead, Bangalore’s centre, 
while improved by an ever-expanding, state-of-
the-art metro system, is still delightfully chaotic, 
buzzing with rickshaws, colourful crowds and a 
full calendar of cultural events. This is, after all, 
one of India’s most liberal cities.

A nascent hipster scene is even finding its legs in 
independent cafes, before losing them in craft beer 
joints. Although the received epithet Pub Capital 
of India might be more of a reflection on the rest of 
the country, there are few better places to drink in 
Bangalore’s youthful enthusiasm than in one of its 
achingly hip bars. 
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There are also plenty of hangovers from the British 
Raj. As it is today, Bangalore was the administrative 
capital of the region in the 19th century, something 
remembered by plenty of colonial-era vestiges. 
The High Court is a vision of Graeco-Roman 
colonnades, the Lalbagh Botanical Gardens’ grand 
Glass House was modelled on London’s Crystal 
Palace, and 120 acres of parklands fan out from 
the Gothic severity of the State Central Library. Still, 
it’s the Bangalore Palace that will linger longest 
in your memory. Built for an 11-year-old maharaja, 
imposing Tudor-revival flourishes play out over 
castle-like turrets and battlements, themselves 
hiding a truly regal interior. 

However, all these riches, both past and present, 
don’t tell the full story of Bangalore. After all, 10% 
of the city’s population live in what are so often 
euphemistically termed “informal settlements”. 
With half the residents in Mumbai and Nairobi 
living in slums, this might be relatively low when 
compared to other similar cities in the developing 
world, but it certainly can’t be ignored.

Indeed, the aforementioned boom has tempted 
people in from far and wide, with the latest census 
indicating that half of Bangalore’s population has 
come from outside the city. While most hail from 
the same state, many have travelled across the 
country. Yes, a great portion will be working in 
the big tech companies, but many will also find 
employment keeping Bangalore’s great machine 
ticking over as construction workers, taxi drivers 
and food vendors.

These are the people, pictured over these pages, 
that you see when walking through Bangalore’s 
streets. With the photos taken over a single 
afternoon’s stroll, they represent just a small 
snapshot of a city where visitors are invariably 
welcomed with smiles and invitations to buy 
something tasty or interesting – for a very 
reasonable fee, of course. On a single road, 
you’ll find anything from essential brassware 
pots and pans to the full regalia required to 
throw an entire festival – flowers, musical 
instruments and all.

What the photos don’t show, however, is the high-
pitched whine of the rickshaw, the glottal sales 
pitch of the chai wallahs or the smells. Oh, the 
smells. One moment you could be treated to a full 
medley of incense and the next confronted with 

the whiff of a loose goat or a wandering cow.

All of these images were taken in and around 
Russell Market. Although first built in 1927 
by the British and named for the municipal 
commissioner, it was inaugurated by Hajee 
Sir Ismail Sait – a knighted businessman and 
leader of the city’s Muslim community. Indeed, 
the area around the market is distinctly Islamic, 
soundtracked by vociferous halal butchers and 
the mellifluous call to prayer that emanates 
from over a dozen mosques concentrated on 
the market’s square mile. But, like so much 
of Bangalore, in that square mile you’ll find 
imposing Gothic churches side-by-side with 
Hindu shrines, sequestered along leafy laneways. 

This rich diversity has long been informed by 
the city’s migration. In Bangalore, there are 
more than 1,000 Hindu temples, 400 mosques 
and 100 churches, alongside everything from 
Jain basadis to Sikh gurdwaras and Buddhist 
viharas. Now we’re starting to build a picture 
of what a megacity is. 

Taken as a whole, it all forms a truly cosmopolitan 
atmosphere that’s perhaps best surmised by 
Bangalore’s wide-ranging culinary tastes. 
This being a city on the go, there’s a real focus on 
street food. There’s something for every taste, 
whether it’s a crispy South Indian dosa served with 
lentil sambar stew or a fluffy biryani rice holding 
a fragrant goat curry – an Islamic favourite. The 
latter all too easily captures the city’s diversity in 
a nutshell, bringing together disparate influences 
from the likes of northern Mughlai cuisine 
and Hyderabadi Nawabi traditions. And Gobi 
Manchurian, one of Bangalore’s favourite treats, 
is a meeting of Indian and Chinese textures and 
flavours – a crisp, tangy preparation of deep-fried 
cauliflower balls, tossed in dark soy sauce.

This is really where Bangalore’s delights lie, in 
the combination of divergent cultures, tastes 
and communities. A walk through its streets 
will take you between the cutting edge of the 
tech industry and the chef’s knife before depositing 
you, somewhat confused, somewhat excited, 
into either a hustling market or a quiet English-
garden corner. It’s a megacity in the purest sense 
of the word.

traveller  vol 49 · no 2 ·  2019

eyewitness / india



45vol 49 · no 2 ·  2019 traveller   

india / eyewitness



46 traveller  vol 49 · no 2 ·  2019

eyewitness / india



47vol 49 · no 2 ·  2019 traveller   

india / eyewitness



48

The Musandam Peninsular sticks 
far out into the Strait of Hormuz 
some 700km from her mother 
country Oman; a great chunk of the 
uae has divorced them. Omanis felt 
like outsiders here, even the local 
tribespeople, the Shihuh, seemed 
like rarities. Everyone appeared to 
be a foreigner – Iranian businessmen, 
barbers from Kerala and any number 
of Indians and leathery Teutons 
who work in the nascent tourism 

industry. I wondered if there’s an Asian 
mafia roundabouts. 

An Algerian waiter spoke Norwegian 
fluently.He pointed out, in very 
good English, three small tables 
under a yellow striped awning – 
a man on one of them offered me 
a seat. My companion turned out 
to be an English literature fanatic. 
Farazdap quoted Defoe and got 
fired up by Blake; spattering the 
conversation with witty observation. 
He’s an Iraqi who left Basra in 2003 
and has made a living translating 

traveller  vol 49 · no 2 ·  2019
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but is now, I understand, working 
as a housekeeper. A fat man on the 
middle table ordered an enormous 
plate of orange and golden crabs; 
I expected other diners to join him, 
but they didn’t and he scoffed the lot 
as well as a side dish of prawns.

I walked off along a new road that 
skirts the cliffs to the first cove 
and a village that’s been there for 
centuries. Until 12 years ago the only 
way in was by boat – the roads have 
helped change everything. There’s 
a lot of new building going on now, 

words
Nick Maes

Musandam
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traditional small houses are being 
replaced by altogether bigger and 
uglier affairs. But these buildings all 
look insignificant below the thrillingly 
inhospitable, jagged mountains. 

They feel mythological. Unimaginable 
forces of nature have created walls of 
lacy erosion like a colossal termite’s 
nest. Boulders the size of double 
deckers are seemingly held in place 
by mud. Many of them are covered 
in pictograms, one features a man on 
a horse and is perhaps 2,000 years old. 

This is violent and savage scenery 
created by a God with a headache 
– and utterly marvellous for that. 
It’s a landscape that seems to be 
awesomely devoid of life and it’s 
difficult to imagine why anyone ever 
inhabited it in the first place.

Acacia trees punctuate the barren 
wastelands, but as they’re dust-covered 
appear all but invisible. The palette 
is extraordinary, morphing from deep 
concrete grey into rose and then the 
warmest honey. Local rock strata are 
dramatic and looked to be studded 
with serried rows of goat turds; the 
red chert nodules making the cliffs 
look like a vast scatalogical nougat. 
Goats, I discovered, were a leitmotif. 
And although the landscape is 
magnificently barren and seemingly 
unable to support life, the ocean 
positively pops with fish; huge shoals 
of sardines busy themselves on the 
surface and boats are plagued by 
dolphins. Perhaps all the wildlife exists 
below the waves.

At 5 o’clock I chill on my balcony 
with a g&t staring out to sea and 
watching the many dozens of small 
speedboats zip across the water all 
headed in the same direction: Iran. 
They’re some of the businessmen 
I saw earlier; smugglers.

Over at the harbour they’re building 
a new jetty for the ferry, but the far 

side of the port was more interesting. 
Smuggling is very big business. 
Shopping lists are phoned through 
to buyers in Dubai (three-and-a-half 
hours away overland), the goods are 
bought and sent to store houses in 
Musandam the next day. Meanwhile 
smugglers are importing stuff to sell 
on the first tide – mostly livestock 
from what I can gather, more goats. 
They’re landed at 6am and deals are 
done. Money changes hands, the 
outgoing goods, cigarettes, shoes, 
cloth, it could be just about anything, 
are paid for, loaded onto testosterone-
charged speedboats and, as I’m 
having my first gin, sped back to 
Iran. I wouldn’t want to be caught 
smuggling anything in Iran let alone 
alcohol, which apparently is another 
popular line in contraband.

Bribes are paid all over and local 
services become inflationary. If a 
smuggler wants a taxi to bring goods 
from a store in the old souk to harbour 
(no more than 600 metres) he’ll pay 10 
Reals – ten times the normal price. I was 
told everyone makes a good living from 
the trade and then the Real dropped 
and I understood why peasant farmers 
were pulling down their old houses 

and erecting oriental Barratt homes 
in their wake. Smuggling is a massive 
open secret,  no one attempts to hide it 
and large police boats bob idly by.

As the daylight fades I see two red 
lights winking at each other and a 
third green light occasionally flashing; 
they are signals for smugglers. 
But the unfolding drama is akin to 
watching a natural history programme 
– where there are congregations of prey 
there are sure to be predators. 

There are pirates out there too. Not only 
do the smugglers have to pay everyone 
off and dodge the Irani police boats, 
they have to avoid being hunted 
down by much tougher customers. 
The combination of smuggling and 
piracy is potent.

I join skipper Malallah on his 
white speedboat and scoot into a 
fjord. He cautiously tells me about 
the pirates. To my amazement 
they come from Baluchistan and 
Afghanistan. The image of bearded 
Afghani buccaneers, Kalashnikov in 
hand, burns itself into my imagination. 
I love the idea  that a land-locked nation 
has its own  sea-faring pirates.



into the scented water. Was this, 
I wondered idly, the world’s fi nest place 
to get close to the wild?

Kaikoura is not a name that trips 
off the tongue when you list those 
lucky places in the world that offer 
a taste of adventure, an encounter 
with nature, and a touch of luxury 
at the end of an action-packed day. 
But this township of wooden cabins, 
ringed by mountains in a rugged 
bay, is New Zealand’s next big 
eco-destination. 

“It’s the best place in the world for 
swimming with dolphins,” explains 

Kate, the sparky concierge at Hapuku 
Lodge, who shows me up the rickety 
stairs to my treehouse. “And seeing 
whales. But mind you read the 
weather report at breakfast.” She grins. 
“If the sea’s rough, you might need a 
Kaikoura Cracker. They’re the only 
pill that works.”

Kaikoura has two great claims 
to fame. One is Hapuku – a line 
of treehouses perched in a grove 
of wispy manuka trees, between 
the mountains and the sea. From 
the outside it’s a tumble of timber 
boxes on stilts, but inside it’s a 
cool expanse of slate fl ooring, 
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As darkness fell on the olive trees 
and the grazing deer, I slipped into 
the jacuzzi in my treehouse and 
listened to the Pacifi c breakers 
rolling in. My muscles ached from 
swimming with 400 dolphins 
beyond that surf, and my head swam 
from sampling almost as many 
wines at the vineyard outside town. 
I was looking forward to a dinner 
of drippingly fresh crayfi sh, then 
an evening by the fi re that fl ickered 
at the far end of this treehouse room. 
Beyond it, huge windows revealed 
a zigzag of blue mountains. A stag 
bellowed to a doe. Beside the fi re, 
an iPod rippled jazz. I slid deeper 

Following 
        the rainbow godwords

Jonathan Lorie
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designer furniture and satin drapes. 
Its restaurant is superb and its 
management is keen to be green. 
It has been called the world’s most 
romantic honeymoon hotel. 

The other great claim lies beneath 
the sea. Below those heaving waves 
is the Kaikoura trench – a Grand 
Canyon of the ocean, 60 kilometres 
long and 1,200 metres deep, whose 
rich food chain attracts giant squid 
and 14 species of dolphin and whale. 
Nowhere else in the world has such 
deep water a kilometre from land. 
Here your chances of seeing a whale 
are 95 per cent, every day of the year.

Next morning I’m ready for the sea. 
Dutifully I search the breakfast 
room for that weather report. It’s a 
handwritten note among trays of 
fresh-baked scones and jars of home-
made jams. “Rough seas warning.” 
Should I be worried by this?

But I don’t need much persuading 
from the crisp-shirted waiter to 
try the Lodge’s signature breakfast 
dish: Duck Hash, a crisp tangle of 
fried duck strips, softened with 
sautéed potatoes and drizzled 
with the yolk of a poached egg. It is 
meltingly good. 

As is my stomach when I hit the 
water an hour later, somewhere 
out to sea, intent on catching the 
best experience this coastline has 
to offer: a swim among dolphins. 
They’re everywhere. Our speedboat 
is surrounded by hundreds – 
leaping, diving, double-fl ipping, 
their black fi ns slicing the water, 
splashing in curious circles around 
us, somersaulting in water and air 
in a vast display of playfulness 
and trust.

I sit on the back step of the launch, 
clad from head to toe in rubber, madly 
adjusting my diving mask. “You have 
too many smile lines,” warns the 
instructor from Dolphin Encounter. 
“They’ll let the water in.” Then I leap 
into the wake behind the boat.

There’s a shock of cold water and a 
heave of ocean swell, even though 
we’re well within sight of the 
mountains, not half a mile from 
shore. But out here the waters stretch 
to the South Pole, and wide-winged 
albatross skim low over the waves. 
The water tips and slumps like a vast 
creature breathing. Luckily I have 
taken a Cracker.

Then I look down. Below me, far into 
the green depths, are shadow after 
shadow of dusky dolphins. They 

weave and dive through soft jade 
light. One curves towards me, then 
darts away. Another circles my head. 
I fl oat face down, peering into the 
world where they live.

We make three dives like this – the 
maximum the instructor allows. “We 
don’t want to disturb them,” he says. 
But three is enough. On the third, as 
I fl oat marvelling, a single dolphin of 
my own length appears beside me. 
It stays close. I see its head turning 
towards me, peering into my face. 
Then I hear the crackle of its voice. 

I am entranced. It’s a feeling that 
returns the next day, out to sea once 
more, this time in search of whales. 
The skipper is a tousled Maori who’s 
tracking them with a sonar. Whenever 
it blips, he guns the catamaran to top 
speed. “They only come up for fi ve 
minutes,” a crewman shouts above 
the roar, “then they dive for hours. 
Their tail fl ip makes 500 horsepower 
– enough to dive a thousand feet in a 
couple of minutes. Last year a research 
submarine took two hours to do that.”

We race for a mile, banging into 
headwaves, and I realise I have no 
Crackers. But then skipper cuts the 
engine and we tumble out on deck. 
Spray whips our faces. The boat 
rolls. My stomach steadies. The 
crewman points. 

Between billowing swells, we 
glimpse a fountain of water and the 
long dark block of a sperm whale’s 
head. “That’s just the front of its body,” 
he murmurs, “then there’s the tail. 
They grow to 18 metres long.”

It lurks in the water, still as a rock. 
Then tips up its head for one last fi ll of 
air and plunges into the deep. Its black 
trunk, gnarled with barnacles, surges 
upwards and then down, ending in the 
perfect arc of its tail, the twin fl ukes 
fl icking skywards and under. A circle 
of bubbles fl oats on the water. 

Following 
        the rainbow god
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This is the first of four whales we 
see this afternoon. They’re all sperm 
whales, but others are found here too 
– humpbacks, orcas, blue whales, all 
pausing to refuel in the trench, en route 
from the Antarctic to the tropics. The 
size of these creatures is staggering. 
You could swim in the artery of a blue 
whale. Its heart is the size of a small car.

Whales rarely come so close to shore. 
That’s what first attracted Europeans, 
and their earliest settlement here was 
the Waiopuka Whaling Station in 1842. 
Its original building still stands, a 
clapboard bungalow on a lonely point. 
Now a museum, Fyffe House sits in 
a cottage garden of pink and white 
flowers. But when you reach its wide 
verandah, you see the foundations 
of the house are the bones of whales. 
Huge discs of vertebrae, wide as 
your shoulders and grey with age, sit 
between the wooden walls and the 
beaten earth. This town was built 
on whales.

But today the hunt is for thrills not 
kills, and Whale Watch Kaikoura, the 
leading local tour operator, is keen on 
conservation. “We came up with the 
rules for watching whales,” explains 
Lisa Bond, a feisty ex-skipper, in a 
shoreside office crammed with awards. 
Their boats are environmentally 
designed, they limit the density of 
marine encounters, and their profits go 
to community projects. “The company 
was set up as a charitable trust by four 
Maori families, anxious to create jobs 
and keep the young people in town.” She 
smiles. “Now the young people do leave 
for university – but they always come 
back. We have a rugby team again.” 

The town council has followed this 
lead, with an ambitious plan for a 
green future. They were the first 
council in the world to win a Green 
Globe certificate for environmental 
management, back in 2004. Then they 
set up a carbon-offsetting scheme 
called Trees For Travellers, and a festival 

of fashion from recycled materials. 
“Not bad for a little nowhere place,” 
said a council spokeswoman at the time. 
“Perhaps it’s because we’re so close to 
the sea – nature matters to us.”

But nature has always mattered here. 
Six centuries before the white men 
came, the Maoris arrived to fish its 
teeming waters. They named it for this 
abundance – Kai for ‘food’ and Koura 
for ‘crayfish’. In their legends, the trench 
was carved out by a god, and the first 
ancestor rode in on a Southern right 
whale. The god Maui fished up North 
Island from the deep, and where his 
foot slipped into the water, it made 
a splash that became the headland 
above the town.

You can walk up there today, wander 
the ramparts of earth that remain from 

the ancient village, and gaze across 
the sunlit waters. I went there with 
Maurice Manawatu, who runs the local 
Maori Tours. His sister welcomed us 
with a ritual song, walking backwards 
before us into the site. In a sacred spot 
surrounded by trees, Maurice gave me 
a Maori name, enshrining a place back 
home that is special for me.

“And yours?” I asked. 

He pointed a finger at the white peaks 
behind the town. “My name is from 
a mountain over there, called Sacred 
Footsteps of the Rainbow God. For us 
Maori, people of the land, all of nature 
is sacred.” 

It’s a view that the modern world is 
starting to share. And here in Kaikoura, 
you can experience it for real.
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With 24 hours of darkness in the depths of 
winter, Antarctica is the coldest, windiest, 
and, surprisingly with all that ice, the driest 
continent on Earth. With an annual precipitation 
of less than 100 millimetres at the South Pole, 
most of Antarctica is technically a desert. It is 
also unbelievably cold. The air temperature can 
plummet to minus 89.4°C, as it did in July 1983 at 
Russia‘s Vostok Station. It was the coldest natural 
air temperature ever recorded in a conventional 
way. However, taking data from various sources, 
including readings from satellites, scientists 
believe the coldest parts of Antarctica are on 
the Eastern Antarctic Plateau, where there 
are no weather stations and the snow surface 
temperature regularly reaches minus 98°C 
during the polar winter night, making it the 
coldest place on Earth.

Ice defines the white continent and the ocean 
that surrounds it, so it is a challenging place for 
life to survive in. Living organisms have two 
choices: they either try to avoid it by moving 
north, and find themselves on subantarctic 
islands where they compete with many millions 
of others for food and space, or they attempt to 
embrace it by remaining south, where they find 
solitude but must endure one of the most hostile 
places on the planet. 

There are few native terrestrial species on 
the mainland, most no bigger than midges, 
springtails and mites. On the coast and on 
subantarctic islands – forming the wider 
Antarctic region, however, the picture is 
very different. The Southern Ocean and the 
southern extremities of the Atlantic, Pacific 
and Indian oceans are packed with marine 
life, enabling seals and penguins to live here 
all year round. Great whales – including blue, 
fin, right, humpback, minke and sperm – and 
countless seabirds, including several species 
of albatross, arrive here for the summer, when 
most animal communities depend on a shrimp-
like crustacean that is probably the world’s most 
numerous animal – krill.

From Seven Worlds, One Planet by 
Jonny Keeling and Scott Alexander 
BBC Books, hbk, £25, accompanying 
the BBC One series

Deep freeze
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Good Times
in the

Badlands
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“The Canadian prairie is as flat as a puddle 
on a plate,” says geologist Brent Noland with 
a chuckle. “Then, suddenly, you arrive in 
southeastern Alberta and it looks like the 
land’s been ripped apart; you’re in this strange, 
magical place of mesas, canyons and hoodoos: 
the Badlands.” 

“It’s a paradise for anyone who loves rocks,” 
continues Noland, who guides geographical 
enthusiasts across the region’s otherworldly 
landscapes. “But what makes it particularly 
fascinating is that the story of Canada is here 
all in one place: from the days of the dinosaurs 
to the First Nations, and on to the pioneers who 
named this area ‘les mauvaises terres à traveser’ 
– the bad lands to cross. Exploring it is like 
turning the pages of a history book.”    

Noland’s hometown of Drumheller is the 
starting point for my week-long road trip across 
a corner of the country that’s surprisingly 
little known to many Canadians, let alone the 
wider world. At first sight it’s an unremarkable 
place, but beyond the pizza parlours and mom-
and-pop stores lies a remarkable treasure: the 
Royal Tyrrell, one of the finest natural history 
museums in the world.

“From the tiny to the terrifying, there’s a 
plethora of dinosaur species on display here,” 
explains palaeontologist Dr Jim Gardner, as we 
enter the first of many gasp-inducing galleries 
featuring fully reconstructed skeletons: from 
a lumbering Camarasaurus to a vicious-
toothed Gorgosaurus. 

“Alberta is a dinosaur hotspot with an 
incredible fossil record,” he continues, as we 
pass a terrifying T. rex, discovered by chance by 
schoolboys fishing in the province’s Crowsnest 
River. “Seventy to eighty million years ago the 
area looked totally different to how it does now; 
a semi-tropical coastal plain, teeming with 
life. Powerful, seasonal storms and floods not 
only killed lots of the animals but buried them 
quickly under sediment. So we had a dinosaur-
rich ecosystem with the perfect conditions for 
preserving their remains.”

Dr Gardner invites me backstage to a storage 
room where in one corner an Ornithomimosaur 
lies in a dramatic death pose. “It’s one of our 
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most spectacular specimens,” he enthuses. “When it was 
discovered they noted black hash-marks on the arms. A 
colleague later realised they were attachment points for 
feathers. Like many of our dinosaurs, this beautiful mimic-
bird-lizard was unearthed in one of the richest fossil beds 
on the planet – at Dinosaur Provincial Park – also in the 
Badlands, a couple of hours’ drive from here.”

It was at the end of the last ice age, some 14,000 years ago, 
that the startling topography of Dinosaur Provincial Park 
was formed. Violent torrents of meltwater were unleashed 
from glaciers up to a kilometre thick, cutting downwards 
through the rock to create serrated cliffs and vertiginous 
gorges, and exposing the fossilised bones hidden within 
the sediment. 

“We found snake specimens from the time of the dinosaurs 
and they’re still around today,” says Lois Schmidt, a park 
guide, as we head out on a trail. “Our short summers and 
long winters mean they don’t build up large venom supplies 
though, so they’ve never killed anyone – not yet, anyway,” 
she teases.

Together we trek across magnificent lunar flats, cresting a 
ridge to reach a Centrosaurus bone bed, the resting place 
of an enormous herd, nearly a thousand strong. “It’s likely 
they were fording a swollen river when they drowned,” 
she explains. “The area is so rich in fossils, they’re just one 
of nearly 50 dinosaur species discovered here.”

Later in the day, as the sun drops and the shadows lengthen, 
I take another hike through valleys striped in shades of 
russet and grey with appropriately-named palaeontologist, 
Amber Whitebone. “The sense and scale of history here is 
epic,” she says, casually pointing to the tibia and fibula of a 
duck-billed Hadrosaur protruding from the ground. 

“We’re making new discoveries all the time – both animal 
and human. Recently, an archaeological site was discovered 
with tools dating back 1,300 years. They belonged to the 
park’s earliest human inhabitants – the Blackfoot people – 
who were finding fossils long before the Europeans arrived. 
The First Nations didn’t recognise them as dinosaurs though. 
They called them the ‘grandfather of the bison’, their most 
sacred animal.”

Blackfoot territory once stretched way beyond the 
vastness of the park to cover much of modern-day Alberta, 
Saskatchewan and Montana. Near the point where the 
Badlands reach the US border, I head to the banks of Milk 
River, where the indigenous people left their mark at 
Áísínai’pi (Writing-on-Stone); a sacred valley boasting the 
highest concentration of rock art on the Great Plains. 

“The nomadic Blackfoot people first set up their tipis here 
more than 3,000 years ago,” says Randy Bottle, whose given 
name is Saa’kokoto or ‘Clear Ice’ in the indigenous language.  

“On their seasonal rounds following bison on foot, they 
found shelter, water and an abundance of game. They 
also left traces of their passing, their knowledge and their 
customs.” Carved with antler and bone, there are depictions 
of sacred ceremonies and vision-quest dreams. Other images 
are more biographical. “This man carries a bow-spear, 
decorated with ermine or feathers, and the triangle above 
the head is a top-knot – an indication that the artist was of 
high status, likely a chief or great warrior.”   
 
As the morning passes rock faces emerge from the shadows, 
revealing their most painful scars – bullet holes – a reminder 
of the darkest period in Blackfoot history. “When the settlers 
came, we shared our land and our knowledge with them. 
But our numbers were drastically reduced by their Western 
illnesses, they drove our bison to the point of extinction, and 
they imprisoned us in reservations,” he explains, without 
a word of rancour. “Despite all that has passed, we are still 
here. This magical place is a testament to the strength of 
our culture, that we are resilient people, with the power to 
overcome.”

I head north across the wind-whipped prairie, across lands 
so featureless that the clouds become the only scenery. The 
empty monotony is eventually broken by colourful roadside 
signs which announce a local rodeo: the century-old festival 
begun by the early pioneers – who came from far away to 
tame this unforgiving land. 

I pull into Pollockville, a tiny hamlet of six houses, which is 
alive with a ‘bronc match’, a bucking bronco competition.  
Barbecues are already sizzling in preparation for the ‘prairie 
oyster’ (castrated calves’ testicles) cook-off, while behind the 
makeshift arena, competitors are busy stretching legs and 
taping fingers in preparation for the bumpy ride ahead.

“This is the way the early homesteaders did it back in the 
1900’s when they wanted to turn a wild mustang into a 
ranch horse”, explains cowboy Kendall Miller, as he slips 
on a pair of chaps made from buffalo pelt. “They’d get the 
saddle on, and just keep a-riding until it was ‘broke’.”

He mounts his ‘bronc’ and settles into the stirrups. 
“These old traditions are really important,” he says, while 
waiting for the gates to open and his bucking turn to begin. 
“They celebrate our roots, and bring the people of the 
prairie together – like a kind of community glue. They’re 
the highlight of the year for sure. That’s why we call it 
‘Cowboy Christmas.’”
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Glittering in the darkness of a Nordic sky 
in winter, the aurora borealis is a message 
from beyond.

Scientists will say that it is caused by solar 
dust, shooting from the face of the sun to 
travel across the immensities of space and 
settle upon our earth. 

But the Vikings believed that these swirling 
lines of blue and pink and green are reflections 
of the armour of the gods, glimpsed in mid-step 
as they march across our skies.

Whatever your belief, standing by a fjord in 
a field in midwinter and watching this cosmic 
display, you cannot help but feel both larger 
and smaller than your usual self. 

Up there is the dancing of the spheres, the 
pull between the planets, the everything 
and nothing we can know. Down here 
is our little life, which after our journey will 
be rounded with a sleep.

Across the water, the lights of a village offer 
sanctuary. Without them this polar night 
would be bitter indeed. 

Long ago, the peoples of the north learned 
the power of fire, to warm the body and heal 
the heart. They lit a spark of the gods in the 
hearth of every home. 

Even tonight, as we walk back past their red 
wooden houses, there will be candles in all 
their windows.

The 
Gods 
Above

 
words

Jonathan Lorie
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 Doug wanted a drink, preferably an unwooded Chardonnay. 

Blunt-force trauma not being an option, I wanted some 
tranquilliser darts. Preferably fast-acting, Diazepam-tipped 
ones which would knock him out for the day. He needed 
sedating. He wouldn’t let up.

These things happen and these people occur sometimes on 
tram-and-tractor wine appreciation tours.

I looked at the conductress and she shrugged, indicating 
that, sadly, she had  no means of incapacitating him. No anti-
personnel, self-defence weaponry handy. No Zulu wooden 
blowpipe or sub-Saharan barbiturate delivery system 
which would allow me to administer an antidote to his 
interminable anecdotes.

You can choose your friends and you can hand-pick 
grapes but you can’t pick the person who chooses to sit 
next to you on the new Franschhoek Wine Valley trolley-
tram tour.

The best way to see the gastro capital of South Africa’s 
Cape winelands is by rail in a recently-launched, balconied 
double-decker 1925 Blackpool Corporation-style tram. I was 
one of the first onboard. The fare for a full day is 240 Rands 
(about £13).

The tracks were laid by fruit farmers in 1904 in this small 
town forty minutes from Cape Town, and now connects 
oenophiles with twenty-two of the valley’s fifty wine 
estates – some of the oldest and best in South Africa. 

The new 5-metre-high trams give passengers “a unique 
and unparalleled vantage point from which to survey 
and experience the local countryside and discover true 
essence of the area.” 

Unless a Kentish inebriate sits beside you all the way.
His face was rich garnet. When the sun came through the 
clouds over the Dassenberg mountain it turned bright ruby. 
When he laughed at his own bad jokes it went Syrah-like. 
Obsessive puns caused a Pinotage flush.

His nose was prominent and berry-compote red; an 
inelegant nose with a chicane in it. At every stop I felt 
irritation and impatience fermenting inside. I tried some 
crisp acidity but it didn’t work. He was the life and soul of the 
wine tram – or so he believed. He never shut up.

You could see the family of Swedish missionaries, including 
a son training to be a prison officer, giving him the 
‘sectioning’ eye.  The couple from the Isle of Man wanting 
to give him a long lingering finish. To follow him down into 
a wine cellar, lock the door and throw away the key. To curate 
his disappearance. Even though we were upstairs upfront, 
he was a pain in the rear.

He had been on the tram all day, for two days. He had had 
Turkish Delight and chocolate pairings. He had done olive 
tasting and undergone the biltong  and droëwors experience. 
And the whole immersive Western Cape Province wine 
experience. Which meant he couldn’t say Stellenbosch. He 
didn’t have good balance either.

His breath was a heady bouquet – perhaps 10% Colombard, 
10% Cape Riesling, 25% Chenin Blanc, 30% Merlot , 5% 
Cinsault, 18% Pinot Noir and the rest chuck beef, dried 
sausage and charcuterie platter.

Being naïve in South African wines and a Franschhoek 
virgin, I wanted to sample the super-quality wines and 
pedigreed excellence of the terroir first settled by the 
Huguenots in 1688 and render Doug paralytic before he 
did it himself. At last he nodded off, addled. 
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Winding between snow-capped 
peaks, mapping rushing rivers 
and pausing to take in the 
local wildlife, Canada’s Rocky 
Mountaineer is widely considered 
to be the world’s most scenic 
rail journey. And, while its SilverLeaf 
Service impresses with domed 
coaches and a fully inclusive 
spread of drinks and dining, 
it’s the GoldLeaf Service that 
truly befits this trip of a lifetime.

From the moment you step aboard 
to a welcome toast, everything 
is taken care of. The onboard hosts 
are flawless, from topping up your 
complimentary champagne to 
giving you an insight into railway’s 
pioneering heritage and pointing out 
any loping bears. Then, the likes of 
Pacific salmon, striploin steaks and 
buttermilk pancakes are prepared 
onboard by chefs trained in Michelin-
starred restaurants.

What’s more, with the dining car 
situated below and the seating on 
top, the carriages’ split-level design 
offers truly privileged views, further 
enhanced by a curved glass roof. Not 
only is there an open-air observation 
platform exclusive to GoldLeaf 
Service passengers, but your seat’s 
raised vantage point takes you 
above the tree line, showcasing 
the very best that the Canadian 
Rockies have to offer. 

GoldLeaf Service includes:
• A bi-level dome coach
• Upgraded hotel stays
• Gourmet breakfasts and lunches
• Exclusive outdoor viewing 

platform
• Indulgent snacks and all alcoholic 

and non-alcoholic drinks
• A welcome aboard toast
• Baggage delivery to your hotel

ROCKY MOUNTAINEER 
GOLDLEAF SERVICE

A 7-day luxury rail journey in GoldLeaf 
Service aboard Rocky Mountaineer STARTS 
FROM £3,025 PP incl. flights, UK airport 
lounge access, select transfers, 5 nights 
accommodation, 2 days aboard Rocky 
Mountaineer in GoldLeaf Service, selected 
meals & selected touring incl. Rockies 
helicopter flight. For all inclusions and a full 
itinerary, visit wexas.com/103892.

To find out more or to start planning your journey aboard the Rocky Mountaineer, contact a  Wexas Canada specialist on 020 7838 5958

AN ELEVATED EXPERIENCE
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He certainly couldn’t pronounce the name of the winemaker, 
Van Zyl du Toit. We left him asleep on the terrace under some 
150-year-old oak trees.

The MCC (Méthode Cap Classique) route connects Babystoren 
(with its 13 different grape varieties) to Franschhoek Pass 
Winery, home of  Morena Ancienne – made from Pinot Noir, 
Chardonnay and Muscat d’Alexandra. Its corks are tied on 
with string, as of old. The winery has a villa available for rent. 
Bizarrely it has its own private golf driving range.

Good things were said on the tram about the Rotisserie and 
South African Table menus at Leopard’s Leap – and especially 
the Laingsburg lamb. Passengers swapped restaurant 
recommendations – La Petite Colombe,  Le Coin Français and 
the Marigold Indian restaurant.

A couple from Belgium recommended Vrede en Lust and 
Plaisir de Merle under Simonsberg Mountain. Passing more 
vernacular Cape Dutch farmhouses, they said that Allée Bleue 
(1690 ) grew tatsoi ( spinach mustard), alpine nectarines, 
sharon fruit, persimmons and Purple Majesty, Songold and 
Sun Kiss plums. 

An Italian couple had bought from La Bri. They showed me a 
bottle of Merlot prettily labelled with pink March Amarylis 
Belladonna and a Cabernet Sauvignon with white Watsonia. 
They said the Green Line was the best.

Like me, they were staying at Leeuw Estate which owns the 
town’s Tuk Tuk Microbrewery and the Marigold in town. Sir 
Richard Branson is your next-door neighbour.

As well as walking tours of the hotel’s Sauvignon Blanc vines 
and  statues by Deborah Bell, Otto du Plessis and Angus Taylor, 
escorted by assistant farm manager Johann Moolmann, in 
the manor’s  exclusive wine studio you can  utilise your taste 
buds, palate and liver some more by sampling award-winning 
wines by Andrea and Chris Mullineux. 

Your sommelier is a man called Admire, through whom 
you learn to appreciate the finer nuances of Swartland 
wines and try and detect the nose of sun-ripened pears and 
wet granite in Kloof Street Chenin Blanc and the subtle 
tannins of single-terroir Schist Syrah. Shale, it turns out, is an 
acquired taste. 

Goodness only knows what aftertaste Home Counties wino 
Doug woke up with – if he woke up at all. Doing the Orange, 
Purple, Green, Blue and Yellow lines all in two days isn’t 
very refined, whereas Franschhoek most definitely is. 

But Doug hardly noticed.

south africa / eyewitness

Spitefully, I finished off his artisanal cheese and melba toast. 
And his Merlot.

The wine tram is the brainchild of Zimbabwean railway 
enthusiast David Blyth, who started with green 1890-
style  biodiesel-fuelled open-sided  32-seater trams with 
flip-over benches, allowing visitors to enjoy the views in 
both directions. He has recently supersized to 80-seater 
double-deckers and 120,000 passengers a year.

Golfing holidaymakers hopped on and Koreans hopped off. 
You can visit six wineries and have four drinks at each from 
around 50 Rand (less than £3).

Rickety Bridge Winery, overlooking Wemmershoek 
mountain, goes back to 1797. Sipping Paulina’s Reserve and 
the handiwork of Wynard Grobler, you can play boules 
while waiting to catch the next tram. The restaurant serves 
venison casserole complemented by Chevin cheese . 
You are watched by a sculpture of a white rhino. 

The 300-year-old, 47-acre Grande Provence heritage 
wine estate has its own gallery and constantly evolving 
sculpture  garden. On my visit, two large nude men with 
no discernible genitals greeted tram passengers. The 
work of Anton Smit tellingly evoked themes of suffering, 
reconciliation and sublimation as Doug snored on beside me.

At Grande Provence you can blend your own. But it won’t 
compete with Angel’s Tears. The vineyard sells Namjii 
fertility dolls – presumably for those who overindulge 
and risk viticultural droop. 

I helped myself to Doug’s cheese platter – Foxenburg, Crottin, 
Hilton Blue, Dalewood Lanquedoc  and drunken pecorino – 
curdled ewe’s milk soaked in Cabernet Sauvignon must. 

Grande Provence also offers West Coast oysters with 
Cap Classic sparkling and vintage Brut. You are a 
heathen if you don’t accompany them with a daikon 
radish. And it’s an unpardonable  sin not to order yuzu 
superfruit pearls.

 The Grande Provence has a music school. The Holden Manz 
Wine Estate has a yoga studio. Most of the wineries in the 
valley have accommodation and wedding facilities. At 
the 1694 La Bourgogne Farm on Excelsior Road you can try 
marrying White Honey Semillon and truffles as well  Tram 
Red Blend and Plodka plum spirit. 

Doug woke up briefly. He couldn’t remember if he had 
been to Allée Bleue and had any of its very approachable 
entry-level Blue Owl or ultra-premium L’Amour Toujours. 
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– The Sacred Tooth Relic of Buddha 
housed in Sri Dalada Maligawa, a 
former palace.

Esala refers to the month of the full 
moon and is especially significant 
to Buddhism as it commemorates 
the time of Buddha’s first teachings 
after his enlightenment. Perahera 
means procession in Sinhalese, one 
of Sri Lanka’s official languages.
Like many Eastern festivals, dates 

are dictated by the lunar calendar and 
therefore vary year to year.

Our driver and guide explained 
that during pre-Buddhist times, a 
Perahera was held during the Esala 
month to pray to and appease the 
gods for both rain and a prosperous 
harvest. “And did it rain?” asked 
my daughter. “Of course, it always 
does,” was our Catholic driver’s 
confident response.

visions / sri lanka
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Elephant Tears
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They travelled from far and wide, 
from all corners of the island 
country of Sri Lanka.This was an 
event they looked forward to for 
the past year and for some, their 
whole life.

The Esala Perahera festival is held 
every year in Sri Lanka’s cultural 
capital, Kandy. The city is also 
custodian to perhaps the most 
important Buddhist relic in Sri Lanka 

Shital Shah is swept away by the colourful procession of Kandy’s 
perennial Esala Perahera festival
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With the arrival of Buddhism 
(in around the 4th century), the 
Perahera festival incorporated 
elements of the religion into 
majestic and colourful processions. 
The most significant is the parade 
of The Sacred Tooth Relic of Buddha 
on the last day, also known as the 
Randoli Perahera.

We had purchased tickets to view 
the procession from the comforts 
of the Queen’s Hotel. The foyer was 
transformed into a seating pavilion 
much like on a cricket ground. It was 
full of tourists like us, and important 
dignitaries including various Sri 
Lankan ministers.

Across the road from us, on the 
pavement and indeed on all streets 
along the procession route were 
lined people of all ages, including 
newborn babies cradled in their 
parents’ arms. All patiently waiting 
for the start of the procession. Many 
had been there since the early hours 
of the morning in hope of a good 

spot from which to view the promised 
night-time spectacle.

The silent expectation of the waiting 
crowds was the complete opposite 
of the cacophony of sounds that 
emanated from the musicians as 
the procession inched closer and 
into view.

Acrobats, fire-bearers, festively 
dressed dancers, singers and 
musicians accompanied richly 
adorned elephants expertly guided by 
their mahouts. The most exquisitely 
decorated beast of all is the ‘chosen’ 
elephant, who is honoured with the 
task of carrying the golden casket 
which contains The Sacred Tooth Relic 
of Buddha. It was an endless parade 
which brought together all aspects 
of Sri Lankan culture and its Buddhist 
heritage. A sight to behold and never 
forget. Someone explained to me 
that at the end of festival, the elephant 
who carries The Sacred Tooth Relic 
of Buddha becomes emotional and 
is known to cry tears. I can well believe 

that after the sheer splendour of the 
majestic display we saw.

The procession lasts approximately 
four hours but the calm and dignified 
nature of the waiting crowds, the 
seamless organisation of the event 
and of course the colourful pomp and 
ceremony of the actual procession left 
us all in awe. Food, donated by temples, 
individuals and hotels was distributed 
to the crowds lining the streets 
throughout the day; water-bearers 
went round quenching the people’s 
thirst and first aid was administered 
to those that required it. As the 
lady from India  sitting next to me 
said, “I have been to many festivals 
around the world, but never have I 
seen one as organised as this.”

It is after midnight as the procession 
comes to an end. The crowds slowly 
and quietly disperse to make their 
way back home – elated at the sight 
they have seen and hoping to return 
next year to celebrate yet another 
Esala Perahera.



When we imagine India, thoughts quickly turn to its rich heritage, colourful culture and, yes, mouth-watering 
cuisine. However, it’s easy to forget that it’s a premier destination for wildlife as well. Not only is India the best 
place in the world to spot tigers, there’s also everything from rhinos and red pandas to elephants and snow leopards 
hiding among the country’s jungles, Himalayan peaks and palm-clad waterways. Read on to fi nd out more and visit 
incredibleindia.org for further information on the regions featured.

The wildlife 
    of India

1. Madhya Pradesh
With the highest population in 
India, central Madhya Pradesh is, 
simply, the ultimate place to spot 
tigers, so much so that the region 
served as inspiration for Rudyard 
Kipling’s Jungle Book. It’s not 
diffi cult to see why, with the great 
forests and sweeping meadows of 
Kanha and Bandhavgarh animated 
by a still-growing collection of 
these great stalking predators, 
along with a full supporting cast. 
Expect everything from leopards 
and wild dogs to sloth bears and 
giant squirrels. 

A 10-day Tigers of Madhya Pradesh 
tour starts from £3,755 pp incl. fl ights, 
private transfers, all game drives & 
8 nights accommodation on a mix 
of full-board and b&b basis. For a full 
itinerary, visit wexas.com/104245.  

2. Rajasthan
Although Madhya Pradesh might 
have higher numbers, Rajasthan’s 
tiger population is both wonderfully 
concentrated and backdropped by 
a rich history befi tting this royal-
state favourite. Ranthambhore 
National Park, for instance, was 



An 11-day Brahmaputra River Cruise 
starts from £3,200 pp incl. flights, 
1 night b&b accommodation & 7 
nights full-board river cruise incl. all 
excursions. For a full itinerary, visit 
wexas.com/133750.  

4. Jammu and Kashmir 
From one remote to another, the 
country’s northwestern extreme 
offers something truly unique. It’s 
a slice of Tibet in India, with snow-
capped Himalayan peaks gazing 
down on Buddhist monasteries and 
whitewashed stupas, themselves 
resplendent in colourful prayer flags. 
But, this is also the best place to see 
the enigmatic snow leopard, with 
Hemis National Park a particular 
highlight. There are also the likes of 
lynx and bears to spot.

Contact a Wexas India specialist on 
020 7838 5958  to start organising your 
trip to Jammu and Kashmir today.

5. Sikkim
The world’s first all-organic state, 
Sikkim is a vision of carpeted valleys 
and subtropical woodlands, graced 
with colourful Hindu shrines and 
Buddhist temples. And, sandwiched 
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between the great mountain kingdoms 
of Nepal and Bhutan, it’s home to the 
famous Singalila National Park. Here, 
ferret-like martens and the elusive 
red panda live among misted forests, 
while birdlife abounds, with favourites 
including fire-tailed myzornis. 

Contact a Wexas India specialist on 
020 7838 5958 to start organising your 
trip to Sikkim today.

6. Kerala
Most travellers to India’s southern 
tip get lost in its colonial hill stations, 
beaches and palm-fringed backwater 
maze. However, look a little closer, 
and there’s plenty of unique wildlife. 
Hidden among the Cardamom 
Hills, Periyar National Park’s rolling 
woodland hosts all the big names, 
including tigers, leopards and 
elephants. It’s all best appreciated on a 
lazing lake cruise. 

A 13-day Keralan Spice Coast tour 
starts from £2,260 pp incl. flights, 
private transfers, 10 nights b&b 
accommodation, 1 night full-board 
on a houseboat & private touring 
throughout. For a full itinerary, visit 
wexas.com/101846.

once a maharajas’ hunting ground, 
with 10th-century forts, vine-
cloaked pavilions and crumbling 
cenotaphs still dotting its jungle-
scrub wilderness. For something 
more off-the-beaten-track, look to 
Sariska Tiger Reserve, where peacocks, 
jackal and hyena roam among 
the canyons and streams of the 
Aravalli Hills.

An 11-day Tigers of Ranthambore 
tour starts from £3,395 pp incl. 
flights, private transfers, all game 
drives, private touring & 9 nights 
accommodation on a mix of full-board 
and b&b basis. For a full itinerary, visit 
wexas.com/134071.  

3. Assam
Tucked away in India’s remote 
northeast, Assam spills down from 
the blue mountains of Arunachal 
Pradesh in a verdant spread of rice 
fields and tea plantations. Bisecting 
it all is the Brahmaputra River, which 
leads to the world-famous Kaziranga 
National Park. Its forests and wetlands 
are home to a thousand elephants, a 
handful of tigers and, perhaps most 
impressively, two-thirds of the world’s 
rhino population. The best way to 
experience it all? A river cruise. 
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Maps in 
the Mouth

dogs or to hide under bushes later. 
That first chocolatine leaps out as a 
euphoric moment. It opens up into a 
sense of freedom, and the beginning 
of things to come beyond the edge 
of early childhood. 

Stopping for a moment now, is it 
possible to remember that first taste 
of something that opened up other 
worlds? If you close your eyes can you 
follow the thread of an evocative taste 
memory, its imprint intertwined with 
a juicier, more richly tinted version of life?

When was the first time someone asked 
you to, “close your eyes and just try this” 
and what followed was an explosion 
of delight? There is a caveat here to 
edit out those memories involving an 
older brother or sister, being pinned to 
the ground, your head weaving side-
to-side to avoid the worm, slug or 
whatever else it might have been that 
was slimy or had too many legs, and was 
about to be stuffed between your 
gritted teeth.  

No, this version is the memory of 
something along the lines of a piece 
of nectarine with a sliver of pecorino 
placed between willing lips, the scent 
of mimosa from a beach cafe garden 
all around. Or the first time an anchovy 
did not make the roof of your mouth 
shrivel with saltiness. Instead your palate 
opened up to the sweet flesh of the tiny 
fish, tenderised in southern Italian olive 

The croissant has a story. It is not French 
at all, but that is just a baker’s doorway 
into the fable of the pain au chocolat.

This opens inside the curved shopfront 
of an end of street boulangerie in Paris. 
Beyond the long window panel of the 
door, the curling script of the bakery 
etched into the glass, there are cobbles, 
dusty autumn afternoon light, bubbling 
huddles of schoolchildren heading home, 
hungry and sweet-toothed. A baker 
hums, his face round and shining from 
the heat of his ovens. Hands on broad-
aproned hips, he stands smiling as the 
children burst into his shop, each of 
them asking for a piece of baguette. Our 
perfectly cast boulanger breaks bread, 
and hands the pieces over. He watches 
as the children huddle around his door, 
splitting open their chunks of baguette 
and pushing in pieces of chocolate, soft 
and sticky from their pockets. Pondering 
as the children chew and chatter, bread-
fed and sugar-satisfied, the baker’s smile 
widens. Voilà!, the pain au chocolat is 
created by a grinning baker who worked 
out an improved, all-in-one version of 
the bread and chocolate beloved of his 
young customers. 

The stories of what we eat, whether 
true or spun, build the myths of taste. 
Yet it is our own versions of meeting 
different foods for the first time that 
have the power to spin us back through 
time. There are the famous versions, 
led by Proust’s madeleine moment, 

the relatively humble little hump-
backed cake dipped in tea tumbling 
the narrator back through time in the 
epic search through an entire life. We 
may not be as prolific as Proust, but we 
all have a library of tastes, some known, 
some buried, and all capable of hurtling 
us back through the map of our lives 
and travels. 

Wherever it was that the pain au 
chocolat came from, my own memory 
of first eating one has become equally 
filmic in my mind’s eye. I have probably 
mashed together a hundred memories, 
some mine, maybe some borrowed, 
but it does seem to have been just 
outside the door of a very classic 
boulangerie. And yes, it was on the corner 
of two streets, stacks of deeply crusted 
breads a backdrop magical to a child of 
the 70s, used only to the doughy blocks 
that sat greyly on the shelves of most 
English bakeries. To bite into what was 
described to me as a chocolatine was 
to experience delight bumping into 
the forbidden, chocolate being reserved 
for high days and holidays rather than 
street corners. When I sit still with the 
memory, I can see again the shiny pastry 
flakes falling around me as I ate, exotic 
and defiant. 

Until that point, most of my childhood 
taste memories were about poking 
things around a plate because they 
seemed revolting, sliding unwanted 
bits of things into pockets to feed to 

Words by Justine Hardy
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oil, the awareness of the fingers placing 
it into your mouth as redolent as the 
taste that followed. 

Then there are the eyes-wide-open 
memories, those amidst the wild clatter 
of newly experienced worlds where 
every sense has been spun into overdrive. 
Maybe it was an Indian city street, heat 
compressing the noise to a constant 
blare, an upturned crate beside a tea-
stall. Perhaps this taste was a fudgy 
mix of hot, thickened milk with not 
very much tea, heaped spoons of sugar 
cut with cardamom, cinnamon, cloves, 

justine hardy / my world

a black pepper punch, all drunk from 
a small glass, fingers dancing against 
the sides so as not to be burnt. It is a 
memory that bumps against another 
one – a sweetly warm association with 
childhood comfort, while the newer 
imprint of the spices represents an entry 
point into another life, a people being 
explored amongst the other drinkers 
crouched around, sucking in their chai 
through lips almost closed against 
the swirling flies. 

So we travel again, our taste buds 
navigating our human map of moods 

and flavours. The poignant, erotic, joyful 
best versions of ourselves have their 
share of counterpoints in the bad stories 
we all have in our library of taste; the 
ones about sour milk, wrong-smelling 
fish, or dodgy nuts that have confined us 
all to bathrooms explosively for days on 
end. All these tales combine to become 
our own body of literature, the stories 
from within our lives, held internally and 
very privately, our taste buds reopening 
each piece of our history.

JUSTINE HARDY is a writer,  
trauma psychotherapist and  
the founder of Healing Kashmir 

Illustration by LUKE WALWYN



There are other ways to eat snails, apart 
from stuffed into their shells with garlic 
butter. While on holiday in northern Spain 
one summer a few years ago, there was a 
thunderstorm. Within an hour of the rain 
stopping the lanes were filled with people 
clutching plastic carrier bags and picking 
at the hedgerows. It turned out they 
were foraging for the small local snails. I 
later tried them at a huge restaurant on 
the main road towards Girona called Can 
Barris, which first opened in 1949, where 
they served them in trays of fifty, 100 or 
even 250. They were baked under a spiky 
paste of tomatoes, garlic, olive oil and 
herbs. Whole family groups would order 
hundreds and then sit around digging 
at them with wooden toothpicks and 
sucking at the crusted shells and chucking 
the empties onto a central plate. I liked 
them very much, enjoyed the intense, 
meditative eating process, akin to picking 
the kernels out of salted pistachio shells. 
But they felt like a lesser experience than 
the classic French preparation.

Naturally, when Heston Blumenthal 
announced he had come up with a dish 
called snail porridge at the Fat Duck, I 
had to try it. As is often the case, he was 
playing with language. In truth, it was a 
risotto, with the rice replaced by oats. So, 
yes, it could be called porridge, but it was 
closer to a polenta. The oats were used 
as a vehicle for an intense persillade: all 
the joyful pleasures of salty butter, garlic 
and, to give it an outrageous green colour, 
handfuls of blitzed flat-leaf parsley. On 
top of this were the shell-free snails, 

with a little acidulated fennel. It wasn’t 
so much a new dish as a reworking of 
the flavours of the classic snails in the 
shell with garlic butter, presented in a 
different form. I liked it for all the wistful 
memories it brought back, but it lacked 
the tongs.

I have had garlic sautéed snails as a 
topping for steak and in little tarts, 
and as part of a canapé. But none of these 
has replaced the full experience I was 
looking for in Paris.

The morning after my meal at L’Escargot 
Montorgueil I had arranged to meet 
and interview the head chef, a big-
shouldered twenty-seven-year-old called 
Tom LeFevre. Through an interpreter 
he confirmed that 80 per cent of their 
clientele were from abroad and that 60 
per cent of those were either Chinese 
or Japanese. "They come to France 
specifically to try these dishes, so they 
come to us." He told me they shifted 
2,000 snails a day, all imported from 
Romania or Hungary. "The species of snail 
from Burgundy are protected, so we get 
them from Eastern Europe instead. They 
come in live and are blanched in stock by 
our supplier before being sent on to us."

I asked him if he felt the weight of history 
on his shoulders. "In this place, yes. 
Snails are emblematic. It’s like an onion 
soup. I would like to serve them out the 
shell more, but here you can’t do that." 
He said he had a brilliant idea. "I want to 
do a snail burger."

"As in chopped-up snails? Like a steak 
haché?"

He nodded vigorously. "But they 
wouldn’t let me do it here." Then he said, 
"Now then, you should try some snails."

I said, "It’s okay. I came last night."’ His 
face fell. "You’ve already eaten here?"

"Yes."

"How was it?"

"Fine," I said, pursing my lips. He sloped 
back into his kitchen.

Then I did what I should always have 
done. I followed Michel Roux Jr’s 
recommendation and bagged an early-
lunch table at Allard. It was everything 
I wanted a Parisian bistro to be, as 
were the snails. Butter overflowed 
hotly from the shells. There was a 
good strong baguette to mop up with. 
I felt the fire and light of garlic on my 
breath. Afterwards I ate a lardons salad 
with big, crisp pieces of belly pork and 
bronzed croutons and a bright vinegary 
dressing that stripped the dairy fats 
from my tongue. It was all those clichés 
taken seriously.

In and out  
       of the shell
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My Last Supper: One Meal, a Lifetime 
in the Making by Jay Rayner 
Guardian Faber Publishing 
hbk, £16.99
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Situated in the Marunouchi commercial district, adjacent to 
the splendour of the Imperial Palace Gardens and surrounded 
by greenery, the Palace Hotel Tokyo offers an inimitable 
perspective on the city and a sublimely tranquil moat-side 
location. Boasting a rich legacy going back over seventy 
years, the hotel reopened with a splash in 2012 following 
a three-year rebuild from the ground up, and now features 
290 luxury guestrooms, 10 restaurants and bars, and a 
lavish Evian spa with a swimming pool that has stunning 
panoramic views across the city.

The first structure to occupy the site was built to house the 
Forestry Office of the Imperial Household. This was remodelled 
as Hotel Teito in 1947, operating under the orders of the 
General Headquarters of the Allied Forces. The Teito was 
subsequently razed and the first Palace Hotel constructed in its 
place. Opening in 1961, its outer walls were clad with 1.6 million 
distinctive shigaraki tiles, an unprecedented use of traditional 
materials that earned the hotel an Architectural Industry 
Association Prize. With the recent rebuild, the tiles were 
repurposed to line the lobby stairwell, and the original counter 
from the Royal Bar designed by longtime patron ‘Mr Martini’ 
was lovingly restored.

Artwork throughout the hotel’s guestrooms and public 
spaces encompasses more than a thousand individual pieces 
specially commissioned or chosen for the hotel from an 
array of artists, including some of Japan’s emerging talents 
as well as established figures. The eclectic mix runs the gamut 
from a traditional ink wash painting that once hung in the 
original Chiyoda Suite to colourful abstracts by a Shanghainese 
artist, from indigenous rock sculptures to pencil sketches 
and contemporary laser-cut paper art.

The latest restaurant addition, opening on 1 November 2019, 
is Esterre, a first Japanese collaboration for world-renowned 
French chef Alain Ducasse. Guests can enjoy a contemporary 
approach to French haute cuisine that promises to turn 
exceptional ingredients into elegant, contemporary dishes 
that are healthy and harmonious.

“Omotenashi and hospitalité. I believe Japan and France share 
a sense of hospitality,” says Ducasse. “Whatever the apparent 
differences between the two cultures, their souls have the 
same vision of striving for excellence to anticipate their guests’ 
expectations and offering them a moment of pure happiness.”

Palace Hotel Tokyo

Named for the eponymous moat outside its windows, 
Wadakura offers a complete range of Japanese cuisine in 
four distinct areas – tempura at Tatsumi, teppanyaki at 
GO, sushi at Sushi Kanesaka and kaiseki in the main dining 
room. Complementing the Royal Bar, the Palace Lounge 
and Lounge Bar Privé offer luxuriously cosy, convivial and 
intimate settings for cocktails or afternoon tea.

A jewel in the crown of Japanese luxury, the Palace Hotel 
Tokyo embodies the best in international hospitality and an 
unfiltered celebration of the country’s culture.
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Gora Kadan, Hakone
A stay in Gora Kadan, a former retreat of the Imperial Family 
situated in the heart of Hakone National Park, is an appeal 
to all the senses, from the swoosh of sliding rice-paper walls 
to traditional kaiseki cuisine, picturesque views across a 
fragrant flower garden and the light touch of a yukata robe. 
This tranquil royokan retreat is located in an area known for its 
onsen thermal springs, heated by volcanic rocks. The suites are 
designed in minimalist style, many featuring private balconies, 
open-air baths, or a jacuzzi and steam sauna. Abundant, mildly 
alkaline hot spring water feeds the hotel’s spacious public spa, 
where you can ease everyday fatigue. The spa is segregated 
for men and women, and the baths switched overnight so you 
can enjoy both areas during your visit. Alternatively, reserve an 
open-air bath flowing directly from the source with a steam 
sauna attached at no additional charge. The Kaiseki Restaurant 
Kadan prepares seasonal menus that differ each month so 
guests can enjoy flavours at peak freshness. Friendly staff 
will advise on local sightseeing spots and activities, whether 

Hyatt Regency Kyoto
A lush bamboo grove beckons at the entrance to the 
Hyatt Regency Kyoto in Higashiyama Shichijo, a leafy 
district immersed in the elegance of the old capital. The 
clean lines of the traditionally styled guestrooms create 
an atmosphere of authentic and distinctive Kyoto, which 
continues in the Touzan restaurant, whose fare ranges 
from simple bowls and grilled dishes to sashimi, sushi and 
noodles. Other offerings include the all-day international 
Grill, the Trattoria Sette, featuring home-style Italian dishes, 
and a tempting Pastry Boutique. Riraku Spa and Fitness 
provides wellness and relaxation based on both Eastern and 
Western traditions, incorporating Shiatsu, acupuncture, 
moxibustion and aromatherapy. With 16 unesco World 
Heritage sites located across the outlying city, you won’t tire 
of centuries-old temples and shrines to explore, including 
the famous Fushimi-Inari Taisha Shrine, Kiyomizu-dera 
Temple and Kinkaku-ji: The Golden Pavilion. Nijo Castle, the 
former seat of government, gives a further glimpse into 
the splendour of Shogun-era Japan, with exquisite interiors 
decorated with paintings by Kano Tanyu and his pupils, and 
the fine carvings and decorated metalwork of the Inner Gate, 
or Karamon. 

taking in Hakone’s three art museums, motorboat cruising or 
kayaking on Lake Ashi, a visit to Owakudani Volcanic Valley or 
the Shizuoka foothills of Mount Fuji to explore waterfalls, hiking 
and climbing trails.



TOP 10 1 TAKE OFF YOUR SHOES 
One of the many ways that Japan 
keeps its immaculate image 

squeaky clean is by requiring guests 
to remove their shoes indoors, from 
temples to private homes. The trick 
is to follow what others are doing, 
keeping an eye out for shoe racks, 
disposable carrier bags and the all-
important change in level between an 
entranceway and a room. Don’t worry, 
slippers are provided in the toilet. Just 
remember to take them off again when 
you come out.

2  KNOW HOW TO ONSEN
A visit to a natural hot-
spring bath is the chance 

to both unwind and engage with a 
time-honoured tradition. Thankfully, 
although it’s an ancient practice, the 
rules are pretty self-explanatory. You 
shower before you bathe, tie up long 
hair and use the large towel for drying 
and the smaller one for washing. 
Crucially, you’ll be bathing nude. And, 
although your fellow bathers won’t 
bat an eye, private onsen are available 
at traditional ryokan inns, where 
uncovered tattoos are also allowed. 
Body ink is still associated with the 
Yakuza crime syndicate and banned in 
many public onsen.

3 BOWING
Bowing in Japan can be 
used for everything from 

apologies to initiating martial arts 
sessions. Both the depth and duration 
are directly proportional to the level of 
feeling and formality expressed, with 
unwritten rules on reciprocation and 

frequency based on both parties’ 
social standing. Thankfully, 
it’s seldom required of visitors, 
with handshakes preferred for 

international guests. If 
you’re greeted in a shop, 
a small nod and dip of the 

head goes a long way.

From how to conduct yourself in 
a hot spring to why it’s rude to tip, 

consider this your introduction 
to the intricacies of Japanese 

manners. Don’t let it put you off, 
however. Although every effort to 
engage with the local culture will 
be measurably appreciated, any 

slips will be met with that famous 
Japanese politeness. 

4 BLOWING YOUR NOSE
While in the west it’s usually 
considered rude to keep 

sniffing, in Japan the opposite is true. 
Blowing your nose in public is most 
certainly frowned upon.

5  EATING AND DRINKING
When it comes to dining 
out, there are plenty of 

etiquette intricacies. Mercifully, 
most are so minute that they 
don’t even register, but there are 
a few that you should take heed 
of. Perhaps the most famous is that 
noisily slurping noodles isn’t just 
not considered rude, but it’s actively 
encouraged as a demonstration 
of your appreciation. However, 
you should refrain from filling up 
your own drinks glass, instead 
making sure that the glasses of 
your companions are full and 
they’ll reciprocate. Then, when 
it comes to chopsticks, don’t rub 
them together, don’t use them 
to pass food to another person 
and absolutely don’t stand them 
up in a bowl of food. It recalls 
a Japanese funeral tradition.

Etiquette tips 
for travelling 

to Japan
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6 TIPPING
While you’ll undoubtedly 
receive some of the best 

service in the world in Japan, 
tipping is not just uncustomary, 
but it’s often considered rude. 
It could insinuate that your 
host doesn’t earn a fair wage. 

7 BE ON TIME
In a country where formal 
apologies are offered 

for slightly delayed trains, being 
fashionably late is simply not in 
the Japanese cultural vocabulary. 
No more is this true than in 
traditional ryokan inns. Here, 
guests are treated to fantastic kaiseki 
breakfast and dinners, where great 
effort is put into ensuring that 
each course is impeccably timed 
and impeccably fresh. 

8 BECKONING
The traditional western 
beckoning gesture is 

considered an insult in Japan, said 
to represent a dog or other animal. 
Instead, the signal is reversed, with 
the palm facing downwards and 
the arm stretched out away from 
the body.

9 BUSINESS CARDS
Whether it’s a guide or at a 
hotel, there might come a 

time that you’ll receive a business 
card on your visit to Japan, even 
as a tourist. While the setting is 
likely to be less formal, you should 
remember to treat any proffered card 
with the utmost respect. Receive it 
with two hands and a bow, making 
a point to carefully study it before 
stowing it in a safe place. 

10 PAYING
Whether at a convenience 
store or a restaurant, you 

shouldn’t hand your cash directly 
to your server. Instead, make use of 
the small tray by the cash register. 
Remember, restaurant bills are usually 
settled at the front desk.

BEST OF JAPAN
15-DAY TAILOR-MADE JOURNEY

This is the ultimate introduction to Japan, knitted together by private tours, 
bullet-train sprints and stays in its world cities and traditional inns. You’ll begin 
with Tokyo’s neon and Imperial-Palace treasures before a ryokan stay in national-
park Hakone brings you between onsen soaks, included kaiseki feasts and lake 
cruises with views of Mt. Fuji. Then, in Kyoto, an included cooking class and 
Geisha district tour brings to life its UNESCO-listed temples, before you end with 
skyscraping Osaka’s castle and a ryokan stay on Miyajima – the floating shrine 
island. With an unlimited rail pass, there are also plenty of chances to explore at 
your own pace, whether that’s with a visit to Kamakura’s giant buddha or Nara’s 
bowing deer and wooden temples. 

Prices start from £4,745 pp. incl. flights, private transfers, 12 nights accommodation on a 
mix of B&B and half-board, all transport passes & selected touring. For a full itinerary and all 
inclusions, visit wexas.com/102303.
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This collection of vintage posters from the British Airways 
archive marks their centenerary and the evolution of our 
national airline through those decades. Often designed by the 
leading artists of the time, they evoke an era of glamour, when 
air travel was a mode of transport only a wealthy few could 
enjoy, and  the experience of flight was viewed as the height 
of sophistication. As the years fly past and journeys become 
a matter of hours or maybe just a day instead of weeks, the 
emphasis shifts emphatically to the fun to be had in a world 
which was still almost too excitingly exotic, as opposed to the 
thrill of being airborne in a decadant setting.  

Come fly 
with me 
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Cypress Hills Interprovincial Park
With its towering hills, lush pine 
forests and wildfl ower-dotted 
prairies, this border-straddling park 
is a scenic delight. Be sure to include 
a hike to the Hidden Conglomerate 
Cliffs, then join a guided tour of 
Fort Walsh National Historic Site to 
hear stories from the 19th-century 
western frontier. At night, take in the 
astronomical delights of the largest 
Dark Sky Preserve in Canada.

Moose Jaw
The prairie town of Moose Jaw 
began life as railway outpost, its 
frontier history bringing in the 
likes of smugglers and Al Capone 

gangsters. Today, the past of 
“Canada’s Most Notorious City” lives 
on in tours of its bootlegger tunnels. 
And, below ground, geothermal 
reservoirs provide mineral-rich 
waters for the town’s Temple 
Gardens Hotel & Spa.
 
Regina
As Saskatchewan’s capital, 
Regina oozes provincial history. 
Its centrepiece is the stately 
Saskatchewan Legislative Building, 
set in one of North America’s largest 
urban parks. The city is also home 
to the sole training academy of the 
Royal Canadian Mounted Police. 
And, at the Royal Saskatchewan 
Museum, the world’s largest 
Tyrannosaurus rex is on display.
 
Saskatoon
The mighty South Saskatchewan 
River is Saskatoon’s lifeblood, 
offering riverboat tours and walking 
trails along its tree-lined banks. 
Trendy neighbourhoods showcase 
craft breweries, a delicious 

For more information, call a Wexas Canada specialist on 020 7838 5958 or visit wexas.com

A 19-day self-drive in Alberta and 
Saskatchewan starts from £2,010 pp 
incl. fl ights, 18 days car hire, 17 nights 
accommodation & select touring. 
For a full itinerary and all inclusions, 
visit wexas.com/154601.

The secrets of 
SASKATCHEWAN

culinary scene and the city’s artistic 
character. The Remain Modern 
museum houses an impressive 
collection of Picasso’s works.
 
Wanuskewin Heritage Park
Step back through 6,000 years of 
the Northern Plains peoples’ history 
at this heritage park located to the 
north of Saskatoon. Wanuskewin 
features indigenous performances, 
interactive exhibits, hiking trails, 
archaeological digs and overnight 
tipi stays, while its restaurant serves 
traditional First Nations cuisine with 
a contemporary twist.

Saskatchewan’s natural world
In between its urban highlights, 
Saskatchewan is a pristine wilderness 
of rolling hills, rushing rivers and 
prairies, ripe for hiking, canoeing 
and  horseback rides. Spot bears and 
eagles among Prince Albert National 
Park’s old-growth forests, while 
burrowing owls and roaming bison 
animate Grasslands National Park.

From century-old architecture 
and indigenous traditions 
to craft breweries and 
vibrant cities, the lesser- 
visited Canadian province 
of Saskatchewan hides 
plenty of treasures among 
its vast prairies. This is your 
introduction.

00 Saskatchewan_05.indd   111 10/10/2019   11:02
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o Left: The Holy 
Lavra of Saint 
Sabbas (Mar Saba), 
a Christian monastery 
founded in the 
desert between 
Jerusalem and the 
Dead Sea in 483.

Below: Sea transport 
was more efficient 
and cheaper for 
large, heavy and 
fragile cargo, 
including metals, 
glass, ceramics, 
slaves and – as 
shown in this 3rd- 
to 4th- century 
Roman mosaic from 
Veii – animals such 
as elephants. 

Mission impassable

Silk Roads: Peoples, Cultures, Landscapes  
edited by Susan Whitfield
Thames & Hudson, hbk, £49.95

In this sumptuously illustrated, exhaustive examination of the complex network of 1,500-year-old  
Afro-Eurasian trade routes, Susan Whitfield and a team of 80 scholars reveal the rich cultural and political 
histories of a vast ribbon of high steppes, rugged mountain passes, forbidding deserts, fertile river plains 
and perilous ocean crossings. Stunning maps and artifacts combine with evocative landscapes as well 
as troubling tales of plunder, serving as a timely reminder of the rich rewards of meaningful communication 
and candid cultural exchange within and between the continents.
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28 OCTOBER 2000 
Odzala-Kokoua 
National Park, 
Republic of Congo 

Brian has flown 
out to meet us, 
bringing with him 
a special request 
on my part. There’s 
something I’ve been 
thinking about ever 
since starting filming 
in the Congo. When 
you look across the 
bai, you see all of the 
animals together, 
almost shoulder to 

shoulder. When the gorillas pass nearby to the sitatunga, 
these swamp-dwelling antelope don’t bat an eyelid. Perhaps 
at most, they’ll hop out of the way. If you’re visible as a human, 
however, you’re not exactly welcome to the party. It only 
takes one step out into the bai for all the animals to leg it. 
They’ve been hunted and persecuted over the decades and 
centuries by man and they know that we’re dangerous.

My idea is, if I want to get closer to the sitatunga, I could 
dress up as a gorilla, and they then won’t be disturbed. 
Obviously, this won’t be a sensible approach to get close 
to elephants. They’d smell something is amiss (or isn’t 
real gorilla) and they could attack, which wouldn’t end 
well for me. In addition, I wouldn’t want to try the gorilla 
suit to film gorillas or go out in the bai when they were 
in sight. If gorillas were to see me alone like that, there is 
a likely chance I could be attacked or raped, which isn’t 
something I really want, either. Brian initially thought 
the request was a joke but after explaining it, he’s now 
arrived with a suitcase containing a gorilla suit, picked up 
from a Bristol fancy dress shop.

This morning when the coast is clear, I walk into the 
bai, carrying a camera and a walkie-talkie, dressed as a 
gorilla. Brian and the team are hidden back in the bushes 
on lookout for me. If they see a gorilla or any other 
potentially dangerous animal, they’ll be my extra eyes 

and ears, as the visibility from within the suit is very 
limited. Of course, close up, I’m clearly not a gorilla. But 
from a distance, I’m definitely not a human. It takes some 
time, slowly picking my way through the marshy ground, 
sweating profusely inside the costume. I check in from 
time to time, in hushed tones, with Brian on the walkie-
talkie. He reassures me that all is well, but even talking in 
whispers I can hear his stifled laughter. I can only imagine 
what it must look like from back there. I creep closer 
and am able to get within 50 metres of the antelope 
without them running off. Even with three pairs of eyes 
watching my back I must admit I am nervous. Through the 
tunnel vision of the gorilla mask I scan the bai perimeter 
for myself. I am most nervous of seeing a forest elephant 
emerge into the bai. From out here in the open it would 
take me at least five minutes to wade and stumble back to 
the relative safety of the forest. Inching ever closer, it’s 
half an hour later and I am now within 5 metres of the 
nearest sitatunga. I can’t quite believe it. They are a little 
curious, but certainly aren’t scared nor spooked. It’s an 
amazing experience to be so close them. Whilst I pretend 
to forage like a silverback, eating some grass, I get some 
intimate shots of these calm, colourful creatures. I am 
over the moon.

From Journeys in the Wild: The Secret Life of a Cameraman
Seven Dials, hbk, £16.99

Dressing the part
by Gavin Thurston

Going the extra mile for 
a good story.
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the 2004 tsunami engulfs the village of chempiyanpattu
from Vanni: A Family’s Struggle Through the Sri Lankan Confl ict
by Benjamin Dix and Lindsay Pollock
In the tradition of Art Spiegelman’s Maus and Marjane Satrapi’s 
Persepolis, Benjamin Dix combines his own fi eld research, offi cial 
reports and eyewitness accounts to examine the severe personal 
costs of deadly confl ict. Elegantly drawn by Lindsay Pollock, 
with a real sense of immediacy, Vanni takes readers through 
the unimaginable horrors and life-changing decisions faced by 
a family looking for hope during a time of terrible loss.
New Internationalist, pbk, £16.99

Puligny is quiet except for the 
barking of dogs behind the 
closed gates of stone houses 
and the gentle susurration of 
fermenting wine, audible only 
in the imagination. 

This stillness is shaken by a 
distant racket which suddenly 
becomes deafening as a small 

Citroën van appears in the Rue de Poiseul, returning from 
the vineyards. The driver is an old vigneron, black beret on 
his head, Gauloise Jaune between his lips. His corrugated 
van seems to be making a tremendous clatter, even for a 
2cv, but as it passes I see that the back doors are propped 
open and a shrivelled crone sits with her legs dangling 
precariously over the number plate as she clutches the 
handles of a makeshift wheelbarrow which is bouncing 
along behind the van. Its iron wheel rears at every rut 
and the rusty body, made from an old oil-drum, acts as a 
sounding board to magnify the noise of its passage.  

Above the village the hillside is dotted with such 
contraptions, mobile braziers to burn the vine prunings, 
from which plumes of smoke drift into the misty air of a 
January afternoon. At this time of the year the vineyards 
seem spread like a map before the eye, a long, distinctive, 
clearly demarcated patchwork, ranged in a sinuous line 
across the southern knuckle of the Côte d’Or. It is a sight to 
lift the heart. Rows of vines, like cross-hatching on an old 
engraving, delineate the contours. A narrow track, a patch 
of rocks or a small change in direction of the planting 
indicates a boundary, separating Champ Gain from La 
Truffi ère, Les Pucelles from Clos des Meix. Halfway up the 
slope, its name chiselled in variant forms on the four or fi ve 
stone gates which punctuate the remains of an ancient 
wall, lies the vineyard of Montrachet, the ‘stony hill’.

from Puligny-Montrachet: Journal of a Village in 
Burgundy by Simon Loftus
Daunt Books, pbk, £12.99

{  VINTAGE TR AVEL }

AMONG THE VINES

IN THE PICTURE
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tip toe by hervé tullet
from Archipelago: An Atlas of Imagined Islands edited by 
Huw Lewis-Jones
To celebrate the 300th anniversary of Robinson Crusoe, 
international illustrators each imagine their own remote island, 
and visualise what is washed up on its mythical shores.
Thames & Hudson, hbk, £24.95
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The crowd-pleasing dishes of burgeoning small restaurant chain 
Dishoom – now comprising five London locations as well as 
outposts in Edinburgh and Manchester – have been gathered by 
founders Kavi and Shamil Thakrar and head chef Naved Nasir 
in a beautifully illustrated new book (Bloomsbury, hbk, £25). 
A celebration of the Irani cafes of Bombay that inspired their 
street food-led menu, it features an intimate tour of the trio’s 
favourite hangouts in the city, joyfully curated “with a disregard 
for balance or completeness.” After a gentle climb up Malabar Hill 
for an iconic view of the broad sweep of the bay, descend to Kyani 
& Co. in Dhobi Talao for a breakfast of Chai and a Parsi Omelette 
or Kejriwal – chilli cheese on toast with a fried egg. Then by 
dawdling in Horniman Circle, strolling on the sands at Chowpatty, 
feasting on Mohammed Ali Road, or taking the air at Nariman 
Point, discover the origins of signature dishes like Chana Chaat 

Home & away
Mark Reynolds delves into a pick of the season’s recipe collections that bring tastes from 
‘over there’ right into your kitchen

Salad, crispy Prawn Koliwada – marinated in spices, garlic and 
ginger for up to 24 hours before briskly deep-frying – Butter 
Garlic Crab or House Black Dhal, enriched with equal parts 
butter and cream.

If that sounds too hazardously indulgent, alternative vegan 
black dhal recipes can be found in both Romy Gill’s Zaika 
(Seven Dials, hbk, £20) and Meera Sodha’s East (Fig Tree, hbk, 
£20). Zaika (meaning ‘zest’ or ‘taste’) brings together plant-
based recipes from all over India, from breads and snacks, 
salads, staples and sides to “labours of love” like Slow-
Roasted Cauliflower with Rose Harissa, Baingan Masala 
(baby aubergines with dill and coconut) and Stuffed Bitter 
Gourd. In East, Sodha casts her net wider still, topping 
up favourites from her stimulating ‘New Vegan’ column 
in the Guardian with nourishing delights from India 
to Indonesia, Singapore to Japan, by way of China, Thailand 
and Vietnam, embracing unconventional treats such as Chard, 
Potato and Coconut Curry, Kimchi Pancakes, and Salted  
Miso Brownies.

Simon Bajada’s Baltic (Hardie Grant, hbk, £25) showcases the 
food culture of Estonia, Latvia and Lithuania, three countries 
attracting new interest in their food scene as they re-evaluate 
their post-Soviet identity. Bold Russian and German influences 
are spiked with spices such as cardamom and cinnamon, 
reflecting the region’s historic trading links with Byzantium, 
but each dish also has a delicious contemporary twist. Start 
your day with Curd Pancakes with Sour Cream and Blackberry 
Jam, and get to grips with Latvian Hemp Butter (known 
locally as ‘black caviar’), Herring Cakes with Kale Salad and 
Cured Egg Yolk, or Summer’s Milk Soup – a beguiling mix of 
sweet vegetables and dairy. 

Inspired by the popular YouTube channel of the same name, 
Vicky Bennison’s Pasta Grannies (Hardie Grant, hbk, £20) is a 
collection of time-perfected recipes from Italian nonne who 
have spent a lifetime cooking with love. Great-tasting pasta 
styles ranging from pici – a simple hand-rolled spaghetti – 
to lumachelle della duchessa – tiny, ridged, cinnamon-scented 
tubes that take patience and dexterity – are paired with 
delightful sugos, ragús, pestos and dressings.
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You might also like…
STORIES OF THE SAHARA 
by Sanmao
Bloomsbury, hbk, £16.99
Translated into English 
for the first time, 
this is a captivating 

collection of essays and observations 
from the pioneering Taiwanese 
novelist, translator and adventurer’s 
exhaustive  travels in the desert in 
the 1970s.

SO IT GOES  
by Nicolas Bouvier
Eland, hbk, £14.99
A collection of writings 
from the golden pen 
of Nicolas Bouvier 

covering journeys undertaken in the 
1970s, ’80s and ’90s from the Aran Isles 
and Scottish lowlands to Xian, Korea 
and his native Switzerland.

DARK SKIES  
by Tiffany Francis
Bloomsbury, hbk, £16.99
A delightful journey 
through nocturnal 
landscapes documenting 

churring nightjars in Sussex, northern 
lights in Norway, night swimming 
in the Gulf of Finland, and examining 
how night-time happenings permeate 
human culture.

LETTERS FROM TOVE  
by Tove Jansson
Sort of Books, hbk, £20
Spanning fifty years 
between her art 
studies and the height 

of Moomin fame, this collection of Tove 
Jansson’s private correspondence offers 
an intimate glimpse into her innermost 
thoughts, ideals, boundless creativity 
and courage.

ON THE PLAIN OF SNAKES 
by Paul Theroux
Hamish Hamilton, hbk, 
£20
The legendary travel 
writer drives the length 

of the US-Mexico border, then goes 
deep into the hinterland on the back 
roads of Chiapas and Oaxaca to uncover 
the rich, layered world behind today’s 
brutal headlines.

SILVER, SWORD AND 
STONE by Marie Arana
Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 
hbk, £25
A dramatic portrait of a 
continent brimming with 

vibrant stories over a thousand years 
of history as Latin America was forged 
through mining for precious metals, acts 
of violence and monuments to religion. 

WE ARE THE WEATHER  
by Jonathan Safran Foer
Hamish Hamilton, hbk, 
£16.99
With his distinctive wit, 
insight and humanity, 

the novelist and campaigner presents 
the essential debate of our time, bringing 
climate change to urgent life and 
offering a much-needed way out.

CHINESE FAIRY TALES AND 
LEGENDS by Frederick H. 
Martens, Richard Wilhelm 
& Lucrezia Botti
Bloomsbury China, hbk, 
£12.99

An enchanting annotated gift edition 
featuring fearless heroes, feisty 
princesses, sly magicians, terrifying 
dragons, talking foxes and miniature 
dogs in stories first translated by Frederick 
Martens in 1921.

WHEN THE LAST LION 
ROARS by Sara Evans
Bloomsbury, hbk, £9.99
Interwoven with vivid 
personal encounters 
with Africa’s lions, 

Sara Evans examines the human causes 
behind a catastrophic population 
decline, and plots a path to bring the 
species back from the brink.

FROM THE LION’S MOUTH 
by Iain Campbell
Bradt, pbk, £9.99
An intrepid journey 
along the course of 
the Indus River from 

its mouth in the mudflats of Karachi, 
through Kashmir and the Himalayas, 
to its source in Ladakh on the Indian side 
of the Tibetan plateau.

PHILOSOPHY FOR POLAR 
EXPLORERS  
by Erling Kagge
Viking, hbk, £9.99
From getting up at the 
right time to learning 

to find comfort in solitude, the explorer 
reveals what survival in extreme 
conditions can teach us about how 
to lead a meaningful life – wherever 
we are headed.

NEW KINGS OF THE 
WORLD by Fatima Bhutto
Columbia Global Reports, 
pbk, £11.99
The diligent reporter 
and celebrated novelist 

examines a new, multifaceted cultural 
order that is threatening the hegemony 
of Hollywood and the West, led by the 
films of Bollywood, epic Turkish TV 
dramas and infectiously catchy South 
Korean pop.



Spotlight on Iberia
Iberia is Europe’s leading airline for trips to Latin America. The 
Spanish fl ag carrier fl ies to 20 destinations over 16 countries 
out of Madrid, with easy connections to the UK. It’s also your 
chance to enjoy the services of two 24-hour VIP lounges, 
complete with snacks, drinks, beds and pillow menu, along 
with an indulgent wine corner.

The attention to detail continues onboard. Even in Economy, 
wider seats feature innovative ergonomics and generous 
leg room, while onboard WiFi, USB plugs and curated 
entertainment keep you connected. You’re also able to tailor 
your meal in advance, with a focus on the best in seasonal 
Mediterranean cuisine. Then, in Business, you’ll be treated to 
two-metre-long fl at beds, complete with massage function, 
direct aisle access and privacy divider. Then, alongside the 
noise-cancelling and wine-paired gourmet dining, back on 
ground, priority services range from baggage delivery and VIP 
lounges to fast-track security, boarding and disembarkation.

Latin America by British Airways and Iberia
For travel to South and Central America, 
British Airways is the best choice. Not only 
is it the sole airline to o� er non-stop fl ights 
from the UK to Peru, Chile and Costa 
Rica, but the British fl ag carrier features 
routes across the continent. Highlights 
include non-stop fl ights to Rio de Janeiro, 
Sao Paulo, Buenos Aires, Mexico City 
and Cancun.

What’s more, British Airways’ partnership with Iberia 
makes Latin America even more accessible. Enjoying an easy, 
stress-free transfer through Madrid, Iberia offers a huge 
choice of destinations, including Ecuador, Colombia and 
Uruguay. All have convenient connections with the UK.

You’re even able to combine fl ights on both airlines. Together, 
they offer the widest possible choice of ‘open-jaw’ itineraries 
– perfect for extensive touring, fl ying in and out of different 
countries. Talk to your Wexas specialist about planning your 
ideal trip today. And remember, British Airways Executive 
Club members can also earn Avios on their fl ights with Iberia.

Highlights of Peru by Rail
10-DAY TAILOR-MADE RAIL & INDEPENDENT TOUR

Take in the cultural and natural treasures of Peru, linking them with 
scenic rail journeys, luxury stays and private touring throughout. With 
British Airways’ direct fl ight, you’ll begin with colonial Lima, Peru’s 
vibrant seaside capital, before you fl y down to Cusco and the Sacred 
Valley. Here, Incan treasures, Spanish churches and Andean peaks 
sit side by side. It all culminates with a trip aboard the Vistadome to 
Machu Picchu’s lost-city wonders before a journey aboard the Belmond 
Andean Explorer. In all-inclusive luxury, you’ll wind past mountain 
passes and remote villages to arrive at the fl oating reed islands and 
unique tribal heritage of Puno on the shores of Lake Titicaca.

Prices start from £3,535 pp incl. fl ights, private transfers, 7 nights 
B&B accommodation, private excursions throughout, select meals 
& 1 night all-inclusive aboard the Belmond Andean Explorer. For a full 
itinerary, visit wexas.com/101102.

advertorial



Spotlight on British Airways
There’s plenty of innovation when it comes to 
British Airways’ business class – Club World. The 
airline has joined forces with The White Company, 
the renowned British lifestyle brand, to bring luxurious 
new bedding and amenity kits to the airline’s award-
winning Club World seat, which converts to a fully fl at 
six-foot bed at the touch of a button. The airline’s First 
and Club World lounges are equally refreshed. In London 
Heathrow Terminal 5, for instance, the First Wing offers 
an exclusive check-in environment, complemented 
by gourmet dining and premium drinks, served under 
glittering chandeliers.

For more information or to book, please contact a Wexas specialist on 020 7838 5958.

Costa Rica: Sarapiqu and the Osa Peninsula
11-DAY TAILOR-MADE JOURNEY

Unique wildlife, beach relaxation and a spectacular natural 
world – Costa Rica has it all. On this curated itinerary, you’ll link 
rainforest eco lodges and hot-spring hideaways with private 
transfers, enjoying included excursions that range from coffee 
plantation tours and river rafting to hanging bridge hikes and 
wildlife expeditions. In the foothills of the mighty Arenal Volcano, 
the remote rainforest of the Osa Peninsula and the jungle-clad 
waterways of Sarapiqui, you can expect to spot a full spread of fl ora 
and fauna. Howler monkeys and sloths are joined by turtles and 
stalking jaguars, with colourful birdlife extending to parrots and 
quetzals. It’s all made that bit closer by British Airways’ direct fl ights.

Prices start from £3,510 pp incl. fl ights, private transfers, 9 
nights accommodation on a mix of full-board & B&B basis, & touring 
throughout. For a full itinerary, visit wexas.com/104075.



Mountain Biking
Hidden away among Sun Peaks’ 
old-growth forests, you’ll fi nd 
some of the world’s best-regarded 
mountain bike trails. With options 
for beginners and hardened 
veterans alike, the famous Sun Peaks 
Bike Park features over 40 miles 
of routes, served by 2,000 vertical 
feet of lift access. That’s alongside 
an ever-growing network of 
cross-country trails, each taking 
you among rolling meadows and 
dense woodlands, all backdropped 
by dramatic mountain vistas.

Outdoor patios
On holiday, sometimes it’s the 
simple pleasures that linger longest 
in the memory. And, just like 
the ski season, after a hard day’s 

SUMMER ADVENTURES IN SUN PEAKS

adventuring, those in the know head 
to Sun Peaks’ welcoming terrace bars, 
where craft brews are served up to 
giant views of the region. It’s all blessed 

with that famous Canadian hospitality. 
Our recommendations? Morrisey’s 
for its live music and Bottoms Bar & 
Grill for its mountain views.

Driving out of Vancouver, Sun Peaks is the ideal introduction to the mighty spectacle of Canada’s Rocky Mountains. 
However, although its skiing is of world renown, the joys of a summer visit are a well-kept secret. Among its cragged peaks 

and evergreen forests, there’s everything from lake paddles and mountain biking to world-class golf and ranging hikes. 
Read on to fi nd out more.
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Golf
For more genteel recreation, a round of 
golf offers the perfect chance to enjoy 
the scenery at your leisure. The 18-hole 
Sun Peaks Golf Course, designed by 
Graham Cooke, weaves along the valley 
fl oor, watched over by old-growth 
forests and mountain peaks. What’s 
more, it features British Columbia’s 
highest elevation holes, making it that 
bit easier to hit those long shots. So, 
save your driver for the wide, open 
fairways of the back nine.

Mountain Cross Cart
Hurtling down a steep gradient 
on a gravity-powered go kart is an 
adrenaline thrill, diving round hairpin 
turns and coasting at speeds of up to 
35 km/hr as mighty evergreen trees 
rush past. And, with Sun Peaks home to 
North America’s only Mountain Cross 
Cart course, you can do just that. Don’t 
worry, a platter lift is waiting for you at 
the bottom to bring you back up to go 
all over again.

Free events
Over summer, the mountains in Sun 
Peaks are alive with the sound of live 
music. Highlights including the likes of 
Canadian-favourite Serena Ryder and 
the classic hits of the Retro Concert 
Music Weekend, featuring tributes 

to Neil Young and Led Zeppelin. It’s 
all entirely free. And, whenever you 
travel, there’s always something going 
on for a nominal fee, from beer yoga 
and downhill skate meets to open mic 
nights and art battles.

Hiking
Sun Peaks’ chairlifts aren’t just for 
skiing. In summer, they’re a perfect 
way to access the region’s 18-strong 
collection of hiking trails, taking 
in expansive mountain vistas and 
theatrical contours given over to 
verdant greenery. For the best 
experience, plan your trip between 
mid-July and mid-August, when the 
alpine blossom season is in full swing. 
Its multicoloured wildfl owers are 
celebrated by summit yoga sessions 
and hikes led by Olympic champion 
Nancy Greene.

To discover the best of Sun Peaks, call a Wexas Canada specialist on 020 7838 5958.

Water sports
While those eponymous peaks 
might command the most attention, 
in among it all, pristine Heffl ey Lake 
stands as something of an oasis. 
Whether by stand-up-paddleboard, 
kayak or simply a lake dip, it’s a joy 
to explore, spotting turtles and 
great blue herons along the shoreline. 
It’s all set to glorious views of 
lush forest.

Sun Peaks: Coast, Wine 
& Mountains
12-day tailor-made self-drive

This ultra-scenic road trip brings 
the Sun Peaks region to life. 
It all starts in Vancouver with 
an included gastronomic tour 
before vineyard tastings and 
gourmet lunches in two of 
Canada’s most renowned wine 
regions. Then, after stops at 
fascinating gold-rush towns, 
there’s everything from paddle 
boarding to mountain biking on 
offer in Sun Peaks, with a stay 
in a charming mountain-framed 
hotel. The journey concludes in 
Whistler, where we’ve included a 
panoramic Peak 2 Peak gondola 
ride and a four-course fi ne-dining 
dinner, before you head back to 
Vancouver via the stunning Sea-
to-Sky Highway. Alongside it all, 
there are stays in both rustic and 
contemporary hotels and lodges, 
many with indulgent spas and 
fresh seafood restaurants.

PRICES START FROM £2,185 PP 
incl. fl ights, 9 days car hire, 10 nights 
accommodation & selected touring 
incl. wine tours, dinner tasting 
& Peak 2 Peak Gondola. For all 
inclusions and a full itinerary, visit 
wexas.com/169549.



five places that changed my life

Creative spaces
Lara Prescott is the author of the novel 
The Secrets We Kept, a fictional retelling of 
the story behind the writing and clandestine 
distribution of Boris Pasternak’s Doctor 
Zhivago, and how it was used as a weapon 
by the CIA during the Cold War.  Capturing a 
watershed moment in the history of literature, 
it is told with soaring emotional intensity 
and captivating historical detail. It has been 
translated into 28 languages and is being 
adapted for film. Lara studied political science 
at the American University in Washington, DC 
and international development in Namibia 
and South Africa. Prior to writing fiction, she 
worked as a political campaign consultant. 
Her writing has appeared in The Southern 
Review, The Hudson Review, Crazyhorse 
and more.

WASHINGTON, DC
I lived and worked in Washington, DC for 
almost a decade. It’s a city whose beauty can 
unfold in an instant – like its cherry blossoms 
in the spring. It is also a city that’s so humid in 
the summer, it can feel like walking through 
a car wash. But it’s the city’s history that I find 
myself most drawn to. It isn’t hard to imagine 
spies meeting up in Rock Creek Park, or power 
brokers strolling down K Street, or elected 
officials double-dealing behind closed doors. 
Washington is a city ripe for fiction. 

NIEU-BETHESDA, SOUTH AFRICA
Nieu-Bethesda is a tiny village in South 
Africa’s desolate Karoo region. It’s a place of 
expansiveness – the darkest skies and the 
quietest nights I’ve ever experienced. I’ve 
visited this small high-desert outpost twice: 
once in college while studying abroad and 
again during my honeymoon, when I was 
researching the outsider artist Helen Martins 
for a novel I was working on. Helen made her 
home a living work of art and named it ‘The Owl 
House’. And even though I never finished that 
novel, I still think of Helen as my first muse.

NEW ORLEANS
My husband and I moved to New Orleans 
shortly after I decided to quit my job in DC to 
follow my lifelong dream of becoming a writer. 
New Orleans not only inspires art through its 
rich history, culture and sheer beauty, but is also 
an affordable place for artists to live. 

PEREDELKINO, RUSSIA
I travelled to Russia while writing the first 
draft of The Secrets We Kept. It’s one thing to 
read about the history, but another thing to 
explore the same streets, walk the same village 
paths, see what Boris Pasternak and his muse 
and lover Olga Ivinskaya saw sixty years ago. 
It was truly a magical moment getting off 
the train in Peredelkino and taking the same 
route Pasternak had walked to his dacha on 
the hill so many times. Visiting his gravesite 
and its modest tombstone was an incredibly 
moving experience that I’ll never forget. 

AUSTIN, TEXAS
Austin is my current home and the place 
where I got my big break as a writer: a three-
year fellowship at the Michener Center for 
Writers. It was during those hot summers 
in Austin that I first began writing The 
Secrets We Kept – imagining myself back in 
Washington, DC and the Soviet Union – albeit 
in the 1950s. Austin is a town of great music, 
tacos, margaritas, swimming holes, and a rich 
literary life for the many writers lucky enough 
to call it home.

Lara Prescott evokes the places that have shaped her as a writer

Hutchinson, hbk, 
£12.99
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It was truly a magical moment getting 
off the train in Peredelkino and 

taking the same route Pasternak had 
walked to his dacha on the hill.

©
 trevor paulhus
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Set on the white-sand coast between 
Orlando and Miami, The Palm 
Beaches is Florida at its iconic best. 
Expect classic luxury, natural beauty 
and a diverse range of attractions, 
from a cutting-edge culinary scene 
to eclectic shopping and historic 
architecture. It’s no surprise that 
The Palm Beaches is termed Florida’s 
Cultural Capital®.

And, The Palm Beaches not only 
features 47 miles of, well, beaches, 
but a diverse collection of 39 cities 
and towns. One moment you could 
be browsing designer boutiques or 
tasting your way through the latest 
in avant-garde gastronomy and the 
next playing a round on a world-class 
golf course or exploring the Atlantic 
coastline by fishing boat, kayak 
or snorkel. The diving is fantastic, 
with tropical coral animated by 
dolphins and sea turtles. Don’t 
forget, the Everglades’ gator-dotted 
waterways are also just next-door.

When taken as a whole, it’s no 
surprise, that The Palm Beaches is 

considered America’s First Resort 
Destination®. Heads of states and the 
Hollywood elite have been making 
the pilgrimage here since the late 19th 
century, with their riches immortalised 
in art galleries and Gilded Age 

mansions. Today, however, there’s a 
focus on affordable luxury, whether 
it’s a spa break, cocktail bar or iconic 
hotel available to all. Just remember, 
it’s all blessed with that famous 
Florida sunshine.

THE PALM BEACHES
The Best way to Experience Florida®

A 13-DAY FLORIDA AND THE  
PALM BEACHES SELF-DRIVE 
starts from £2,430 pp incl. 
flights. For a full itinerary 
and all inclusions, visit 
wexas.com/103420.

To find out more or to start organising your ideal trip to The Palm Beaches, call a Wexas Florida specialist on 020 7838 5958.
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Dreaming of 
California?
Whether it’s laid-back 
culture or a sun-kissed  
chill out you’re after, 
California has it covered. 

And we’ve got the flights – and famously 
good service – covered too. With two flights 
a day from London Heathrow to LA and  
San Francisco, as well as a seasonal service 
into LA from Manchester, your California 
dreaming will become reality in no time.

For the latest fares and special offers, call a Wexas USA specialist 
on 020 7838 5958.


