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Florence and the Tuscan coast
with Baglioni Hotels

Florence’s historic beauty and the gorgeous Tuscan coast – a pairing as perfect as chianti
and fresh tomato pasta. It’s the chance to marry some white-sands relaxation with the great
cathedral, art galleries and laneway maze of Italy’s Renaissance masterpiece. There’s also plenty
to discover in between, from gorgeous vineyards to Pisa’s leaning icon. And, the perfect way to
take it all in is with stays in luxurious Baglioni properties, detailed in the itinerary below.

Italian Coast and Culture
8-day tailor-made self-drive

With luxurious stays in Florence and Punta Ala linked by

Stopping off at Roman amphitheatres and medieval hilltop

a gorgeous road trip through the Tuscan countryside,

towns, you’ll then drive on through the rolling landscape to

this is the perfect introduction to the region. It all begins

Florence, where you’ll stay for three nights in an 18th-century

with a flight to Pisa, where you’ll pick up your hire car for

mansion – the Relais Santa Croce. Expect frescoed ceilings,

the scenic coastal drive to Punta Ala’s glittering marina.

period furniture and a three-Michelin-star restaurant next door.

Here, you’ll spend four nights in the Baglioni Resort Cala

You’ll also be right among Florence’s old town, opposite the

del Porto – a Leading Hotel of the World complete with a

world’s largest Franciscan church. To get your bearings, we’ve

fine-dining restaurant, indulgent spa facilities and private-

included a guided walking tour before it all concludes with a

balcony sea views from the elegant rooms. What’s more,

private transfer back to Pisa for your flight home.

both vineyards and the region’s only beach club are just

Prices start from £1,535 pp incl.. flights, private transfer, 7 nights

a complimentary shuttle away.

B&B accommodation, 5 days car hire & private walking tour.

To book your Tuscan escape or to find out more, call a Wexas Italy specialist on
020 7838 5958 or visit wexas.com for more information.

editorial

Beyond Borders
I was inclined not to mention the Brexit word in

advantage to travelling alone – the number of people,

this editorial, but I have started writing it on the

wherever you are, who will engage and share and

day we were due to leave and there are protesters

offer hospitality regardless of race or nationality.

in Parliament Square as I type, and so the notion of

The winner of the Bradt Travel Guides New Travel

borders is very much in mind. Just a few days ago I

Writer of the Year, Celia Dilow, is featured in this

was at a screening of Beecham House, a forthcoming

issue, writing about Dubai, a place she was told

series by the director of Bend It Like Beckham,

she would hate but now knows she will return to

Gurinder Chada, one of the guests in this edition.

time and time again.

She was born in Kenya, is British, and a genius at
portraying issues of identity and internationalism.
Beecham House, which will occupy that prime
Sunday evening slot on ITV in a month or so, is an
exploration of the vagaries of cultures meeting,
and of British and French rivalry in India as the
East India Company started expanding. The cast
is international, and listening to them speak postscreening about their time in India was riveting, but
one account stood out more than the others. That
was by Adil Ray, a British actor, born in Birmingham to
a Pakistani father. He said he would never have been
granted a visa to India had it not been for the film.
Justine Hardy, who writes for us in each edition
and has sent in a poignant piece on the importance
of silence in a clamorous world, landed in Kashmir
just as India and Pakistan ramped up both rhetoric
and actions in their long-standing stand-off.
She spends months there every year, as founder
of Healing Kashmir, an organization dedicated
to dealing with the psychological trauma that results
from living in a divided and fought-over region.
This is just one of the reasons why travel matters
so much. Over the last few weeks I’ve judged two
categories for the Edward Stanford Travel Writing
Awards, and between them they run riot over the
world, celebrating it, challenging it, recognising
its chaos. But, every single book or article involves
interaction with people in a profound way, citizens
of somewhere. The Travel Book of the Year Award
was won by William Atkins for The Immeasurable
World, set in deserts, but full of people, and those
encounters made the book vibrantly alive.
Colin Thubron, who we are lucky enough to
have as an honorary president, won the award
for Outstanding Contribution to Travel Writing.
When I last interviewed him, he stressed an

Bradt, well known for their pioneering streak,

Amy Sohanpaul
on ignoring
boundaries

have also just published what might well be the
seminal guide to travel writing, authored by our
former editor, Jonathan Lorie. I’m biased, but I’m
far from the only one who knows that he is a genius
in the art, and his piece in this issue on the idea of
favourite places is a joy. He doesn’t recommend
a particular destination, and nor do we, because how
could you even begin to shortlist the world? I hope
however that this issue illustrates and does justice
to some of its abundant wonders.
There’s the sheer and somewhat prehistoric
weirdness of wildlife in the Galápagos, and the
joy of swimming with whales in the South Pacific.
There’s the most elegant and romantic trip on the
Venice Simplon-Orient-Express, written with great
verve and style. We go to South Africa, and to four
corners of South America. We sink into a surreal
Osaka and taste the traditional flavours of Tokyo.
Our cover image is from this year’s European City of
Culture, Matera. Located in Italy’s deep south it’s
a place with an extraordinary history and perhaps
the world’s only Michelin-starred cave. By way of
contrast, there’s also a glimpse of Norway’s severe
beauty, and rare sightings of jaguars in the Pantanal.
Benedict Allen is our lead interview, a modern-day
explorer who famously dispensed with modernday GPS and film crews to learn about places by
immersing himself with their peoples.
We also feature a glorious selections of old maps
about sea journeys, which by their very nature
are about redefining borders and expanding
horizons.I hope our features do the same, and
reinforce the traveller’s idea that both internal and
external boundaries are always surmountable for
those willing to find the ways beyond them.
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of the Climate Institute of Washington and Green College Centre.

contributors

Every issue we seek out today’s most distinguished and interesting travellers to contribute to the magazine

THE PEOPLE BEHIND OUR STORIES

CELIA DILOW
is the winner of the
Bradt Travel Guides
New Writer of the Year 2019.
Read her winning entry
on Dubai.

JONATHAN LORIE
is a former editor of
Traveller, a travel writer and
director of Travellers’ Tales.
His new book is The Travel
Writer’s Way.

BENEDICT ALLEN
is an author, environmentalist,
filmmaker and motivational
speaker known for his many
expeditions without modern
technology as back-up.

FATIMA BHUTTO
is a Pakistani poet, author,
columnist and campaigner.
Her latest novel The Runaways
explores why young people
join the war against the West.

SEE PAGE 18

SEE PAGE 60

SEE PAGE 20

SEE PAGE 86

ALEXANDER ROBINSON
is an award-winning writer and
photographer and the author
of The Footprint Guide to São
Paulo. He writes widely about
South America.
SEE PAGE 38

FERGAL KEANE
is a BBC Special
Correspondent famed for his
compassionate coverage of
conflict-affected countries,
from Rwanda to Ulster.
SEE PAGE 32

GURINDER CHADHA
is a filmmaker known for Bend
It Like Beckham and Viceroy’s
House. Her next releases are
Blinded by the Light and the ITV
series Beecham House.
SEE PAGE 44

JONATHAN & ANGIE SCOTT
are wildlife photographers
and documentary makers
based in Kenya. In this issue
they swim with whales
in Tonga.
SEE PAGE 34

NIGEL BARLEY
is an anthropologist and writer
living in London and Indonesia.
His classic travel books include
Not a Hazardous Sport and
A Plague of Caterpillars.
SEE PAGE 98

MONISHA RAJESH
is the author of Around India
in 80 Trains and Around
the World in 80 Trains.
We catch her on board the
Venice Simplon-Orient-Express.
SEE PAGE 56

TIM ANDERSON
Tim Anderson is a chef,
food writer, and MasterChef
champion, and one of the UK’s
most prominent exponents of
Japanese food.
SEE PAGE 68

SIMON URWIN
is a TV executive-turned
travel photographer and
writer, who has shot in over
75 countries from Antarctica
to Afghanistan.
SEE PAGE 24
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dream on / the gal ápagos

Islands
born
of fire
Located 600 miles off the coast of Ecuador, the
Galápagos Islands exploded into life some three
to five million years ago, when geological fire
and brimstone fashioned the chain of islands in
the equatorial waters of the Pacific.
On wind and wave, a veritable Noah’s Ark
of flora and fauna migrated to the island’s
harsh volcanic shores and flourished there,
adapting to the conditions and, over time,
becoming uniquely different to their
continental ancestors.
In the 1800s came the first humans: pirates,
whalers and explorers. Most famous was
Charles Darwin, a young naturalist who spent
19 days here, studying the wildlife and noting
in wonderment, ‘the natural history of this
archipelago is remarkable: it seems to be a
little world within itself.’ Some 20 years later,
his On the Origin of Species was published,
shaking the earth to its foundations with
his groundbreaking theories of evolution
and natural selection.
Following in Darwin’s footsteps still provokes
a sense of astonishment. Here, Mother nature
takes centre stage in a riot of colour; bluefooted booby birds dance around their nests
as scarlet-throated frigates take to the skies,
rainbow-coloured iguanas dive into waters
that glitter with golden rays and white-tipped
reef sharks. Millions of years in the making,
the islands born of fire put on one of Earth’s
greatest spectacles.
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EXPERIENCE

ALBERTA
From the snow-clad peaks of the Canadian Rockies, to the warm welcome
of its vibrant towns and cities – a winter wonderland awaits in Alberta.
Alberta’s ski slopes lure visitors with their

to WinSport’s Canada Olympic Park for an

champagne powder snow and bluebird days in the

unforgettable bobsleigh experience – a 60-second

heart of Banff and Jasper National Parks. But there

rush that will see you reach speeds of 100 km/hr.

are so many more ways to experience a winter visit

Squeezing into the four-person bobsleigh, you’ll be

to Alberta. Adrenaline-filled adventures include

driven by an experienced pilot, as you take on the

dog sledding and snowmobiling, while gentler

track’s 14 heart-stopping bends.

pursuits include visits to the many winter festivals or
romantic sleigh rides through the wilderness.
Perhaps take a guided excursion to Johnstone or

Or, for something slower paced, why not try
your hand at ice skating on the beautiful Lake
Louise, perhaps combining the experience with the

Maligne Canyon and enjoy one of the most iconic

annual Lake Louise Ice Festival? Here, professional

experiences in the Rockies. Attaching cleats to your

sculptors showcase their artistry and precision to

boots, you’ll venture into a frozen landscape for

create delicate sculptures from huge blocks of ice.

stunning views of the imposing rock wall and vast,

Then, at Hawrelak Park in Edmonton, there’s

blue sheets of ice hanging from frozen waterfalls –

the extraordinary Ice Castles exhibit – an icy

this is prime selfie country.

playground formed by flowing water that freezes

Alberta also has a rich sporting history, and

over a base built with hundreds of lights. Navigate its

Calgary famously hosted the 1988 Olympic

tunnels, stairways and slides for a unique, fun-filled

Winter Games. For a taste of the action, head

experience in the depths of an Alberta winter.

For more informationor to book, call a Wexas specialist on 020 7838 5958 or visit wexas.com
1 0 tr aveller vol 46 · no2 · 2015
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LATEST NEWS FROM OUR HONORARY PRESIDENTS

Outstanding
Thubron

CHAMPION TALK

The veteran travel writer Colin Thubron has been
honoured with the 2019 Edward Stanford Award for
Outstanding Contribution to Travel Writing, joining
an illustrious list that includes Jan Morris and Michael
Palin. Praising Thubron, Vivien Godfrey, chair and chief
executive of Stanfords, said: "Colin has always written
about rarely visited parts of our planet. He writes in a
magical way, allowing the reader to feel truly immersed
in each place he’s visited."

Athlete, broadcaster, ambassador and Wexas honorary president
Mark Beaumont continues his Around the World in 80 Days talking tour
in England and Wales after a popular Scotland leg. Throughout May
Mark will be appearing at select venues sharing his stories of travel,
adventure and smashing the circumnavigation cycling world record.
markbeaumontonline.com

MISSION TO INSPIRE

Stewart McPherson has been busy developing and
packaging up ‘Hanson Boxes’, named after the late
philanthropist Don Hanson, to inspire children’s interest
in nature, science and conservation.
Funded by the Don Hanson Charitable Foundation, the boxes
will be donated to 10,000 schools and contain books, a DVD

set and map poster for Britain’s Distant Lands exploring all the
UK Overseas Territories, and a ‘spectacular plants’ seed kit.
The boxes will reach up to 5 million students, and the project's
future is secure, with next year’s box fully funded and in
development.
hansonbox.org
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The luxury trains of

Australia

With the 2019 debut of the Great Southern, Australia will be blessed with no fewer than three luxury trains.
Although they operate in both directions across three very different routes, you can expect the same high
standards of indulgence throughout, detailed opposite. Read on to find out more.

THE GHAN: ADELAIDE–DARWIN
In 2019, the Ghan celebrates its 90-year
anniversary with a series of special departures
between June and August. However, whenever
you travel, the route links the vineyards and
rugged coast of South Australia with the Northern
Territory’s tropical Top End. Expect stops at remote
frontier towns and spectacular views of Australia’s
barren Red Centre.

THE INDIAN PACIFIC: PERTH–SYDNEY & V.V.
One of the world’s great transcontinental
rail journeys, the Indian Pacific knits together
the city icons of Sydney with the surf of laidback Perth. From the barren beauty of the
outback to the magnificent Blue Mountains
and the rolling charm of Western Australia’s
winelands, it’s a truly special journey.

advertorial

THE GREAT SOUTHERN: ADELAIDE–BRISBANE
Making the most of the Australian summer, the
Great Southern’s inaugural season runs from
6 December 2019 to 26 January 2020. It’s set to
showcase the unique charm of Australia’s southeast
corner, mapping the sun-kissed coast to take in the
likes of the mighty Grampian Mountains and the
country’s artsy capital – Canberra.

Cabins
Starting with Gold Service, you can
expect to relax among the woodpanelled fineries of a private berth,
enjoying picture-window views and
optional audio commentary. Then,
after a day’s exploring, you’ll be able
to freshen up in your en suite before
retiring to cosy upper and lower
berths, cleverly converted from a
three-seater lounge. Upgrades add in
double beds.

breakfasts served in your cabin,
guests will be treated to premium
drinks and dining in the exclusive
Platinum Club, all leather banquettes
and brass fittings.
Off-train excursions
Across each train, you can expect
a full range of included excursions,

For something extra special, look to
the Platinum Service. By day, cabins
are configured as a private lounge –
host to a table and pair of ottomans
– and by night they’re transformed
into a luxurious bedroom, with
either double or twin beds. Along
with the refreshments and gourmet

The Ghan and Kangaroo Island
12-day luxury rail journey

This is the Ghan’s original route, following in the hoof-steps of the
19th-century cameleer explorers that first mapped it. Taking three
ultra-scenic days, it wends almost 3,000km from Adelaide to Darwin,
sweeping through the deserts of the Red Centre. Stops include lazy
cruises along the Katherine River, the chance to explore the frontier
town of Alice Springs, and visits to the Jawoyn Aborigines for painting
and basket-weaving. Either side, we’ve included some time to relax,
with stays among Adelaide’s church spires and Kangaroo Island’s
iconic wildlife, showcased on an included two-day tour. It all ends in
Darwin – a city of artisan markets and tropical-beach sunsets on the
edge of the Timor Sea.
Prices from £3,805 pp incl. flights, transfers, 2 nights all-inclusive aboard
the Ghan, 7 nights’ accommodation & selected meals & touring. For a full
itinerary, visit wexas.com/138401 or call 020 7838 5958.

taking in the best of their respective
routes. So, while you’ll be treated
to a gorge boat cruise and a lesson
on Indigenous spear throwing on
the Ghan, you’ll enjoy the likes of
vineyard wine tastings on the Indian
Pacific and a visit to Canberra’s
Parliament on the Great Southern.
Drinks and dining
As with the excursions, the drinks
and dining are all inclusive, fostering
a relaxed, club-liked atmosphere.
Multi-course menus showcase the
finest ingredients from the trains’
various routes, from kangaroo
fillets to Top End barramundi. It’s
all accompanied by complimentary
beers, spirits and fine Australian
wines, best enjoyed in the convivial
ambience of the lounge.

events

Don McCullin
tate britain, london
to 6 may
A retrospective of the legendary
British photographer, this
expansive exhibition of 250
artworks includes many of
McCullin’s iconic war images from
Vietnam and Northern Ireland,
alongside meditative landscapes
of his beloved Somerset.
tate.org.uk

Hay Festival
hay-on-wye, wales
23 may to 2 june
The week-long festival of literary
conversation, live readings, music
and comedy returns to its home
in a tented village on the edge
of the beautiful Brecon Beacons
National Park.
hayfestival.com
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Wildlife Photographer of the Year
natural history museum, london
to 30 june
Extraordinary animal behaviour,
breath-taking bio-diversity and
the, sometimes challenging,

changing face of the natural world
are all on display in this superlative
photographic competition, now in
its 54th year.
nhm.ac.uk

Garsington Opera
wormsley estate, nr. high
wycombe
to 26 july
The idyllic grounds of the Getty
family estate play host to a
summer of opera with Don
Giovanni and The Bartered Bride
among the works performed in
Garsington’s spectacular pavilion.
garsingtonopera.org

events

Harald Sohlberg: Painting Norway
dulwich picture gallery, london
to 2 june
The south London gallery provides
an atmospheric backdrop to
Sohlberg’s evocative depictions
of flower-filled Nordic summers
and harshly beautiful winters
in the UK’s first major exhibition
of one of Norway’s greatest
painters.
dulwichpicturegallery.org.uk

Clockwise from
top left: Theatre
in the Roman
city of Palmyra,
partly destroyed
by Islamic State
fighters, 2017 by
Don McCullin;
Street in Roros by
Harald Sohlberg;
Self-portrait by
Harald Sohlberg;
The vision by Jan
van der Greef,
Winner, Black and
White, Wildlife
Photographer of
the Year 2018

Only Human: Martin Parr
national portrait gallery,
london
to 27 may
A major exhibition of classic and
brand new work by one of the
UK’s best-loved photographers,
with a special focus on Parr’s wry
observations of what it means to
be British.
npg.org.uk

Jeff Koons at The Ashmolean
the ashmolean, oxford
to 9 june

Open Garden Squares Weekend
various london venues
june 8–9

Oxford University’s museum of art
and archaeology, founded in 1683,
boasts a world-famous collection
ranging from Egyptian mummies
to prehistoric coins. This spring,
the fabulous antiquities are
joined by more modern pieces
with an exhibition showcasing
contemporary artist Jeff Koons.
ashmolean.org

From traditional squares to
historic grounds and even roof
terraces, more than 200 hidden
green spaces, normally closed
to the public, unlock their gates
for a whole weekend in this
annual event for garden-lovers.
opensquares.org
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DISCOVER

Oregon
Oregon is a diverse state of natural
wonders and of rich history.
Windswept beaches front
verdant forests, snow-capped
peaks give way to sweeping
rangelands and towering rock
formations are born out of
dramatic river valleys. One
moment you could be tasting your
way through one of the state’s
750 vineyards and the next taking
a board down one of its fabled
slopes. Oregon is, after all,
home to North America’s only
year-round ski season.

Lake National Park. Klamath Basin
National Wildlife Refuge is even
home to the largest concentration
of wintering bald eagles – a true
American icon. It’s all showcased

Did you know?
Oregon has never been
more accessible, with
daily non-stop flights
between London
Heathrow and Portland.

across a 230-strong collection of
state parks, home to everything from
fossil beds and explosive volcanoes
to mountains stratiﬁed into painted

You can even visit one of the state’s

bands of colours. But, it’s not just for

ten Native American tribes or fulﬁl all

looking at and measuring. Much of

your cowboy fantasies with a stay on

Oregon’s charm lies in getting out

a historic ranch.

there and exploring; those wild rivers
make for some of the ﬁnest white-

How best to take it all in, then?

water rafting and lush, waterfall-

There’s only one answer: indulge with

troubled woodland make for ideal

that great American tradition, the

hikes. Indeed, nearly half of the state

road trip. After mapping the coast –

It’s got the superlatives to back it up,

is forested. And, the spirit of the Old

pausing at remote coves and quaint

too. Oregon features the continent’s

West is very much alive here, with

lighthouse towns – turn inland to

deepest river gorge, the world’s

Eastern Oregon a postcard of dusty

wind over high mountain passes and

second-most-climbed mountain and

plains and jagged red rocks that

through horizonless plains. It’ll come

the country’s deepest lake at Crater

level out into golden wheat ﬁelds.

as no surprise that Oregon features

advertorial

However, hidden away among
the great outdoors, there’s a slice
of considered urbanity.. Once
overshadowed by its bigger, westcoast cousins, Portland is truly coming
into its own. There’s a microbrewery
and artisan coffee house on every
corner, galleries exhibit the latest in
local work, and a superb collection
of boutiques take advantage of
the lack of sales tax. And, it’s all

Oregon Fly-Drive 11-day tailor-made journey
Moving out of artsy Portland, this luxury road trip will see you
knit together Oregon’s highlights with its scenic byways. You’ll
stop off at vineyards, sweep along dramatic coastlines and
pause at historic towns and national parks alike.

dotted by verdant parks watched
over by giant Mt. Hood. Even in the
state’s largest city, you can’t escape
Oregon’s natural beauty.

FROM £1,870 PP incl. flights, car hire & 9 nights accommodation. For a
full itinerary, visit wexas.com/134035.

more scenic byways than any other
state. Then, at the end of it all, get away
to a quiet mountain cabin, tee off on an
award-winning golf course or luxuriate
in one of Oregon’s world-class spas.
There are even 16 hot springs to choose
from, alongside the small matter of 363
miles of pristine coastline.

To book your escape to Oregon or for more information, call a Wexas USA specialist on 020 7838 5958 or visit wexas.com

portr ait of a cit y / dubai

Out of
the blue
reflections of Dubai
words
Celia Dilow
“Why on earth are you going there?
You’ll hate it.” Friends were not
encouraging, but I was going to an
important meeting.
“Hello,” dark blue eyes locked with
mine and I felt reality tilt and reset
itself. I was not expecting that.
Dubai takes you by surprise. It is a city
where there should not be a city. Some
of it is glamorous. It is a gilded building
site, a sandpit full of expensive cars
and shiny toys. Like a modern paradise
garden, everything is reflected in still
pools or mirrored tiles. But in the land
of mirage, which view is real?
Famous for its skyline, it is all about
the building. Think of a shape and
build it. Go higher. Twist it like barley
sugar and cover it in stardust. Make
it glitter. Dream the impossible and
make it happen. Put a ski slope in the
desert, with real snow and penguins –
no problem. Build the earth or the solar
system in the Gulf and sell it off – done.
Bring the nations of the world to this
sliver of ancient desert to gawp and
gaze and get rich. In that shuddering
region, see how safe and tolerant it
really is. Defy politics; defy geography;
defy belief. Create rain, air-condition
the bus stops and put phone chargers
in the palm trees – of course. There is
plenty of oil but no fresh water, so let
the people drink the sea.
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Come and party! Move from beach to
bar to bed. Ignore the Arabian Desert
which licks your heels, threatening to
reclaim the city with every sandstorm.
The Dubai Museum tells another story,
of nomadic herders, gold traders and
pearl fishers who made quiet lives
in the Empty Quarter. Simple homes
had wind towers with canvas sails to
catch the breezes from the creek; the
desert was able to support some life.
But the medieval settlements have
been overwritten in a generation.
Out of the blue of the Arabian night,
a futurescape has materialised.
The wooden dhows on the creek
are for tourists now, not fishermen.
Celebrities, engineers, financiers and
entrepreneurs have come. And they
need workers, teachers, hoteliers,
diplomats, doctors and nurses to
support them. The pace of change
is a whirlwind which slices and
splices a thousand and one lives into
a surprising and uncomfortable
storybox.
“I’m just going outside to warm up,”
I stepped onto the tiny balcony of a
modest apartment to escape the fierce
air-conditioning. There was the hum
of traffic from the highway, the soft
stew of the drains and the heat, of
course, like something solid. But there
was also the sound of half a thousand
hammers from the building site below.
Hundreds of square feet of pool deck
were being landscaped. Sand was
shovelled, palms were planted and
pools were tiled in every shade of blue.
I watched the walls being prepared for
the rolls of mosaic. At the beginning
of June, it felt dangerous to be outside
during the middle of the day; the
pavements had melted my shoes. But
more than a hundred men in blue
overalls worked on regardless. Clink,
clink, uncomfortable clink.

Rumours are rife. Ten years ago, when
the money stopped flowing, Dubai’s
development stuttered. If the oil runs
out, or we stop needing it, how will
they keep the desert at bay? If the
earth continues to heat up, life in the
futurescape will be intolerable and the
people will retreat. What will happen
to the glittering toys in the sandpit?
Will the desert gradually creep back
when no one wants to play anymore?
“This is more like it,” It was dawn and
we were at an oasis outside the city.
Birds gasped in the buzzing heat.
Sand grouse hid. There was the flicker
of shrike and a dazzling bee-eater.
Flamingo gathered on shimmering
pools and, not far away, the tawny
dune rippled into the heat haze.
Natural Dubai pre-dates us and it will
outlive us.
I felt splintered by impossible Dubai.
My expectations had been overturned.
It is a place of hope and no hope, of
spinning ideas and spiralling dreams,
nightmares and fairy tales. It reflects
the best of us and the worst of us.
“Goodbye,” the meeting was over and
I staggered home to a new version of
normal. At the beginning of the desert
summer, in one of Dubai’s glittering
towers, my first grandchild was born.
So I too have joined the storybox of
that sapphire city. Connected now, in
a most unexpected way, I left a bit of
my heart there. They said I would hate
Dubai, but I will go back very soon.

dubai / portr ait of a cit y
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Brilliant
Adventures
benedict allen talks to amy sohanpaul
about travels past and present

In his twenties, Benedict Allen
pioneered a new way of wandering
the world, self-filming while
traversing drastic distant
places, and while immersed in
remote communities. It was an
obvious answer to the question
of restlessness that accompanied
him from childhood.
“Even as a little toddler, I remember
my father, who was a test pilot, flying
a Vulcan Bomber over our back garden
and tipping the wings as a signal that
it was him up there. That was exciting.
It made a psychological difference to
me, made me believe it was possible
to be a little bit different, to dream, to
be a pioneer. To have your father as a
role model is very different to historic
figures such as Shackleton, Speke or
Burton, because it’s very immediate.
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It triggered something, I was restless,
I knew I was going to be an explorer
by the age of ten. My mother thought
I would grow out of it, but I was
absolutely set, this is what I was
going to do.”
The signs were always there – as a
child he turned the garden shed into
a museum to showcase all the fossils
he collected, he would cover his
bedroom floor in leaves to represent
the jungle, and he always had maps
all over his walls. In the inevitable
end, he left his Masters course in
ecology at the University of Aberdeen
to head for the Amazon.
“The typical way to travel at the
time was to go into the army, or
become a scientist, or a journalist or a
photographer, but I wasn’t sure I was

suited to those careers, or if they would
expose me to the world in the way I
wanted to be. I was a bit bolshie as a
young man. I wanted to do things my
way, I didn’t want to bossed around by
anyone, and that moment of youthful
independence is a very useful spark in
helping you go your own way. If you
don’t believe in authority, or anyone
other than your very gentle father, you
are placed to find your own way.”
Allen’s own ways led him to that
one-man expedition in the Amazon,
followed variously by stints along the
length of the Skeleton Coast, crossing
the Gobi alone, albeit with camels,
and the Arctic with just a team of
dogs. As he went, he made television
documentary history, creating a new
genre by filming himself. Famously,
he refused to rely on any other modern

benedict allen / guest
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props – no GPS or mobile phones.
Paradoxically this made him a very
modern-day explorer – where when
most physical challenges have been
met and geographies charted, what
continues to change is how people live
in other places. The philosophy behind
his method has always been about
living in the same way as the people
he met.
“I wanted to live with other people
and to see the world from their point
of view. When technology came along,
it didn’t seem appropriate. Things
like satellite phones felt like outside
gadgets, because they were, they were
tools for an outside world.”
This belief in disconnecting from the
outside world is a big part and parcel
of the sensational headlines that
accompanied Allen’s ‘disappearance’
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last year, in Papua New Guinea,
when he was without a mobile
phone. In end he had to find a way
of getting in touch with his agent –
because he was suffering severely
from both malaria and dengue
fever – and was helicoptered out by
a national newspaper racing to get
the inside story.
“I’d gone back on an expedition, using
the techniques I’d always used, but
of course the world has changed so
much. So there was all that fuss when
I was ten days late, and so many mixed
opinions. Some people wanted me to
be a Victorian throwback, the plucky
Brit who disappeared, others were very
much of the view that you shouldn’t
go your own way. Everyone was
filling the gaps, it was about opinion,
when I was just carrying on with my
profession – my job is to go in and try

to come out again. But despite the
disadvantages of not having a mobile
phone with me, I think it has become
even more valuable now for us to be
able to disconnect. It is normal now for
us to be constantly connected and that
has its own dangers. Debates go back
and forth online, the same ideas get
repeated round and round. So I think
that is part of being an explorer today,
going away, stepping outside of your
world and after that, reporting back.
That feels really relevant now.”
He’d all but stopped exploring for
a few years. “I was trying to cross
the Bering Strait and I got separated
from my dog team. I’d had so many
near escapes before then. I’d been
pushing myself further and further to
extremes. Rainforests were relatively
easy, but then the deserts and then this
episode in the Arctic made me pause

benedict allen / guest
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and think – I’m going to die next time –
this is ridiculous. I’ve almost died nine
times, and I thought stop, stop, stop.
And so I did. My mum had died, and I
wanted to get back and look after my
dad for a bit. “
And as he says, so he did. However,
a trip to Papua New Guinea in
search of birds of paradise with his
old friend Frank Gardner, the BBC
security correspondent, reignited

that restlessness and unrelenting
curiosity. So he’s back on the unbeaten
tracks, and deep in writing a book
that explores what it means to be an
explorer and why some people simply
must. One of his own reasons is, as he
says, “I feel I have a duty – not to be
pious about it – but I feel I should be
getting out there, because the world
needs, not me, but many of us, to
explain what’s going out there now,
because it is so important.”

vol 49 · no 1 · 2019 tr aveller 23

eyewitness / italy

24 tr aveller vol 49 · no 1 · 2019

italy / eyewitness

Sassi
di Matera
words & pictures
Simon Urwin
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Previous page: Sunrise
view from Belvedere di
Piazzetta Giovanni Pascoli
Above: Art installation
IDRA – Istituto di Ricerca
Anime by Alfredo Pirri,
in the water cistern of
Corte San Pietro hotel
Opposite: The Crypt of
the Original Sin

‘This is the only cave in the world with a
Michelin star,’ says Vitantonio Lombardo,
gesturing at the fossil-studded walls of his
subterranean restaurant with a broad smile.
‘In many ways, it’s symbolic of Matera’s own
rejuvenation,’ adds the award-winning chef.
‘It was once an historic dwelling, then a stall for
animals, and there are remains of an ancient
rock church too. It lay abandoned for many years,
and now we’ve brought it back to life.’
In a side chamber now housing the kitchen
Lombardo begins work on the day’s tasting
menu, which showcases classic dishes with
contemporary twists. ‘While we respect the
culinary roots of the region, we are open to new
influences too,’ he says while preparing rooster, a
classic ingredient in cucina povera, or ‘cooking of
the poor’, and embellishing it with lobster tails
and a Campari jelly. ‘It all ties in neatly with the
spirit of Matera as European Capital of Culture
2019: looking to the future, but never losing sight
of our past.’
Located in Italy’s deep south, this small city of
just 60,000 people boasts a quite extraordinary
history. Perched on the edge of a vertiginous
ravine, its ancient heart is comprised of two
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districts: Sasso Barisano and Sasso Caveoso.
Collectively known as the Sassi, (‘the stones’),
they contain thousands of man-made cave
dwellings gouged from the pale, golden
limestone. Dating back some 8,000 years, they
are thought to be the first human habitations
anywhere in Italy.
The Sassi and the plateau which surrounds
Matera are also dotted with over 150 rupestrian
(or rock) churches, sculpted by hand in the early
Middle Ages by communities of devout monks,
who painted their grottoes of worship with
intricate icons using natural earth dyes and
pigments.
‘What’s thought to be the oldest of all the
churches was only rediscovered by chance in
the 1960s,’ explains local archaeologist Nicola
Taddonio, of the astonishing 8th-century Crypt
of the Original Sin.
‘Like many of the cave churches it was
eventually abandoned,’ he says. ‘Then, so one
story goes, a shepherd stumbled upon it one
night and took shelter there with his flock of
sheep. He awoke the next day and was surprised
to see all these eyes looking down at him. They
were in fact exquisite frescoes of the Madonna,
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the apostles and the archangels; the most
beautiful Benedictine artwork complete with
swirling tendrils of red flowers – in a cave full of
mud, moss and animal dung.’
By the mid-1800s, many of the cave homes in
the Sassi had begun to resemble the conditions
of the crypt, as abject poverty gripped the
historically underdeveloped Italian south. A
mural by Carlo Levi in the Palazzo Lanfranchi is
a powerful evocation of the era when malaria,
cholera and typhoid were rampant, when entire
families of peasants and farmers lived with no
natural light, running water or electricity and
shared their dwellings with pigs, mules and
other farmyard animals.
The authorities were so horrified upon
discovering such fetid squalor that Matera
was denounced as ‘the shame of Italy’ and in
1952 living in caves was declared illegal. The
residents of the Sassi were forcibly moved to
Matera’s new town and the area remained
almost entirely empty, a ghost town, until 1986,
when people finally recognised its historical and
commercial value and began investing money
in rehabilitating the caves and converting them
into bars, restaurants and galleries.

Key to the Sassi’s regeneration were the alberghi
diffusi, or ‘dispersed hotels’, historic structures
transformed into characterful accommodation,
which attracted a first trickle of open-minded
tourists looking for a uniquely authentic
experience; to spend the night underground,
whilst also staying in the heart of the local
community.

Opposite: Detail of the
Crypt of the Original Sin
Above: Lucania 61 by
Carlo Levi, showing the
hardships of peasant
life in the Sassi and the
Basilicata region

‘We’ve always wanted visitors to feel that this
is more like a temporary home,’ says Fernando
Ponte, owner of Corte San Pietro, a collection of
once-abandoned cave dwellings, now a boutique
hotel with minimally designed spaces that
dance with flickering candlelight.
‘Each room was once an entire cave home
and we’ve ensured it bears the same street
number as in the past when it would have been
inhabited by a family with their horses and
sheep,’ he explains. ‘We also put a plate by every
door and write the guests’ first names alongside
the nickname of the family who once lived there
– the hunters, the animal keepers, the flatbread
makers and so on. It’s important to keep a
connection to Matera’s past, especially with all
the landmark changes that have taken place
during the city’s revival,’ he says.

vol 49 · no 1 · 2019 tr aveller 29

eyewitness / italy

Left: Street selling
‘traditional products’
including the local loaf,
Pane di Matera.
Opposite: Motorino mirror
view of Matera.

Such milestones include the Sassi and the Park
of Rupestrian Churches being awarded UNESCO
World Heritage status in 1993, then Matera’s
labyrinth of cobbled streets finding fame as
a Hollywood film location, notably for Mel
Gibson’s The Passion of the Christ in 2004. Ponte
himself is actively involved in Matera’s latest
significant step forward, European Capital of
Culture status, as the Corte San Pietro becomes
the first of six hotels to transform into art
galleries as part of the festival programme,
hosting permanent modern art installations
which are open to paying guests and the
general public alike.
“One of the key points of Matera 2019 is to
get people to think more deeply about their
relationship with the local landscape”, explains
Ponte. “We wanted to highlight that many
early dwellers here had no running water so
they invested tremendous energy in building
impressive water tanks and channels”, he says.
In response to this, a voluminous rainwater
cistern underneath the hotel now houses the
striking ‘Idra - Istituto di Ricerca Anime’, a
sphere of reflective glass enclosed by a rim
of gently glowing light by the Italian artist
Alfredo Pirri.
“His idea is that you should walk on the mirror
and he wants you to physically break it”, says
Ponte. “He wants you to feel and hear the
sound of shattering glass with each footstep,
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to understand that each step represents the
passing of time. This is a particularly important
concept in a place as old as Matera.”
Idra is just one of many pieces in the year-long
‘Open Futures’ festival which involves local
and international artists, and boasts a highly
eclectic programme; from sound sculptures
and contemporary dance performances, to
workshops about the city’s famous bread and
an exhibition exploring a southern perspective
on the Renaissance, a period in history
traditionally focused on the north.
“Our aim is to open minds, as well as open
the city to beyond the Basilicata region”, says
Salvatore Adduce, President of the Matera
2019 Foundation, “so we don’t really want
people just coming for a quick ‘selfie’ and a plate
of pasta. Instead, our invitation is that everyone
becomes temporary cultural inhabitants,
to immerse themselves here, and have an
interchange of ideas and experiences with
the local people.”
Adduce is also keen that visitors leave behind a
personal item; a memory, a message, a physical
possession, and at the end of 2019, these objects
will become part of their very own exhibition.
“It will be a fitting finale to our year as European
Capital of Culture”, he says. “A memorial to show
how Matera has connected not just with Europe,
but with the world.”
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Storms
Words by Fergal Keane

I grew up in a climate as predictable
as our politics, religion and food. There
was no drama. We were encumbered
with general dullness. Nobody ever
mentioned climate change. There were
rainy winters and summers. Autumns
were seasons of regret. The spring
held out the promise of the end of
a school year. Every few years a month
would come along that bucked the
trend. There was a big storm in January
1974. I remember sitting on the stairs
with my mother and listening to the
wind rattle the slates from roofs up
and down the estate. It was rare and,
in its own way, delicious. I was inside
and safe. Our houses were built of
solid walls and deep foundations.
The roof would survive the departure
of some slates.
Two years later the weather surprised
us again. The July of 1976 is my
eternal summer when we lounged in
Ger O’Leary’s house on the Western
Road playing Neil Young’s Harvest
and eating his family’s year’s supply of
ice cream. They had made the mistake
of decamping from Cork city to the
coast to escape the temperatures that
surged over 30 degrees Celsius. In this
weather my grandmother would
declaim that she was ‘dead from the
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heat’. Country people would call it ‘pure
savage’ and point to the melting tar on
the back roads and shake their heads.

Idai I had not seen what the combined
power of the wind and sea could do to
human life.

We might get an attack of heavy snow
once in a decade. On one such occasion
– in 1984 – I was a young reporter with
Ireland’s national broadcaster, Radió
Telefís Éireann (RTE) and the station
brought the nation to a halt with its
dramatic reporting of what turned
out to be a rather minor snowstorm.
We were cursed by businesspeople up
and down the country.

It was as if a malign giant had flailed
and battered his way from the shores,
wrenching up palm trees and smashing
them onto houses, scooping up waves
that were hurled into slums and across
farmland, leaving cables dangling over
roads, building after building shorn of
their roofs, and all the flotsam of lives
blasted into displacement: the clothes,
shoes, schoolbooks, pots, cups, bottles
lying in the mulch of inundated alleys.

But Ireland was not routinely devastated
by violent storms. Having dealt us
the grim hand of the potato blight
in the previous century, nature was
by and large benign. In forty years
in journalism I had covered very few
calamities of the natural world. There
were a few earthquakes, notably the
disaster at Kobe which killed more
than 6,000 people in 1995, and where
I saw a metropolis of some 1.5 million
cease to be a city of the modern world.
I remember rubble and endless fires.
It looked, hauntingly, like the aftermath
of a mass aerial bombardment.
But until I arrived in the Mozambican
city of Beira in the wake of Cyclone

Now that we know our changing
climate is making these storms
more violent it is impossible to look
upon such destruction as simply one
of those terrible things that comes
with living in a tropical climate, the other
side of sunshine and white sand and
green valleys. For the malign god is made
madder by the warming oceans, and it is
the poorest of the poor who are paying
first and most.
I went by Indian navy boat from Beira
to the town of Buzi. The Indians were
in the region on an exercise when
the Cyclone struck and immediately
diverted to Beira.

fergal keane / my world

‘Don’t put your hands in the waters,’
the commander said, ‘there are
more snakes and crocodiles around
than usual because of the floods.’ I
did not see anything life-threatening
but a chameleon floated by, lost to
the muddy waters. Then a dead cow.
Local fishermen passed us, their boats
filled with the displaced heading towards
refuge of a sort in Beira. At least there
would be food and medicine on the
quayside. After that a makeshift camp
for who knows how long.
Figures waved from the shore and our
convoy of six boats headed in their
direction. A sailor tested the depths.

We took on several families. All were
hungry and thirsty. ‘No food for days,’
a man said.
At Buzi there was a jetty onto which
dozens of people had crowded. Beyond
them in the flooded town others were
camped on rooftops. We could take
only 67 of the several hundred who
wanted to leave. The sailors promised
they would come back the following
day. But people pushed forward.
In the end it looked as if one of the
boats might be overturned and spill
the crew and passengers into the
fast flowing waters. The commander
gave the orders to cast off and we

pushed out into the current. I looked
back at the crowd gathered on the
jetty. It was a forlorn group who
waved and shouted to us as the sun
set behind their ruined town. I believe
in that moment I caught a glimpse of
something profound, a tragedy that
belonged to this moment but also to
the human future on this planet.
Fergal Keane is a Special Correspondent
with BBC News. His memoir Wounds is
published by William Collins
Illustration by Luke Walwyn
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Humpback
Encounters
words
Jonathan Scott
pictures
Griet van Malderen
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Tonga is not the easiest destination
in the world to reach for dedicated
photographers hoping to record their
first encounter with the region’s
legendary humpback whales.
Accommodation is basic and there
are weight restrictions that can make
air travel with camera equipment
problematic. However the journey
merits the effort, for a face-to-face
meeting with a whale and its calf
rivals the first sighting of a wild lion
on a big cat safari in East Africa, or an
expedition to an emperor penguin
colony in Antarctica.
We’d been invited to the Polynesian
archipelago to join our great friend
Griet van Malderen on her quest to
photograph humpbacks during the
calving season. We had seen plenty
of these wondrous creatures cruising
the waters of South Georgia and the
Antarctic Peninsula in the austral
summer, when they migrate south to
feast on shrimp-like krill, but calving
season was a first.
The plan was to help Griet with her
photographic endeavours, though
since both Angie and I are novices
when it comes to underwater
photography this promised to be a
learning adventure for all of us.
We spent a week in Tonga at the end
of July, and to our delight, on our very
first day at sea, Griet captured this
surreal and emotional portrait of
Angie’s face-to-face encounter with a
mother humpback and her two-weekold calf as it gallivanted about above
her in the shallows.
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As the dark shape of the great
leviathan rose from the sunlit depths
to breathe, it emerged like a steam
train towards the tiny human speck
staring down in amazement. It was a
joyous and heart-stopping experience
for all of us.
The blue-green water was so clear and
sparkling in the mid-morning sunlight
that we could almost sense the texture
of the whale’s barnacled head and
radiant white throat pleats, exalting
at the massive exhalation of air and
spume that announced its arrival at
the surface.
The following day we watched
and listened spellbound as a male
humpback caressed the water with
the rhythmic undulations of his tail as
he sang his unique song of stuttering
squeaks, trills, blips and whistles,
combining them in a spine-tingling
melody that pulsed through our bodies
with a universal energy that held us
spellbound in its thrall. It reminded
us of a meeting with elephants at
home in Kenya while filming the TV
series Elephant Diaries, providing us
with the chance to get up close and
personal with a herd of orphans in
Tsavo National Park, home to more
than 10,000 wild elephants. As we
and the elephants stood in a tight
huddle, solemn and motionless, it
was a moment of the deepest reverie.
We think of elephants and whales as
sentient beings, intelligent creatures
that seem so aware and capable of
communicating over vast distances,
emitting and receiving sounds
at wavelengths we are unable to
hear. Though humans are unable
to communicate verbally with
other life there was no doubting
the sense of wonder that Angie,
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Griet and I experienced so palpably
that day in the startling blue waters
around Tonga.
When the ‘elephant whisperer’
Randall Moore transported wildborn ex-captive elephants back to
Africa by sea he recounted how
excited the elephants became when
whales surfaced at a distance from
the ship. What might they have
been saying, Randall wondered.
It reminded me of the sentiments
expressed so beautifully by the
writer Henry Beston:
We need another and a wiser and
perhaps a more mystical concept
of animals. Remote from universal
nature and living by complicated
artifice, man in civilisation surveys
the creature through the glass of
his knowledge and sees thereby
a feather magnified and the whole
image in distortion. We patronise
them for their incompleteness, for
their tragic fate for having taken
form so far below ourselves. And
therein do we err. For the animal
shall not be measured by man. In
a world older and more complete
than ours, they move finished and
complete, gifted with the extension
of the senses we have lost or never
attained, living by voices we shall
never hear. They are not brethren,
they are not underlings: they
are other nations, caught with
ourselves in the net of life and time,
fellow prisoners of the splendour
and travail of the earth.
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Tayrona

“Disturbing the dust on a bowl of rose leaves”

My first footfall on the path echoed a memory. Tayrona
National Park was new to me – its vines and sweet forest
scents, its towering kapoks and floating butterflies. Yet
strangely it felt as familiar as a rose garden. I slipped off my
shoes for comfort, the dead leaves were like cushions on the
brown earth, the clay around as soft as silk.
The trail cut up into the forest. There was a bird call – the
two-note trill of a piha, as shrill as a whistle, ringing through
the labyrinth of trees. Cicada song rose in a swell, passed like
a wave and faded into the forest. ‘Follow the path,’ the voices
beckoned, to Pueblito…
Poor Pueblito. The forest seemed to say otherwise but
the reality was different. Now a tiny Kogi Amerindian
village, Pueblito was in reality a graveyard, an agony...
Before the Spanish came here the lush forests and high
mountains around Pueblito were home to the Tayrona – a
civilisation that rivalled the Incas in sophistication. All was
destroyed, the few survivors scattered, their gold was melted
into doubloons, their language and culture lost to tongues
of flame.
I looked into the trees – where the Tayrona’s ghosts were
moving without pressure over the dead leaves, in the heat,
through the vibrant air. And the piha called again and
this time it sounded plaintive, longing for a response from
unheard music and laughter. The beauty of the forest hid
bitterness: not the sacred, but the bone’s prayer to Death.
Or so I thought when I reached Pueblito. It took two hours.
Then there was a mossy boulder jaguar-pelt-speckled with
pockmarks, crouching by the path. And then the gates to the
village – two sentinel stones. And the village itself, set in an
oculus of green grass, an iris of lemony sunlight against the
dark memory of the rainforest.
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Walking into the village I noticed that everything was
round – the green plaza that lay at the Pueblito’s heart, the
huts, the circular platforms they sat on, the designs the
people were weaving in silence from forest vines, and the
Tayrona ruins themselves which sat in the shade next to a
stream. I was hot. It seemed the perfect place to rest.
I wet my face and drank in the coolness. In a pool I found
golden sand. And shards of ancient pottery, their jagged
edges pebble-smoothed by centuries of water. An ancient
Kogi man with shoulder-length black hair, wearing a white
tunic, saw me and came over. He looked at the pottery shard
in my hand, at my bare feet and smiled approvingly. The
Tayrona were his ancestors, but there was no bitterness in
his eyes. They were as unfathomable as the translucence of
the deep sea. But they welcomed me.
I asked him about the village. Why was everything round?
The buildings modelled reality itself he said – the movement
of the circle in empty space – feminine in masculine, time
in eternity.
A circle’s centre is like the still point of a turning world,
he said. And the forest is the navel of the Earth. No point,
he said, thinking of the waste of sad time stretching before
and after. There is only now. And he closed my hand over the
pebble-shard.
‘Quick now, here, now, always. Take it with you and
remember.’

south america / eyewitness

Wiñay Wayna

“There is a time for evening under starlight”

We shouldn’t be doing it. But after seeing the ruins of
Wiñay Wayna for the first time that afternoon it had been
hard to resist: the low sunlight falling across the mountains,
leaving the Inca road to the city shuttered with branches,
the warm haze, the sultry light absorbed by pre-Columbian
stones.
Old stones that cannot be deciphered, puzzle-pieced
together without cement in mysterious organic symmetry.
And the rise and fall of Wiñay Wayna itself. Not a city. A
small ruin – crumble-extended along a ridge and covered
with lichens, dropping towards the Usumacinta River below.
The four of us closed our eyes. Imagined Wiñay Wayna at
night. Tonight. Summer midnight – under a full moon and
stars. Without the jostle of other tourists. And we made a
whispered promise to return for a deeper communion.
At night the guard post was empty but for a metal cup
and a newspaper. We crept along the deep lane, dark, dark,
dark, emerged, and there was Wiñay Wayna again. The
moon was bright enough to see the details of the mosses and
bromeliads which blanketed the stone walls. Silvery light
fell across the grassy cascade of terraces – an amphitheatre
that semicircled the hill. It was cut by the central ridge of

buildings that made up the settlement. They dropped in
steps to the valley below. Now we would explore.
We entered the first of the houses and found a spring
– falling from the back wall into a shallow well, flowing
through the house and to the building below. And the
one below that. These weren’t houses at all. They were
springwater baths where Inca people walking the road to
Machu Picchu had drunk and washed.
They’d built a settlement around a stream. A city had
risen, been conquered, fallen, crumbled and risen again –
as an open-air museum on the Inca trail. And here in Wiñay
Wayna’s ruins was its beginning. We could hear it still, and
still moving – the fall of water, dropping sempiternally into
the valley, surrounded by rainforest-covered ridges and
snowy peaks.
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Cabo de Horno

“The impossible union of spheres”

The water was calm when we left Ushuaia – blue and
brilliant in the furrow that widened behind the cruise ship.
And the day stayed halcyon as it faded into Antarctic twilight
and we left the fjords and the jagged rocks and entered the
open ocean at the end of South America.
The next morning the weather had changed. As it always
does in the angry Antarctic Ocean. In my bed, I couldn’t tell if it
was rain or salt spray that lashed my cabin window. I dressed
and lurched up the stairs to the deck where sharp wind and
driving rain whipped my face. The ocean stretched seamless
to every horizon. I imagined the sea bottom miles below. We
were tiny, not even a speck at map-size. And vulnerable – just a
storm away from wreckage. And the wind was fierce.
By early afternoon we’d reached Cape Horn – a rough and
rugged, worn ridgeback of rock poking from a heaving sea at
the end of a desolate archipelago. The ship edged closer, into
the lee of the island itself, huddling for shelter. There was a
groaning buoy and a black, rocky beach. Easy to reach – a mere
jump away.
Over the tannoy the captain called us to the dinghies. I
clambered in and clung to the side, shivering. Even in four
layers the wind cut to the bone. And the sea water would be far
colder. I closed my eyes against the thought of it and the sting
of the spray and prayed we’d make the hundred-metre dash to
the shore.
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Thank God. Steps led from the beach up a cliff onto ancient
moorland. My hands were numb. Dizzying wind swirled the
grasses into tussles. Iron-grey ocean speckled white with
swooping albatrosses spread all around. A boardwalk ran
across the moor to a distant crag that crested the island and
the Cape Horn monument. Another went to a lighthouse,
and a lonely hut no bigger than a garden shed. Shelter. I leant
into the wind and slowly made my way there.
It wasn’t a hut, but a chapel made entirely from logwood
– tree bark still covered the interior walls and the underside
of the raw benches that made the pews. But it was warm
and harbour-safe from the wind and rain. I was the only one
there. I sat down and rubbed my hands and looked around.
There was a simple wooden altar, and above it, lit by a single
candle was Stella Maris, Mary as Star of the Sea. Written
prayers were scattered before her: for people who had
drowned at Cape Horn.
The warmth, the solitude, the air itself was meditative.
How many prayed to her nowadays? I wondered. How many
prayed before?
I imagined the families of those who’d sailed here –
Magellan and Drake, Cook and Cochrane, and all the millions
over the centuries, kneeling before Stella Maris in myriad
ports. Yes, they asked for protection from that infinite,
indifferent ocean. But they also asked for solace for dead sons
who set forth and never returned.
Stella Maris. The pole star. The navigator’s saint. For
devotees she is not a protector but a guiding light for those
seeking to navigate the contradictions of the cruel sea and
the sea of faith. A light shining from the point of intersection
of the timeless and time, for whom time is not as a mere
sequence, nor happiness a sense of well-being derived
from fulfilment or a very good meal, but something quite
ineffable.
And forgotten she sits here. Next to a lighthouse at the far
end of the Earth.

south america / eyewitness

Sucua

“Whatever we inherit from the fortunate”

Climbing out of the plane the first thing that hit me was
the air – a warm blanket of moistness, perfumed with
forest. Heavy clouds hung in the sky. And there was water
everywhere – pooled around the tiny airport terminus,
roaring in a torrent under the road bridge into Sucua town.
It wasn’t the Ecuadorean Amazon I’d longed for – of
anacondas and jaguars, howler monkeys and hushed
David Attenborough commentary. With no jungle lodges,
no virgin forest, no river trips and not much to do, Sucua
doesn’t get many tourists. I wouldn’t have come but for a
writing commission for a charity magazine. I’d be gone the
next morning, heading into the real Amazon for a stay at a
comfortable jungle lodge.
I was here for a quick visit – I spent the afternoon
interviewing a few locals, seeing the classroom the aid
money had paid for, writing up my notes, and cursing that
I’d not brought a mosquito net. Sucua was a dump and I was
covered in bites. Then as I was packing my bag in the late
afternoon and dreaming of leaving there was a knock at my
door. It was the driver, Isidro.
“Some of the local families would like to say goodbye
before you leave,” he told me. “You’re invited to a meal. Are
you OK to come?”
I didn’t want to be rude and there was nothing in English
on the hotel TV. So I said yes.
The car bumped and heaved over the red dirt road out of
Sucua. We had to stop at one point so Isidro could check the
strength of a wooden bridge which spanned another raging
brown river. A snake slithered across our path, caught in the
headlights beyond diagonal streaks of powerful rain. I was
regretting not staying in the hotel. The car smelt dank and
water was dripping from the roof next to the door, onto my
shoulder and down my neck. I swatted a mosquito, leaving
a blood smear.
Finally we reached the village – which was barely a cluster
of dripping huts with smoke from wood-burning stoves
within rising through the thatch. As I climbed out of the car,
splashing into a muddy puddle, a thin, wet cat mewed at me.
Isidro walked to the largest hut, where a scrawny chicken

clucked under the eaves. He was greeted by a man in dirtstained, ripped trousers and a ragged T-shirt daubed with
a political slogan. He was tiny, gnarled and brown.
“This is Don Armando,” Isidro told me, “the village chief.”
Don Armando shook my hand warmly, gave me a toothless
smile and beckoned me into his palm-roof hut.
Inside was a simple wooden table with a single chair,
where a single place was laid for dinner – a clean, ironed
white cloth, a shiny knife and spoon, a glass and a chipped
white metal plate. Around the table were thirty or forty
people, some sitting on little wooden stools, others crammed
in next to the walls. Women with babies, old men, children,
farmers. The whole village. And they were there for me. As I
walked in, they cheered. And I blushed.
I wanted to tell them that there’d been a mistake. I was
just a journalist. I’d given nothing. I’d come here reluctantly.
I didn’t deserve any applause.
But Don Armando just smiled, and one by one so
did everyone else, laughing, welcoming me. It was
overwhelming. A woman drew up the chair and insisted
that I sit down. And then she brought in food – steaming rice,
chayote, plantain – and insisted that I eat.
“What about you?” I asked. But no one spoke English. They
just watched. Then Don Armando’s wife brought in a big
tureen – the pièce de résistance. She lifted the lid with great
pride. Inside was a bony chicken leg.
“Wow! They killed one of the village chickens for you,” said
Isidro, “a great honour.”
None of the villagers would eat chicken that night, he told
me. They would have rice and thin soup. As I cut the greasy
skin and ate the stringy, tough meat I felt tears in my eyes. I
was deeply humbled. And deeply grateful.
I forgot the mosquitoes. I forgot the dripping rain and the
cloying heat, the David Attenborough Amazon I thought
I’d wanted. This was a return. A homecoming. A reminder
of what matters. And I realised that the real reason I was
here, the reason I travel, the end of all my exploring is to
arrive where I started and know the place for the first time...
The end is my beginning.
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Into
India

Gurinder Chada shares her insights about Indian inspirations with Amy Sohanpaul
The Kenyan-born, British-brought-up
and Punjabi creator of Bhaji on the
Beach, Bend It Like Beckham, Bride and
Prejudice, Viceroy’s House, and the
forthcoming primetime itv series
Beecham House has always had an
inside take on India. It’s the gloriously
picturesque setting for her new drama
based on the pre-Raj era, when the
country was literally up for grabs
– the Mughal Empire was in decline,
the British had a strong trading
presence and Napoleon had a stake
in what happened next.
Many dramas set in India are filmed
in countries such as Malaysia, but for
Gurinder, despite the difficulties of
directing a series set in India, there
was no alternative. “You can’t beat
India on camera. It looks like India and
nowhere else does. I think dramas
that shoot in other countries are
always slightly strange. One of the
things about India that existed long
before the British came along and has
carried on long since they left is the
architecture, the palaces, the forts.
We have used many, many shots of
these amazing buildings and that is
India, for me. You cannot shoot that
anywhere else.”
Her top two destinations in the
country are examples of that strong
romantic architectural tradition –
the Golden Temple and the Taj Mahal.
“The Golden Temple is one of the most
amazing places to visit in the world,
never mind in India. I shot there for
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Bride and Prejudice, but whenever I
shoot in India I always go there before
I begin. It’s incredibly beautiful, but
in addition it has a stillness and sense
of spirituality I haven’t experienced
anywhere else, especially if you arrive
in time for evening prayers.
“The Taj Mahal is also special.
Everyone knows about it, hears about
it, but when you see it for the first time,
you understand why – the pictures
don’t do it justice.”
Years of filming in India and her family
connections to the continent means
that she is the kind of immersed expert
who knows exactly how to blend an
international cast and Indian crew –
often blasting out Bhangra after meals
to re-energise and bond everyone after
a lavish lunch in lunatic temperatures.
It also makes her something of a guide
guru when it comes to destinations.
She filmed Viceroy’s House – which
was about the last days of the Raj –
mostly in Delhi. It’s not her favourite
destination, but it is a must-do in
her books. “If you’re going to India,
you have to go, do the tour, not
least because it has all the grand
parliament buildings, the history, and
the atmospheric Hauz Khas with its
ancient mosque , and a wonderful old
market area. The shopping in Delhi is
fabulous, actually.
“I have cousins in Mumbai and always
look forward to visiting them, but it is

very different – it’s very happening,
with its flamboyant film industry, but
it is a bit full-on.”
Shooting for Beecham House was
mostly based in Samode and Jaipur
(standing in for Moghul-era Delhi).
“The palace is astonishing, but Samode
Bagh, with its beautiful gardens was
such a contrast to the city noise and
pollution – spaces like that are so
important.”
Gurinder is also a fan of the
tranquillity to be found in the south
of the country. “Kerala was jawdropping. All of the state is stunning,
the backwaters especially so, but
where they meet the sea is amazing.
I also loved seeing the villages along
the rivers – and the kids – they looked
so healthy, a reflection of idyllic
communities living harmoniously
with their surroundings. The food
is gorgeous too, and the spice trail
tours a must. And of course, in Cochin,
they still have and use the fishing
nets introduced by the Chinese
centuries ago.
“The first time I went to India was as
a child to visit my grandparents. It
was a culture shock, but I learnt how
to dance Indian-style. If you go when
you’re older, you’re able to digest it
more easily, and see it for what it is, an
alternative way of living and existing.”

india / on my tr avels
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Nordic Light
Dating back to 1874, the Dyna Lighthouse graces the rippling waters of
the Oslofjord, symbolically bidding voyagers a fond farewell as they depart
the handsome Norwegian capital and head for the Skaggerak, the choppy
strait that separates Norway and Sweden from Danish Jutland.
Consisting of a wooden keeper’s house topped with a steeple containing a
fog bell, the lighthouse stands still and sentry-like against a vast sky racing
with clouds and an ever-changing palette of colours; brooding, gloomy and
ethereal in winter, sharp and brilliantly clear in summer.
The light at this northerly latitude brings with it a somewhat magical,
mystical element, and a young Roald Dahl, who spent his summers here,
enthused in his autobiography of its atmosphere, ‘Unless you have sailed
down the Oslofjord... on a tranquil summer’s day, you cannot imagine the
sensation of absolute peace and beauty that surrounds you.’
Edvard Munch was also a regular visitor. The famously tortured and insular
artist bought a small fisherman’s cottage in his so-called “happy place”, the
fjordside town of Åsgårdstrand, where the shorelines and sharp moonlight
were inspiration for some of his greatest paintings.
After a long illness he settled further west, in the coastal town of Skrubben,
and was enraptured by its wild nature and invigorating light. ‘I am now
working full time… it seems as if I am at my artistic peak. Never has my work
given me so much joy,’ he wrote in a letter to a friend.
Here, in an outdoor studio, he conceived The Sun, widely considered one of
the greatest achievements in modern mural painting. It still dominates its
home in Oslo University’s assembly hall; an intense orb emitting bright
shards in bold brushstrokes, piercing the sky, the ocean and the bare rocks of
a majestic northern landscape, as far as the eye can see.
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The Quest
for Silence
Words by Justine Hardy

In his graceful contemplation on silence,
the Norwegian explorer and staggering
polymath Erling Kagge describes the
potency of ‘Silence in the Age of Noise’.
He writes of silence as being one of the
last great luxuries that we can strive
for, something that is hard to find,
of extreme value, and only available
to a rarefied few. Out of this idea a
conundrum presents itself: how far do
we now need to travel in pursuit of this
precious end?
Take any busy street on any day,
thousands of bodies in a chaotic
choreography, moving in different
directions without bumping into each
other. The human swell may not have
the poetic elegance of a flock of birds in
flight, but if you were looking down on
the mass from above there would seem
to be a magically functional aspect to it.
Any mystical quality fades when down in
the thick of it, navigating amidst millions
of reactions that stop us from colliding
with each other. In the scrum our bodies
are in constant physical contraction,
moving away from others, and from the
constant deluge of sound.
Noise pours in from every direction, the
thud and bellow of traffic, jackhammers,
the static buzz from as many devices
as there are bodies. And in this, there
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is the irony that most of the bodies are
plugged into or clamped under cartoonbulbous earphones because we have
chosen to medicate noise with more
noise. The more we do this, the higher
becomes the value of silence.
So we hunt down this valuable
commodity, booking holidays with
marketing blurb bulging with promises
about their destinations being
‘secluded’, ‘remote’ and steeped in
‘unimaginable quiet’. Lithe and bendy
bodies jump out from websites, selling
us the idea that if we fly to green and
distant corners of Sri Lanka, or to a lesserknown Caribbean Island, our soul will be
soothed on a yoga mat, our minds stilled,
inner calm restored.
The word that is seldom used amidst the
shiny visuals and repetitions of ‘quiet’,
‘calm’ and ‘soothing’ is the word that
all of these rich promises are pointing
towards. It is almost as though we crave
all of the gentle by-products of silence,
but that a total absence of any noise
might be almost too much.
A travel agent friend who specialises in
retreats and ‘sanctuaries of stillness’
around the world tells of late-night calls
and emails from clients, demanding early
returns from these havens of peace.

“They make up amazingly complicated
excuses, even a fake hospital report
about malaria, and quite a few claiming
frankly bizarre deaths of relatives. But
what they can’t stand is the silence –
it’s as if it drives them mad.” He added
that he was now wary of clients who
insisted they were in search of absolute
peace and quiet, as they were the most
likely candidates for the late-night calls
and emails. He also made the point that
he could tell when people really were
in search of silence because there was
a bruised quality to them, a poignant
human need to be away from all noise.
An old friend who used to come for
weekends in the countryside home
where I grew up told me years later
that he slept very badly whenever he
stayed. “It was so bloody quiet, it was
creepy.” His reaction to the bucolic calm
was summed up by the dry and sharp
former New Yorker theatre critic and
writer, John Lahr, who wrote that we are
all ‘accustomed to the veneer of noise,
to the shibboleths of promotion, public
relations, and market research – society
is suspicious of those who value silence.’
What does it then mean that we seek
out this precious thing, and yet seem
so unsure of what to do with it once
we find ourselves away from the sturm

justine hardy / my world

und drang of the constant noise that we
think we want to escape?
There is our human frailty that allows
thought to take control in the absence of
external noise and action. Silence makes
us more vulnerable to the shrill vortex of
nagging ideas that flow constantly from
our survival responses. Their constant
threat assessments tell only stories of
impending disaster. This aspect of our
design is not remotely interested in
whether we are happy, contented, or
at peace. Yet we seek out the precious
commodity of silence because the
nature of the philosophical heart,
the soul or spirit, is quiet, though
the narrator, the mind, craves noise
and stimulation.

How do we meet this dilemma if we
want to travel both physically and
metaphorically towards a form of
soothing internal silence?

needed to navigate the shrieking
bobsleigh run ice walls, then it is easier
to know which way to travel in search of
our version of this rarity.

A starting place is noticing when it is
that we feel most at ease in our skins.
For every one of us who finds that the
internal noise quietens while we are
floating in a warm sea, looking up at
a clean sky, there will be another who
finds inner calm within the extremity of
something like hurling themselves down
the Cresta Run on a bobsleigh, the shriek
of ice walls all around. If it is clear which
direction leads us towards a sense of
focused calm, whether amidst the falling
silence of snow, or from the laser focus

The riddle of silence is bound up in that
faintly lofty idea that it is everywhere, all
the time. How any of us reaches it is our
route map to find, one that follows the
path of the heart.
JUSTINE HARDY is a writer,
trauma psychotherapist and
the founder of Healing Kashmir
Illustration by LUKE WALWYN

At the heart of this travel conundrum
lies a very human contradiction – silence
may be intimidating to the ever-busy
mind, and yet it is sanctuary to the soul.
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Land of kings
words
Kevin Pilley

The walkie-talkie crackled. Nothing
was happening yet at Ishukudu dam or
much down Bushwillow Road.

A prayer bird lifted off from a jacket
plum tree. A herd of kudu stared at us
incuriously.

Nothing either was going on down
Cat’s Alley or Impala Road. Hustler’s
Alley was empty. Tree Squirrel Road
was quiet too. There was little activity
yet around the Tswasa waterhole
and Ernie’s golf course was the same.
There was a reported flock of helmeted
guinea fowl at Adelaide.

Jack went into code, speaking Tswana.
Sometimes poachers listen in.

It was still early. The sun rose over the
mountains spilling over the inselbergs,
lighting up the termite mounds. And
the Toyota Land Cruisers.
The rangers talked. Steph to Ryan.
Declan to Kylie. Derrick to Mike. Iggy
Bogatsu was following the Old Fence
Road. Kylie was on Rusty’s Jungle Lane.
Steph had drawn a blank at Python
Pool. The radio squawked again.
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Something had been spotted at Adolf’s
View heading in the direction of the
Pofadder pan. Jack put his foot down
and we bumped and jounced along the
clay and dolomite dirt tracks following
the Northern Fence Line, passing the
Prickly Pear Patch. Jack braked and
pointed out Madonna.

south-east of its capital Gabarone
and three hours’ drive from both
Johannesburg and Pretoria, is one of
South Africa’s prime luxury safari
destinations. Stretching across
75,000 hectares, it is the fourth largest
game reserve in South Africa. It is
home to the ‘Big Five’ as well as very
scarce cheetahs, the elusive brown
hyena and very rare aardwolf. There
are over sixty large mammal species.
And all hard to find even for experts
within the reserve’s 150-km perimeter
fence.

Then a few moments later we stopped
on Mistral Road and saw a pack of rare
wild dogs feasting on their kill. They
fought for its tongue. They fought over
its ears.

Says head ranger Mike Rae, “Action is
happening out here all the time. It’s
a question of trying to get there to
witness it. Watching a Pinda cheetah
coalition at work on a hunt is awesome.
But your luck’s got to be in.”

North West Province’s Madikwe Game
Reserve on the Botswana border, 40km

The reserve consists of plains of open
woodlands and grasslands, dissected

south africa / safari

by the jagged Rant van Tweedepoort
escarpment.
Opened in 1991 , it has been stocked
by a massive translocation of animals
including elephant, rhino, buffalo, lion,
cheetah, Cape hunting dog, spotted
hyena, giraffe, zebra and many species
of antelope. Leopards were chased
out of the region when it was used by
cattle farmers.
The two-day and four-drive stay at Tau
Lodge (Tau means ‘the place of the lion’)
is the highlight of Rovos Rail’s epic
15-day ‘Pride of Africa’ 4,000-mile train
trip up the spine of Africa from Cape
Town through Botswana, Zimbabwe,
Zambia and ending in Dar es Salaam
in Tanzania. It proclaims itself as ‘the
most luxurious train journey in world’.
But you can stay as long as you like
at the Madikwe reserve, which has
twenty other 5-star lodges. Tau Lodge
has its own airstrip.
“We’re focused on giving our guests
the best experience,” says ranger Steph
Hornsey. “There are so many roads to
choose from, so many things to see.
But what first? Anything can pop up
at any time. That’s what makes safaris
so exciting.”
Over breakfast you can watch from the
deck terrace as elephants ablute in the
waterhole beside you. At lunch you can
watch the weaver birds building their
nests. Through the afternoon, over
rooibos tea , you can watch crocodiles
basking on the mudbanks. In the
evening the zebras come in for a preprandial drink. An African aperitif.

yolks are contained in one ostrich
egg. And mongooses is the plural, not
mongeese. That a group of rhinos is
called a dazzle, a group of giraffes is a
journey and rhinos arrive in a crash.
You might also be lucky enough to
be present at a monkey’s wedding,
which what the locals call a sun
shower. On the morning or evening
drives your jeep’s spotlight might pick
out the eyes of one of the reserve’s
young lionesses – a Matsumi or
Bolokega female. Or a dominant Ditaba
or Sepedi male. Seventy lions call the
Makidwe Bushveld home. As well as
350 bird species.
The food at the lodge , which recently
survived a serious fire dowsed by the
staff but has been magically restored
to its former glories, is a little canteen
and carvery but the helpings are
generous and lodge manager Tumi
Senne and his staff treat everyone like
a king. The lodge mantra is ‘It takes
pride to serve a king.’
At the end of the day you stop for a
sundowner – creamy Amarula made
from local superfruit marula is a
favourite, whether in a cocktail or on
the rocks – and watch darkness fall
over the Tshwene Tshwene hills and
2,630 million-year-old rock formations.

Chef Kaswela’s speciality is eland and
chakalaka ( tomato and onion gravy)
ended with moccaccino. You study the
night sky and admire the Suiderkruis
(Southern Cross). You might hear a
honey badger, a bat-eared fox or a Cape
clawless otter. You might pick up a
porcupine quill as a souvenir.
There are so many memories to take
away from Tau – along with a bar of
the lodge’s trademark lion’s pawmarkshaped soap.
There is a spa where you sort out your
jolting jeep-related neck spasm with
an African head massage and have
your buttocks revitalised and other
pressure points soothed after the

punishing terrain. Hair caught in
the thornveld or sickle bushes will be
restored. And dead skin cells sloughed
away with the lodge’s African Princess,
Nomadic Pride and Soul of Africa
spa packages.
Everything is laid on. Sure, you have to
pay for the privilege of staying at one
of the best game lodges on one of the
best game reserves to take in the soul
of Africa, but it is worth every rand.
The bill includes a compulsory rhino
conservation fee per adult per night.
Children get a discount – but even kids
get their own rhino charge.

From your waterhole-front chalet
with outside shower, you watch the
wildlife theatre in a front-row box
seat. Crocodiles swim past. Nervy
springboks keep their distance.
On the drives you learn that the
equivalent of twenty-four hen’s egg
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A touch of class
the final leg of our world train journey resolutely lives up to high expectations
by monisha rajesh
‘Can I ask a silly question?’
‘Yes, of course.’
‘Would you like a glass of prosecco?’
With his thumb in the hollow of the bottle, the steward filled
a crystal glass and handed it to me with a white-gloved
thumb and forefinger.
‘My name is Patricius, and I will be your steward for the
duration of your time with us on the Venice Simplon-OrientExpress. If you need anything at all, please do not hesitate to
call me.’
Thanking Patricius, I went back into our cabin, where Jem
was running his hand over the mahogany panels, rapping
them with a knuckle. ‘I can see my face,’ he said, crouching
down and baring his teeth at the reflection.
‘It’s so shiny,’ said Patricius, sticking his head around the
door, ‘because it has fifteen layers of varnish. They don’t do
that anymore, though.’ He raised an eyebrow at my glass.
‘I won’t tell if you won’t,’ he whispered like a pantomime
dame, giving it one final top-up. Before he left, I tapped him
on the elbow.
‘Where’s the washroom?’
Patricius pointed down the carriage.
‘First door on the right. The toilets are charming, you have to
lift up a lock and it folds out. It’s utterly divine.’
In almost eighty journeys around the world, I was yet to
discover a train toilet that could be described as ‘charming’
or ‘divine’. Most were ‘rancid’ or ‘unusable’. Finding a
working lock on a door was luxury enough, finding toilet
paper was a treat. Soap was out of the question. Intrigued

by these water closets that had so charmed Patricius, I eased
past our neighbours who were photographing each other
in the aisle, and slipped around the door, sliding the brass
lock shut, and turning around to inspect the fittings and
solid mahogany walls. ‘Divine’ was a stretch, but the toilet
was certainly more agreeable than any toilet I’d seen on our
travels, lovelier even than most compartments we’d slept
in. Washing my hands with the kind of soap that smelt and
felt expensive, I suspected it had been created bespoke for
the train, with base notes of teak, and top notes of velvet
and pearls. Out of habit, I dried my hands on my thighs and
nudged open the door with my elbow, as Patricius walked by
and swooned.
After parting ways with Marc, Jem and I had taken the
morning train to Warsaw, which connected to Berlin. From
Berlin, we’d travelled via Munich down to Venice and spent
three days getting lost, eating numerous plates of spaghetti
alle vongole while trying to locate the route back to the hotel.
Venice seemed deliberately designed for tourists to get lost.
The city was fed up with them polluting the canals with
their titanic cruise ships and clogging the streets in summer.
Better that they gathered at dead ends staring at maps, than
annoyed Venetians trying to eat dinner. That morning, we’d
followed the curves of the Grand Canal, enjoying the slosh of
vaporetti, and arrived at Venezia Santa Lucia station, where a
blue-and-gold beauty was waiting on platform four, flanked
by grubby, grey express trains. The Venice Simplon-OrientExpress gleamed from a recent polish, prompting passers-by
to crane their necks with wonder. Built from sixty different
types of wood – adorning everything from the wheels to
the roof – it looked as magical as I’d hoped. Gazing up at the
engine, I could almost hear the whistle pierce the air of a
scene from the 1920s, where women wearing mink stoles
boarded with leather trunks – a dreamy image deflated
by the sound of my rucksack slumping sideways to the
ground. While skimming the itinerary the day before, I had
come across a line that had brought me up short: In keeping
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with the spirit of the occasion, you can never be overdressed
on board. There was no risk of that, given our respective
wardrobes no longer resembled clothing, but a bundle of
limp rags. However, it had provided another excuse to get
lost in Venice and eat vongole again, in between buying
outfits. So genteel was the on-board service that passengers
weren’t expected to carry anything but prosecco: relieved of
our bags at check-in, we were escorted up the platform and
shown to our cabin.

‘Good morning, sir, I have come to offer you a choice of two
lunchtime sittings.’

Contrary to what passengers were led to believe, there was
no ‘original’ Orient Express. Launched in 1883, the Orient
Express was a regular passenger service – rather than a
single train – incorporating numerous sets of rolling stock.
This particular interpretation of the train was the brainchild
of an American businessman named James Sherwood, who,
inspired by the British nostalgia for luxury train travel,
bought two 1920s carriages and some marquetry panels
at a Sotheby’s auction in the seventies. Over the next few
years, he eventually acquired twenty-five cars, enough to
string together a train, moving the collection to workshops
in Bremen and Ostend, where the vintage carriages were
carefully returned to their former glory – down to the last
inch of marquetry. Even the cellulose in the wood was
sourced from a tiny Italian company, the only designer in the
world to manufacture it. Like a mobile museum, the train
was so lovingly reassembled that it made me nervous to
touch anything in case it broke off and could only be glued
back together with Marlene Dietrich’s tears. Slipping off my
shoes, I stretched out on the sofa, as Jem sat down and pulled
my feet across his knees, covering us both with a blanket.
Rubbing in some complimentary ‘palm balm’, I looked
around at the art deco lampshades and single lily. It was
as though the previous seven months had built up to this
moment, here in the sunshine, my prosecco fizzing on one
side, my fiancé fizzing on the other.

‘Here, it says chicken oyster and foie gras lasagne with staranise fennel.’

At exactly five minutes past eleven, the train eased out of the
station and I lay back watching the Venetian waters twinkle
past the window. Finally, I could lie here in peace knowing
that no one would enter the cabin. No one would ask me to
move up or shift my bags. No one would hammer on the door
and demand to see my ticket. No one would shine a torch in
my face and check for stowaways. No one would smoke or
grope me in the corridor. No one would make phone calls in
my ear, throw sunflower-seed shells on the carpet or clear
phlegm at 4 a.m. No one was here but the two of us.

‘I don’t think so, it’s layered through the lasagne.’

There was a knock at the door.
‘That didn’t last long,’ said Jem, throwing off the blanket and
opening the door to find Paolo, resplendent in black tails with
gold trimming.
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‘Just the man I wanted to see! Come on in.’

‘What’s a chicken oyster?’ asked Jem, reading off the menu.
‘I have no idea. Show me?’

‘Shame, that sounded great until the fennel. It always tastes
of liquorice.’
Surrounded by the Italian Dolomites, we were sitting
in ‘L’Oriental’, one of three dining cars, waiting for our
starters. Originally a Pullman kitchen car built in 1927 in
Birmingham, its lacquered walls and blush pink decor
made for a fine setting to dine in, the clang of pans coming
through the swinging door. There were only three chefs in
the kitchen, waking at 5 a.m. to bake and prep for the day. To
avoid fires on board, they cooked without oil, and nothing
was ever fried. Sunlight flashed through the windows, the
fringes on the table lamp quivering as we jolted through
the mountains, china rattling on the table. Steadying
my wine glass, I looked around the carriage at our fellow
passengers, who included families celebrating birthdays
and anniversaries, retired couples, and a table of hedge fund
managers wearing sunglasses, their wives at a separate
table. The door swung open and our waiter arrived with the
plates, swiping away the remaining glasses like a magician.
‘Is this the foie gras?’ Jem asked me, slicing open a delicately
browned morsel of meat.

‘It tastes a bit like thigh meat,’ he said.
‘Oh! I know what it is, it’s that lovely juicy bit that you always
push out with your thumb from the underside of the bird.’
‘I never knew they were called oysters. They look more like
mussels.’
There was always an element of suspense that accompanied
fine dining, owing to a stray term or rogue ingredient that
left a question mark hanging over an otherwise reasonablesounding dish. Hispi? Dashi? Quenelles? Worse were the
chefs who played around with menus to the point that it
appeared they were serving the contents of their kitchen
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bins. No one wanted cheese crusts, shaved potatoes, or
burned salsify. Scanning the train’s menu, I was satisfied
that I could expect ‘purple potato puree’ with my monkfish.
After pudding, we swayed back up to our cabin, reading
trivia about the train that hung above the entrance to
each carriage. Robert Baden-Powell had apparently used
the Orient Express while spying for Britain, and Graham
Greene had taken inspiration from it for Stamboul Train.
I stopped beneath one panel and drew Jem’s attention to
the unsurprising statistic that there were thirty marriage
proposals on board per year. ‘See, other people propose on the
Orient Express.’
‘Yes, thirty unoriginal men. At least you’re the only one
who can proudly say you got engaged next to a bin outside
the Tube.’
The Venice Simplon-Orient-Express travelled from Italy
through Austria, to Switzerland and France, making several
stops along the way. The technology for the signals varied
between each country, so the train had to make adjustments
before crossing each border. An engine was added at
Verona to help pull the train through the Brenner Pass, then
removed for the journey down to Innsbruck, giving us plenty
of time to step out into the Alpine chill and admire the train
from all angles. While Jem went out for a stroll, I stayed on
board in the bar, listening to a pianist playing ‘Moon River’,
and pretending to read Murder on the Orient Express, which I
hadn’t pretended to read since I was a precocious eight-yearold. From behind the pages, I watched the other passengers
sipping gin and eating wasabi peas, in rapture at the scenery.
Star-struck by the service, most passengers were unable to
take their eyes off the grand piano and the brass fittings,
stroking the sofas and staring at the walls, the romance of
train travel igniting in their eyes.

Reality was relative. To everyone around me, this was a
dream realised and that was all that mattered.
After dinner, we shunned our fellow passengers and sought
sanctuary in our cabin, where Patricius had made up the
bunk beds, complete with damask sheets. Crawling onto the
covers, Jem took off his tie and gestured for me to join him,
and we lay there listening to the deep beat of wheels on steel.
‘Doesn’t the Reunification Express feel like a lifetime away?’
he said.
‘To you maybe; it’s not easy to forget sitting up for seventeen
hours with my feet on someone’s crate.’
‘I’d do it all again, though.’
from Around the World in 80 Trains by Monisha Rajesh
Bloomsbury, hbk, 336pp, £20

That night, dolled up in a 1950s rose-pink dress, with a
matching flower in my hair, I cupped my hands to the
window of the ‘Etoile du Nord’ dining car and breathed in
the sight of the Austrian Alps. In the almost-darkness, the
snow appeared blue, sweeping down into the valleys where
clusters of chalets glowed like golden orbs. Staring into
the reflection, I could spy on men in black tie nuzzling into
the perfumed necks of women wearing elbow gloves and
flapper headbands. As authentic as the train was, this wasn’t
real. At least, not to me. This was a theatrical production put
on for one night, and we were all starring in the show. Who
didn’t want to dine on champagne and truffles, or close their
eyes in Zurich and wake up in Paris? The train was no more a
representative example of train travel than a private jet was
of flying. We were riding along in a hologram, a recreation of
a time that no longer existed. It wasn’t important, though.
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Out there
Traveller’s former editor Jonathan Lorie
has spent the last 15 years running Travellers’
Tales, a training agency for travel writers.
Now he has gathered the insights from all
those courses into a handy book, The Travel
Writer’s Way. In this extract, he reflects on
why we love to travel.
Where’s your favourite place? That’s the
question people often ask when they hear that
you’re a travel writer. That and, ‘Where should I
go on holiday?’
What to reply? The temples of Angkor with
the sun rising over the steaming jungle and the
giant faces of broken gods? The terrace of Les
Deux Magots, empty at midnight, the boulevard
echoing with rain and ghosts? The savannahs
of the Serengeti, yellow with heat and sizzling
with zebras and lions and gazelles and baboons,
as the earth must have been before mankind? As
an old song from the 1950s says, ‘There’s such a
lot of world to see.’
Once in a moment of crisis I wandered the
whole of London, my home town, looking for
something to lift my mood. I ended in the British
Museum staring at the gates of ancient Assyria
and a bathtub from the biblical city of Ur. That
seemed to do the trick. I realised then that what
I’d been seeking, all day long, was a moment of
purest wonder. And I found it on my doorstep.
So I can’t advise on where to go for holidays:
wherever takes your fancy... But I can suggest
that you follow your heart, or maybe your
dancing feet. In a famous essay called ‘Why We
Travel’, writer Pico Iyer suggested:
We travel, initially, to lose ourselves; and we
travel, next, to find ourselves. We travel to open
our hearts and eyes and learn more about the
world than our newspapers will accommodate.
We travel to bring what little we can, in our
ignorance and knowledge, to those parts of the
globe whose riches are differently dispersed.
And we travel, in essence, to become young
fools again to slow time down and get taken in,
and fall in love once more.
The Travel Writer’s Way is published by Bradt
Guides at £14.99, www.travelwritersway.com
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‘There are
no tourist
attractions
in Osaka’
words
Simon Langley
pictures
Cameron Bentley
Eating beef was only legalised in Japan in the late
19th century. It took a team of British engineers
to build the country’s first railway. And it wasn’t
until the 1920s that whisky was first commercially
distilled in Hokkaido, Japan’s northernmost
main island.
Today, however, wagyu steak and Japanese single
malts are heralded among the finest in the world,
and anyone who’s commuted on Southern will have
found themselves daydreaming of a Shinkansen
bullet train. There’s something about swapping
endless cancelled departures for formal apologies
when a train departs early.
All this was explained to me in an Osakan capsule
hotel over a few cans of Asahi. Beer also only reached
the Japanese market in 1869. These improvements,
according to my new friend, are down to an
obsession with perfection, taking something and
trying to improve on it. That could be ultra-futuristic
trains, the perfect marbling on Kobe beef or, ahem,
the light lager we were drinking. Baseball, the
country’s most popular sport, is even played with
a heavier ball and smaller pitch than its American
origin, aimed at making the game more technical.
It’s a way of exerting a kind of cultural control, he
argued, slipping ¥500 in coins into the vending
machine. Of course, with another two, the drinks
were certainly piling up, but there’s a shred of truth
here. After all, Japan was a closed country for some
220 years, something only changed in the middle
of the 19th century – not a million years from

when the vestiges of baseball, beer and bullet trains
landed on Japanese shores.

Opposite:
An entryway to
Osaka’s Shinsekai
district

Since then, there’s been a concerted effort to retain
the country’s cultural integrity. To this day, Japan
remains one of the world’s most homogeneous
countries, with only 1.75% of the population listed
as foreign residents. Indeed, despite Japan being the
second-largest donor to the UN refugee agency, it
approved just 330 asylum applications between 1982
and 2004. That’s an average of just 15 per year.
Demographics aside, there’s an appetite in Japan
for keeping with tradition. Just at the end of March,
the name of a new era in the country’s history was
announced, ushered in by the succession of the
country’s head of state. The emperor’s new name,
Reiwa, translates as ‘order’ or ‘harmony’ and was
adapted from an 8th-century poetry anthology.
It’s the first time that the name of a new era has
been taken from classical Japanese literature,
rather than Chinese. That’s in the same month that
Japanese scientists announced that they’ve taken
a ‘significant step’ in bringing woolly mammoths
back to life.
If you look closely enough, you’ll find this constant
tug of disparate influences throughout the country.
And, this is perhaps best felt in Osaka. Yes, global
Tokyo has its glass-and-steel futurism and Kyoto a
grand total of 17 UNESCO World Heritage Sites, but
there are few places that cut between the two and
capture modern Japan better than its third city.
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Above:
Colleagues,
friends and
strangers gather
to compete in
Osaka’s arcades
Opposite: The
Glico running
man sign has
overlooked the
Dotonbori canal
for over 80 years
Next Page: A
street vendor
prepares takoyaki,
one of Osaka’s
specialties

I was slowly learning this, staying in that capsule
hotel. With sleeping pods arranged in giant banks,
they’re built next to subway stations for overworked
– or over-indulged – salarymen who miss the last
train home. Their vending machines also sell
much more than beer, with fresh shirts and socks
available for when their guests have to get ready
for work the next day. And they’ll have to freshen up,
as just outside you’ll find a heady mess of karaoke
bars, lantern-lit restaurants and five-seater izakaya
pubs. Of course, it all comes dressed in the requisite
bright neon.
It almost seems appropriate that the city’s signature
dish is a street food – takoyaki. They’re these oh-sofluffy battered balls of diced octopus and tempura
scraps. But, the city’s second love, okonomiyaki,
is maybe even more apt. Translating literally to
‘as-you-like-it’, it’s a savoury pancake fried on a hot
plate at your table, combining the diner’s choice
of meats, seafood and fresh vegetables. There’s a
certain self-indulgence to it all.
Before arriving, I’d read in a well-thumbed guide
that ‘Osaka has no real tourist attractions.’ Between
its thousand-year-old temples, great double-moated
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castle and, yes, obligatory sky-high observation
tower, that’s patently wrong. But it does get to
the heart of the matter.
While Tokyo’s glitz and Kyoto’s temple icons
might grab the headlines, Osaka’s charms are
harder to find. Although there are the requisite
Shinto shrines and cherry-blossom beauty,
exploring Osaka means sharing a whisky
highball with the famously friendly locals
or marvelling at the city’s almost-brutalist
concrete, dressed in giant, colourful billboards
and divided into back-alley shops.
For this, Osaka feels more distinct, unchanged
much by tourism or Western influence. It’s as
if baseball needn’t have been adapted or the
trains made to run on time; Osaka has remained
firmly Japanese, or at least the modern version of
whatever that means.
But watch this space. In the next few years,
I won’t be drinking fizzy lager and you’ll be
reading an article, perhaps in this very publication,
that extols Japanese craft breweries as the best
in the world. Osaka already has nearly two dozen.
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TOKYO LOCAL

Specialities
of the City
Japanese floor-numbering conventions
follow the American model, so the first
floor is what would be called the ground
floor in the UK. And it’s here, or street level,
that you’ll find many of the iconic foods
most closely associated with Tokyo.
Like a lot of capital cities, Tokyo doesn’t
have many local specialities to call its
own. Tokyo’s hyper-developed land
means there isn’t much in the way of
agriculture, and its status as the cultural
and economic centre of Japan means that
it has never had the need to create its
own food identities to stand out the way
smaller cities have. Tokyo’s true ‘local food’
is probably global food due to its sheer
diversity.
However, once you start to explore
Tokyo’s history and some of its lesstravelled districts, you do start to discover
unique specialities that are either closely
associated with Tokyo, or rarely found
outside Tokyo, or both. These include
ramen, both old-school and new-school,
earthy soul food dishes based on creatures
found in Tokyo’s brackish rivers and bays,
and iconic Japanese dishes with origins
in the centuries-old street food culture of
Tokyo – or perhaps more accurately, of Edo.
Edo is the old name for Tokyo, which
translates very unromantically as ‘estuary’,
or maybe more fancifully as ‘bay doorway’.
(Tokyo literally means ‘eastern capital’, an
equally functional and kind of blasé name
for one of the most vibrant cities in the
world, but hey ho.) Edo was the seat of the
Tokugawa shogunate, the ruling military
dynasty of Japan from the beginning of the
17th century to the middle of the 19th, and

although it wasn’t officially the capital of
the country, in reality the political, cultural
and economic power that was held by
Kyoto for centuries before dramatically
drifted to Edo during this time. A lot of this
has to do with the shogun’s practice of
what was called sankin kotai, or alternate
attendance, which required the lords of
Japan’s many domains to reside in Edo for
a certain period of time each year, which
helped to consolidate power in Edo while
destabilising the rest of the country. It
was all very clever, and as a result of this
autocratic centralisation, the country
experienced an enforced ‘pax Edo’ for
almost three centuries.
This period of relative peace left a lot
of previously very busy soldiers with little
to do, and the samurai became a sort of
reluctant leisure class. Higher-ranking
officials with larger stipends could engage
in more highbrow pursuits of the ukiyo,
the ‘floating world’ of urban idleness,
such as the tea ceremony, kabuki theatre,
and prostitution elevated to an art form.
Lower ranks had to engage in more frugal
entertainments such as binge drinking,
racketeering and pornographic woodblock
prints. But they could also enjoy the
emerging phenomenon of cheap street
food – which included, by the early 19th
century, Japan’s most emblematic dish:
edomae sushi.
Edomae refers to Edo Bay – the original
source of the fresh fish that adorned sushi
and which is still used as an indicator
of traditional methods and quality
ingredients, even when they don’t come
from anywhere near Tokyo Bay.

By the 1830s, street stalls around the
capital sprung up, serving inexpensive
sushi to Edo’s working (or out of work)
classes. Early sushi was pretty rough-andready stuff and the new government
installed after the Meiji Revolution in 1868
quickly cracked down on dicey sushi stalls,
citing public health concerns. But sushi
was already well established in Tokyo by
this point and the dispersal of Tokyoites to
other parts of the country following the
Great Kanto earthquake in 1923 helped
spread the dish across Japan, creating a
national dish out of what was once local.
But edomae sushi is still considered a
thing to eat specifically in Tokyo, especially
in the surrounds of Tsukiji, the hectic,
smelly fish market so big and bustling
it’s like a whole other city in and of itself.
Locals and tourists alike know that this is
an excellent area to nab some great value
sushi, as the shops here are numerous and
no-frills, while the fish couldn’t be fresher.
It’s typical for these shops to have queues
around breakfast time, full of sushi fans
eager to get their hands on just-landed
seafood. In October 2018, Tsukiji Market
closed and Tokyo’s wholesale seafood
operation moved to shiny new premises
in Toyosu. Only time will tell if the
surrounding area will become a hotspot
for bargain breakfast sushi but, even if it
doesn’t, there will still be plenty of places
to find great sushi across the capital.

Tokyo Stories: A Japanese cookbook
by Tim Anderson, Hardie Grant
Publishing, hbk, 256pp, £25
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On 31st March, British Airways launched its new route between London Heathrow and Osaka, making it the only airline
to offer a non-stop service from the UK. Flights take off four times a week, adding to its existing twice-daily service
to Tokyo. The schedule has been designed to be as convenient as possible, with a 13:50 departure time, arriving into
Osaka at 09:50 the following morning, and on the return, departing at 11:30 for a mid-aftenoon touch down. What’s
more, services will be on board the state-of-the-art Boeing 787-800 Dreamliner, with a choice of World Traveller, World
Traveller Plus and Club World cabins offering the best in-flight comfort for a wide range of budgets.

World Traveller Plus

Club World

Stretch out in a separate cabin to World Traveller, with
a maximum of just six rows. Enjoy a larger seat with
adjustable headrest, lumbar support, more legroom
and greater seat recline along with additional baggage
allowance, enhanced dining choices and touch-screen
entertainment on a screen 60% larger than before.

As well as dedicated check-in desks and access to
exclusive lounges, Club World passengers are able
to enjoy the comfort of an award-winning seat that
converts into a fully flat 6’ bed. Other in-flight extras
include a touch-button privacy screen, a personal locker
and menus designed by some of the world’s top chefs.

ADVERTORIAL

EXPERIENCE OSAKA
Having long captured hearts with its kimono culture and
minds with its ultra-modern cities, Japan never seems
out of fashion when it comes to travel. But, with the
Rugby World Cup in 2019 and the Olympics in 2020, 'The
Land of the Rising Sun' is more in focus than ever. As
such, if you’re thinking of travelling to Japan, it’s never
been more important to book early. Demand is high
and accommodation is limited; savvy travellers should
look outside of the sporting events.
And, while Tokyo dazzles with neon glitz and Kyoto charms
with gardens and geishas, Osaka, Japan’s third-largest
city, is all about good times and, in particular, good food.
Indeed, during the Edo period, Osaka was known as the
‘nation’s kitchen’. With its proliferation of museums and
galleries, the imposing 16th-century castle surrounded
by pretty gardens – a delight in spring and autumn – and
a river that carves through the heart of the modern city
centre, there’s plenty to explore between meals. Take
in the best of the city, combined with Honshu’s myriad
highlights on Wexas Travel’s ‘best of’ tour, featured below.

Essential Japan
11-DAY TAILOR-MADE JOURNEY

Japan is a country that contrasts thousand-year-old
traditions with cutting-edge modernity at every turn. On
this tour, you’ll experience both sides, with stays among
city-centre neon and historic, national park inns. You'll
begin in Tokyo, where a private tour will introduce you to
sights both iconic and secret. Walk with the crowds on
five-way crossings and in temples that date back to 600
AD before ducking into locals-only sushi counters. Then,
swap city slicking for Hakone’s hot springs and lakeside
torii gates and a stay in a traditional ryokan, enjoying the
best in local cuisine. You’ll also ride a bullet train down
to Kyoto where an expert guide will again tailor-make a
private tour. Choose between the hundreds of Shinto
shrines and thousands of Buddhist temples, or take time
out in bamboo groves and under historic gated arcades
before your direct flight home from Osaka.
PRICES START FROM £2,550 PP incl. flights, uk airport
lounge access, transfers, 6 nights b&b accommodation, 2 nights hb
ryokan accommodation, rail travel, city transport passes & private tours.
For a full, day-by-day itinerary, visit wexas.com/142654. or call a Wexas
specialist on 020 7838 5958.

The Canadian West’s Top 10
Positioned among the rolling
plains of the Rocky Mountains’
foothills, Alberta’s largest
city combines contemporary
cutting edge with warm western
hospitality. From rodeos to craft
breweries, here are the top ten
things to do in Calgary.
The Calgary Stampede
The Calgary Stampede is the
greatest outdoor show on earth.
It is a celebration of western heritage
and First Nations culture, a thrilling
theatrical production, and Canada’s
largest music festival. During 10
days in July, expect everything from
chuckwagon racing with a six-figure
prize pool to sticky -finger barbecues
and musical performances that have
included the likes of Garth Brooks.
Calgary Tower
This is the perfect
introduction to the city,
offering 360° views that extend

from the glass-and-steel shimmer
of the Calgary downtown to the
majestic Rocky Mountains beyond.
While the nightly lights display is
impressive, the glass floor steals
the show, offering an unforgettable
glimpse over the bustling streets
below. Enjoy the panoramic views
over dinner at the revolving
restaurant – Sky360.

Canadian Music Hall of Fame
at Studio Bell, home of the
National Music Centre
Established back in 1978, the
Canadian Music Hall of Fame
immortalises the lifetime
achievements of Canada’s greatest
musicians. Think memorabilia
and live stages from the likes of
Neil Young, Leonard Cohen and
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Ride a bobsleigh
Relive the buzz of the 1988
Winter Olympics at the
Canada Olympic Park. Here, you’ll
be able to strap on a helmet and
fly down the g-force-inducing
bobsleigh track, featured in the film
Cool Runnings, which showcased
the efforts of the Jamaican
bobsleigh team. It’s an absolute
adrenaline thrill.

Alanis Morrissette. It’s all wrapped
up in a working music studio.
Dinner in a super-chic
former factory
Dining in Calgary is a treat,
with sumptuous steak restaurants
and innovative creations all
on offer. However, there’s one
experience that might just linger
longest in your memory. Part
historic landmark and part foodies’
paradise, Simmons offers the
chance to enjoy a trio of gastronomic
delights housed in the redbrick
charm of a historic factory. The
coffee is superb, the pastries
artisanal and the wood-grilled
delicacies are as divine as the
river and rooftop views.
Craft beer
Surrounded by the best
barley in the world, Calgary
is at the forefront of the craft
beer movement. The city is even
home to Canada’s largest collection
of draught beer, found in the
appropriately named CRAFT Beer
Market. However, throughout
the city you’ll be treated to the
best in craft favourites, with over
30 breweries to choose from.

The Peace Bridge
Designed by legendary
Spanish architect Santiago

Calatrava, the Peace Bridge
is a lesson in contemporary
innovation. It is a helix of red steel
and bright glasswork that comes
alive each night, with thoughtful
illuminations creating a
photographers’ dream of shadows
and sight lines.

Princes Island Park
Beautifully situated in
the middle of the Bow River,
Princes Island Park is an urban
oasis. In winter it offers city-centre
skating and cross-country skiing,
while summer opens up gorgeous
flower gardens, walking paths,
and many weekend-long festivals.
Watch an ice
hockey game
There’s perhaps nothing
more quintessentially Canadian
than ice hockey. With the city
home to one of the NHL’s bestloved teams, the Calgary Flames,
it’s the chance to watch the sport
played to its highest standard in
an immersive atmosphere.

Kit yourself out in
Western wear
Whether dressing up for
the Stampede or simply getting
in the swing of things, Calgary
offers the perfect opportunity
to immerse yourself in Western
culture. Watch hats being
shaped at the Smithbilt factory
and marvel at the hundreds
of pairs of boots lined up on
the shelves of the Lammle’s
Western Wear store on Stephen
Avenue. Here, the fitting rooms
are behind the heavy door
of a former bank vault.

To book holiday to Calgary or for more information, call a Wexas Canada specialist on
020 7838 5958 or visit wexas.com

hotels / south africa

The Oyster Box
Durban

The Oyster Box stands grand on the beachfront of Umhlanga,
an affluent, resort town on KwaZulu-Natal’s tropical northern
coast, just a 15-minute drive from both Durban’s town centre
and its international airport.
It’s a gorgeous resort, built in 1954 on the site of a former teakwood cottage that served as a navigational beacon. Guests
are greeted by beaming doormen in white Punjabi jackets
and pith helmets, then enter through antique revolving
doors to a world that blends the modern with the colonial;
the black-and-white checkerboard floors and wrought-iron
balustrades offset by the vibrant colours of contemporary
South African art.
Flanked by flowering sub-tropical gardens on one side, the
warm waters of the Indian Ocean on the other, there are more
than 14 pools and ponds on this historic property, the parasols
and sunbeds dressed in red-and white-striped finery, to match
the iconic lighthouse on the oceanfront.
There are 86 rooms, suites and villas. For those seeking
romantic seclusion, the sea-facing cabanas come with fourposter beds, private terraces with endless sea views, and
their very own heated plunge pools. The Garden Villas are
perhaps more suited to families. Tucked among the frangipani
and the palm trees, they are close to the child-friendly
garden pool and the award-winning, parent-friendly spa.
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Each comes with its own private plunge pool, terrace and
lounge, with the option of a personal butler.
The hotel has its own oyster beds - situated on the rocks right
outside - which can be shucked for breakfast, lunch and dinner.
Its most famous culinary offering however, is its authentic curry
buffet, served daily in The Ocean Terrace restaurant, reflecting
Durban’s claim to the largest Indian population in Africa.
There’s also a gym and a 24-seat cinema, but more romantically,
a pretty colonial Palm Court, replete with palm trees and
chandeliers bought at auction from the Savoy Hotel in London.
It’s a gorgeous space, flooded with light and makes for a civilised
spot for traditional afternoon tea, while the rooftop terrace
of the Lighthouse Bar is the perfect place for sundowners
with a sea view.

south africa / hotels

Phinda Forest &
Mountain Lodges

Phinda Forest Lodge and Phinda Mountain Lodge are two of
South Africa’s finest hotels. Their surroundings are fabulous,
the inspiration behind the escapist architecture that defines
both resorts.
Phinda Forest’s suites on stilts are sublime and, despite floorto-ceiling glass walls, secluded. The towering trees all around
allow for both privacy and a sense of being submerged in nature.
The sand forest the lodge is situated in is rare, and really rather
beautiful, home to hundreds of birds, shading dwarf antelopes,
an environment that is almost unique in this world.
Within their wide windows, the suites – there are just sixteen
– are sumptuous. As expected the are air-conned, fabulous en
suites with freestanding baths and humungous showers. Beds

are also huge, and private terraces allow for day-long immersion
in the landscape when not on game drives, walks or a scuba dive
or two. For days when the sea seems slightly too far away, there is
a gorgeous and vast swimming pool with views, and at all times
the dining is exciting, particularly when served in the outdoor
boma area.
Phinda Mountain Lodge is just as enthralling, set in a private
game reserve. Even without the safaris into the surroundings,
it’s easy to watch wildlife winding through an archetypal and
astounding African backdrop from a private terrace. Phinda’s
position here is mountain high, so the suites open out onto
spectacular vistas. The lodge – already beyond luxurious
– is currently under refurbishment, promising to be even
more spectacular when it re-opens this June.
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FREE

Machu Picchu
guided tour
On 3-night stays
before 31 Oct 19

EXPLORA
The Secret of the Sacred Valley
Put simply, the Sacred Valley is the undisputed highlight of any
trip to Peru. Backdropped by Andean peaks, it’s capped by
Machu Picchu at one end and Cusco at the other – a cathedral city
where cobbled Spanish colonialism sits atop near-ancient sites.
And throughout the valley there’s a treasure trove of Incan forts,
colourful local markets and alpaca-dotted terraces to discover.
It’s all perfectly showcased by a true Wexas favourite – the
stunning explora Valle Sagrado. Here, guests are treated to a
full menu of included excursions, ranging from hiking and biking
to visits to both Machu Picchu and the region’s lesser-known
archaeological sites. The all-inclusive indulgences continue back at
base, with authentic dining informed by the best in seasonal
ingredients and washed down with specially selected wine parings.
The open bar doesn’t hurt, either.
The hotel’s privileged setting is also invited in with its ultra-modern
design. All blonde timber and clean lines, picture windows look
out over the surrounding mountains and Inca terraces. In a
delightful contrast, the spa and swimming pool are housed in
a 17th-century colonial house that once belonged to a Peruvian
independence hero. In short, this is a complete introduction to
the Sacred Valley’s myriad charms.

Inspired? explora properties are
available throughout Latin America,
including Patagonia, Easter Island and
the Atacama Desert. Alternatively, talk
to a Wexas specialist about trips to
Argentina or the Uyuni salt flats.

To find out more about a holiday to the Sacred Valley with explora, call a Wexas Latin America specialist
on 020 7838 5958 or visit wexas.com

silversea / cruise

Silver Cloud covers Antarctica

From December 2019, the elegant expedition vessel Silver
Cloud sets sail for Antarctica, indulging guests in Silverseas’
trademark luxury while exploring the spectacular, icy waters of the
‘white continent’.
Widely considered the most spacious and comfortable ship in
expedition cruising, the sleek, blue-and-white Silver Cloud boasts
a limited capacity of just 200 guests, allowing for high levels of
personalised service on board, as well as speedy disembarkations
for the many off-ship activities on offer during this once-in-alifetime adventure.
The ship carries 16 zodiacs and 12 kayaks for the multiple daily
excursions, giving guests an unprecedented opportunity to
explore earth’s last great wilderness up close and personal,
with a wealth of wildlife to spot in the waters including penguins,
seals and whales, while the skies are full of skuas, albatrosses and
petrels. Complimentary presentations and lectures to enhance the
experience are held in the state-of-the-art theatre, and also livestreamed to screens in all suites.
There are eight room classes on the Silver Cloud, with the stylishly
designed ocean-view suites among the largest in the luxury
cruising market. All include butler service and many come with
their own private teak verandas. There is a variety of dining options
on board, also a spa, and, unique to Silver Cloud, a dedicated Photo
Studio. Featuring state-of-the-art equipment, guests can learn and

practice their photo-editing skills here as well as receive guidance
on a host of topics, including how to maximise the features of their
cameras. High-quality printers are available to create postcards or
take home frame-ready masterpieces.
There are eight scheduled cruises in the austral summer months
from December to February, with 10- and 15-day itineraries
beginning and ending in the atmospheric Argentine port city of
Ushuaia. The shorter of the two crosses Drake’s Passage from
Tierra del Fuego to the Antarctic Sound, then navigates along the
Antarctic Peninsula and returns via the South Shetlands, while the
longer option also encompasses Elephant Island and the Falklands.
An epic 18-day version goes one step further, exploring Antarctica,
the Falklands, South Georgia and the South Sandwich Islands
before crossing the Atlantic to Tristan da Cunha and dropping
anchor in beautiful Cape Town.
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tree-lined riverside setting dotted with
Georgian townhouses and stately
government buildings. On the coast,
Saint John is a fascinating slice of
Victorian-era industry, Shediac lets you
catch your own dinner in the ‘lobster
capital of the world’, and loyalist-built
Saint Andrews pairs Tudor-revival
charm with a verdant peninsular setting.

Bay of Fundy, New Brunswick

ATLANTIC
CANADA
Although each of the four provinces that form Canada’s
easternmost reach has its own distinct charm, there’s plenty
that they share. Expect everything from warm welcomes and
excellent seafood to unique wildlife and a wealth of settlers’
heritage. What’s more, this well-kept secret is just a five- or sixhour direct flight away from the UK.
New Brunswick
New Brunswick has attracted everyone
from British colonists to the holidaying
millionaires of the early 20th century.
They were all drawn by a rich natural
world – an unspoiled wilderness of
salmon rivers, old-growth forests and a
spectacular coast fissured into cragged
islands.
It’s all showcased today in a spread of
protected regions. Prime among them is
the Fundy National Park, where 120km
of hiking and biking trails link forest-

clad streams and gurgling waterfalls.
Then, on the Bay of Fundy, there are
Hopewell Rocks – great sandstone
formations chiselled out by the world’s
highest tides. It’s possible to both walk
among their beach base and kayak
alongside their peaks in the very same
day, perhaps throwing in some whale
spotting in between.
Back on dry land, there’s plenty of
urban intrigue left behind by centuries
of would-be settlers. The capital,
Fredericton, is a prime example, its

Newfoundland & Labrador
It’s not just the geography of Canada’s
easternmost province that sets it apart.
Yes, riven fjords, drifting icebergs and
cragged islands stand in the way, but
it’s the still-apparent Irish and British
heritage that really makes the region
stand out from the mainland.
St. John’s, the region’s capital and
the oldest city in North America, is a
vision of colonial charm, with colourful
townhouses and stilted fishermen’s
sheds set to views of drifting ice. Then,
on the Irish Loop (the region’s premier
driving route) you’ll be treated to 185
miles of quaint fishing villages, pretty
lighthouses and the first permanent
European settlement in North America
– Ferryland.
However, there’s also plenty of
natural beauty. In Gros Morne National
Park, a UNESCO World Heritage
Site, mountain peaks roll down into
spectacular fjords in a series of greendappled contours – ideal for waterfall
hikes and river cruises. Then, the
Baccalieu Trail offers a great alternative
to the Irish Loop, focusing on rural
scenery as it maps the fissured coast
of Newfoundland’s north-western
peninsula. However, if you’d like
something extra special, Fogo Island
offers the Scandinavian chic of one of
the world’s finest luxury lodges. It’s all
wrapped up in a truly wild setting.
Nova Scotia
Nova Scotia’s 13,300 km of pristine
coastline were never fully named by
its Mi’kmaq First Nation or European
settlers. Instead, postcard-perfect
villages and grand colonial forts serve
only to dot the windswept grandeur
of this great peninsula, linked to the
rest of Canada by a short isthmus.
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Introductions are made in the historic
capital of Halifax, where an 18thcentury British fortress looks out over
the bustling waterfront and Victorianera public gardens. Gorgeous drives
along the winding coast will see you
between iconic lighthouses, idyllic
beaches and UNESCO-listed fishing
towns punctuated by merchants’
mansions. Ringed by up-and-coming
vineyards, there’s even Canada’s oldest
national historic site – Fort Anne.
However, for many it’s Nova Scotia’s
Cabot Trail that stands out most.
Considered to be one of the top ten
scenic drives in the world, it winds
for 185 miles around the coast of
Cape Breton Island – Nova Scotia’s
northeastern reach. It’s an absolute
treat, darting through old-growth
forests, among rugged highlands and
past dramatic ocean views.
Prince Edward Island
Canada’s smallest and greenest
province packs a lot in. The Prince
Edward Island National Park is a mustsee attraction, with its stunning coastal
beauty – the setting of the worldrenowned novel Anne of Green Gables.
You can also hike, cycle, ride or sail
your way across the island. In particular,
the Confederation Trail boasts breathtaking natural scenery perfect for a
quick stroll or a longer hike, while a
series of scenic heritage roads offers
the chance to find solitude and ‘walk
through history’.
Visitors can do more than just witness
the island way of life by participating in
‘Authentic PEI Experiences’. Everything
from stories and music to recipes and
traditional skills are preserved and
passed down for generations. You can
participate side-by-side with chefs,
fishermen, farmers, musicians, and a
host of people who defy categorising.
Known as ‘Canada’s Food Island’,
the waters teem with fish, as well as
lobster, oysters and other shellfish. To
many, it’s where the best mussels in the
world come from. Local farmers and
fishermen provide the produce and
award-winning chefs turn those fresh
ingredients into culinary masterpieces.

Gros Morne National Park, Newfoundland & Labrador

Cabot Trail, Nova Scotia

Thunder Cove, Prince Edward Island

For more information, or to book your Atlantic Canada holiday, call a Wexas
specialist on 020 7838 5958 or visit wexas.com

art of tr avel / ocean voyages

Beyond the horizon
The Sea Journal is a treasure trove of rare sketchbooks and maps fashioned on pioneering ocean
voyages across the centuries
Compiled by historian, broadcaster and expedition leader Huw Lewis-Jones, a former curator at the Scott Polar
Research Institute and the National Maritime Museum, The Sea Journal is a captivating collection of exquisite
first-hand records providing fascinating insights into exploration and adventure at sea. We meet officers and
sailors, cooks and whalers, explorers and pirates, surgeons and artists, all revealing tales of their encounters
with strange creatures and new lands full of pleasures and perils. Through private journals, logbooks, letters
and diaries, we follow the voyages of intrepid sailors everywhere from the polar wastes to South Sea paradise
islands as they document immediate impressions of all they saw.
The Sea Journal: Seafarers’ Sketchbooks, edited by Huw Lewis-Jones
Thames and Hudson, hbk, 304pp, £29.95
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Opposite: Deck
scene in high seas by
mariner-artist John
Everett (1876–1949).
National Maritime
Museum, Greenwich
Below: Flying fish,
nicknamed ‘sea
swallow’, from
Visboek (‘The Book
of Fish’) by Adriaen
Coenen (1514–87).
National Library of
the Netherlands,
The Hague
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Left: The western hemisphere within a wind rose, from a
copy of the Kitab-i Bahriye (‘The Book of Maritime Matters’)
by Ottoman admiral and cartographer Piri Reis (1465–1554).
Walters Art Museum, Baltimore
Above: The Venetian lagoon by Piri Reis in the Kitab-i Bahriye.
Walters Art Museum, Baltimore
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Everywhere
& nowhere

like it that I know of. Sunny’s father in
The Runaways says something about
South Asia that is really at the heart
of Karachi for me – that here, it is
impossible for anyone, even the city’s
wealthiest sons, to forget how fragile
life is and how vulnerable we all are.

Fatima Bhutto’s latest novel The Runaways is a provocative
and resolutely compassionate story about three young
Muslims from very different backgrounds in Pakistan and
England who are radicalised by anger, pain and alienation.
She tells Mark Reynolds about Karachi life and where she
feels most at home

Monty’s family’s wealth derives from
the forced removal of Parsi communities
from prime beachfront real estate
after Partition. Are the Parsis still
pushed to the edges of society today?
Karachi’s Parsi population is quite
small today but even in the days when
it was larger, it was relatively quite
affluent and so was able to protect its

You were born in Kabul, grew up in
Damascus, moved to Karachi as a
teenager, and went to college in New
York. How have each of those cities
shaped you?
Damascus is the first home I ever had,
I experienced true joy and happiness
there. I left Kabul when I was only a few
months old but I’ve longed to return
ever since. Karachi is the city that taught
me to be brave and, even when I wasn’t
feeling especially courageous, to stand
strong and face my fears. I enjoyed New
York as a college student but as a city
it moves far too quickly to ever take
anyone along with it. The moment you
leave New York, it’s already replaced
and forgotten you, however much you
thought you meant to it.

Monty and his mother visit the shrine
of the Sufi soldier Abdullah Shah
Ghazi, who is buried on a promontory
in Clifton ‘as a blessed saint, patron
and guardian of Karachi’. Is he regarded
by the general population as a symbol
of the city?
Local legend says it is Abdullah Shah
Ghazi’s shrine that has stood guard over
and protected the city. He’s cited as the
very reason why we have never suffered
a tsunami or any other natural disaster,
because his spirit guards us still.

Where else in the world feels like home?
I love Beirut because it’s got incredible
moxy and verve. It’s a mad, brave and
beautiful city. But give me two weeks
anywhere, in any city, I’ll feel at home.
(And then after another two weeks,
will feel exhausted and probably want
to leave.) It’s a condition of the rootless,
you fit in everywhere and nowhere all
at once. London, Bombay – can’t ever
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bring myself to call it Mumbai – Tehran
and Havana have something wondrous
about them too...
The Karachi depicted in The Runaways
stretches from the luxury beachfront
homes and hotels of Clifton to the
sprawling slums of Machar Colony.
In what ways do the lives of the
wealthy and the desperate in the city
coexist and intersect?
They collide constantly, they are
in constant combat and collision.
Karachi is a city that simultaneously
absorbs everyone who comes to it,
and as such is diverse and dynamic,
but also divides and destroys its
population. It is a hard city to survive
in, rough and dangerous, you are
assured of nothing. You have to fight
for everything. For the poor it is
unremittingly cruel in that there are
no basic guarantees, not electricity,
not water, not shelter. For everything,
there is no law or order or justice. But
in that total chaos, somehow, people
also come together to share and assist
each other, to pull a neighbour out of
trouble, to protect a stranger when his
back is turned. There’s no other city

community. In reality, it is the city’s poor
– whether they are Hindu, Christian,
Sunni or Shia – who are constantly
evicted from their homes by real-estate
developers and rendered homeless
so some corrupt millionaire can build
another mall or highway.

The Pakistan Tourism Development
Corporation describes the country
as ‘The Land of Adventure and
Nature’, while it is depicted in much
of the Western media (and in the
UK Foreign and Commonwealth
Office’s travel advisory) as a war-torn
hellhole. Who should we listen to,
and where should we think of visiting
in Pakistan and why?
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Never listen to anyone who is afraid of
the world. Pakistan has its dangerous
spots but it’s a beautiful country with
the warmest, most generous people
you will ever meet. In Karachi, local
fishermen will take you out crabbing
late at night, catching seafood and
cooking it there on the boat. Peshawar
is another must-see, especially the
old bazaar and the museum with the

world’s largest collection of Gandhara
art. Spend the day in Mohenjo-daro,
near my hometown of Larkana, where
the Indus civilisation once thrived. India
takes its name from the mighty river,
which is breathtaking when seen from
Sindh. Or take a day trip up north to
Taxila, which was a Buddhist settlement
and one of the first universities ever built
in the world.

The Runaways by
Fatima Bhutto
Viking, hbk,
432pp, £14.99
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Journeys of the mind
Striking recent novels and story collections from around the world reach inside the psyche and
social codes of nations, and explore what’s going on behind the noise of news
The Lost Children Archive by boundlessly
inventive New York-based Mexican
author Valeria Luiselli (Fourth Estate,
hbk, £16.99) begins with a family road
trip from Manhattan to the southern
US border. The mother and father are
sound archivists on separate missions to
document missing immigrant children
and traces of Apache culture. They are
also drifting incrementally apart, while
their kids soak up radio newsflashes, grown-up audiobooks and
sing-along pop songs, and begin to invent an alternative selfcontained world. Scrapbooks and Polaroid snaps reinforce a tender
portrait of family dynamics and a rumination on the nature of
personal histories, the fates of nations and individuals cast aside.
The Parade by Dave Eggers (Hamish Hamilton, hbk, £14.99)
is a short dystopian near-future parable that squarely evokes
recent interventions in war zones like Afghanistan and Iraq.
Two Western mercenaries – identified only by code numbers
– are flown into an unnamed country along with a high-tech
paving machine to build a road that will connect the capital
to the economically backward south. The first is a blinkered
company man who only knows to play by the rules, while the
colleague he’s saddled with plunges into the local culture
with bohemian abandon, even as suspicions grow that their task
may only serve to prop up a corrupt
regime. The Death of Murat Idrissi by
Tommy Wieringa (Scribe, hbk, £12.99)
is similarly slight in volume but weighty
in tone, telling of a pair of inadvertent
female Moroccan-Dutch people
traffickers who are conned by a merciless
fixer looking to profit from desperation
and misery. Panic and doubt prevail as
poor Murat swelters and slips away in
their car boot.
Crossing by Pajtim Statovci (Pushkin Press, hbk, £14.99), the second
novel by the Finnish-Kosovan author of My Cat Yugoslavia, follows
two young men who escape disdain and poverty amid the bazaars
of Tirana and venture to the monuments of Rome and the drag bars
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of New York. Steeped in Albanian legend, it immerses readers in
contemporary issues of nationalism, borders, gender identity and
shame. Small Days and Nights by Tishani Doshi (Bloomsbury Circus,
hbk, £16.99) is an evocative story of love, loss and transformation
as a mother’s death unites two sisters previously unaware of each
other’s existence, who make a home together in a ramshackle
house on a spit of wild beach in Tamil Nadu. Tokyo Ueno Station by
Yu Miri (Tilted Axis Press, pbk, £9.99) is a tender, haunting portrait
of Japan’s often overlooked underclasses, the economic migrants
and homeless economic crash victims who congregate in the
shadow of the Emperor in and around Ueno Park. Lost Property by
Laura Beatty (Atlantic Books, hbk, £14.99) begins with a writer’s
despair at fractured Britain, and opens out into a fabulous road trip
across the Mediterranean, meeting figures from Europe’s political
and artistic past from Joan of Arc to Gabriele D’Annunzio, who lend
their view of humanity at its best and worst.
Perfect for dipping into and reflecting on,
Mouthful of Birds by Samanta
Schweblin (Oneworld, pbk, £12.99) is a
dazzling collection of high-impact stories
filled with horror and beauty from the
Argentinian author of Man Booker
International Prize shortlisted Fever
Dream. Trout, Belly Up by Rodrigo
Fuentes (Charco Press, pbk, £8.99) is a
highly original collection of
interconnected tales set in a Guatemalan countryside filled with
merciless entrepreneurs, gangsters, failing farms, heartbreak and
healing compassion. The Book of Tehran, edited by Fereshteh
Ahmadi (Comma Press, pbk, £9.99) is the latest in an admirable
series collecting stories from cities around the world, in which ten
contemporary Iranian writers build up a fascinating social and
psychological portrait of the city. And for sheer escapist fun, look no
further than Unmarriageable by Soniah Kamal (Allison &
Busby, hbk, £14.99), a riotous reconfiguring of Pride and Prejudice
that explores the machinations of marriage, class and sisterhood in
modern Pakistan. Liar by Ayelet Gundar-Goshen (Pushkin Press,
hbk, £12.99) is an altogether darker, sharply observed
entertainment focusing on a socially awkward 17-year-old Israeli girl
who goes along with claims she was assaulted by a washed-up
reality TV star, then tumbles down a rabbit hole of deceit.
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Because it’s not there
Mark Reynolds reviews
Underland: A Deep Time
Journey
by Robert Macfarlane
Hamish Hamilton, hbk,
496pp, £20
“The same three tasks recur
across cultures and epochs:
to shelter what is precious,

to yield what is valuable, and

to dispose of what is harmful…
Into the underland we have

long placed that which we fear

and wish to lose, and that which we love and wish to save.”

In his passionate and profound new book, the best-selling,

multiple award-winning author of The Wild Places, Landmarks
and The Old Ways turns his gaze from the visible landscape to

what lies hidden beneath the surface of the earth. Recording a

six-year trek, dive and crawl through underground caves, rivers

and chambers as he buddies up with extreme burrowers, urban

explorers and maverick scientists, Macfarlane examines how we
interact with darkness, burial and the unseen, and conjures a

rich history of exploration by our distant ancestors, adventurers,
writers and artists, romantics and murderers, all awed by the
darkness below. Marking a shift in his ongoing mapping of

landscape and the human heart, Macfarlane ventures deep

into the bedrock to query our place in the universe and in time.
Moving effortlessly and poetically from the pulse of the Big

Bang to a post-human future, he shares his addictive wonder

for everything from prehistoric art in Norwegian sea-caves and
the blue depths of the Greenland ice cap, to Britain’s Bronze

Age funeral chambers, the vast network of catacombs quarried

beneath Paris, sinkholes and underground rivers in Slovenia and
Italy, and the astonishing, intricate fungal networks – known by

field scientists as the ‘wood wide web’ – through which different
species of trees in a forest communicate and share nutrients and
enzymes for mutual protection.

‘When you’re in the cave,’ marvels microbiologist and caver Hazel
Barton, ‘you get a feeling for what it felt like to stand on the

moon for the first time… There are very few things that give you
that sense of exploration any more, where you can go and find

unknown land that people didn’t know existed.’ The big question

{ VINTAGE TR AVEL }

STEPPING OUT
The tramp is a friend of society;
he is a seeker, he pays his way if he
can. One includes in the category
‘tramp’ all true Bohemians, pilgrims,
explorers afoot, walking tourists
and the like. Tramping is a way of
approach, to Nature, to your fellow
man, to a nation, to a foreign nation,
to beauty, to life itself. And it is an
art, because you do not get into the spirit of it directly –
you leave your back door and make for the distant hill.
There is much to learn, there are illusions to be overcome.
There are prejudices and habits to be shaken off.
First of all there is the physical side: you need to study
equipment, care of health, how to sleep out-of-doors,
what to eat, how to cook on the campfire. These things
you teach yourself. For the rest Nature becomes your
teacher, and from her you will learn what is beautiful,
who you are, what is your special quest in life and whither
you should go. You relax in the presence of the great
healer and teacher, you turn your back on civilisation and
most of what you learned in schools, museums, theatres,
galleries. You live on manna vouchsafed to you daily,
miraculously. You stretch out arms for hidden gifts, you
yearn toward the moonbeams and the stars, you listen
with new ears to birdsong and the murmurs of trees and
streams. If ever you were proud or quarrelsome or restless,
the inflammation goes down, fanned by the coolness of
humility and simplicity. From day to day you keep your log,
your daybook of the soul, and you may think at first that
it is a mere record of travel and of facts; but something
else will be entering into it – poetry – the new poetry of
your life, and it will be evident to a seeing eye that you
are gradually becoming an artist in life. You are learning
the gentle art of tramping, and it is giving you an artist’s
joy in creation.
from The Gentle Art of Tramping by Stephen Graham, 1926
Reissued with a foreword by Alastair Humphreys
Bloomsbury Reader, hbk, 208pp, £12.99

is, where on earth will Macfarlane venture next?
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Departure
by Carolyn Forché
We take it with us, the cry
of a train slicing a field

leaving its stiff suture, a distant
Allen Lane, hbk
400pp, £25

tenderness as when rails slip
behind us and our windows

touch the field, where it seems

the dead are awake and so reach
for each other. Your hand

cups the light of a match

to your mouth, to mine, and I want
to ask if the dead hold

their mouths in their hands like this
to know what is left of them.

Between us, a tissue of smoke,
Bloodaxe Books, pbk
64pp, £9.95

Carolyn Forché is an American
poet, editor, translator and
activist. She received the
Academy of American Poets
Fellowship in 2013, and in
2017 became one of the first
two poets to receive the
Windham-Campbell Prize.
Her memoir What You Have
Heard Is True tells the powerful
story of how she became
caught up in the brutality,
complexity and idealism of
revolutionary El Salvador in the
1970s. The reissued collection
The Country Between Us is
her poetic response to the
same period.
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a bundle of belongings, luggage

that will seem to float beside us,
the currency we will change

and change again. Here is the name
of a friend who will take you in,

the papers of a man who vanished,
the one you will become when

the man you have been disappears.

I am the woman whose photograph
you will not recognise, whose face
emptied your eyes, whose eyes
were brief, like the smallest

of cities we slipped through.
From The Country Between Us

bookshelf

You might also like…
THE TWICE-BORN
by Aatish Taseer
C. Hurst & Co, hbk, 344pp
£20
A study of the Brahmins
of Benares that looks
to reconcile faith in tradition and the
cruelties of the caste system with hope
for the future; and a search for identity
by the Westernised son of an Indian
journalist and a Pakistani politician.
A SAVAGE DREAMLAND
by David Eimer
Bloomsbury, hbk, 384pp
£20
This vivid and revelatory
account of contemporary
life, history, culture and politics chronicles
the awakening of Burma as it returns to
the global fold and explores a fractured
nation closed to foreigners for decades.
THE MAP OF KNOWLEDGE
by Violet Moller
Picador, hbk, 336pp
£20
How the great scientists
of antiquity Euclid, Galen
and Ptolemy shaped human societies
from East to West and North to South
from the early Middle Ages to the
Renaissance. A vibrant account of our
common intellectual heritage.
TRAGEDY, THE GREEKS
AND US
by Simon Critchley
Profile Books, hbk, 336pp
£16.99
Honed from a decade’s
teaching at the New School, Critchley
demolishes misconceptions about the
poets, dramatists and philosophers of
Ancient Greece and presents them in an
unfamiliar and original light.

LOTHARINGIA
by Simon Winder
Picador, hbk, 576pp, £20
An entertaining,
enlightening history
of the lost medieval
kingdom comprising the present-day
Netherlands, Belgium, Luxembourg,
northern Germany and Lorraine.
A companion volume to Germania
and Danubia.
DAYS IN THE CAUCASUS
by Banine
Pushkin Press, hbk, 288pp
£16.99

THE UNINHABITABLE
EARTH
by David Wallace-Wells
Allen Lane, hbk, 320pp
£20
A terrifying vision
of the post-climate change world
today’s teenagers will face within
their lifetimes; a bitter triumph
of ignorance and denial that
threatens to engulf or even destroy
humankind.
BELT AND ROAD

The memoir of a
turbulent childhood
in Azerbaijan in the early 20th
century, caught between East and
West, tradition and modernity; and
a family’s exile to Paris once the
Bolsheviks came. Translated into
English for the first time.

by Bruno Maçaes
C. Hurst & Co, hbk, 288pp
£20
An examination of
the bold economic
strategy that symbolises a new phase
in China’s ambitions as a superpower;
a trading network spanning almost
70 countries by land and sea that places
Beijing at the centre of global trade.

MADE IN SWEDEN
by Elisabeth Åsbrink
Scribe, hbk, 160pp
£12.99
An illuminating insider’s
view of Swedish values,
food, furnishings, fiction, fashion and
lifestyles, told through 25 archetypal
objects and ideas to present an evenhanded vision of an idealised society.

WALKING: ONE STEP
AT A TIME
by Erling Kagge
Viking, hbk, 192pp, £9.99
From the renowned
Norwegian explorer and
author of Silence, a poetic, philosophical
celebration of the greatest exercise for
body and mind, whether on a wilderness
adventure or in a crowded city.

OUTPOST
by Dan Richards
Canongate, hbk, 336pp
£16.99
An exploration of wild
spaces from the frozen
beauty of Svalbard to the desert of
New Mexico, uncovering landscapes
that have inspired writers, artists
and musicians the world over.

SYLVAN CITIES
by Helen Babbs
Atlantic Books, hbk
256pp, £14.99
An intimate and
intricately illustrated
guide to the trees that inhabit our urban
spaces, and a lyrical treasure trove of
natural and human history, culture
and leafy lore.
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DISCOVER

a new side to Tenerife

Although Tenerife’s beaches and year-round sun are a
perennial favourite, there’s plenty more to this paradise
idyll than golden-sands good looks. There’s everything
from World Heritage history and fine tapas dining to
luxury accommodation and a sublime natural world,
seemingly custom-built for hiking and wildlife-watching
cruises. Read on to find out more.
Natural wonders
In Tenerife, moving away from the
beach rewards with verdant valleys,
volcanic lunar landscapes and
even sky-scraping peaks. UNESCOlisted Teide National Park is an
obvious highlight, where petrified
lava fields and otherworldly rock

formations offer some of the
world’s finest stargazing. And, just
off shore, you’ll be able to spot
leaping whales and playful dolphins.
Be sure to also take some time to
find a favourite beach to call your
own; there are plenty of options
to discover.

Gastronomy
Just-caught seafood, juicy tropical
fruits and mouth-watering tapas
– Tenerife is a feast. Alongside the
welcoming family-run options
that dot marinas and valley villages,
there’s also plenty of fine-dining
extravaganzas, with Tenerife the
only one of the Canary Islands
with Michelin-starred restaurants.
In fact, there’s no fewer than
five, offering everything from
sushi delicacies to the best in
contemporary Spanish cuisine.
Of course, it’s all washed down
with the island’s superb wines,
best sampled at one of the
gorgeous vineyards.

advertorial

UNESCO-listed San Cristóbal de
La Laguna. It’s a postcard of grand
churches, gilded mansions and
marbled courtyards. And, as the
last jumping off point before the
Americas, its 16th-century grid
system was exported across the
continent, inspiring some of the
world’s greatest cities.

History
Throughout Tenerife you’ll find
quaint fishing villages and plazadotted towns that hark right back
through the centuries to the time of
the Spanish conquistadors. However,
one in particular stands out – the

Luxury experiences
One of Tenerife’s best-kept secrets is
its luxury accommodation, offering
the likes of private beach clubs and
spa treatments wrapped in historic
gardens. It’s the chance to combine
the island’s famous sunny disposition
with a touch of exclusivity. But, it’s not

just the accommodation, with a range
of unique experiences to enjoy as well.
Taste your way through a winery in the
company of an expert sommelier, let
an astronomer lead you through the
night’s sky over a fine-dining dinner, or
toast whale sightings with a glass of
fizz aboard a luxury private launch.
To find out more or to book a
Tenerife holiday, contact a Wexas
specialist on 020 7838 5958
for more information.

AMERICA’S

CAPITAL REGION
From the great monuments of Washington, DC to the pristine beaches and
majestic mountains of Maryland and Virginia, history and natural beauty abound
in America’s Capital Region.

Of course, it makes sense to start
in the capital. Alongside its hip and
historic neighbourhoods, Washington,
DC offers the chance to feel the
power in the seat of America’s
government, something marked
by the striking architecture of its
monuments and museums. The
Smithsonian collection is a special
highlight. It’s all washed down with

a lively bar scene and plenty of worldclass restaurants.
In neighbouring Virginia and
Maryland, scenic byways take
in the states’ diverse highlights.
Discover the charms of greendappled Chesapeake Bay or the
old-growth forests of Shenandoah
National Park, before pausing at
the region’s quaint small towns.
Williamsburg and Annapolis are
particular favourites. History buffs
will also be impressed by the Civil
War driving trails, while those with
a foodie focus can enjoy farm-to-table
cuisine, paired with something from
one of the region’s more than 300
wineries.
To point you in the right direction,
we’ve picked out four lesser-known
gems to shine a spotlight on.

Fairfax County
Just on the western outskirts of
Washington, DC, Fairfax County
combines natural beauty with a rich
set of cultural experiences. Here, you’ll
marvel at the Smithsonian National Air
& Space Museum’s Udvar-Hazy Center,
picnic under the stars while enjoying
live music at Wolf Trap National Park,
and explore Mount Vernon – George

advertorial

Washington’s 18th-century plantation
home. Then after tasting your way
through the region’s vineyards, don’t
miss out on the Workhouse Arts Center
– a former correctional facility that
today exhibits work from over 65 of the
region’s best artists.
Norfolk
Norfolk is so much more than a
historical seaport on the Virginia
waterfront. With big-city amenities
and small-town charm, it marries
superb shopping and nightlife with
excellent museums and year-round
events, including performances from
the Virginia Symphony and Virginia
Opera. You’ll also be able to explore
delightful botanical gardens, the
Chrysler Museum of Art and one of the
biggest battleships ever built. However,
you might just want to hit the waters
yourself with a kayak paddle or harbour
cruise. It’s all just 20 minutes from
Virginia Beach and three hours from
Washington, DC.

Alexandria
In 2018, Washington, DC’s ‘Original
Old Town’ was named a Top Five US
Small City by Condé Nast Traveler and
the Best Value US Travel Destination
2018 by Money Magazine. Centring
on a nationally designated historic
waterfront, it’s a storybook of
18th- and 19th-century architecture
and cobblestone streets still
intact from the city’s glory days as
George Washington’s hometown.
King Street is the obvious highlight,
featuring a fantastic selection of
restaurants, boutiques and museums.
Don’t also miss out on exploring

that the locals prefer. Embark on
an oyster farm boat tour on the
Lynnhaven River, hike the winding
trails of First Landing State Park or
climb to the top of the Cape Henry
Lighthouse. Alternatively, simply
watch the sun set over the water
while savouring fresh seafood.

Travelling to the Capital Region

the presidential estate of America’s
founding father, reached by water taxi
on the Potomac River.
Virginia Beach
Although a city in its own right,
Virginia Beach is famed for its
three-mile beach boardwalk –
the vibrant home to bustling
nightlife, live entertainment and
year-round events. To the south,
Sandbridge Beach exudes islandlike charm, nestled alongside the
Back Bay National Wildlife Refuge.
Otherwise, if you turn north, you’ll
find laid-back ‘Waterman’s Paradise’
– the beach home to the off-theradar bars and dockside restaurants

Just 26 miles west of Washington,
DC, Washington Dulles
International Airport is centrally
located in the Capital Region
and convenient to all destinations
and activities across Virginia,
Maryland and the capital
itself. Getting here is simple,
with non-stop flights from
British Airways, United Airlines
and Virgin Atlantic.

Discover the best of the USA’s Capital Region on a self-drive holiday with Wexas. For a full itinerary
and inclusions, visit wexas.com/101115 or call a Wexas USA specialist on 020 7838 5958.

Travel to the USA: American Airlines
American Airlines and British Airways have coordinated their flight schedules to offer customers a wider
choice of destinations throughout the USA, with direct services to all major hubs and onward connections
to hundreds more towns and cities across the country. From exciting new routes to innovations in luxury
travel, here’s the latest from the partnership.

What’s new with American Airlines
Having won 2018’s coveted ‘Best Airline in North
America’ in the Global Traveler’s GT Tested Reader Survey,
American Airlines has invested over $3 billion in products
and services. For example, as of February 2019, passengers
will be able to stream more than 50 million songs, playlists
and music videos for free with Apple Music, available on any
domestic flight equipped with Viasat satellite WiFi.
That’s alongside the rolling out of high-speed internet,
in-seat power, free live TV and complimentary access to
wireless entertainment on your device. And, if you’re in
Business or First, you’ll be treated to headphones from
industry-leader Bang & Olufsen.
However, it’s not all technological innovations. As of April
2019, American Airlines will operate its state-of-the-art
A321T between Boston and Los Angeles, on top of its original
route between Los Angeles and New York. Bringing in extra
room across all cabin classes, this is American Airlines’ most
premium in-flight experience, featuring just 102 seats in
contrast the 181–187 of its standard configuration.
As the first US carrier to offer it, American Airlines also
continues to update its Premium Economy cabin. Now
available on many transatlantic flights, you can expect
everything from larger seats and chef-inspired dining to
priority check-in, security and boarding.
Things are also changing on the ground. American Airlines
is the first US carrier to take sustainability efforts beyond
the straw, replacing plastic cups, bags and bottled water
with eco-friendly alternatives across all of its lounges. And,
in Los Angeles and New York JFK, American Airlines is now
offering BLADE private helicopter transfers and the chance
to upgrade to The Private Suite, where you’ll have access to
your own TSA and customs screenings.

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

& British Airways
The latest from British Airways
With a fantastic spread of new, non-stop routes from
London Heathrow, the partnership offers a truly
unmatched range of gateways into the US. In 2019 alone,
American Airlines has opened up new services to Phoenix,
Arizona, while April will see new British Airways flights
to Pittsburgh and Charleston. The latter is especially
interesting, offering the chance to experience the
cobblestone charm of South Carolina’s largest city, where
the first shots of the Civil War rang out.
It all comes alongside British Airways’ route expansion across
the American south. Over the past couple of years, the airline
has added in New Orleans’ infectious rhythms, the Florida
beaches of Fort Lauderdale and the “home of country music”
– Nashville. Together, they form an exciting route map, ideal
for enjoying a road trip through the Deep South, without
having to backtrack at the end.
Of course, there are plenty of updates onboard as well.
British Airways has joined forces with The White Company,
the renowned British lifestyle brand, to bring you luxurious
new bedding and amenity kits on the airline’s business class
– Club World. You can also expect restaurant-style dining,
complete with display trolleys and stylish new table settings.
It’s all designed to complement the airline’s award-winning
Club World seat, which converts at the touch of a button to
a fully flat six-foot bed.
The lounges are equally refreshed, with new offerings in
New York JFK and Boston joined by upgrades to those at
London Gatwick. Then, at London Heathrow Terminal 5,
First customers are welcomed to The First Wing – an exclusive
check-in environment complemented by waiter-served dining
under glittering chandeliers.

Luxury Charleston & Coast
12-DAY TAILOR-MADE SELF-DRIVE

Staying in luxury spa hotels throughout, this scenic road trip maps
the gorgeous coastline of Georgia and South Carolina. You’ll pause
everywhere from Charleston’s antebellum mansions and sunkissed Jekyll Island to oak-lined Savannah’s colonial beauty and the
picture-perfect waterfronts of Palmetto Bluff.

Prices start from £3,295 pp incl. flights, 10 nights accommodation
& 8 days car hire. For a full itinerary, visit wexas.com/154083.

five pl aces that changed my life

Life lessons
Anthropologist and writer Nigel Barley reflects on instructive incidents of outrage, tradition and officialdom
Former Portuguese Timor, now Timor Leste

Another airport. Dallas, Texas

the Indonesian military. I spent the night in

and precious object loaned to an American

A war was going on between guerrillas and

a barracks with troops from Sulawesi. In the
night, one of them woke us all up crying

because he had not seen his little daughter

born after he left on duty. The others hugged
him and soothed him. I was moved to tears
by their humanity. Arriving back in London,

I turned on the TV. The news. It showed the
same soldiers beating schoolchildren with
rifle butts.

Nothing people are capable of should
surprise you.

Up a mountain, in Cameroon, West Africa
I was studying the rites of a people whose

I was being a messenger boy, picking up a rare
museum and bringing it back to London the next
day. The object had to travel first class so I got to
do so too. This would be sweet. My paths would
be made smooth. The immigration officer was

a huge Texan with a Stetson and covered in guns.
“How long you stayin?”

“I’m going back tomorrow.”

He slammed his fist down on the counter

and glared at me. “What’s wrong with Texas?”
he snarled. “I’m checkin’ you out, fella.” He
made it take an hour.

You are always in the wrong. The system
always wins.

whole culture centred on extreme male

Mountain View, California

referred to in other rites and I was required

Search for Extraterrestrial Intelligence, who had

circumcision. The key ritual is constantly

to play the part of the tarekopse tree under

which the primal act was invented. In primary
school, we had ‘dance and movement’

programmes on the BBC where we waved

our arms about pretending to be trees in the
wind. No one had ever done that before in
Cameroon. It brought the house down.
Nothing is ever wasted.
Eat, Pray, Love? Bali? No. Jakarta’s

ramshackle Soekarno-Hatta airport

They trapped foreign travellers to Bali into

I interviewed Dr Frank Drake, head of the

dedicated his life to signalling to space aliens. I
went on to a meeting on the Berkeley campus
and looked at the plaque, allegedly nailed to

a tree in the 16th century by the other Drake,

Sir Francis, claiming California for the English

queen. The old anthropology museum was full
of memories of famous anthropologists but

more interesting was that Ishi, the last survivor

of the local native American tribe, dispossessed
by outsiders, had ended up there working as
a sort of living exhibit and research subject,

dusting the exhibits of his own dead culture.

spending the night there and now you had to

Don’t underestimate the effects of travel

terminal in the same building! Exhausted

interesting.

take a ruinously expensive taxi to the domestic
and furious, I sat down next to a policeman.

writers and don’t let them find you too

He laughed. “Go through that door marked

‘Absolutely No Entry’. You’ll see a sign ‘Danger
of Death’. Go through there. When you see a

door ‘Emergencies Only’ that’s the domestic

terminal.” Common humanity finds a way round
every rule.

The system is always bluffing.
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A Plague of Caterpillars
Eland, pbk, 144pp, £12.99
Not a Hazardous Sport
Eland, pbk, 192pp, £12.99

Seychelles

beyond the beaches
Literally ‘a thousand miles from anywhere’, the Seychelles was only settled
250 years ago. So, while you’ll know this paradise archipelago for its white
sands and luxurious getaways, many don’t realise the sheer variety of its
untouched natural world. What’s more, it’s all more accessible than ever,
served by twice-weekly British Airways flights from London Heathrow.
Indeed, although the larger islands – Mahé, Praslin and La Digue – offer
the perfect combination of beach indulgence and easy access, there’s
plenty more to explore. Imposing granite watches out over reef islands,
rainforests are animated by colourful parrots and turtles find shelter on
coral atolls, each strung out like jewels
across the bath-tub-warm waters.
Then, back on land, it’s impossible not to get swept up in the smiles and
slow pace of island life, best tasted in the welcoming restaurants. Expect
unique blends of European, Indian and Chinese influence, along with
the very best in just-caught seafood. Then, burn off any indulgences
with everything from world-class diving and sailing to trekking, golf
and horse rides.
It’s all knitted together by ultra-scenic island hopping, whether by
catamaran ferry, short flights or even helicopter rides. Whatever you
choose, you’ll soon find a remote, lost-island paradise of your very own.

vol 5958
48 · no 2 · 2018 tr aveller
To find out more, visit wexas.com/Seychelles or call 020 7838

PERU

More t han Machu Picchu
Look beyond the Incan wonders of Peru’s Sacred Valley, with this guide to its lesser-visited gems: there’s
everything from jungle depths to wildlife islands.
Arequipa and Colca Canyon

spotting colourful parrots on jungle treks and visiting the hardy

A city hewn from the white rock of the volcano that watches

natives that call the rainforest home. Of course, the best way

over it, Arequipa is Spanish colonialism at its most beautiful, from

to see it all is with an evocative river cruise, with plenty of

its palm-fringed plaza to its century-old monastery. There’s also

luxury options available.

the rural majesty of the world’s second-deepest canyon nearby,
where mighty condors swoop above cragged peaks, tamed only

Lake Titicaca

by quaint villages and pre-Incan terraces.

The world’s highest navigable lake is an anomaly of gorgeous
blue waters surrounded by snow-capped peaks. It’s also the

Nazca Lines, Paracas and the Ballestas Islands

spectacular backdrop to colourful local communities who live

Peru’s southern coast is home to plenty of lesser-known intrigue.

on reed islands. Built entirely by hand, they’re a refuge of ancient

Sightseeing ﬂights take in 50 square kilometres of ancient

tradition, realised in vibrant textile art.

geoglyphs, the Paracas National Reserve hides unique red beaches
among its otherworldly desert, and cruise hops showcase a

Máncora Beach

Galápagos in miniature – complete with penguins and dolphins.

Máncora is a secret kept by South America’s jet set. But,
those that make the journey out to Peru’s northern reaches

The Amazon

are rewarded with ﬁne beaches, marine wildlife and plenty of

Whisper it, but Peru is one of the best places to experience

superb ceviche seafood, served up to a gorgeous coastal setting.

the Amazon at its wildest. Think kayaking with pink river dolphins,

It’s the perfect way to ﬁnish your trip.

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

