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editorial

Oh, the places you could go
Well, who would have thought this year would be as 
odd, and as challenging, as the two before it? It’s just as 
well there are places where you can still either get away 
from it all or find adventures that are exhilarating. 
So much of the world awaits, with escapes that help us 
revive, reflect, to remember how much richness there is 
to be found in both likely and unlikely places. 

Simon Urwin, one of our regular writers, often opts 
for the unlikely places, heading off to Pakistan for 
Christmas, albeit not for this issue. It’s easier to 
list where he hasn’t been. He stays relatively close 
to home in these pages, with a glorious picture 
from Georgia, another of Budapest’s most admired 
pieces of architecture. In a longer piece, he takes us 
to Valencia, where there’s much unfurling of fans 
and not a little feasting.
 
Guy Everton, a former staff writer on Traveller, is 
another compulsive get up and go immediately to less 
explored places kind of wanderer, but this time he’s in 
popular Vietnam, although on a rather surreal island 
despite being as beautiful as almost all Vietnamese 
islands. The difference here is dogs, a rare species of 
Ridgeback, with a legendary story behind them.

Our distinguished lead guest in this issue is Barnaby 
Rogerson, who talks about an experience he had 
while researching his latest book, On Travel and the 
Journey Through Life:

“During Covid I looked at… old albums and felt almost 
travel sick with the dizzy amount of travelling I have 
achieved over the last fifty years, most especially across 
North Africa, the Sahara and the Levant.”

The book is to commemorate the 40th anniversary 
of Eland Books, who specialise in the erudite and 
exemplary, who have revived old classics that would 
have been lost to time without Eland. Traveller has 
been a fan of their work for years, not least as they 
are often willing to take the road less travelled. 

This is something that Bradt has also done, starting 
off as one of the very few guidebook publishers that 
would release books on remote and little covered 
places at the time. Their guidebooks have always 
been reliable as well as eminently readable, but they 
have added fiction and other imagenative titles.

Two of their books feature in this issue – a warming 
story from a sunny sojourn by a Greek seaside 
from Jennifer Barclay, a joy to read. The other is the 
focus of our Art of Travel feature, a Safari Colouring 
Book by Jonathan and Angela Scott. Jonathan and 
Angela were the inspiration behind our Wildlife 
Watch series, stressing the importance of saving 
species and environment in decline, their colouring 
book hopes to bring their message to children in 
an enjoyable way. Oh, and their drawings are as 
wonderful as their photography.

A most poetic piece on exploring Skagen in Denmark 
is quietly mesmerising, a place of solitude where you 
can only focus on the here and now. There are other 
places in this issue where you can also get away from it 
all, back to the theme of less travelled roads, including 
Mexico’s coastal route, a trek in Bolivia, and a spell 
on Fernando de Noronha, Brazil’s equivalent of the 
Galapagos, hard to get to, but ridiculously beautiful.

The Australian Outback is as stunning, but not the 
easiest of expeditions. The best way to observe 
it seems to be from the Ghan, a train that allows 
passengers to indulge in optional excursions into 
hard to reach attractions. Private compartments and 
delicious food making it one of the best train journeys 
in the world, but our piece on crossing the Atlantic 
on the only liner that does – the Queen Mary 2 – is 
something else. The levels of decadence on board 
were well and truly indulged in by Nick Maes and his 
husband, David, as were some divine meals.

We have some of those as well in our very special 
Feast feature, although this is a divinity of family, 
a homage to Parsi heritage and home cooking by 
Farokh Talati. He is currently Head Chef at St John 
Food & Wine, obviously an entirely different cuisine, 
but he felt compelled to collect recipes from his 
family culture before they were lost.

There are so many options in this little issue and 
out there in the big world that offer escapism, 
some adventurous, some decadent. Firmly in 
the latter category are three exceptional Italian 
hotels – pick from Puglia, the Tuscan coast or 
Sardinia. They  all have their distinctive charms 
and are guaranteed to soothe away any stresses. 
Which is something to be welcomed right now.

Amy Sohanpaul   
draws inspiration 
from afar
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While encompassing everything from beach-dotted islands to wild, mountainous interiors, eastern Canada’s Atlantic 
provinces share a rich heritage, often best experienced in their unique accommodations. For just a taste, you’ll find four 

highlights on this page, from historic countryside inns to cosy coastal retreats.

Unique  Hotels of Atlantic Canada

A 14-day Unique Properties of Atlantic Canada self-drive starts 
from £2,555 pp incl. flights, accommodation & tours. For more 
information, visit wexas.com/136871 or call 020 7838 5958.

Neddies Harbour Inn, Newfoundland and Labrador 
Poised on a secluded bay among Newfoundland and Labrador’s 
Gros Morne National Park, Neddies Harbour Inn is a slice of quiet 
respite, backdropped by deep-cut waterways and great, flat-
topped mountains. And, when you’ve returned from hiking and 
kayaking trips, you’ll be treated to fine, local dining, cosy rooms 
and spa facilities, ranging from a sauna and hot tub to a full menu 
of treatments. It all comes wrapped in pastel-coloured clapboard 
charm, complete with a fantastic bay-view deck.

Queen Anne Inn, Nova Scotia
Where the other accommodations on this page offer something of 
the understated, Nova Scotia’s Queen Anne Inn is a grand, Victorian 
mansion dating to 1865. Wrapped in manicured gardens, elegant 
rooms feature the likes of chaise lounges, breakfasts come in three 
courses and the quaint waterfront town of Annapolis Royal is just 
a stone’s throw away. Here, you’ll find historic gardens and the 
18th-century Fort Anne, with the serene Kejimkujik National Park and 
National Historic Site also within striking distance.

Quartermain House, New Brunswick 
A history of hospitality awaits you at a local landmark once home 
to John B. McNair – the 23rd premier of New Brunswick. This 
Gothic-revival home continues to welcome guests in the finest of 
19th-century fashion, with heritage furnishings, charming gardens 
and wonderful river views from the front porch. The well-stocked 
library is a further favourite for its cosy fire. You’ll find this gem in 
Fredericton, where waterway walks, farmer’s markets and artisan 
crafts vie for your attention.

The Great George, Charlottetown, Prince Edward Island 
Although the provincial capital of Prince Edward Island, 
Charlottetown swaps big-city extravagance for small-town charm, 
evident across its mock-Gothic spires and evocative Victorian 
homes. And, prime among them is the Great George – a unique 
hotel that spans no fewer than 17 historic buildings, dating to the 
city’s mid-19th-century heyday. It’s the opportunity to stay in one 
of the province’s largest private heritage development projects – 
something toasted each weeknight at its guest receptions.
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noticeboard

LATEST NEWS FROM OUR HONORARY PRESIDENTS

“In order to meet a tight publication date I started on the book of my latest journey 
almost as soon as I returned from Iraq,” says Sir Michael Palin. “This meant no long 
recovery to get the sands of Iraq out of my hair but it also meant that I could start 
while the memories were fresh. For me the real insights of travel are in the details 
– faces glimpsed, sounds caught on the wind, tastes of dishes you’ve never eaten 
before, words exchanged over a mug of sweet tea, the shocks and surprises round 
every corner. My diaries and tape recordings helped me experience again the day-by-
day details of our thousand-mile journey from Turkey through Iraq. But above all else, 
Into Iraq is a story. A story of the most amazing adventure.”

Into Iraq by Michael Palin
Hutchinson Heinemann, hbk, 176pp, £16.99
A journal of the adventurer’s travels the length of the Tigris, charting the 
course of one of the world’s great rivers, its proud history and precarious 
future as a scarce and contested resource. Accompanying the Channel 5 series, 
now available on catch-up.

Colonel John Blashford-Snell recounts 
epic adventures from over sixty years 
of intrepid expeditions forging a path 
through deserts, mountains and 
jungles, breaking barriers and setting 
records. Featuring cameos from a 
wealth of celebrities and royalty – 
from Sean Connery to Emperor Haile 
Selassie – jbs’s adventures are both 

hair-raising and heart-warming as he dodges gunfire from 
bandits on the Ethiopian Blue Nile, leads the first ever vehicle 
crossing of treacherous Darien Gap in Panama and Colombia, 
searches for the elusive ‘king elephant’ in Nepal, and even 
delivers a grand piano to a remote tribe in Guyana. Filled with 
humanity, beauty and peril, this is an extraordinary account 
of an action-packed life.

From Utmost East to Utmost West by John Blashford-Snell
Bradt, pbk, 560pp, £14.99

STILL GOING STRONG
“Life is too short to waste time on 
second-class ambitions. Go for the 
big ones.”

Now in his late seventies, Sir Ranulph 
Fiennes looks back on a lifetime of 
exploration, and draws inspiring 
lessons we can all use when faced 
by the tribulations of everyday life. 

Having crossed both Polar ice caps on foot, climbed Everest and 
the Eiger and circumnavigated the world along its polar axis – 
a 53,000 mile odyssey that has never been repeated – Ran looks 
back from the summit of an incredible life and teaches us how 
to learn self-discipline, master fear, plan for success, make our 
own luck, learn from failure, strive to succeed – and keep 
going, whatever life throws at you.

Climb Your Mountain by Ranulph Fiennes
Quercus, hbk, 256pp, £20

NO REST  
FOR THE WELL 
TRAVELLED

9vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022 traveller   
An 8-day tailor-made Winter in Alberta holiday starts from £1,815 pp incl. flights 

For more information, call a Wexas specialist on 020 7838 5958 or visit wexas.com/104050

You might know Alberta for its world-class skiing, but there’s so much more to 
this Canadian province’s winter wonderland. Between nights spent in classic 

timber lodges, strike out to explore a mountain wilderness of frozen waterfalls 
and snow-carpeted forests, animated by unique wildlife. 

EXPERIENCE WINTER IN

Alberta
Winter in Banff
The log-cabin idyll of Banff’s eponymous mountain 
town is ideally poised for adventures in what is 
Canada’s first national park. You might want to 
focus on its wildlife, searching for everything from 
bighorn sheep to elk and deer among evergreen 
forests, hoodoo rock formations and frozen lakes. 
Otherwise, for the more active, strap on showshoes 
to trek out to Paint Pots mineral pools for an insight 
into the region’s fur trade history. Or, an icewalk 
tour along steel walkways built into the walls 
of Johnston Canyon will see you among frozen 
waterfalls, caves and ice walls.

Winter in Jasper
The journey along the Icefields Parkway from 
Banff to Jasper is one of North America’s most 
scenic, showcasing snow-covered mountains, icy 
waterfalls and broad valleys – glacier country. 
While Jasper town retains all of the understated 
charm of its railway heritage and alpine-village 
appeal, you’ll also want to explore what is the 

largest national park in the Canadian Rockies. 
Take in the great frozen cascades of Maligne 
Canyon’s 50m gorge on an icewalk. Head to 
Athabasca Valley to spot the likes of elk, wolves 
and coyote among mountain-backed, old-
growth forests. Or, Jasper Dark Sky Planetarium 
and Telescope makes the most of the dark sky 
preserve with stunning views of the Milky Way 
and, luck permitting, the Northern Lights.

Winter in Lake Louise
Returning along the iconic Icefields Parkway, 
you’ll arrive at Lake Louise – a natural wonder fed 
by ancient glaciers and ringed by an amphitheatre 
of high peaks. Explore on snowshoe trails, cable-
car rides or ice-skating outings on the lake itself. 
And, although it features some of the region’s 
most varied skiing, it’s perhaps the sleigh rides 
that offer the most in festive fun. At the end of it 
all, bed down in the landmark Fairmont Chateau. 
Its historic towers and grand facilities are set right 
on the lake itself.

Alberta winter_01.indd   111Alberta winter_01.indd   111 23/10/2022   12:0623/10/2022   12:06
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Located at the confluence of the Mtkvari and Aragvi rivers some 
15 miles from the present-day capital Tbilisi, the Unesco-listed city 
of Mtskheta is considered the religious heartland of the Orthodox 
Christian nation of Georgia. 

Inhabited for more than a thousand years, it was once the capital of the 
East Georgian kingdom known as Kartli, and the sacred site where, in 
the year 337 ad, Christianity was first proclaimed the country’s official 
religion. The headquarters of the Georgian Orthodox and Apostolic 
Church ever since, the city’s centrepiece is the 11th-century Svetitskhoveli 
Cathedral, an outstanding example of religious architecture and 
undoubtedly one of most beautiful buildings in the Caucasus. 
Constructed in the form of a grand, elongated cross, Svetitskhoveli is 
also one of the region’s most hallowed locations. Here, amidst the fading 
frescoes and glittering icons, hushed prayers drift through the ether 
as worshippers slowly circle around a pillar in the central nave that is 
believed to be the resting place of Christ’s mantle.

According to one of the many versions of the legend that surround it, 
after Christ’s crucifixion in Jerusalem, a Georgian Jew from Mtskheta 
named Elioz purchased Jesus’s robe from a Roman soldier and returned to 
his native city with the garment. When his sister Sidonia laid her hands 
upon it, she immediately died in a paroxysm of fervent faith. The robe 
could not be removed from her rigor mortis clench and so was buried with 
her, its exact location lost to the passing of time until King Mirian founded 
the first church on the site several centuries later. 

During its construction, an enormous cedarwood column designed to 
stand in the church’s centre could not be lifted from the ground, but after 
an all-night prayer vigil led by St. Nino, it miraculously moved of its own 
accord, settling on a spot that revealed the location of the robe’s burial. 
The column subsequently produced many wondrous marvels including 
oozing a divine liquid that cured people of their diseases and so giving 
rise to the church’s name: in the Georgian language sveti means ‘pillar’ 
and tskhoveli means ‘life-giving’.

The Second 
Jerusalem words & picture

Simon Urwin

dream on / georgia
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One of the first quotes in the book that 
stopped me in my tracks is from Mark 
Twain: “Travel is fatal to prejudice, 
bigotry, and narrow-mindedness, 
and many of our people need it sorely 
on these accounts. Broad, wholesome, 
charitable views of men and things 
cannot be acquired by vegetating in 
one little corner of the earth all one’s 
lifetime.” Is travel more important 
than ever in today’s world?

I have just come up to our attic office 
from Exmouth Market, having had 
a mid-morning coffee with an 
enthusiastic young Eland reader from 
Pakistan who was passing through 
London. He spoke so quickly, and 
was so charged with enthusiasm 
for extending the readership 
within his homeland, that I briefly 
became quite optimistic about our 
global future. He has just finished a 
university degree in the Midwest of 
the usa, and was so funny about the 
differences between the passionate 

guest / barnaby rogerson

Passionately 
curious

mark reynolds catches up with publisher, writer and islamic expert 
barnaby rogerson as he marks eland’s 40th anniversary with publication of 

on travel and the journey through life.

Eland E-letters edited by Stephanie 
Allen. For it has always been our 
policy to try and include other voices, 
not just our own authors, and other 
things (writing retreats, pilgrimage 
walks, esteemed bookshops, maps and 
book festivals) aside from trying to 
sell classic travel books. But as so often 
happens, there was a lot more work 
that needed to be done. 

Earlier this year we re-launched 
Veronica Doubleday’s Three Women 
of Herat with a concert of Afghan 
music, which felt like the first half 
of a celebration. This summer we 
pitched my old army tent amongst 
the vegetable beds in our cottage in 
Hampshire and invited forty old friends 
to sit along a homemade trestle table 
for a long, lazy all-day lunch. Many of 
them were writers who have helped 
Eland over the years, but we trimmed 
the guest list by keeping it to Wessex. 
So we are now done with celebrations, 
and back to business as normal.

Mark: How did On Travel come 
about? And how else are you 
planning to celebrate Eland’s 
landmark anniversary?

Barnaby: Our first plan was to 
celebrate this anniversary with 
a neat return to our origins. 
John Hatt, the founder of Eland, 
had volunteered to come out of 
retirement and edit the very best of 
Norman Lewis’s travel journalism. 
We fully expect this book will 
emerge next year, but John has been 
stricken by a dose of long Covid and 
we agreed not to hurry him. So one of 
my long-term ambitions to produce 
a book like this – a collection of travel 
wisdom – suddenly found itself at 
the top of the in-tray and with a 
deadline attached. 

It helped that I had already prepared 
a thick folder of my favourite travel 
quotations, partly for the fun of it, 
partly to ornament our monthly 
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has always been done by trusted 
freelancers working from home, 
so that continued virtually unchanged. 
So Eland office life boiled down to a 
husband-and-wife team who could 
walk to work, especially if equipped 
with our dog (always allowed her daily 
walk) or a plastic bag for shopping in 
the Co-op on the corner. 

So we got a lot done. Including the 
three great early classics of travel 
writing – Mary Wortley Montagu, 
Lucie Duff-Gordon and Alexander 
Kinglake – which I had always 
wanted to add to the Eland list, but 
they kept being shunted off in favour 
of something more immediate 
and commercial. We are often 
selling the Eland list as a complete 
library, and these three works 
really needed to be on board. 

I keep up the old tradition of pasting 
the best photographs into albums, 
complete with captions and dates. 

language, lancing pomposity and 
received wisdom, and allowing you 
to catch a glimpse of another way of 
looking at things. If I had to choose 
living writers from our own times, 
Paul Theroux and Jonathan Raban 
would top any list. But when it came 
down to the night of our book launch 
I chose Homer: “Is he not sacred, 
even to the gods, the wandering 
man who comes in weariness?”

How did the Covid pandemic 
and lockdown impact on Eland’s 
publishing programme and 
your personal travel plans?

At the height of the two lockdown 
periods, the big publisher and 
newspaper offices were all empty, 
the bookshops were closed, but we 
kept on trading, responding to isolated 
customers, often old and alone, 
who wanted the companionship 
of our books. We are lucky that at 
least two-thirds of our office work 

liberalism of his university and 
the surrounding sea of apathy that 
appeared to be proud of its ignorance 
about the rest of the planet. Mark 
Twain’s quote remains very relevant. 

What are your own favourite words 
of wisdom about travel, and why?

I am locked into a love-hate relationship 
with St Augustine, on one hand so 
humane and wise, yet on the other 
such a thug – using all his intellectual 
skills as an attack-dog on behalf of 
the Catholic Church. I also realise 
that although we have almost 
deified St Oscar, if he was alive today, 
his passion for rent boys from the 
stables would mean that he would 
probably be either behind bars as 
a sex pest or endlessly harassed by 
tabloid journalism. Mark Twain 
might also be under investigation...

Yet these three men always seem 
to get it so right when it comes to 
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man who comes in weariness?”

How did the Covid pandemic 
and lockdown impact on Eland’s 
publishing programme and 
your personal travel plans?

At the height of the two lockdown 
periods, the big publisher and 
newspaper offices were all empty, 
the bookshops were closed, but we 
kept on trading, responding to isolated 
customers, often old and alone, 
who wanted the companionship 
of our books. We are lucky that at 
least two-thirds of our office work 

liberalism of his university and 
the surrounding sea of apathy that 
appeared to be proud of its ignorance 
about the rest of the planet. Mark 
Twain’s quote remains very relevant. 

What are your own favourite words 
of wisdom about travel, and why?

I am locked into a love-hate relationship 
with St Augustine, on one hand so 
humane and wise, yet on the other 
such a thug – using all his intellectual 
skills as an attack-dog on behalf of 
the Catholic Church. I also realise 
that although we have almost 
deified St Oscar, if he was alive today, 
his passion for rent boys from the 
stables would mean that he would 
probably be either behind bars as 
a sex pest or endlessly harassed by 
tabloid journalism. Mark Twain 
might also be under investigation...

Yet these three men always seem 
to get it so right when it comes to 



My ambitions have always been 
to keep Eland exactly as John 
established it, but to slowly grow 
it so that we become the natural 
companion of any traveller. Pat your 
pockets to check: passport, wallet, 
tickets, Eland paperback.  

Chief landmarks? Dervla Murphy, 
Nigel Barley, Jonathan Raban, 
Nicolas Bouvier, Ronald Wright, 
Jan Morris, Mark Shand. They have 

guest / barnaby rogerson

successor at Eland. He had almost 
worked himself to death as a magazine 
travel editor, running Eland and setting 
up Cheapflights, but made a fortune 
as a web entrepreneur. We had some 
friends in common who looked at the 
suggested deal, and all agreed it was 
a very fair price, albeit calculated in a 
very odd way. It became a throwaway 
price when one of the last books that 
he selected to join the list became a 
runaway bestseller the next year.  

During Covid I looked at these old 
albums and felt almost travel sick 
with the dizzy amount of travelling I 
have achieved over the last fifty years, 
most especially across North Africa, 
the Sahara and the Levant.  

The international medical frontiers 
were always sporadic and unpredict-
able during Covid, but by ignoring all 
well-meaning advice and cracking 
into the online paperwork that was 
required, I managed to complete two 
more Roman road journeys across 
western Turkey with Don McCullin, 
taking advantage of periodic lulls in the 
lockdowns. Apart from the complete 
lack of any other tourists, there were 
some unexpected side effects. I was 
bitten by a dog, which led to a series 
of anti-rabies jabs, and Don was stung 
by a scorpion, which turned out to be 
merely VERY painful and not lethal. 
But all this work has now been hand-
developed by Don in his studio and 
will be published by Cornucopia next 
year as Don McCullin in Anatolia, 
a companion to Southern Frontiers, 
which surveyed the classical ruins 
of North Africa.  

You’ve been running Eland since 
2000. How did the acquisition come 
about? What were your ambitions 
for the list at that time, and what 
landmarks are you most proud 
of along the way?

I wrote a fan letter to John Hatt in 
green ink when I was a student at 
St Andrews.  I became even more of 
a long-term supporter of Eland when 
I wrote and researched guidebooks 
to Morocco, Tunisia, Cyprus and 
Istanbul as a young man. Then I set 
up Sickle Moon Books to reprint the 
North African books I had tried to 
encourage John to reprint but which 
he had declined. Nevertheless I 
wrote him a second letter, warning 
him what I was about to do. By some 
happy coincidence, this letter arrived 
when he was looking around for a 
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also been our dividends, talking, 
drinking and working with such 
exceptional individuals.   

You say you became a writer of travel 
guides after a chance encounter in 
the Outer Hebrides. What’s the story?

The mother of a friend from university 
had written a guidebook to Scotland, 
and when I looked interested over 
breakfast one morning she asked me 
to have a quick glance at the proofs, 
especially the history section. I was 
staying with them in the Outer 
Hebrides, so there was plenty of 
time to read and chat. Months later, 
I got a totally unexpected reward, 
as the publishing company she 
wrote for were looking for someone 
to write about Morocco, and she 
remembered my enthusiasm.  

You studied Medieval History at 
St Andrews. Did that spark your 
interest in the Islamic world, or had 
that fascination already taken hold?

I spent three years in Gibraltar when 
the frontier with Spain was sealed, 
so I explored Morocco as a teenager, 
both on family camping expeditions 
and on day trips to Tangiers. It was 
impossible not to notice how ignorant 
everyone was about Islam, if not 
actively hostile, which kick-started 
my own reading. I am afraid the 
principal topics within Medieval 
History, as then taught, were almost 
exclusively concerned with Western 
Christianity, basically secular 
Imperialists versus the Papacy.  

What can readers expect from your 
next book, A House Divided?

My best stories have always been told 
beside a camp fire flickering light onto 
the darkness of the sand dunes or on 
endlessly long coach journeys, where 
there have been no other distractions. 
I love the shift from the very intimate 
and precise, such as the last day of 

the life of the Prophet Muhammad 
(each hour loaded with critical 
importance for future generations) 
to the broad picture, when you hover 
high above the mountains and sketch 
out a few centuries of inhuman history, 
before descending to observe another 
critically intimate moment in the 
narrative: the death of Hassan, or the 
letters sent to the scholars of Jebel 
Ammar inviting them to bring their 
learning to Safavid Iran. 

Where in the world have you travelled 
that has since irrevocably changed?

I am not a fan of four-lane motorways 
which all over the world have drained 
small communities of their animation 
by directing trade into near-identical 
shopping malls filled with canned 
air and bored staff, all surrounded by 
hundreds of acres of bleak tarmac. 
This Mordor grows inexorably 
everywhere. Irrevocably?   

What is the most ambitious journey 
you are yet to make?

We hope to charter an old fishing boat 
to take us to three remote islands in 
the Outer Hebrides that we have been 
looking at for over twenty-five years 
as we walk the hills and swim off the 
beaches. But I am content to leave many 
continents blank, and just fill in the 
gaps in my personal jigsaw: especially 
eastern Turkey and western Iran.  

What’s next for Eland?

We have been talking to the literary 
heirs of Peter Fleming and Peter Mayne 
for many a year but have finally signed 
a pair of contracts. One that is well 
underway is to take extracts from all of 
Dervla Murphy’s twenty-five books to 
make a single narrative of her lifelong 
journey, in her own words. She was 
always a prescient and a precise 
observer, and in the last year of her life 
was interested in this project, boiling 
down the stock to extract the essence.  

barnaby rogerson / guest

Parallel to foreign travel we have a 
passion for deep travel, especially if the 
animated chatter of the educated is 
briefly silent and the forgotten people, 
the working class of the British Isles, 
are allowed to speak. We have slowly 
built up a dozen such books, and we 
want to find more. But they are rare, 
as Pliny explains: “The fortunate man is 
he to whom the gods have granted the 
power to write what is worth recording, 
or to write what is worth reading, 
and most fortunate of all is the man 
who can do both.”

Aside from publishing and writing 
books, you work as a lecturer, a tour 
guide, a tv presenter, journalist and 
reviewer. How do you find the time? 
And what are you up to next?

I vote but I do not watch television, 
I read widely but no newspapers, 
I respect the passion that others 
have for team sports and ball 
games (or for fishing, shooting 
and hunting) but they do not 
animate me in the slightest. 
This all helps me find the time to 
do things that really interest me. 

Is there a single thread that 
weaves together all your writings, 
activities and curiosities?

To follow in the footsteps of Albert 
Einstein might sound pretentious, 
except for his proscription, “I have no 
special talents. I am only passionately 
curious.” Further qualified by 
Apollinaire: “I love men, not for what 
unites them, but for what divides them, 
and I want to know most of all what 
gnaws at their hearts.” 
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with the dizzy amount of travelling I 
have achieved over the last fifty years, 
most especially across North Africa, 
the Sahara and the Levant.  

The international medical frontiers 
were always sporadic and unpredict-
able during Covid, but by ignoring all 
well-meaning advice and cracking 
into the online paperwork that was 
required, I managed to complete two 
more Roman road journeys across 
western Turkey with Don McCullin, 
taking advantage of periodic lulls in the 
lockdowns. Apart from the complete 
lack of any other tourists, there were 
some unexpected side effects. I was 
bitten by a dog, which led to a series 
of anti-rabies jabs, and Don was stung 
by a scorpion, which turned out to be 
merely VERY painful and not lethal. 
But all this work has now been hand-
developed by Don in his studio and 
will be published by Cornucopia next 
year as Don McCullin in Anatolia, 
a companion to Southern Frontiers, 
which surveyed the classical ruins 
of North Africa.  

You’ve been running Eland since 
2000. How did the acquisition come 
about? What were your ambitions 
for the list at that time, and what 
landmarks are you most proud 
of along the way?

I wrote a fan letter to John Hatt in 
green ink when I was a student at 
St Andrews.  I became even more of 
a long-term supporter of Eland when 
I wrote and researched guidebooks 
to Morocco, Tunisia, Cyprus and 
Istanbul as a young man. Then I set 
up Sickle Moon Books to reprint the 
North African books I had tried to 
encourage John to reprint but which 
he had declined. Nevertheless I 
wrote him a second letter, warning 
him what I was about to do. By some 
happy coincidence, this letter arrived 
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You say you became a writer of travel 
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the Outer Hebrides. What’s the story?

The mother of a friend from university 
had written a guidebook to Scotland, 
and when I looked interested over 
breakfast one morning she asked me 
to have a quick glance at the proofs, 
especially the history section. I was 
staying with them in the Outer 
Hebrides, so there was plenty of 
time to read and chat. Months later, 
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as the publishing company she 
wrote for were looking for someone 
to write about Morocco, and she 
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St Andrews. Did that spark your 
interest in the Islamic world, or had 
that fascination already taken hold?

I spent three years in Gibraltar when 
the frontier with Spain was sealed, 
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both on family camping expeditions 
and on day trips to Tangiers. It was 
impossible not to notice how ignorant 
everyone was about Islam, if not 
actively hostile, which kick-started 
my own reading. I am afraid the 
principal topics within Medieval 
History, as then taught, were almost 
exclusively concerned with Western 
Christianity, basically secular 
Imperialists versus the Papacy.  

What can readers expect from your 
next book, A House Divided?

My best stories have always been told 
beside a camp fire flickering light onto 
the darkness of the sand dunes or on 
endlessly long coach journeys, where 
there have been no other distractions. 
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before descending to observe another 
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narrative: the death of Hassan, or the 
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hundreds of acres of bleak tarmac. 
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you are yet to make?
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to take us to three remote islands in 
the Outer Hebrides that we have been 
looking at for over twenty-five years 
as we walk the hills and swim off the 
beaches. But I am content to leave many 
continents blank, and just fill in the 
gaps in my personal jigsaw: especially 
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What’s next for Eland?

We have been talking to the literary 
heirs of Peter Fleming and Peter Mayne 
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a pair of contracts. One that is well 
underway is to take extracts from all of 
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built up a dozen such books, and we 
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he to whom the gods have granted the 
power to write what is worth recording, 
or to write what is worth reading, 
and most fortunate of all is the man 
who can do both.”

Aside from publishing and writing 
books, you work as a lecturer, a tour 
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reviewer. How do you find the time? 
And what are you up to next?

I vote but I do not watch television, 
I read widely but no newspapers, 
I respect the passion that others 
have for team sports and ball 
games (or for fishing, shooting 
and hunting) but they do not 
animate me in the slightest. 
This all helps me find the time to 
do things that really interest me. 

Is there a single thread that 
weaves together all your writings, 
activities and curiosities?

To follow in the footsteps of Albert 
Einstein might sound pretentious, 
except for his proscription, “I have no 
special talents. I am only passionately 
curious.” Further qualified by 
Apollinaire: “I love men, not for what 
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“To say ‘I don’t trust you’, you place 
the edge of the fan to your lips,” says 
Vicente Benlloch, who demonstrates 
by pointing a fan theatrically to his 
mouth. “To say ‘I love you’, the fan 
goes direct to the heart,” he adds, 
plunging it towards his chest as if it 
were a dagger. “This is the historic 
language of foldable fans that was 
once used in the Spanish royal courts. 
It’s how the women talked to the 
men. ‘Yes’, ‘no’, ‘I’m jealous’, ‘kiss me’ 
– they could all be said with the fan.”

Benlloch then picks up a paintbrush 
and returns to a semicircle of 
pleated silk on his workshop table to 
decorate it with an intricate garland 
of roses – a skill he learned from his 
grandfather, who established the 
family’s fan-decorating business 
in 1910. “The fan is often associated 
with the flamenco, but it is not just 
for dancing; they are used by lots 
of Spanish people because they are 
easy to carry and are perfect for the 
hot climate,” he explains. “People 
assume they are from Andalusia, 
but they have a long history of being 
made here in Valencia. It is the 
capital of foldable fans. And we have 
the Silk Road to thank for that.”     

The folding silk fan is thought to have 
been introduced to Spain in the mid-
15th century by trading ships from 
Japan. It grew in popularity, first 
amongst royalty and nobility before 
spreading to the wider population. 
Valencia’s position as a key trading 
hub along the Silk Road gave it ready 
access to the requisite raw materials 
and so over time it grew to become 
the leading centre of fan manufacture 
on the Iberian Peninsula.

The city’s Silk Exchange, La Lonja, 
constructed between 1482 and 
1533, stands as testament to this 
time – when the port city was 
booming, including the trade in 
woven silk and cocoons, and its 
arts and crafts were flourishing. 
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Previous spread: 
Valencia skyline from 
the top of the 14th 
century Serranos 
Towers.

Clockwise from 
top left: Sign 
advertising Agua de 
Valencia – a cocktail 
made from cava, 
orange juice, vodka 
and gin; Interior, 
Central Market of 
Valencia; Paella, 
L’Establiment.

Now a Unesco World Heritage Site, 
the edifice’s most spectacular room 
is the Salón Columnario, a temple 
to commerce with twisted stone 
columns – carved so as to resemble 
silk thread – that soar fifty feet 
high to a vaulted ceiling once 
painted blue and dotted with stars 
to represent heaven on earth.  

The Silk Exchange is just one of many 
striking buildings in Valencia; its 
skyline boasts an eclectic mix of 
Gothic, Baroque, Modernista and 
Renaissance architecture that can 
be found right across the city from 
the characterful old quarter to the 
long stretch of golden beach. The 
most atmospheric is undoubtedly 
the art nouveau Central Market, a 
cathedral-like space of iron columns, 
painted ceramics and stained glass 
that dates back to 1928. The largest 
market with fresh produce in Europe, 
there are more than 1,200 stalls here, 
each bursting with the flavours 

and aromas of the Mediterranean 
– from spices, cheeses and seafood, 
to fruits, nuts and vegetables, many 
of which are produced in Valencia’s 
vast market gardens, including 
the famously plump and aromatic 
Perelló tomatoes which are grown in 
sandy soil close to the sea, resulting 
in a uniquely intense flavour. 

To sample the region’s extraordinary 
variety and quality of fresh produce, 
there is a small restaurant inside the 
market run by Michelin-starred chef 
Ricard Camarena: the Central Bar. 
I take a counter seat to order one of 
his famously indulgent sandwiches 
– settling for the Canalla, made with 
spicy morcilla sausage, scrambled 
egg and pickled pepper – and sit 
back with a glass of local red Safrá 
wine to watch the ebb and flow of 
daily life, which appears to involve 
as much talking as it does buying 
and selling. “I think it’s why there 
is a parrot symbol on the roof of 

the market,” says Valencia native 
Paloma Ceballos who sits next to me. 
“People love to talk and they chatter 
like parrots do in the trees. When you 
bump into someone, you don’t know 
when you might see them again so 
you make time to catch up, have a 
coffee, a snack or a glass of horchata 
(a traditional Valencian milk drink 
made from tiger nuts). It is all 
part of the Valencian good life.”

That ‘good life’ also includes benign 
weather, a vibrant arts scene and 
swathes of green space, of which 
the five-mile-long Turia Gardens 
best reflects the city’s spirit for 
innovation – created by diverting 
the flood-prone River Turia to the 
outskirts and transforming the 
riverbed into one of the largest urban 
parks in the country. Food remains 
a major highlight though, with 
first-class restaurants and year-
round gastronomic events; locals 
even enjoy an additional mealtime 
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parks in the country. Food remains 
a major highlight though, with 
first-class restaurants and year-
round gastronomic events; locals 
even enjoy an additional mealtime 
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time over the burning embers of 
orange tree wood. “The rosemary 
and the wood fire give you smoky 
and herbal touches – and pim, pam, 
poom! There you have it,” she says, 
finally delivering the pan to the table.
The paella is delicious: rich and meaty, 
with an earthy note from the beans 
and the snails, and a sweet, floral 
finish from the saffron. The highlight 
is the soccarat – a word derived 
from the verb socarrar meaning 
‘to burn’ – the moreish, crunchy 
crust at the bottom of the pan made 
up of caramelised and toasted rice. 
“Paella is more than a just a meal 
though,” says Giner, refilling my 
glass with a red Bobal, her personal 
recommendation for the best wine 
to accompany it. “The circular pan 
encourages sharing – like barbecue 
does. It takes a while to cook too, so 
it slows down time; you drink, you 
talk, you spend quality time with 
family and friends. In Valencia, 
paella signifies togetherness.”

– the almuerzo valenciano – 
traditionally eaten between 
breakfast and lunch at around 10am, 
and often accompanied with wine 
or beer. Of all the city’s culinary 
traditions though, its most renowned 
is paella valenciana – the pan-cooked 
concoction of rabbit, poultry, snails, 
beans and rice that is considered by 
many to be the national dish of Spain. 

Historically, rice has been grown 
in the region since the Moors 
introduced the crop over 1,500 years 
ago. Rice farmers would prepare 
their lunch in paddies over an open 
wood fire, combining grains with 
whatever ingredients they could 
find, and so giving birth to the paella. 
The dish was refined over time, and 
eventually took its name from the 
broad, shallow pan – the paellera 
– that was used to ensure the rice 
cooked evenly over a fierce heat.

Today, rice-growing in the province 
of Valencia is concentrated just 
12 miles from the city centre in La 
Albufera, Spanish for ‘lagoon’, one 
of the largest wetland areas in the 
country and home to more than 350 
species of birds. Locals also flock here, 
to the village of El Palmar, for some of 
the region’s best and most traditional 
paella, notably at L’Establiment, a 
restaurant built by the Giner Doñate 
family on the foundations of a two-
hundred-year-old farm building, 
where the hulls and brans were once 
removed from paddy grains by hand 
to produce polished white paella rice.

“The secret to good paella valenciana 
is fresh ingredients and not to 
mess with the traditional recipe 
of rabbit, chicken and snails,” says 
head chef Silvia Giner as she pours 
a glug of emerald-coloured olive oil 
into a paella pan in the restaurant 
kitchen. “You should never use 
onion or garlic, for example. That’s 
sacrilege, like serving pizza with 
pineapple. It should never end up the 

colour of sunshine either. That shows 
it’s full of artificial ingredients.”

After browning the rabbit and 
chicken, Giner – who was taught 
how to cook by her mother and has 
been making paella for over 40 years 
– adds the remaining ingredients, 
including tomatoes, saffron and butter 
beans, before filling the paellera to 
the brim with water. “It needs two 
or three reductions which takes 
around one and half hours, but good 
things come to those that wait,” 
she says. Rice is added thereafter 
and cooked for a further 15 to 20 
minutes. Giner swears by the Bahia 
and Senia varieties: “they have a lot 
of starch which gives the liquid broth 
real substance. But one important 
thing: never stir the rice. This is 
paella we’re making, not risotto.” 
She then transfers the pan from the 
stovetop to an open fireplace, adds 
a few sprigs of rosemary on top and 
gives it a final few minutes’ cooking 
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Falling for Phú Quôc

“Do you think it’s here we’re supposed to turn?” 
Pulling over and planting my feet, I feel my partner’s phone 
pressing into my shoulder as she swipes into the map.

“It should be here. Can you see a driveway?”

I scan around, wiping a sticky aggregation of sweat, soot 
and sunscreen from the corners of my eyes. “Possibly… 
maybe where that bike’s going?” To my left, a wiry man 
churns through loose gravel and past an idle road-roller 
before bouncing down a dusty track of compacted clay and 
trash, flip-flops spread wide, toes pointing skywards.

We’re not sure. Ahead, a concrete factory belches smoke; 
teams of men in oily overalls buzz past; to my right a mangy 
monkey is chained to a pole outside a shack. This doesn’t look 
like the entrance to a tropical island resort.

Making the turning, we too bounce off down the track, 
a gauntlet of shuddering crevasses and slithery quagmires. 
This last kilometre takes fifteen minutes, but at the end, 
believe it or not, lies a coconut grove, a shimmering sea 
and, yes, a tropical resort.

In fact, almost the entire west coast of Phú Quốc is now 
tropical resort, but much to my partner’s disappointment, 
I have found the cheapest, a ramshackle collection of locally-
owned bungalows built inches from the surf long before 
such fancy neighbours as the Coral Peninsula and the Green 
Bay Resort & Spa were twinkles in a hospitality chain’s eye. 
I suspect it won’t be here for long. This island in the Gulf of 
Thailand, Vietnam’s more by a quirk of history than any 
obvious geographical connection, is developing fast.

It’s the largest island around, large enough to land jumbos 
from all over Asia. A shiny new airport has elbowed the old 
one out of the way and ushered in a construction boom of 
ersatz Mediterranean tourist towns, all pastel paintwork, 
Roman ruins and Venetian arches. Shelving gently from the 
shoreline, the water is warm, calm and crystal clear, and 
every evening it reflects a pinkish palette as the sun sinks 
below the waves. Why go all the way to Europe with this 
on your doorstep?

For a long time living in Saigon, with less garish tropical 
islands on my doorstep, I would ask a different question: 
why go to Phú Quốc at all? It started with my good friend 
Jon’s new puppy. Square jawed, lean and athletic, ears 
proud, his cinnamon eyes angular and alert, his coat 
a mesmerising velvet brindle, Dexter is leading-man 
material. But most eyecatching of all is the tufty mane 
of hair that runs the length of his spine. Dexter, I’d learn, 
is a Phú Quốc Ridgeback.

On the island, these dogs are everywhere, curled up 
on verandahs, rooting around rockpools, barking at 
motorbikes and even climbing coconuts; some are pets, 
some feral, all are gorgeous and gregarious. Their origin is 
a mystery, particularly the ridged back. “They’re survivors 
from the wreck of a Chinese merchant ship on its way back 
from Africa,” one waiter tells me. Whatever the truth, their 
existence is my gateway to getting hooked on Phú Quốc.

The island’s size may have brought the developers and 
tourists, but it also hides them. Theirs is the west coast;  
leave it, and a land spoken of wistfully by ageing hippies 
begins to emerge. Around the north and east, miles of lazy 
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beaches and sleepy fishing shanties hold back the jungle. 
Informal eateries are built out on stilts, and we spend 
boozy afternoons with grilled abalone, cobia hotpot and 
sea urchin congee as fluorescent fish flit beneath us and 
locals potter about on homemade rafts and crafts cobbled 
together from jetsam. The becalmed waters here blend 
with the sky in a haze, and Cambodia looms on the horizon.

It’s not just sunsets keeping the resorts hemmed in, for a 
tsunami of cliffs towers over the northeastern coastline, 
dividing the island and shielding a realm of cicada-
screaming forest. Here, I climb the steep trail and rickety 
ladders up to -Dı nh Tiên So’n peak for views of orchards 
and pepper plantations and both coastlines stretching 
away to the south; later I wash my dusty, aching feet in 
the cool pools at Suối -Dá Bàn, one of several waterfalls that 
tumble off the massif. In this lost world I meet giant alien 
centipedes with bright orange legs, and noisy racket-tailed 
drongos whose ridiculous appendages stream behind 
them like kites.

In patches of undergrowth in the rainforest, bushes bloom 
a rich purple, and I recognise their star-shaped flowers and 
racy stamens from labels on bottles in Du’o’ng -Dông, the 
island’s main town. The fruit of hoa sim, or rose myrtle, 
is made into sim wine, a sweet tipple islanders accompany 
with seafood. I pair it with goi cá trích, a local herring 
and coconut ceviche, and enjoy the match; though taking 
another bottle onto the beach after dinner is even better.

Despite being the pulse of the tourist heartland, Du’o’ng 
-Dông, with its snaking trawler-lined creek and rowdy 
nightlife, is also the best place to discover local delicacies. 
At a famous harbourside bistro I follow an island rite of 
passage, mixing my own ratio of msg, sugar, chilli and 
calamansi in a bowl to accompany bún quâ. y, a squid and 
fishcake noodle soup, and slurp until my lips can no longer 
take the tingle. On another morning in town I try a less 
heralded speciality, and with it my conversion to Phú 
Quốc-ophilia is complete. In bún kèn, noodles are topped 
with fresh herbs, crunchy cucumber and green papaya, 
before a lemongrass and fishmeal-infused coconut cream 
is dolloped over the top. An esteemed local writer calls it 
‘Phú Quốc in a bowl’ and I can’t beat his description.

On Christmas day we grill prawns and okra under the 
casuarina trees at our ramshackle resort. Far in the 
distance I see the boxy glints of garish hotels, but there’s 
enough wild shoreline between us for now. Ridgebacks 
splash in the surf, another bottle of sim wine is opened, 
and as the sun begins its descent I’m cruel enough 
to videocall family in England. This, I realise, is why 
you visit Phú Quốc.
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A new 90-minute documentary produced by  
bbc/pbs called Lions: The Rise and Fall of the Marsh 
Pride provides a potent reminder of the plight of 
Africa’s last lions, reviving memories of an event 
that shocked Big Cat Diary’s (1996–2008) legions 
of fans that had made household names of these 
lions. On Sunday 6 December 2015 news broke of 
the poisoning of eight members of the pride that 
had killed cattle encroaching inside the Reserve at 
night. The carcass was then laced with the highly 
toxic pesticide Furadan. Three of the lions died – 
Sienna (aged 10), Bibi (aged 17) and a young male 
named Alan (Charm’s son). Graphic and harrowing 
imagery lies at the heart of the documentary 
that draws on a potent mix of stakeholders’ and 
witnesses’ voices to narrate the story. 

We have followed the fates and fortunes of the 
Marsh Pride since 1977. Our base at Governors’ 
Camp is set close to the glorious Musiara Marsh 
which gave the Marsh Lions their name and 
is the heart of their dry season territory. To the 
east, the intermittent watercourse known as 
the Bila Shaka Lugga has always been the pride’s 
traditional breeding site and resting place. Bila 
Shaka means ‘without fail’ in Swahili, testimony 

to the fact that you could always find lions here. 
That is no longer the case. Lions have lost 95% of 
their historical range, and since Disney’s The Lion 
King was aired in 1994, Africa’s lion population has 
halved. Loss of habitat, the bushmeat trade (killing 
wild animals for meat) and conflict with man are 
the major concerns. Today there are just 20,000 
lions remaining in Africa, whose 1.2 billion human 
population is due to double by 2050. 

People ask if we were shocked by the poisoning. 
No. Tens of thousands of cattle were being herded 
into the Reserve every night when visitors were 
safely out of sight – but when the likelihood of 
conflict with predators such as lions and hyenas 
was at its greatest. Night incursions makes no 
sense, not least when its iconic lions are the 
bedrock of Kenya’s tourism industry. However, 
from the herdsman’s perspective when a lion 
kills a cow it is as if someone has hacked their 
bank account with little chance of compensation. 
A number of initiatives such as the Mara 
Predator Conservation Programme (for which 
we are Ambassadors) are helping to address the 
problem at root cause, encouraging the provision 
of predator-proof stockades constructed from 
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recycled plastic poles, wire fencing and metal 
doorways. The installation of solar-charged 
flickering lights is another highly effective 
innovation to deter predators at night. But none 
of this helps if livestock is grazed at night.

Traditionally the Maasai were active during 
daytime, returning to their homes with their 
livestock before nightfall when predators such as 
lions, hyenas and leopards are most active. But as 
communally owned land has been subdivided 
into individually owned plots of 100–150 acres 
the Maasai have become more sedentary, 
constructing permanent dwellings and fences. 
Some landowners have opted to lease their land 
to tourism partners for a monthly fee per acre, 
creating Wildlife Conservancies where cattle 
grazing is permitted on a rotational basis and 
predators thrive. But others cling to a purely herding 
existence with the Reserve seen as additional 
grazing, a practice tacitly condoned by the local 
authorities. Deep tracks leading into the Reserve are 
visible from space, along with piles of cattle dung 
scattered deep inside it. The Musiara area is not 
alone. Guides from other parts of the Mara have 
been complaining about this situation for years.

The Marsh Pride has always been particularly 
vulnerable to conflict due to its territory 
spreading beyond the Reserve boundary. 
When Musiara Marsh becomes waterlogged the 
lions move to higher ground to north and east 
where they can find prey – either wild herbivores 
or livestock. Losing lions to poisoning or spearing 
is part of life for the Marsh Pride, and many of 
the stars of Big Cat Diary have been speared 
or poisoned over the years, such as the pride 
male Scruffy and the lionesses Lispy, White Eye 
and Red. In 2004 the pride numbered 29 lions. 
Today due to pressure from livestock invasions 
and a shortage of prey the core group of 11 lions 
have abandoned their territory and moved into 
the Mara North Wildlife Conservancy. Who knows 
when or if they will return. Eight years on it 
is time to act. The Maasai Mara is a priceless 
heritage that must be nurtured. There should 
be a strictly enforced embargo on grazing of 
livestock within the Reserve and a moratorium 
on any further tourism development. 
What a miracle it would be if the demise of the 
Marsh Pride became the catalyst for serious 
dialogue and change as to how the Maasai 
Mara is managed.
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greece / visions

The promise  
of summer
The valleys around Olympos were 
lush and green, and once I reached the 
ridge, the land descended in tapering 
fingers towards the blue sea. I was free 
again – walking along the road for 
hours, with sea and hills and nothing 
else – as I headed to see Minas’s 
taverna at the beach.

I’d never seen a landscape quite as 
dramatic and empty; the wild north 
of the island was protected against 
development. Amid a heady scent of 
pines, I turned off the road on to a dirt 
track that wound around hillsides, 
whose slopes fell away steeply on 
either side to thick trees. It was so easy 
to be captivated by an unspoiled Greek 
island in early May, with the promise 
of summer in the air.

The track split into two, twisting down 
on either side into flat valleys filled 
with olive trees and dotted sporadically 
with tiny houses. I reached the white 
church dedicated to Ayios Minas, Saint 
Minas, after whom many men on the 
island were named, and looked down at 
a perfect curve of beach and clear blue 
sea. Dark grey cliffs covered in deep 
green mastic bushes enclosed the bay, 
with goats scaling the sheer scree.

Set back from the beach amid olive 
groves was a cluster of houses. Minas 
had told me his place was the closest 
to the beach. I followed the track past 
closed-up buildings until I came to 
what looked like a restaurant terrace 
strewn with kitchen equipment 
and surrounded by olive trees. 

Fridges and furniture were scattered 
haphazardly, and there was Minas 
looking more relaxed than I’d seen 
him before, dressed in old jeans and a 
Baltimore sweatshirt and a baseball cap 
covered in dust, plastering over holes 
in the walls.

“Sorry about the mess,” he said, taking 
a sip of his frappe. “I’ve got some 
improvements to make before we open 
up. Go see the beach, relax, swim.”

I walked through a field, past fig trees 
and more olive trees, heading for a 
gap in an old dry-stone wall, then 
stood and looked out across a stretch 
of pale grey pebbles gleaming in the 
hazy sunshine. As I took off my shoes, 
I realised the stones were flat and 
wonderfully smooth, becoming finer 
closer to shore, where the water, the 
clearest I’d ever seen, turned them a 
glossy black. What a magical place to 
have a taverna, in this isolated bay. 
There was no one at all around.

The sea hadn’t yet lost its winter chill, 
so I braced myself for the cool water 
and dived in, ducking under a few 
times until my body adjusted and 
then swam out further towards the 
empty horizon, exhilarated. Then a 
white fishing boat appeared around 
the headland and started gliding into 
shore. As I swam back to the beach 
to grab my clothes and get dressed, 
Minas appeared through the gap in 
the trees and walked down to the 
water’s edge to help the boat moor. 
He beckoned me over.
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We used a wooden ladder to climb 
aboard, and he introduced me to the 
fisherman, Stamatis, a man in his forties 
with short brown hair, soft features 
and a kindly expression. They were 
friends but hadn’t seen one another all 
winter. Stamatis greeted me warmly 
and, seeing I was shivering, gave me 
a jacket to put on, asking his assistant 
to make me hot tea while they packed 
a big catch of fish on ice. The boat was 
piled high with coiled yellow nets and 
baskets and buckets, with a winch 
and a shade over part of the deck.

“You want to eat fish later?” 
asked Minas.

It seemed a wonderful idea. Since the 
only buildings allowed in the valley 
were agricultural, for people to stay in 
while harvesting their olives, Minas 
had rented an old farm building about 
six years earlier, he explained, and 
gradually adapted it into a taverna, 
adding a little each year. He’d dug out 
a lower floor to extend the ceiling 
height, and fitted out the kitchen to 
meet restaurant regulations so he could 
get a proper licence, as well as putting 
in a bathroom and laying a terrace for 
tables and chairs.

I offered to help clean up inside, not 
anticipating the extent of the chaos. 
I picked my way over broken glass and 
upturned equipment and old boxes. 
It was as if he’d thrown a big party, 
then closed the door and left everything 
for several months. A mouse or two had 
made its home there over the winter, 
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and mould was growing among the 
dirty dishes and glasses in the sinks.

“I had to work away last year and let my 
cousin run the place. He left it like this.”

There was hot water and two 
huge sinks, and it was satisfying 
transforming the filth and mess into 
something acceptable. Meanwhile, 
outside the evening was turning too 
cool for shorts. Minas asked if I’d fit 
into his clean jeans – he could keep 
wearing the work ones half-covered 
in plaster. I’m a little taller than the 
average, and he was a little shorter, 
and skinny, but I did fit into his jeans, 
just, and felt more comfortable.

Stamatis returned at dusk with 
heaps of little blue-striped fish called 
menoula, which I’d never eaten before 
– while Minas lit a barbecue and 
asked if I knew how to make a salad 
with tomatoes and onions and olives. 
He brought out clean glasses, ouzo and 
water. We’d cleared a little space in the 
corner of the open terrace in the middle 
of the valley, surrounded by the dark 
shapes of low hills. Minas put on some 
music and together he and Stamatis 
cooked the fish on the grill over 
charcoal with a little olive oil. We had 
a simple open-air feast in the empty 
valley as the stars appeared.

Minas suggested a toast. “To the 
new team.”

I laughed and gave him a quizzical look.

“If you decide to come back and help 
me for the summer,” he said. “With the 
taverna here and with the two rooms 
of the hotel in Olympos.”

Although I was already living on a 
Greek island, I’d been looking around 
for a place to live by the sea, perhaps 
somewhere that Lisa, my honey-
blonde golden retriever mixed with 
something slightly smaller and more 
annoying, could run around freely. 

With his reiterated invitation, Minas 
was offering just that. It would be an 
adventure and an opportunity to get 
to know the village better, too. As for 
Minas – I liked his creativity and drive 
and practicality, his cleverness and 
sense of humour; the way he loved 
his island, recognised it was special 
and wanted to build something 
with what he had here, despite the 
difficulties. We had both lived in 
Greece and elsewhere, spoke Greek and 
English, seemed to communicate well. 
There was some kind of good energy 
between us, an easy closeness.

When Stamatis returned to the boat 
to sleep so he could get up in the 
early hours and head straight out to 
his nets, Minas and I sat and talked 
a little longer. He wouldn’t open the 
taverna properly before the end of May: 
enough time for him to get the place 
into shape, and for me to go home and 
prepare if I chose to return. I didn’t 
want a job, I clarified – didn’t want to 
be paid and create tax complications, 
or make that sort of commitment 
– but I was drawn by the notion of 
living here for a summer, learning 
more about local food and being 
able to write about it. From my point 
of view he was offering a doorway 
into the community; a chance to get 
under the skin of the place; to stay 
for a while in an olive-filled valley 
populated only by goats, by a pristine 
beach with no development to spoil it, 
no rooms to rent, no way to stay here 
otherwise. In return for having all my 
expenses covered, I would work for free. 
Naturally, that suited him – especially 
since he was starting the season with 
pretty much no money.

Eventually he would fix up the little 
house nearby for me; I hadn’t seen it 
yet, but he said it belonged to one of the 
ladies of the village, who allowed him 
to use it. To start with, though, sleeping 
in a tent would suit. In the hot days 
of summer, my house on Tilos was so 
stuffy that I often slept outside on the 

terrace under a mosquito net, blocking 
out the bright streetlight with a 
rigged-up shelter of sheets. Lisa usually 
lay all day in the shade until it was cool 
enough for us to walk to a beach. She 
would love a summer by the sea too.

Minas was used to sleeping on a bench 
on the terrace when he stayed at the 
taverna, so that night he found some 
mattresses, pillows and sleeping bags, 
and cleared some space, and we fell 
asleep there – until we were awoken 
by raindrops in the middle of the night 
and had to make a dash for the kitchen.

In the morning, the sun was bright and 
the valley silent apart from the breeze 
in the olive trees and the occasional bird 
singing. Then a truck drove down the 
track and it was Minas’s cousin Evgenia, 
who kept the goats in the valley. I’d met 
her in the village; a few years younger 
than me with dark eyes and curly dark 
hair, she dressed in tight jeans and 
had a lovely, warm smile. He gave her 
some of the fish Stamatis had brought, 
and she was delighted. And from their 
farm she’d brought us homemade 
bread and the thick, pungent sour 
cream called dhrilla.

I was sure living here would teach 
me a lot. The leap I’d taken when I 
decided to work from home from 
a Greek island, followed by the step 
to becoming completely freelance, 
meant I could take chances like this. 
If Minas and I could get along well and 
help each other, that sounded good. 
Surrounded by such a landscape and 
culture, I couldn’t resist the idea: to live 
somewhere remote, by the sea, a truly 
different kind of life for a few months.

Taverna by 
the Sea by 
Jennifer Barclay
Bradt, pbk, 
216pp, £9.99
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A cormorant sat on Grenen, the very northern 
spit of Denmark. It was winter. It sat alone under 
its black cloak, turning in the wind, its face 
stiffened into a grimace of strident will. It turned 
from one body of water to the other. Looked at 
the Kattegat, at the Skagerrak, at me. This was 
just after New Year. I was out alone on Grenen. 
I wanted to stand there as I’d stood when I was a 
child, almighty, with a foot in each sea. The wind 
blew from the south-west. The cold was biting, 
and out there at Skagen Reef, the seas met like 
young lovers at a railway station. They ran along 
the platform, arms out, towards the person they’d 
been missing. Unable to contain the joy of being 
reunited, they ended up simply beating into 
one another. But there sat a cormorant with its 
determined face. It was resting out there, turning 
above the land beneath its black wingspan.

I watched it from a safe distance. Thought: Let it 
have its moment. Grenen will still be here in ten 
minutes, and in this cold, I can have it to myself 
once the bird has gone. While I waited, I observed 
the big cargo ships, the container ships, the 
coasters. They lay, as always, on the east side of 
the headland in poetic stasis. Like thousands and 
thousands of ships before them, they had been 
lucky getting north around Skagen Reef without 
going down. They’re exhaling, I thought. Or they’re 
steeling themselves to go back over the reef, who 
knows. They were in smooth waters, in any case. 
Like rocking caravans during a temporary stay in 
an oasis. That’s what they looked like, but in reality 
the ships are there, apparently, because they don’t 
know where they’re going next. They’re awaiting 
orders from their shipping companies. No point 
sailing down through inland Danish waters 
if you’re going back to Norway. So they wait. 

Recover, call home, play cards in their quarters. 
Or they walk around on deck with binoculars. 

“There’s a cormorant on Grenen,” a Russian voice 
might say out there. 

“Then we’ll wait,” another might respond. 

But then the bird flew off, and it was my turn. 
I approached the place where the two bodies of 
water met. Kattegat at my right foot. Skagerrak at 
my left. Year round, every minute of the daylight 
hours, a person stands at that point, sensing in 
their own body what it means to be all-powerful. 
What would it mean to be great? Surely, to be 
great is to stand at the northernmost tip of the 
nation, right at the very top, with a foot in each 
sea. Can you feel the potential? This is your 
country, your language. Your limitations. In this 
moment under your jurisdiction, and only yours. 

I stood there barefoot as a child. I was afraid of the 
waves and kept one eye on my mum. Assuming 
things went the way they usually did, I’d have 
had to move – first for one big brother, then 
the second. They’d have wanted to stand there 
too, and set their feet apart. Be photographed. 
One brother with chalk-white hair. The other 
squinting. Their thin arms, sunburnt knees and 
my feet in the sand, with nail varnish on the big 
toe. I remembered it the way you remember 
things you’ve seen on old photographic slides. 
On the screen in the living room, my dad in the 
light of the projector, his seven remaining fingers 
fumbling with the slides. I can’t always tell what 
memories are mine and what’s been told to me, 
I thought, planting myself in my hiking boots with 
one foot by each sea. I felt no almighty power. 
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once the bird has gone. While I waited, I observed 
the big cargo ships, the container ships, the 
coasters. They lay, as always, on the east side of 
the headland in poetic stasis. Like thousands and 
thousands of ships before them, they had been 
lucky getting north around Skagen Reef without 
going down. They’re exhaling, I thought. Or they’re 
steeling themselves to go back over the reef, who 
knows. They were in smooth waters, in any case. 
Like rocking caravans during a temporary stay in 
an oasis. That’s what they looked like, but in reality 
the ships are there, apparently, because they don’t 
know where they’re going next. They’re awaiting 
orders from their shipping companies. No point 
sailing down through inland Danish waters 
if you’re going back to Norway. So they wait. 

Recover, call home, play cards in their quarters. 
Or they walk around on deck with binoculars. 

“There’s a cormorant on Grenen,” a Russian voice 
might say out there. 

“Then we’ll wait,” another might respond. 

But then the bird flew off, and it was my turn. 
I approached the place where the two bodies of 
water met. Kattegat at my right foot. Skagerrak at 
my left. Year round, every minute of the daylight 
hours, a person stands at that point, sensing in 
their own body what it means to be all-powerful. 
What would it mean to be great? Surely, to be 
great is to stand at the northernmost tip of the 
nation, right at the very top, with a foot in each 
sea. Can you feel the potential? This is your 
country, your language. Your limitations. In this 
moment under your jurisdiction, and only yours. 

I stood there barefoot as a child. I was afraid of the 
waves and kept one eye on my mum. Assuming 
things went the way they usually did, I’d have 
had to move – first for one big brother, then 
the second. They’d have wanted to stand there 
too, and set their feet apart. Be photographed. 
One brother with chalk-white hair. The other 
squinting. Their thin arms, sunburnt knees and 
my feet in the sand, with nail varnish on the big 
toe. I remembered it the way you remember 
things you’ve seen on old photographic slides. 
On the screen in the living room, my dad in the 
light of the projector, his seven remaining fingers 
fumbling with the slides. I can’t always tell what 
memories are mine and what’s been told to me, 
I thought, planting myself in my hiking boots with 
one foot by each sea. I felt no almighty power. 

eyewitness / scandinavia

Quiet rain  
 in Skagen
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Only cold and tenderness. Surrounded by my 
country, my language, my limitations.

The plan was to go up Skagen’s Grey Lighthouse 
this winter. I wanted to go up and see the line’s 
beginning with my naked eye. But I had driven 
all that way to Denmark’s northernmost point in 
vain. The lighthouse had closed for the season. 
I tugged handles all around the keeper’s cabin. 
I peered in through windows, read signs. Nothing. 
The lighthouse looked like the barrel of a gun, 
pointing in hot-tempered defiance at the sky. 
And open it was definitely not.

I was staying in a rented house in the village of 
Old Skagen, so I went to the museum instead 
and took an enjoyable look at the highly 
Instagrammable lives of painters in the area over 
the past century. I bought napkins printed with the 
joys of congregations of artists. Handmade soap. 
I thought of my mother, walking around Skagen 
Museum and dreaming of a studio with north-
facing windows. One like the artist Anna Ancher’s. 
She walked here dreaming of a life of grapes on 
pale dishes and Dad’s hunting dog at her feet, 
like Anna’s. But in reality, that dog ate our shoes. 
At some point it learnt to open doors with its paws. 
One time it mauled Dad’s poultry to death, and 
it wouldn’t listen to anyone, not anyone. But my 
mum dreamt of a life of contemplative beauty 
under a grand sky, with rose bushes in the garden, 
on her own terms, and I pottered around in my 
own dreams: of being like the ladies in the pictures. 
Yes, when you grow up, you will walk on eternally 
mild summer beaches. You will sit by the paraffin 
lamp and write while your lover is preoccupied 
with his own tasks in the background. You will 
become a real and beautiful person. You will, but 
you couldn’t, and so you became something else: 
a movement pinned in one place.

Winter on this line, from north to south, is not 
for the faint of heart. On the other hand, there is 
something starkly sober about it, and that was 
also why I drove to Skagen in January. I wanted 
to explore the tourist town out of season. 
I wandered around in the dark down the small 
gravel roads of Old Skagen. I saw the pretty yellow 
houses with the traditional white lace on their 
red roofs. So in there is where they live when the 
sun is shining, I thought. A single light in a house 
here and there, but otherwise wet and black, 
the way I wanted it: Skagen without its summer 

skirts. Everything except for the harbour and 
the adjoining local areas and homes reduced to 
scenery. A tourist town, a holidaymaker’s paradise, 
the metastasizing of the rich in the far-northern 
wilds of the Danish nation. I walked past the big 
beachside hotels. On one street: a Jacuzzi on the 
pavement. Put out to wait under a solitary lamp 
for repair or bulky-waste collection. A rough wind 
from the south-west. All the cables sticking out 
of it. God knows what’s gone on in there at the 
height of summer, I thought. Yes, what has it been 
offered, when the convertibles, the expensive 
white wine, the bubbles, the cocaine and the 
royals arrive. Maybe the Jacuzzi had seen famous 
bottoms? It wasn’t unlikely. It struck me as lonely 
and outlived, sitting there under the lamplight. 
Delivered from its suffering or robbed of 
its identity.

I found the Sunset Kiosk. I hadn’t been since I 
was little. Every night, people would meet at the 
kiosk to watch the sun go down. I remembered: 
we had ice cream. The more orange the sky 
became, the more people gathered. They drank 
from wine glasses with long stems, and then 
came the moment when the sun set in earnest. 
At the moment the last rind of fire was gone, 
they clapped. Yes, they clapped the sun in Skagen, 
and I felt ashamed; I remembered that. To clap 
the sun was to clap for themselves. Or I sensed 
that the clapping was ironic, distanced, and that 
was almost worse. It made the sunset into a piece 
of theatre, and if the sun was a piece of theatre, 
then humanity was separate from it: reduced to 
spectators. One day I would leave my own point of 
departure, where people never applauded nature. 
I sensed it as the ice cream’s yellow glaze ran down 
my fingers. What will become of me, I might have 
thought. But I can never tell what memory is mine 
and what’s been told to me. Including when it 
comes to the light in Skagen.

It was precisely the light and the raw landscape 
that attracted the artists and later the tourists 
to the headland. After his great trip to Jutland 
in 1859, Hans Christian Andersen praised the 
authentic, unforgettably windswept northern 
spit of land, Skagen. He encouraged artists to 
make a pilgrimage there in their hunt for subject 
matter. Presumably this was a kind of reckoning 
with the evergreen, cosy Biedermeier motifs from 
Copenhagen and the surrounding areas that he 
himself had so assiduously cultivated. Andersen 
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was now upgrading the land on the edges. 
He compared the desert between the two seas 
with something you’d otherwise have to travel to 
Africa to see, or Pompeii. After that, they began to 
drift in and out of the fishing village: the painters, 
the poets. In 1874, Michael Ancher arrived from 
Bornholm and settled down. He fell in love with 
the innkeeper’s daughter, the talented Anna. 
Later came P.S. Krøyer with his assured technique. 
The poet Holger Drachmann towered among the 
bright-yellow houses. They wrote poetry, painted, 
drank and attracted followers. They grew like 
strange plants up the dunes with their rickety 
easels. Their subjects: bright, warm, summer-
holiday-beautiful. They spent time painting 
the locals. They spent even more time painting 
themselves and each other. The infidelity, the 
alcoholism and the power struggles – those they 
did not paint. They stuck to mouth-blown bottles, 
dead-calm seas in the moonlight, ruddy-cheeked 
children and heavy, labia-like velvet curtains. 
They paved the way for a culture of pilgrimage to 
Utopia, and what must Anna Ancher, native-born, 
have thought as they stood there clapping the sun?

Today, the centre of economic power moves to 
Skagen to eat prawns with mayonnaise a few 
months out of the year. For the richest people 
in the country, the motivic reckoning with the 
evergreen beech forests never really reached any 
further south down the coast. Do you know this 
line because you’ve been on holiday to Skagen? 
No, I thought, and this was winter. The Sunset 
Kiosk was shut. The big beachside hotels were 
asleep among the dunes like hibernating bears, 
and I took the car. Drove into Skagen, down to the 
harbour. I walked, swaddled in my winter coat 
and big knitted hat, past the enormous trawlers. 
I enjoyed the pragmatism: the smell of fish, the 
oil, the petrol and the no-bullshit architecture. 
The young men walked shivering in joggers and 
puffer jackets. They were headed for the café, 
which stays open in winter. Inside, a girl is slinging 
coffees over the counter. She has a ponytail and 
a secondary-school certificate. He wants to 
join her and have the dregs from the percolator. 
Afterwards, she’ll come out for a ride in the car 
with him. They’ll drive around for a bit, and she’ll 
see his new tattoo. She doesn’t want to go; or, 
yeah, she does after all. So he drives her along the 
route past the Dune House, where the royal family 
once lived, to the Sand-Covered Church. In the car 
park near the forest, they sit in darkness, the two 

of them. He’s got to promise her he will do better. 
She’s got to promise she will never move to Aarhus 
or Copenhagen. Then they put the seats back in 
the dark, zigzagging down the platform. Arms out, 
towards the person they’ve been missing. Unable 
to contain the joy of being reunited, they end up 
simply beating into one another.

***

The year was new. My Toyota crawled down 
sunken roads, down side streets, along the edges 
of quays, and it shuddered in the car park in the 
shelter of the locked public toilets, ‘Closed until 
Easter’. And Easter came, the toilets opened, and 
I wanted to see the line, beginning or ending 
up there on the headland. I called the Grey 
Lighthouse. It was still shut. They were preparing 
to reopen late. I said I couldn’t wait. My year was 
running out. 

“Just come up here, and I’ll let you in,” said the 
caretaker, and so I drove. 

I drove north from the place where I live, up along 
the coast. I followed the line across the channel 
at Thyborøn, up across Thy through the wildlife 
reserves. I swung the car from Vigsø Bay to Misery 
Bay, up through Vendsyssel to Hirtshals. Along the 
way, I stopped to find amber-yellow oyster shells 
on the beach between Uggerby and Tversted, but 
then pushed onwards, further north, along Tannis 
Bay to Skagen in the swelling spring. I checked 
into a hotel close to the supermarket, unpacked 
and put my notebook in my bag. Then I set off for 
Grenen. I had my sights on the last lighthouse on 
the route. I parked the car between the keeper’s 
cabin and a funny little square black shed. It was 
so unassuming that I hadn’t seen it in winter, 
even though it had satellite dishes and antennae 
on the roof. There were ‘No Entry’ signs in several 
languages on the road that led up to it. Outside 
was a shiny blue car, but there was no glimpse 
of anyone through the windows. 

There was, however, a man in the keeper’s cabin. 
He was waiting for me among stuffed birds. The 
keeper’s cabin is a centre for migrating birds. 
Coffee pots stood in line on the counter in front of 
him, ready for a new season. 

“I can’t offer you coffee,” he said. “Technically 
we’re closed.” 
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Only cold and tenderness. Surrounded by my 
country, my language, my limitations.

The plan was to go up Skagen’s Grey Lighthouse 
this winter. I wanted to go up and see the line’s 
beginning with my naked eye. But I had driven 
all that way to Denmark’s northernmost point in 
vain. The lighthouse had closed for the season. 
I tugged handles all around the keeper’s cabin. 
I peered in through windows, read signs. Nothing. 
The lighthouse looked like the barrel of a gun, 
pointing in hot-tempered defiance at the sky. 
And open it was definitely not.

I was staying in a rented house in the village of 
Old Skagen, so I went to the museum instead 
and took an enjoyable look at the highly 
Instagrammable lives of painters in the area over 
the past century. I bought napkins printed with the 
joys of congregations of artists. Handmade soap. 
I thought of my mother, walking around Skagen 
Museum and dreaming of a studio with north-
facing windows. One like the artist Anna Ancher’s. 
She walked here dreaming of a life of grapes on 
pale dishes and Dad’s hunting dog at her feet, 
like Anna’s. But in reality, that dog ate our shoes. 
At some point it learnt to open doors with its paws. 
One time it mauled Dad’s poultry to death, and 
it wouldn’t listen to anyone, not anyone. But my 
mum dreamt of a life of contemplative beauty 
under a grand sky, with rose bushes in the garden, 
on her own terms, and I pottered around in my 
own dreams: of being like the ladies in the pictures. 
Yes, when you grow up, you will walk on eternally 
mild summer beaches. You will sit by the paraffin 
lamp and write while your lover is preoccupied 
with his own tasks in the background. You will 
become a real and beautiful person. You will, but 
you couldn’t, and so you became something else: 
a movement pinned in one place.

Winter on this line, from north to south, is not 
for the faint of heart. On the other hand, there is 
something starkly sober about it, and that was 
also why I drove to Skagen in January. I wanted 
to explore the tourist town out of season. 
I wandered around in the dark down the small 
gravel roads of Old Skagen. I saw the pretty yellow 
houses with the traditional white lace on their 
red roofs. So in there is where they live when the 
sun is shining, I thought. A single light in a house 
here and there, but otherwise wet and black, 
the way I wanted it: Skagen without its summer 

skirts. Everything except for the harbour and 
the adjoining local areas and homes reduced to 
scenery. A tourist town, a holidaymaker’s paradise, 
the metastasizing of the rich in the far-northern 
wilds of the Danish nation. I walked past the big 
beachside hotels. On one street: a Jacuzzi on the 
pavement. Put out to wait under a solitary lamp 
for repair or bulky-waste collection. A rough wind 
from the south-west. All the cables sticking out 
of it. God knows what’s gone on in there at the 
height of summer, I thought. Yes, what has it been 
offered, when the convertibles, the expensive 
white wine, the bubbles, the cocaine and the 
royals arrive. Maybe the Jacuzzi had seen famous 
bottoms? It wasn’t unlikely. It struck me as lonely 
and outlived, sitting there under the lamplight. 
Delivered from its suffering or robbed of 
its identity.

I found the Sunset Kiosk. I hadn’t been since I 
was little. Every night, people would meet at the 
kiosk to watch the sun go down. I remembered: 
we had ice cream. The more orange the sky 
became, the more people gathered. They drank 
from wine glasses with long stems, and then 
came the moment when the sun set in earnest. 
At the moment the last rind of fire was gone, 
they clapped. Yes, they clapped the sun in Skagen, 
and I felt ashamed; I remembered that. To clap 
the sun was to clap for themselves. Or I sensed 
that the clapping was ironic, distanced, and that 
was almost worse. It made the sunset into a piece 
of theatre, and if the sun was a piece of theatre, 
then humanity was separate from it: reduced to 
spectators. One day I would leave my own point of 
departure, where people never applauded nature. 
I sensed it as the ice cream’s yellow glaze ran down 
my fingers. What will become of me, I might have 
thought. But I can never tell what memory is mine 
and what’s been told to me. Including when it 
comes to the light in Skagen.

It was precisely the light and the raw landscape 
that attracted the artists and later the tourists 
to the headland. After his great trip to Jutland 
in 1859, Hans Christian Andersen praised the 
authentic, unforgettably windswept northern 
spit of land, Skagen. He encouraged artists to 
make a pilgrimage there in their hunt for subject 
matter. Presumably this was a kind of reckoning 
with the evergreen, cosy Biedermeier motifs from 
Copenhagen and the surrounding areas that he 
himself had so assiduously cultivated. Andersen 
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was now upgrading the land on the edges. 
He compared the desert between the two seas 
with something you’d otherwise have to travel to 
Africa to see, or Pompeii. After that, they began to 
drift in and out of the fishing village: the painters, 
the poets. In 1874, Michael Ancher arrived from 
Bornholm and settled down. He fell in love with 
the innkeeper’s daughter, the talented Anna. 
Later came P.S. Krøyer with his assured technique. 
The poet Holger Drachmann towered among the 
bright-yellow houses. They wrote poetry, painted, 
drank and attracted followers. They grew like 
strange plants up the dunes with their rickety 
easels. Their subjects: bright, warm, summer-
holiday-beautiful. They spent time painting 
the locals. They spent even more time painting 
themselves and each other. The infidelity, the 
alcoholism and the power struggles – those they 
did not paint. They stuck to mouth-blown bottles, 
dead-calm seas in the moonlight, ruddy-cheeked 
children and heavy, labia-like velvet curtains. 
They paved the way for a culture of pilgrimage to 
Utopia, and what must Anna Ancher, native-born, 
have thought as they stood there clapping the sun?

Today, the centre of economic power moves to 
Skagen to eat prawns with mayonnaise a few 
months out of the year. For the richest people 
in the country, the motivic reckoning with the 
evergreen beech forests never really reached any 
further south down the coast. Do you know this 
line because you’ve been on holiday to Skagen? 
No, I thought, and this was winter. The Sunset 
Kiosk was shut. The big beachside hotels were 
asleep among the dunes like hibernating bears, 
and I took the car. Drove into Skagen, down to the 
harbour. I walked, swaddled in my winter coat 
and big knitted hat, past the enormous trawlers. 
I enjoyed the pragmatism: the smell of fish, the 
oil, the petrol and the no-bullshit architecture. 
The young men walked shivering in joggers and 
puffer jackets. They were headed for the café, 
which stays open in winter. Inside, a girl is slinging 
coffees over the counter. She has a ponytail and 
a secondary-school certificate. He wants to 
join her and have the dregs from the percolator. 
Afterwards, she’ll come out for a ride in the car 
with him. They’ll drive around for a bit, and she’ll 
see his new tattoo. She doesn’t want to go; or, 
yeah, she does after all. So he drives her along the 
route past the Dune House, where the royal family 
once lived, to the Sand-Covered Church. In the car 
park near the forest, they sit in darkness, the two 

of them. He’s got to promise her he will do better. 
She’s got to promise she will never move to Aarhus 
or Copenhagen. Then they put the seats back in 
the dark, zigzagging down the platform. Arms out, 
towards the person they’ve been missing. Unable 
to contain the joy of being reunited, they end up 
simply beating into one another.

***

The year was new. My Toyota crawled down 
sunken roads, down side streets, along the edges 
of quays, and it shuddered in the car park in the 
shelter of the locked public toilets, ‘Closed until 
Easter’. And Easter came, the toilets opened, and 
I wanted to see the line, beginning or ending 
up there on the headland. I called the Grey 
Lighthouse. It was still shut. They were preparing 
to reopen late. I said I couldn’t wait. My year was 
running out. 

“Just come up here, and I’ll let you in,” said the 
caretaker, and so I drove. 

I drove north from the place where I live, up along 
the coast. I followed the line across the channel 
at Thyborøn, up across Thy through the wildlife 
reserves. I swung the car from Vigsø Bay to Misery 
Bay, up through Vendsyssel to Hirtshals. Along the 
way, I stopped to find amber-yellow oyster shells 
on the beach between Uggerby and Tversted, but 
then pushed onwards, further north, along Tannis 
Bay to Skagen in the swelling spring. I checked 
into a hotel close to the supermarket, unpacked 
and put my notebook in my bag. Then I set off for 
Grenen. I had my sights on the last lighthouse on 
the route. I parked the car between the keeper’s 
cabin and a funny little square black shed. It was 
so unassuming that I hadn’t seen it in winter, 
even though it had satellite dishes and antennae 
on the roof. There were ‘No Entry’ signs in several 
languages on the road that led up to it. Outside 
was a shiny blue car, but there was no glimpse 
of anyone through the windows. 

There was, however, a man in the keeper’s cabin. 
He was waiting for me among stuffed birds. The 
keeper’s cabin is a centre for migrating birds. 
Coffee pots stood in line on the counter in front of 
him, ready for a new season. 

“I can’t offer you coffee,” he said. “Technically 
we’re closed.” 
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“That’s okay,” I replied. “I don’t want to put you out.”

But I wasn’t putting him out, I could tell, so I asked 
if he knew anything about the black shed north of 
the lighthouse car park.

“Ah, well, there’s a man in there,” said the caretaker. 
“He’s been there since the Cold War. Well, they 
probably send a new one every once in a while, 
but there’s always a man in there. At one point he 
kept an eye on Soviet submarines. Now probably 
just whatever’s going on over Skagen Reef. 
They’re among the busiest waters in the world.”

We went over to the cabin window and peered 
out together at the shed. There it was on its dune, 
not far from my car.

“So the Ministry of Defence sends a single man up 
here to keep an eye on national security from that 
thing?” I asked, pointing at the black shed.

“Yup. At one time there were two of them, 
apparently,” said the caretaker, “but then the 
Berlin Wall fell.”

The caretaker had a warm smile.

“It’s very Danish,” I said, “setting up something 
that looks like a camper van and sending a man 
with binoculars to guard some of the busiest 
waters in the world.”

“Not sure about binoculars,” said the caretaker, 
“but every now and then he goes out for a smoke.”

“Don’t tell that to Putin,” I said.

Then we smiled, and the caretaker showed me 
around his bird museum. There were golden 
eagles in the loft above him, pink-footed geese 
and a single wood pigeon. At one point, the East 
Atlantic migration route was visualised as a 
glowing line through the world, and as we walked, 
touching panels and plastered walls, I told him I 
had once lived in Copenhagen but now lived by 
the sea, only further down. And he told me he 
had once been a postman over there. Meaning 
in Copenhagen. “But the city does something to 
time,” he said. “It’s all so laborious. Here you’re 
never more than ten minutes from anywhere.” 
Where I live it’s a bit more, but otherwise it’s 
the same, and then we talked about the schism, 

the caretaker and I. The one in which all identity is 
formed, and which one must renounce or learn to 
live with at some point, when you’re born into a 
culture where you don’t applaud the sun.

“I move a lot,” I said.

“And I get the benefit of Copenhagen coming here 
three months out of the year,” he said. “The rest of 
the time it’s pretty peaceful.”

By now we’d reached the stairs, and he pointed up 
the tower.

“You’d best go by yourself,” he said, so I did, and 
now here I am.

It’s started drizzling, and the Grey Lighthouse 
is already damp. Pointing the barrel of its gun 
indefinitely towards the light, which is supposed 
to be so special in Skagen. Behind me, I have the 
dream of eternal summer, and from the harbour 
everything sets sail. I love the raw and practical 
lure of the foreign in this line, and before me the 
headland stretches its sandy tentacle across the 
water, becoming a branch in the rain. Such quiet 
spring rain in Skagen. It makes everything scented. 
I can smell the salt, the seaweed, the crowberry 
stalks. Steam rises from the line, and there it is, 
the cormorant, in the cold of winter. Its wilful face, 
its glossy feathered cloak. I shut my eyes in the 
Grey Lighthouse. I take my time; there’s nothing 
else I have to do. It’s Saturday night. My dad is 
fumbling in the light of the projector for the next 
slide, and then the next. My mum has baked cream 
puffs. The device smells metallic. It sounds like a 
dull knife being sharpened every time a new image 
is pushed in front of the light. There’s my brother 
with his white hair. There are the squinting eyes. 
The seas meet. A ship sails across the reef, and 
there’s the girl. Her hand is sticky with ice cream. 

She’s standing on a 
coastline with a foot in 
each sea. She will stay, 
she will go, she can do 
nothing else.

A Line in the 
World by Dorthe 
Nors, translated 
by Caroline Waight
Pushkin Press, hbk, 
240pp, £16.99
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“That’s okay,” I replied. “I don’t want to put you out.”

But I wasn’t putting him out, I could tell, so I asked 
if he knew anything about the black shed north of 
the lighthouse car park.

“Ah, well, there’s a man in there,” said the caretaker. 
“He’s been there since the Cold War. Well, they 
probably send a new one every once in a while, 
but there’s always a man in there. At one point he 
kept an eye on Soviet submarines. Now probably 
just whatever’s going on over Skagen Reef. 
They’re among the busiest waters in the world.”

We went over to the cabin window and peered 
out together at the shed. There it was on its dune, 
not far from my car.

“So the Ministry of Defence sends a single man up 
here to keep an eye on national security from that 
thing?” I asked, pointing at the black shed.

“Yup. At one time there were two of them, 
apparently,” said the caretaker, “but then the 
Berlin Wall fell.”

The caretaker had a warm smile.

“It’s very Danish,” I said, “setting up something 
that looks like a camper van and sending a man 
with binoculars to guard some of the busiest 
waters in the world.”

“Not sure about binoculars,” said the caretaker, 
“but every now and then he goes out for a smoke.”

“Don’t tell that to Putin,” I said.

Then we smiled, and the caretaker showed me 
around his bird museum. There were golden 
eagles in the loft above him, pink-footed geese 
and a single wood pigeon. At one point, the East 
Atlantic migration route was visualised as a 
glowing line through the world, and as we walked, 
touching panels and plastered walls, I told him I 
had once lived in Copenhagen but now lived by 
the sea, only further down. And he told me he 
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A Line in the 
World by Dorthe 
Nors, translated 
by Caroline Waight
Pushkin Press, hbk, 
240pp, £16.99
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The world is full of incredible sights, but for every well-trodden 
wonder there’s an equally impressive alternative away from 
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together a comprehensive collection of inspiring destinations off 
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Why not give the Inca Trail a breather? Peru’s well-tramped 
route, which winds its way through scalloped mountains and 
steamy cloud forests, is always buzzing with backpackers. Few, 
however, know that just across the border, the snow- blanketed 
peaks of Bolivia’s Cordillera Apolobamba mountain range lay 
claim to some of South America’s finest and wildest hiking. 
This little-known area is a bewitching place. Sacred mountains 
and the remarkably unchanged world of the Andes’ Indigenous 
people await those keen to explore this less-travelled route. 

There’s a reason Bolivia is dubbed the Tibet of the Americas. 
The five-day (93-km/57-mile) Apolobamba trail passes through 
the heart of the Cordillera Apolobamba and the Apolobamba 
Integrated Management Natural Area, an area home to dozens 
of 5,000-metre-plus (16,400 ft) peaks. This high-Andean terrain 
is untouched by tourism – instead of the Inca Trail’s crowds, 
trekkers here have mirrored lakes, snow-polished mountains 
and friendly camelids for company. This is, you may have 
guessed, remote country; so be prepared for four nights of 

camping (but after one sleep beneath the vast and bejewelled 
skies you’ll hardly be complaining). 

While this path isn’t stone-laid like the Inca Trail, stretches of it 
have their roots in Inca times. The Apolobamba’s mountainside 
pathways were built to grant access to now-abandoned gold 
mines, worked first by the Inca and then by the Spanish – and 
believed by historians to have helped feed the gold-fuelled 
myth of El Dorado. Small Inca sites are part and parcel of this 
route, offering a glimpse into the ancient world of this pre-
Columbian civilisation.

The Apolobamba trail begins in the picturesque cobbled town 
of Curva, where members of the Kallawaya people reside. 
Tracing their roots to the pre-Columbian Tiwanaku civilisation 
and formerly employed as healers to the Inca, the Kallawaya 
use their remarkable ancestral knowledge of over 800 herbs to 
continue their craft, travelling village to village dispensing cures 
to the sick. It’s worth organising a guide (route-finding can be 

Apolobamba trek, Bolivia
As crowds march up the Inca Trail to Machu Picchu, another ancient route through Bolivia’s 

neighbouring mountains remains quiet. Only the most adventurous hike this dazzling path, 
encountering Inca ruins, rare wildlife and jaw-dropping scenery along the way.
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challenging on this path) and pack animals here at Curva to 
ensure takings are kept within, and reinvested back into, local 
Indigenous communities.

Climbing out of Curva, the route delivers its first stroke of 
magic: the snowy face of Akamani, the Kallawaya’s most 
sacred mountain, shimmers in the sunlight. As the days fold 
into one another, the path meanders across the very ceiling 
of the earth, persisting at soaring elevations above 4,000 m 
(13,125 ft). Yes, it’s an unruly altitude for the lungs, but these five 
lofty passes mean trekkers are greeted with incredible views 
every single day. Visible to the south is the serrated backbone 
of Bolivia, the Cordillera Real mountains, while the toothy, 
snow-snagged backdrop of the Cordillera Apolobamba rises 
up in the distance. Breaking up the majestic amphitheatres of 
mountains are deep valleys, where glassy lakes teeming with 
trout and dotted with the shocking pink of flamingos provide 
a welcome dash of colour.

As the hike progresses, you emerge into pleasant pastoral 
scenes and settlements subsisting at unimaginably high 
altitudes. Tiny, alpaca-herding communities of Indigenous 
Aymara people (who also trace their routes to pre-Inca times) 
live here. Raising their animals on rough bofedal marshlands 
and rich grasslands, they inhabit thatched cottages that are 
built at around 4,000 m. Beyond their pastures, the vicuña 

(the fine-haired, wild cousin of the alpaca) grazes, conservation 
efforts having swollen the population to over 2,500.

Camelids aren’t the only wildlife that hikers encounter. 
Rocky  outcrops conceal skittery rabbit-like viscachas, while the 
luckiest of visitors may even glimpse the region’s most elusive 
resident: the jucumari, or spectacled bear, who inhabits the 
forests on the mountain’s lower elevations.

On day four, the trek reaches its climax at the highest of the 
passes, the Cumbre Sunchulli. This towering, rocky juncture 
grants (if you’re lucky with the weather) panoramas of a 
glaciated valley enveloped by jagged mountains and overhung 
with cerulean skies. A moment here makes it abundantly clear 
why Andes residents believe high elevations give you the closest 
proximity to the gods. Above you, Andean condors soar, their 
wide wingspans and white Tudor ruffs making them easy to 
spot against the blue.

After five days of climbing to the roof of the world, the trail 
comes to its close at Pelechuco. This huddle of tin-roofed 
dwellings dates back to the Spanish conquest, when it was 
founded as a gold-mining outpost; it now provides respite for 
weary hikers. Here, there’s time to pause and breathe in the deep 
mountain air, before the bus to La Paz (Bolivia’s capital) hurries 
your return to the city, and brings you right back down to earth.
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In the language of the Indigenous Warao peoples, the 
Orinoco means ‘a place to paddle’ – and it’s certainly 
just that. This vast river gives you more opportunity for 
up-close access to South America’s astonishing wildlife and 
landscapes than the more famous Amazon. Yes, the Amazon 
bursts with biological richness, but much of the river is 
either inaccessible or very expensive to reach; the Orinoco, 
on the other hand, is easier to get to and is navigable for 
most of its length.

Arcing across Venezuela past Colombia, the mighty 
Orinoco river system runs a breathtaking topographical 
gamut, from the tall Parima Mountains bordering Brazil, 
through tropical forests, humid llanos (seasonally flooded 
plains) and marshy deltas and mangroves, before finally 
emptying into the Atlantic. It has a mind-boggling diversity 
of microclimates, fauna, flora and terrain, all of which fall 
within its enormous basin, an area of more than  
880,000 sq km (340,000 sq miles).

Here you’ll find one of the last pristine ecosystems on the 
planet (though this might not last for long as it’s increasingly 
under threat from deforestation). Exciting new species are 
discovered regularly. At last count, this still largely uncharted 
river was home to more than 17,000 plant species, 1,400 bird 
species, 1,200 fish species, and at least 340 different types 
of mammal. Keep your eyes peeled and you’re likely to spy 
alligators, pink dolphins, boa constrictors, herons, toucans, 
howler and capuchin monkeys, and pumas – and that’s more 
than you can say for the Amazon, where foliage is so dense 
that it’s hard to see much of anything at all. For one of the 
best places to see this abundant wildlife, head to the Orinoco 
Delta, the swamp forest at the river’s mouth. It’s thought by 
many to be the richest area in aquatic life in the whole of South 
America. It’s time to pick up that paddle: you won’t find this 
kind of diversity anywhere else on earth.

The Amazon promises an epic adventure, there’s no doubt about it. Wildlife-
spotting opportunities, though? For that, make your way to the Orinoco, a river 

teeming with thousands of plants and animals.

The Orinoco, Venezuela
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There are few places in the world where you can drive for hours 
on end with the open expanse of the ocean on one side and 
everything from desert landscapes to tropical forests on the 
other. Of the handful of such routes that still remain, the little-
known coastal portion of Mexico’s Route 15 is one of the best. 
It’s a journey you can make in as little as five days or one you 
can savour for as long as six months. Along the way, you’ll pass 
tiny seaside pueblos (small towns), welcoming villages, endless 
fields of blue agave, prehistoric landscapes, Toltec ruins and, 
further south, several of the world’s most famous ocean resorts.

The first leg of the journey – if you choose to head south along 
Route 15, the approach favoured by most – begins in the inland 
border city of Nogales. From here, the road sweeps towards 
the Sea of Cortez, taking in the wild Sonora Desert scenery 
before cruising through the buzzing city of Hermosillo and 
skirting the brilliant blue sea at Guaymas. Making it this far 
is an adventure in itself: you’ll cross paths with venomous 
Gila monsters, watch roadrunners whizz past and spot the 

occasional vulture circling overhead. This is Mexico’s Wild West 
of legend, brought to life in front of your very eyes.

From here onwards, it’s mostly a coastal road, with the 
shimmering Pacific Ocean as your trusty companion. Your next 
city stop is Mazatlán – a hundred or so kilometres (around 62 
miles) on from Guaymas. Also known as the ‘Pearl of the Pacific’, 
Mazatlán features more than 20 km (12 miles) of uninterrupted 
beaches – one of the longest stretches of sand in the world. 
Quaint little fishing villages and plenty of classic Mexican 
scenery lie ahead before Route 15 veers inward again to the east 
and heads toward the city of Tepic. If you don’t fancy this interior 
stretch of the journey, continue south along the coast on Route 
200 until you reach the famous southern resorts collectively 
known as the Big Five: Puerto Vallarta, Manzanillo, Ixtapa, 
Acapulco and Puerto Escondido. Live it up in these bustling 
areas – unwinding on the beautiful beaches and enjoying the 
vibrant nightlife – before finally waving goodbye to Mexico and 
finishing your epic road trip at the border with Guatemala.

Coastal Route 15, Mexico
Think the fabled US Route 66 is the ultimate road trip? Think again: sun, 

sand and endless stretches of coastal beauty make Mexico’s Coastal Route 15 
the perfect choice for adventurers.
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The Atlantic twin to the Pacific Ocean’s Galápagos, the 
Fernando de Noronha archipelago of 21 volcanic islands and 
islets lies just south of the equator, some 360 km (216 miles) 
from mainland Brazil. Like the Galápagos, this island enclave 
offers fabulous wildlife encounters, but with visitors restricted 
to 500 per day it remains firmly off the tourist trail.

Unlike the organised cruises that predominate at the 
Galápagos, the perfect way to enjoy Fernando de Noronha is to 
settle into one of the small pousadas (hotels) on the main and 
only inhabited island, Ilha Fernando de Noronha. From here, 
you can make forays by wooden fishing boat to neighbouring 
isles, ride a dune buggy around pristine beaches or explore 
the trails and dirt roads on foot or by mountain bike.

Everywhere you turn, you’ll encounter glorious scenery. 
Rugged pinnacles pierce the sky and sheer-faced cliffs spill 
onto idyllic strands such as Praia do Leáo, where marine 
turtles crawl ashore to lay their eggs from December to May. 

Migratory birds flock in their teeming thousands, joining 
permanent residents including the magnificent frigatebird, 
red-billed tropicbirds and the endearing brown, masked, red-
footed and blue-footed boobies. In fact, Fernando de Noronha 
is home to the largest concentration of tropical seabirds in 
the western Atlantic.

And the Baía dos Golfinhos has the densest population of 
resident dolphins in the world. If you time it right and head 
out just after dawn, you should be lucky enough to see 
spinner dolphins and even whales frolicking close to shore. 
The crystal-clear waters of the islands teem with other 
marine life too. Giant shoals of brightly coloured fish dart 
around, rays and skates glide over the sandy sea floor, and 
turtles paddle under the waves. A top pick for snorkelling 
is Praia do Atalaia, which has some of the shallowest and 
calmest waters. But that’s only one of many turquoise 
natural pools backed by lush foliage in Fernando de 
Noronha. Here, tropical paradise is all around.

Fernando de Noronha, Brazil
Located off Brazil’s northeast coast, the archipelago of Fernando de Noronha is a near 

mirror-image of the Galápagos to the west of Ecuador. These untamed islands will make 
you feel like you’ve stepped back in time into pristine nature.
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Fernando de Noronha, Brazil
Located off Brazil’s northeast coast, the archipelago of Fernando de Noronha is a near 

mirror-image of the Galápagos to the west of Ecuador. These untamed islands will make 
you feel like you’ve stepped back in time into pristine nature.
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Hungary’s iconic parliament building – the Országház – is an 
extraordinary edifice made up of some equally astonishing statistics: 
around 100,000 people were involved in its construction which took over 
17 years to complete. Forty million bricks, 40kg of gold and more than half 
a million precious stones were used in the structure, which opened in 
1904 to become the country’s largest. It rises 96 m (315 ft) high, is 268 m 
(879 ft) long and 123 m (404 ft) wide – a building so vast it houses 10 
courtyards, 691 rooms and more than 12 miles of ornamental staircases. 

Attracting more than 750,000 visitors a year, Budapest’s greatest 
landmark dominates the eastern bank of the Danube River. It was 
designed by the Hungarian architect Imre Steindl, the winner of 
an international competition that challenged entrants to imagine 
a parliament building grand enough to express the sovereignty 
of a proud nation. 

Steindl’s splendorous vision was particularly uninhibited: he proposed 
what would become the third-largest parliament building in the world, 
one constructed in an eclectic mix of neo-Gothic, neo-Romanesque 
and neo-Baroque architectural styles. It included decorative details 
inspired by the flora of the Carpathian basin, stained-glass windows 
decorated with royal coats of arms and hundreds of stone sculptures 
on the exterior walls of Hungarian and Transylvanian leaders and 
military figures from history. 

So detailed and extensive was the handiwork in Steindl’s design that 
nowadays the Országház is almost always under renovation, but the 
remarkable interior can be visited on a guided tour which includes 
the majestic Dome Hall where the crown of St. Stephen – the nation’s 
most important icon – is held. Outside, the building is best seen 
from a number of key viewpoints: Fisherman’s Bastion offers a fine 
panorama of the riverside setting from on high; another impressive 
and atmospheric perspective is from the 19th-century Margaret Bridge 
in the fading light of the afternoon sun. Perhaps most magical of all 
though is close up from the waters of the Danube itself, when, after dark, 
Steindl’s fantastical masterpiece is lit up in suitably spectacular style – 
resembling a palace from a fairytale.

A Political 
Masterpiece

words & picture
Simon Urwin

dream on / budapest
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cruise / queen mary 2

But what to wear? The prospect 
of a week aboard the world’s only 
transatlantic liner threw up (ahem) 
no end of sartorial dilemmas for life 
upon the ocean waves.

I’d have to shop. And shop. And shop – 
part fashionista, part Hyacinth Bucket. 
Outfits for breakfast, lunch and supper 
as well as assorted lounge and formal 
occasion wear were summoned from 
dozens of websites and ticked off on 
a mental spreadsheet. The cost of 
this epic means of crossing the pond 
was spiralling.

But we had decided early on when 
booking this adventure to blow the 
budget. If we were going to slice 
across the Atlantic to New York on an 
aquatic juggernaut then we wanted 
unbridled style – and bought the 
biggest, glammest suite still available 
– the penthouse. We were lucky, the 
luxurious, and very expensive cabins 
generally book out months in advance. 
We were ready for the off.

The boarding outfit: a tailored azure-
blue Harris tweed check blazer, navy 
linen shirt, navy chinos and blue suede 
brogues – was just the right side of 
showy-off without being poncey. 
But embarkation was hellish. We were 
still at the back end of Covid rules 
when we sailed last May (2022) and the 
chaotic rigamarole of queues and health 
protocols blew any sense of art deco liner 
chicdom straight out of the porthole.

And schlepping along with a groaning 
luggage trolley piled high with cases 
didn’t help either; although we did 
put Nancy Cunard to shame when it 
came to the sheer amount of luggage 
we took on board. For me that was very 
much part of the experience. I’m used 
to carrying one bag on a flight, when 
else would I be able to dedicate a 
whole suitcase to shoes alone?

Eventually the magic of brandishing a 
red boarding card materialised and we 
were whisked into the bowels of the 
beast past a phalanx of scarlet bell boys 

sporting pillboxes and into the capable 
hands of our understudy butler. Up to 
the tenth floor and along a seemingly 
endless corridor we arrived at our cabin 
– or, as every berth is known, stateroom.

Statement room would better describe 
our lot. A long sleek black marble bar 
with a handsome Henry Moore-esque 
bronze statue ran down one side of the 
dining area. A huge sprawly sofa sat in 
front of an enormous tv screen in the 
lounge; the bedroom was dominated 
by a vast bed and another silver-
screen-sized telly; the dressing room 
was the size of a Tesco metro and the 
marble-lined bathroom had patently 
emptied a minor Italian quarry of all its 
stone. Half the ships crew could have 
squeezed onto our balcony. It was fab.

Succumbing to scurvy was unlikely, 
a vast harvest festival of improbably 
bright fruit weighed down on the 
dining table beside a welcoming bottle 
of chilled Laurent Perrier. A tap at the 
door and our butler, a giant of a man, 

High Style 
on High Seas

nick maes and his husband dave decided to push the boat out and throw themselves 
into the spirit of honeymooning in grand style on the queen mary 2…
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swished in to find out how we wanted 
our bar stocked. We might not have 
perished due to a vitamin C deficiency, 
but our livers baulked at our daily 
allowance of two litres of Grey Goose. 
Catnip for dipsos.

Day wear opportunity: flat fronted 
oatmeal tweed trousers, orange 
cashmere crewneck, orange Golas 
– and time to explore the leviathan. 
The qm2 is colossal. To our delight we 
discovered that the ship is the only liner 
in the world to have kennels on board 
(on deck 12) and momentarily regretted 
not bringing our pooch too. But for liner 
virgins like us, it took a bit of getting used 
to. Navigating from one end to another 
and then realising we were on the wrong 
deck was par for the course. Although 
we had no problem locating our allotted 
restaurant, the aptly named Queens Grill.

My land-lubber reservations about 
this trip centred around the food. 
I’d imagined vast American-sized 

portions of chow in a glutton’s temple 
– fortunately I was spectacularly wide 
of the mark. An army of perfectly 
uniformed waiters brought us a feast 
of fine dining (me in a purple checked 
suit FYI). The maitre d’ wanted to know 
if there was anything else we wanted, 
perhaps some delicacy off menu? 

And so we began each evening meal 
with bowls of caviare on ice. Lobster 
thermidor anyone? Steak Diane? 
Dover sole? You got it. A deliciously old-
fashioned menu perfectly fitted the 
nature of the boat, I wouldn’t have had 
it any other way. And the waiting staff? 
They were terrific to a tee.

cruise / queen mary 2

Another pre-boarding anxiety was 
cabin-fever – would we be bored holed 
up in a titanic gin palace? The amount 
of entertainment on offer was 
bewildering. Other than the various 
restaurants, bars and nightclub were 
hundreds of classes including vegetable 
carving if you will – an activity I could 

resist; any number of shows in the 
ship’s theatre and lectures delivered by 
the great and the good, and, strangely, 
Michael Howard and his wife Sandra. 
I was happy to veg out with a book back 
in our cabin on the huge sofa – and 
started to work my way through the 
vodka with a few tonics.

But to my mind the raison d’etre of 
this extravagant journey were the 
gala evenings, two black-tie events 
at the start and end of the voyage 
where the entire ship, staff and all, 
put on their very gladdest of rags 
for dinners that hark back to the 
golden age of transatlantic travel. 
White tux, black chiffon tie, black 
velvet trews and cummerbund 
the first night, black sequinned 
jacket and black wool pants for 
the second, I’d subconsciously 
channelled Shirley Bassey.

Dave had the time of his life, 
and was more than taken with the 
idea of booking us both onto the 
forthcoming world tour, a three 
month jamboree taking in the all 
the world’s greatest bits. Twelve 
weeks on board would be too much 
for me, I’d turn into an alcoholic 
blob snuffling up delicacies like 
a truffle pig. But eight nights to 
New York? Perfect.
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inside track / the ghan

Kangaroos? Yes. Koalas? Of course.  
But did you know that the Australian 
outback is home to wild camels? They 
were imported to Australia from the 
Middle East, India, and Afghanistan to 
aid exploration of the arid landscape 
– it is estimated that around 20,000 
camels arrived between 1870 and 1920. 
Able to travel for miles without water, 
the humped creatures were perfect 
for carrying heavy loads. However, 
these camels needed experienced 
handlers: migrant Afghans, or ‘Ghans’, 
who played an often overlooked but 
pioneering role in Australia’s history. 

During an inaugural sleeper train 
service between Terowie and 
Oodnadatta in 1923, an Afghan 

Into the Red
passenger was the first to disembark 
at the little station of Quorn, where 
a crowd had gathered to inspect 
the new arrival. It is believed that 
as he sped off in search of a place to 
say his prayers, a railway worker 
joked that the train should be 
named the Afghan Express, which 
was later shortened to the Ghan. 

After changing operators and 
extending its route from top to bottom, 
the train (which was once a much-
needed commuter service) has now 
evolved into a luxury service enticing 
passengers from all over the world 
to witness Australia’s landscapes 
from behind its curtained windows. 
Starting in Adelaide in the south, the 

train takes 53 hours to cut through 
the centre of the continent, passing by 
the sloping Barunga and Hummock 
ranges and the whispering white 
turbines of Snowtown’s wind farms. 

The following morning you will 
witness dawn break over the desert 
in the outback town of Marla, before 
a bang-up brunch of gammon 
steak, fried eggs and bubble and 
squeak. Then you travel on through 
a seemingly endless expanse of red 
rock to Alice Springs – the spirited, 
unofficial capital of the Red Centre – 
followed by Katherine, where you can 
explore the magnificence of Nitmiluk 
National Park, before terminating 
in the tropical city of Darwin. 

words
Monisha Rajesh
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the ghan / inside track

Over two nights and three days, 
passengers will experience a little 
bit of everything Australia has to 
showcase, from bush towns, national 
parks and indigenous townships to 
historic gorges, rainforests, sacred 
sites – and a camel or two if you 
look hard enough. Throughout the 
journey, there are options to include 
excursions in your itinerary, so 
take advantage of the fact that the 
train is burrowing into parts of 
the country that would otherwise 
be hard to reach, and that you 
might not visit again so easily. 

Consider cruising down the 
Katherine River in Nitmiluk National 
Park, home to the indigenous 
Jawoyn people, owners of the area. 
Here you can view ancient rock art 
on sandstone cliffs, learn how the 
land plays a role in their beliefs, 
and birdwatch. But be careful not 
to disturb Bolung, the rainbow 

serpent, which, according to 
tradition, still lives in the icy depths 
of the green pools. There is also the 
option to embark on the spiritual 
trails at Simpsons Gap in the West 
MacDonnell Ranges, a short bus 
ride from Alice Springs. If you 
prefer to spend your leisure time 
on the train, however, there are 
still several opportunities to hop 
off for a glass of wine beneath the 
stars, warm your palms at fireside 
gatherings, and gaze in sweet 
silence at sunrises – so pack plenty 
of layers to stave off the desert chill. 

Whether you choose to travel in 
Gold or Platinum class, you will 
have a private compartment and an 
attendant who will make up your 
bed during dinner, after which you 
can sway back up the corridor to bed 
while the train beats on through 
the night. With the focus on local 
suppliers, the train’s chefs are careful 

about sourcing their ingredients and 
have created a menu that reflects the 
regions through which you will travel. 
While enjoying a pre-dinner tipple in 
the lounge car, you might notice the 
warm smell of saltwater barramundi 
being grilled, along with crocodile 
boudin blanc. Unlike a number of 
luxury services, the Ghan is not merely 
a magnet for wealthy retirees: expect 
to meet travellers of all ages and 
backgrounds sitting by the windows, 
including families and train-loving 
loners. On arrival in Darwin, there is 
a distinct feeling of having made it 
through a marathon – and in the best 
way possible, you probably have.

Extracted 
from Epic Train 
Journeys by 
gestalten & 
Monisha Rajesh 
gestalten, hbk, 
288pp, £35
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EXPERIENCE CANADA

To start plannning your holiday to Canada, call a Wexas specialist on 020 7838 5958.

Whether it’s natural wonders, life-changing wildlife 
interactions or simply the ever-welcoming disposition 
of its people, it’s no secret that Canada is full of unique 
experiences. To inspire, we’ve picked out just a few below. 

Ultimate Aurora at Blachford Lake Lodge 
Located under the auroral oval and accessible only by bush 
plane, Blachford Lake Lodge offers some of the planet’s best 
aurora viewing, being far from any light pollution among the 
great forests and idyllic lakes of the Northwest Territories’ 
wilderness. Theatrical light displays are showcased 
everywhere from the hot tub and sauna deck to the fire-
heated tipi and your very own log cabin. And, with both a 
summer-autumn and winter-spring aurora season, you can 
choose between the likes of kayaking and swimming or 
snowshoeing and snowmobiling. For a sample itinerary, visit 
wexas.com/152581.

Grizzly bear watching at Knight Inlet
Accessible only by seaplane or boat, this remote fjord on 
British Columbia’s wild coast offers some of the world’s 
premier grizzly bear sightings, being perfectly secluded 
among old-growth forests backed by coastal mountains.

Experience Canada_DPS_01.indd   98Experience Canada_DPS_01.indd   98 23/10/2022   12:1023/10/2022   12:10

advertorial

To start plannning your holiday to Canada, call a Wexas specialist on 020 7838 5958.

Boat, kayak and hiking trips will also see you out in 
search of bald eagles and – from mid-July – pods of 
orca. Each day, you’ll return to a First-Nations-owned 
lodge that floats on the glacier-carved fjord itself. It also 
serves up the best in just-caught seafood. For a sample 
itinerary, visit wexas.com/152528.

The Calgary Stampede
Billed as ‘The Greatest Outdoor Show on Earth’, the 
Calgary Stampede is much more than the world’s most 
popular rodeo event. From performances by music 
legends and colourful parades to open tipis and native 
dances, it’s a celebration of both Western and First 
Nations culture. And, yes, there’s also plenty of time for 
daredevil chuckwagon racing, steer wrestling and finger-
licking barbecue. Each July its infectious spirit creates a 
city within a city in Alberta’s Calgary, where the Rockies 
are always within striking distance.For a sample itinerary, 
visit wexas.com/138002.

Birds, Bears and Belugas in Manitoba
With no roads leading to it, a flight north to Manitoba’s 
Churchill and the edge of the Arctic Circle rewards with 
a wilderness of barren bays and near-endless tundra. 
Here, you’ll spot otherworldly beluga whales on Zodiac 
boat trips and everything from wolves and polar bears to 
Arctic hare and fox on hikes or all-terrain tundra buggies. 

Then, come the evening, you’ll warm yourself by the roaring 
fire of your Nat-Geo timber lodge. For a sample itinerary, visit 
wexas.com/103853.

Torngat Mountain Base Camp & Research Station
Labrador and Newfoundland’s towering Torngat Mountains 
backdrop a coastal wilderness of turquoise lakes and mighty 
fjords. It’s all best showcased by its storied Base Camp. 
200km above of the region’s most northerly community and 
open only during summer, its simple tented accommodation 
and campfire salmon cooking are the perfect springboard 
for everything from waterfall hikes and wild beach picnics to 
ancient Inuit settlements visits. Keep your eyes out for seals 
and whales on the water or polar bears, wolves and caribou 
on land. For more information, visit wexas.com/137997.

Journey behind Niagara Falls
Put simply, Niagara Falls is an icon of world travel, and this 
is perhaps the most evocative way of experiencing it. You’ll 
descend nearly 40 metres below ground through century-
old tunnels carved right into the bedrock to gaze up at the 
crashing torrents from water level and get right behind the 
water itself with the cave-like portals. You’ll hear it before you 
see it, with over 2,800 cubic metres of water thundering over 
the precipice every second. Next door, there’s also world-
city Toronto and the region’s great wineries to explore. For a 
sample itinerary, visit wexas.com/103629.
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open only during summer, its simple tented accommodation 
and campfire salmon cooking are the perfect springboard 
for everything from waterfall hikes and wild beach picnics to 
ancient Inuit settlements visits. Keep your eyes out for seals 
and whales on the water or polar bears, wolves and caribou 
on land. For more information, visit wexas.com/137997.

Journey behind Niagara Falls
Put simply, Niagara Falls is an icon of world travel, and this 
is perhaps the most evocative way of experiencing it. You’ll 
descend nearly 40 metres below ground through century-
old tunnels carved right into the bedrock to gaze up at the 
crashing torrents from water level and get right behind the 
water itself with the cave-like portals. You’ll hear it before you 
see it, with over 2,800 cubic metres of water thundering over 
the precipice every second. Next door, there’s also world-
city Toronto and the region’s great wineries to explore. For a 
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Baglioni Resort
San Teodoro, Sardinia

Sardinia is famous for some of the most stunning beaches 
in Europe. The Baglioni resort sits on one of the most 
beautiful, Lu Impostu, part of the Tavolara Marine Area, 
paradise for divers and snorkellers, given the colourful 
richness of life beneath the waves. Not far away is Spiaggia 
La Cinta, with dazzling sand and sea, as popular with pink 
flamingoes, herons and kingfishers as it is with kitesurfers 
and of course bird watchers. 

It’s a wonderful natural landscape to be immersed in, 
and the Baglioni Resort offers a multitude of ways to enjoy 
it in style. All rooms and suites offer private verandahs 
or terraces to soak up views of glorious gardens or the 
captivating bay. One suite has the advantage of a rooftop 
terrace, a suntrap with outstanding views. 

Rooftop terrace or not, all accommodation is airy and 
bright, given their sliding glass doors and a décor that is 
light in tone but thoughtfully accessorised with sculpture 
and art and all the modern comforts you’d expect from 
the Baglioni Group.

Life here is mostly lived outdoors though, poolside or on 
the beach with riding and other adventures available too.  
A stop at the Spa, for a steam bath or sauna or massage 
at the end of the day sets guests up nicely for the superior 
dining experiences available. An Italian restaurant draws 
on classics based on the finest produce the Mediterranean 
has to offer, while Gusto under Claudio Sadler won a 
Michelin star just a year after opening.
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To book at any Baglioni hotel, contact a Wexas specialist on 020 7838 5958

With its impeccable Art-Deco spread of chandeliers and gilded 
mirrors, there’s perhaps no better representative of Italy’s mid-
century elegance than the Baglioni Hotel Regina. Once Queen 
Margherita of Savoy’s private residence, this grand landmark on 
Rome’s iconic Via Veneto invites in all of the city’s 20th-century 
grandeur. Expect everything from a city-leading restaurant and 
atmospheric bar to a world-class spa and period-furnished rooms 
bedecked in demure Murano lighting.

Then, just like its sister property, Baglioni’s Florence offering – the 
Baglioni Relais Santa Croce – plays a continued role in the history 
of its enviable setting. It’s housed in an 18th-century Florentine 
nobleman’s palazzo, complete with frescoes, stuccoed panelling 

When it comes to Italian cities, there’s not a more iconic pairing than Rome and Florence. Starting with the 
capital, you can trace the birth of civilisation in the likes of the Colosseum and Roman Forum before the 

Vatican’s great seat of the Catholic church provides a resting point on the journey on to medieval piazzas and 
Baroque fl ourishes. Then, when it comes to fi nding where to stay, as with all things in this country, it pays to 

go with something authentically Italian. 

Classic I taly wi t h BaglioniClassic I taly wi t h Baglioni

and sweeping staircases fi rst built for the pope’s treasurer. It feels 
a genuine privilege to relax in the leather armchairs of the music 
room or dine on sophisticated Tuscan delights in its restaurant. 

With its rooms and suites immaculately dressed in the likes of 
four-poster beds and terracotta tones, you’ll also never forget 
that you have Florence’s richly varied highlights on your doorstep. 
Getting lost among its rabbit warren cobbled streets, you’ll fi nd a 
fresh wonder around each corner. While galleries house work by 
Michelangelo and Botticelli, medieval chapels, 15th-century palaces 
and the great marble façade of the iconic Duomo cathedral all vie 
for your attention.
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Baglioni Masseria Muzza
Puglia
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A recent opening by Baglioni, the Mazzeria Muzza is a five-acre, 
17th-century masterpiece. There’s nothing ordinary about this 
place. It’s not hard to imagine – in fact it is likely – that the mighty 
Carob tree at the entrance has been in situ for centuries itself. 

Rooms are set around a central courtyard, refashioned from 
former barns and stables, but true to traditional Puglian style, 
with white walls, distinctive ceramic work on display to offset 
the stark yet soothing style. All feature large rainfall showers, 

and air conditioning and Smeg fridges to take the edge off the 
legendary sunshine and heat that typifies Puglia. Most suites 
have a private courtyard or terrace, traditional whitewashed 
interiors and handcrafted furniture by local artisans.

On stepping out, as lovely as the views of nearby lake Alimini, 
is the heady fragrance of fig and lemon trees, with a touch of 
pomegranate. Ancient olive trees are in abundance, as they are 
throughout Puglia. Wander over to the immense adults-only pool 
after an al fresco breakfast at Mitro (which also serves lunch). 
Light lunches are also served by a smaller pool. Dinner is fine 
dining at Le Site, with high end local wines and some astonishing 
seafood, from oysters to octopus sourced from the Salento Sea, 
and refined takes on other local produce. There is also a pizza 
oven on a balcony with views of the setting sun over the lake.

In between all the delicious dining and glorious gardens 
and pools, there is much to do. The historical town of Lecce 
is nearby, a must visit, and beaches to explore, by kayak or 
sailing or swimming; either way all white sand and a sea 
that shifts from green to deep blue. Return to enjoy a spa 
treatment, an aperitif, or both.

A 17-day tailor-made New Brunswick self-drive starts from £2,800 pp incl. fl ights, car hire & accommodation.
For more information, visit wexas.com/146203 or call 020 7838 5958.

The perfect combination of urban amenities at nature’s 
doorstep, Moncton really is the hub of all things fun in 
the heart of the Maritimes. Whether that’s the Peticpdia 
River’s famed tidal bore or Magnetic Hill’s optical 
illusion. Then, as you turn north along the Acadian 
Coast, don’t forget to snap a photo with the giant Lobster 
in Shediac – the lobster capital of the World. Then, hop 
between the beaches of Kouchibouguac National Park 
and such idyllic coastal villages as Caraquet, with its 
1800s living museum and leading distillery. Be sure to 
also pause in Miramichi, a town situated alongside a 
famous salmon fishing river and known for its Gothic 
architecture and cove hikes, before arriving in Bathurst 
for everything from harbour walks to the superb Royal 
Canadian Legion War Museum and that favourite local 
past-time – ice hockey.

Turning inland with drives up into the Appalachian 
Mountains and the rugged plateau of Mount Carleton 
Provincial Park – a noted Dark Sky Preserve – you’ll 
move on to Edmundston, whose fine architecture 
is gateway to bicycle and hiking routes along the 
magnificent Madawaska River. Heading south, river 
valleys will then see you through the ultra-scenic Grand 

Falls Gorge and across Hartland – the world’s longest 
covered bridge. You’ll soon arrive at the province’s 
historic capital, Fredericton, where an extensive trail 
system points between everything from traditional 
farmer’s markets and cideries to the superb Beaverbrook 
Art Gallery and the vibrant Harvest Music Festival.

Returning to the coast with the beautiful seaside resort 
town of St. Andrews and its lauded Kingsbrae Garden, 
you’ll want to get out on the water, hopping between 
the pristine Bay of Fundy islands on world-class whale-
watching trips. Then, further along the bay, Saint John is 
home to Canada’s oldest continuous farmer’s market and 
waterfront walks among unique container villages. 

From here, you’ll strike out onto the stunning Fundy 
Coastal Drive to explore what are perhaps the province’s 
most iconic sights. Between Fundy National Park’s spread 
of coastal cliffs, backed as they are by rich valleys and 
forest-clad hikes, you’ll be brought among St Martin’s 
wild sea caves, past lonely lighthouses and on to the 
dramatic formations of Hopewell Rocks, home to the 
world’s highest tides. Explore it all on a kayak trip or, 
when the tide’s out, with a walk along the ocean floor. 

Naturally New Brunswick
Between its historic towns and cute seaside villages, the eastern Canadian province of New Brunswick stuns 
with truly wild coastal scenery, backed by the giants of the Appalachian Mountains. It’s all knitted together 
by scenic driving routes, picked out on this page.
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architecture and cove hikes, before arriving in Bathurst 
for everything from harbour walks to the superb Royal 
Canadian Legion War Museum and that favourite local 
past-time – ice hockey.

Turning inland with drives up into the Appalachian 
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Baglioni Resort Cala del Porto
Punta Ala, Tuscan Coast

While the wonders of Tuscany’s historical cities and hilltop 
villages are well known, not as many travellers make it to 
the coast. This is a shame because it is extremely enticing, 
so much so that it is a favourite with Italy’s most glamorous 
elite, many of whom have second homes here and yachts 
docked at the picturesque marina. There’s a splendid view of 
the marina, Elba, and sometimes, on exceptionally clear days, 
of islands far in the distance, including Corsica.

Perched on a lofty cliff, Cala del Porto is positioned to make 
the most of numerous beaches, not least their private 
one. Seaside smells infuse the property, while seaside 
chic is part of the décor. Rooms mostly have sea views,  
some have balconies, while the Baglioni Suites have large 
private terraces with sun loungers. All are lined in soothing 
shades and while being laid back are opulent all the same. 
Toiletries by famed Sicilian perfumer lend a touch of 
further decadence.

Days here drift into decadence very easily. The figure of eight 
pool is striking and fun, the Spa is small but perfectly formed 
with an array of treatments and a Turkish bath. But really it’s 
all about beachlife, with a private shuttle down to the beach 
club. Sailing and boat tours can be arranged to explore the 
extraordinary coastline. Alternatively have a dip or two and 
enjoy lunch at La Spiaggia, set on the beach and while casual, 
the food is first class, focusing on seafood and pasta dishes.

At the resort, Belvedere provides a highly refined menu, 
perhaps after a bespoke cocktail on a terrace with a view.
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A 16-day Prairies & Rockies rail journey starts from £3,500 pp. incl. flights, 2 nights aboard The Canadian train, 13 nights 
accommodation, 3 days car hire & selected touring. For more information, visit wexas.com/183972 or call 020 7838 5958.

With its great plains, lake-dotted valleys and ever-creative pockets of humanity, the quiet beauty of Saskatchewan is Canada manifest 
– delightfully welcoming yet fiercely proud of its rich heritage and abundant nature.

the Canadian prairies
The city of Saskatoon is the perfect gateway to it all, not least 

because it wears the province’s love of nature on its plaid-

flannel sleeve. And. once you’ve enjoyed its pristine parks and 

walks along the South Saskatchewan River, don’t miss out on its 

vibrant cultural scene or the superb Remai Modern art gallery. 

An architectural marvel in its own right, it houses the world’s 

most comprehensive collection of Picasso linocuts.

Then, on the city’s northern boundary sits Wanuskewin Heritage 

Park. Here, among sweeping grasslands and roaming bison, 

you’ll be able to discover six millennia of First Nations history, 

today showcased in educational trails, archaeological digs and 

demonstrations of cultural traditions. Also within a couple of 

hours’ drive are the spa-like properties of Little Manitou Lake – a 

Dead Sea in miniature – and Prince Albert National Park. The 

latter impresses with 3,975 square kilometres of boreal forest as 

well as lakes, sandy beaches, trails and abundant wildlife.

However, for a true taste of prairies life, there’s the chance to 

channel your inner cowboy with a stay on a working farm. One 

such favourite is La Reata Ranch, where nights are spent in 

cosy wood cabins while days offer everything from horseback 

rides and lake fishing trips to hikes in search of deer and golden 

eagles. Cap it all off round the campfire or with a dip in the hot 

tub, under the stars.

And, with these wide-open plains, there’s perhaps no better way 

of travelling Saskatchewan than by rail. Plying its way between 

the Rockies and Vancouver in the west to Toronto in the east, 

The Canadian sleeper train is perfect for gaining an appreciation 

of Saskatchewan’s great scale. Admire golden prairie fields from 

glass-ceilinged carriages and cosy berths before tucking into 

traditional regional delicacies in the restaurant car. There are also 

musical performances and wine tastings on select departures – 

the perfect way to toast your adventure in this big-sky province.
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Baglioni Resort Cala del Porto
Punta Ala, Tuscan Coast

While the wonders of Tuscany’s historical cities and hilltop 
villages are well known, not as many travellers make it to 
the coast. This is a shame because it is extremely enticing, 
so much so that it is a favourite with Italy’s most glamorous 
elite, many of whom have second homes here and yachts 
docked at the picturesque marina. There’s a splendid view of 
the marina, Elba, and sometimes, on exceptionally clear days, 
of islands far in the distance, including Corsica.

Perched on a lofty cliff, Cala del Porto is positioned to make 
the most of numerous beaches, not least their private 
one. Seaside smells infuse the property, while seaside 
chic is part of the décor. Rooms mostly have sea views,  
some have balconies, while the Baglioni Suites have large 
private terraces with sun loungers. All are lined in soothing 
shades and while being laid back are opulent all the same. 
Toiletries by famed Sicilian perfumer lend a touch of 
further decadence.

Days here drift into decadence very easily. The figure of eight 
pool is striking and fun, the Spa is small but perfectly formed 
with an array of treatments and a Turkish bath. But really it’s 
all about beachlife, with a private shuttle down to the beach 
club. Sailing and boat tours can be arranged to explore the 
extraordinary coastline. Alternatively have a dip or two and 
enjoy lunch at La Spiaggia, set on the beach and while casual, 
the food is first class, focusing on seafood and pasta dishes.

At the resort, Belvedere provides a highly refined menu, 
perhaps after a bespoke cocktail on a terrace with a view.
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A 16-day Prairies & Rockies rail journey starts from £3,500 pp. incl. flights, 2 nights aboard The Canadian train, 13 nights 
accommodation, 3 days car hire & selected touring. For more information, visit wexas.com/183972 or call 020 7838 5958.

With its great plains, lake-dotted valleys and ever-creative pockets of humanity, the quiet beauty of Saskatchewan is Canada manifest 
– delightfully welcoming yet fiercely proud of its rich heritage and abundant nature.

the Canadian prairies
The city of Saskatoon is the perfect gateway to it all, not least 

because it wears the province’s love of nature on its plaid-

flannel sleeve. And. once you’ve enjoyed its pristine parks and 

walks along the South Saskatchewan River, don’t miss out on its 

vibrant cultural scene or the superb Remai Modern art gallery. 

An architectural marvel in its own right, it houses the world’s 

most comprehensive collection of Picasso linocuts.

Then, on the city’s northern boundary sits Wanuskewin Heritage 

Park. Here, among sweeping grasslands and roaming bison, 

you’ll be able to discover six millennia of First Nations history, 

today showcased in educational trails, archaeological digs and 

demonstrations of cultural traditions. Also within a couple of 

hours’ drive are the spa-like properties of Little Manitou Lake – a 

Dead Sea in miniature – and Prince Albert National Park. The 

latter impresses with 3,975 square kilometres of boreal forest as 

well as lakes, sandy beaches, trails and abundant wildlife.

However, for a true taste of prairies life, there’s the chance to 

channel your inner cowboy with a stay on a working farm. One 

such favourite is La Reata Ranch, where nights are spent in 

cosy wood cabins while days offer everything from horseback 

rides and lake fishing trips to hikes in search of deer and golden 

eagles. Cap it all off round the campfire or with a dip in the hot 

tub, under the stars.

And, with these wide-open plains, there’s perhaps no better way 

of travelling Saskatchewan than by rail. Plying its way between 

the Rockies and Vancouver in the west to Toronto in the east, 

The Canadian sleeper train is perfect for gaining an appreciation 

of Saskatchewan’s great scale. Admire golden prairie fields from 

glass-ceilinged carriages and cosy berths before tucking into 

traditional regional delicacies in the restaurant car. There are also 

musical performances and wine tastings on select departures – 

the perfect way to toast your adventure in this big-sky province.
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With Oregon’s geography staggering from wild beaches and 
dense forests to undulating river valleys and snow-capped 
mountains, it’s no surprise that it hosts more scenic byways 
than any other state. And, in among it all, you’ll also find North 
America’s full spectrum of civilisation, whether sleepy fishing 
villages and award-winning wineries or frontier towns and the 
urbane cool of Portland.

Its residents, too, are just as diverse as their state, from 
indigenous tribes and old-school outdoorsmen to a new wave 
of artisan urbanites. But, one thing they all share is a fierce 
devotion to where they live and its natural world. Indeed, the 
best way to experience Oregon is through their infectious 
passion, by engaging with the state’s lauded network of local 
guides. Talk to your Wexas specialist about a naturalist-led 
hike, an insider’s tour of a top winery or a behind-the-scenes 
tasting at a regional producer. Each specialist will get right to 
their heart of their area of expertise, bringing it to life.

To inspire further, we’ve picked out seven regions that best 
demonstrate the state’s rich diversity. Remember, it’s just a 
direct British Airways flight away from London Heathrow.

The coast
Spanning nearly 400 miles, the rugged Oregon coastline is a 
wild affair of dramatic rock formations, whirlpools and a near-
endless spread of windswept beaches. It’s all interspersed with 
the likes of historic homes and lonely lighthouses, serving as 
waypoints to everything from fishing and whale-watching trips 
to hikes and rounds of golf.

INSIDE OREGON
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Portland
Surely inspired by its imposing mountain backdrop, Portland 
is one of America’s great centres of creativity – something 
realised across its craftspeople, musicians and culinary 
masters. It also invites its natural surroundings in, with more 
than 200 parks and gardens ideal for walks and bike rides. This 
really is a city alive.

Mt. Hood & the Columbia River Gorge
Positioned alongside the mighty Columbia River Gorge, you 
may know iconic Mt. Hood as the world’s second-most-
climbed mountain and the host of North America’s only 
year-round ski season. However, you should take the region 
as a whole, with its medley of forest-carpeted cliffs, giant 
waterways and, yes, snowy peaks setting the scene for quaint 
riverfront towns and a rich variety of outdoors activities.

The Willamette Valley
As it has been since the time of the pioneers, this is Oregon’s 
agricultural heartland. And today, while its gently undulating 
green contours make for ideal hiking or cycling, they’re also 
terraced into pretty vineyards. Don’t also miss out on the food 
markets and farm-to-table dining.

Southern Oregon
From high-desert country to lush valleys and clear-blue 
lakes, Oregon’s south is wonderfully varied. One moment 
you could be enjoying some world-class fishing or rafting, 
and the next mountain biking or hiking through beautifully 
barren shrublands. Then, relive the 19th century in gold-
rush-era towns, now home to excellent wineries and artist 
communities.

Central Oregon
A tale of two seasons, central Oregon’s sunny summers and 
snowy winters means plenty of adventure. That could be a 
full complement of snowy fun or cowboy dreams brought to 
life with mountain retreats and fly-fishing escapades. And, its 
convergence of mountain ranges and river plateaus is troubled 
by unique, volcanic features.

Eastern Oregon
The spirit of the West is alive and well in Eastern Oregon, 
where snow-capped peaks look down onto rolling hills, 
complex desert lands and wild, rushing rivers. The indelible 
footprint of Lewis and Clark, Chief Joseph and the Oregon 
Trail pioneers who lived in or passed through this region still 
permeate its unique culture. 

Oregon Fly-Drive
Discover the wonders of Oregon's unspoilt coastlines, 
pulsating cities and incredible landscapes as you hit the 
highway on a state-spanning road trip. Highlights include 
Portland – the 'City of Roses', Newport and its wine-country 
surrounds, historic Florence and the stunning beauty of the 
Oregon Dunes National Recreation Area. You'll also take 
in two of the state's icons, pausing to admire the riverine 
perfection of Grants Pass and the  always-spectacular 
Crater Lake National Park. 

Prices start from £2,380 per person incl. return flights, car 
hire & 10 nights accommodation.

For more information or to book, call a Wexas USA specialist 
on 020 7838 5958.

advertorial
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With Oregon’s geography staggering from wild beaches and 
dense forests to undulating river valleys and snow-capped 
mountains, it’s no surprise that it hosts more scenic byways 
than any other state. And, in among it all, you’ll also find North 
America’s full spectrum of civilisation, whether sleepy fishing 
villages and award-winning wineries or frontier towns and the 
urbane cool of Portland.

Its residents, too, are just as diverse as their state, from 
indigenous tribes and old-school outdoorsmen to a new wave 
of artisan urbanites. But, one thing they all share is a fierce 
devotion to where they live and its natural world. Indeed, the 
best way to experience Oregon is through their infectious 
passion, by engaging with the state’s lauded network of local 
guides. Talk to your Wexas specialist about a naturalist-led 
hike, an insider’s tour of a top winery or a behind-the-scenes 
tasting at a regional producer. Each specialist will get right to 
their heart of their area of expertise, bringing it to life.

To inspire further, we’ve picked out seven regions that best 
demonstrate the state’s rich diversity. Remember, it’s just a 
direct British Airways flight away from London Heathrow.

The coast
Spanning nearly 400 miles, the rugged Oregon coastline is a 
wild affair of dramatic rock formations, whirlpools and a near-
endless spread of windswept beaches. It’s all interspersed with 
the likes of historic homes and lonely lighthouses, serving as 
waypoints to everything from fishing and whale-watching trips 
to hikes and rounds of golf.
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Portland
Surely inspired by its imposing mountain backdrop, Portland 
is one of America’s great centres of creativity – something 
realised across its craftspeople, musicians and culinary 
masters. It also invites its natural surroundings in, with more 
than 200 parks and gardens ideal for walks and bike rides. This 
really is a city alive.

Mt. Hood & the Columbia River Gorge
Positioned alongside the mighty Columbia River Gorge, you 
may know iconic Mt. Hood as the world’s second-most-
climbed mountain and the host of North America’s only 
year-round ski season. However, you should take the region 
as a whole, with its medley of forest-carpeted cliffs, giant 
waterways and, yes, snowy peaks setting the scene for quaint 
riverfront towns and a rich variety of outdoors activities.

The Willamette Valley
As it has been since the time of the pioneers, this is Oregon’s 
agricultural heartland. And today, while its gently undulating 
green contours make for ideal hiking or cycling, they’re also 
terraced into pretty vineyards. Don’t also miss out on the food 
markets and farm-to-table dining.

Southern Oregon
From high-desert country to lush valleys and clear-blue 
lakes, Oregon’s south is wonderfully varied. One moment 
you could be enjoying some world-class fishing or rafting, 
and the next mountain biking or hiking through beautifully 
barren shrublands. Then, relive the 19th century in gold-
rush-era towns, now home to excellent wineries and artist 
communities.

Central Oregon
A tale of two seasons, central Oregon’s sunny summers and 
snowy winters means plenty of adventure. That could be a 
full complement of snowy fun or cowboy dreams brought to 
life with mountain retreats and fly-fishing escapades. And, its 
convergence of mountain ranges and river plateaus is troubled 
by unique, volcanic features.

Eastern Oregon
The spirit of the West is alive and well in Eastern Oregon, 
where snow-capped peaks look down onto rolling hills, 
complex desert lands and wild, rushing rivers. The indelible 
footprint of Lewis and Clark, Chief Joseph and the Oregon 
Trail pioneers who lived in or passed through this region still 
permeate its unique culture. 

Oregon Fly-Drive
Discover the wonders of Oregon's unspoilt coastlines, 
pulsating cities and incredible landscapes as you hit the 
highway on a state-spanning road trip. Highlights include 
Portland – the 'City of Roses', Newport and its wine-country 
surrounds, historic Florence and the stunning beauty of the 
Oregon Dunes National Recreation Area. You'll also take 
in two of the state's icons, pausing to admire the riverine 
perfection of Grants Pass and the  always-spectacular 
Crater Lake National Park. 

Prices start from £2,380 per person incl. return flights, car 
hire & 10 nights accommodation.

For more information or to book, call a Wexas USA specialist 
on 020 7838 5958.
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Not all Zoroastrians are Parsis, but all 
Parsis are Zoroastrians. Around the 
seventh century, during the Arab 
conquest of Persia, a small group 
of Zoroastrians fled persecution by 
sailing from what is now known as 
Iran and found themselves on the 
shores of India. After some movement 
around the islands of Gujarat they 
were granted asylum and settled in 
the coastal town of Sanjan, which was 
ruled over at the time by Jadi Rana.

Throughout the centuries, the Parsi 
community has interwoven itself 
into the community, adapting 
their language, approach towards 
religion and ways of cooking 
and eating, borrowing the best 
aspects and including them as 
part of their own identity, a sort 
of symbiotic relationship.

The community that originally settled 
in Sanjan became known as the Parsis 
because of their Persian heritage, 
and throughout the centuries they 
spread across India, finding homes in 
different towns and cities. When the 
British came to India, many Parsis took 
to learning English and moved away 
from small farming villages to city 
centres where they provided services 
and routes of trade with neighbouring 
countries. Here began the relationship 
with British, Portuguese and French 
merchants and the rise of the prominent 
Parsi industrialists and philanthropists.

My grandad settled the family in 
Gandhidham in the 1960s. He worked 
for the Kandla Port Trust as the chief 
architect. The town of Kandla was 
still in its infancy and the port had 
developed a large plot of land into a 
colony for port employees to reside, 
known as Gopal Puri. Bungalows would 
be assigned to the workers depending 
on their hierarchy within the port: 
A bungalows were assigned to the top 
management, B to the senior staff and 
C and D to the rest. As the architect 
who designed the bungalows in the 
colony, my grandad was offered a 
B-rated bungalow, but he turned it 
down in favour of a C bungalow. 

C17 was a modest bungalow with 
small rooms, a well-sized garden with 
lemon, banana and papaya trees and 
best of all, due to its location within 
the colony, it had uninterrupted 
views of the yet-to-be developed 
open plains of Kandla all the way to 
the next town of Anjar, 40km away.

It was here at C17 that my mother fondly 
remembers my grandad on his only 
mode of transport, his bicycle, taking 
her to the market for their monthly 
pantry top-up. Having to go to each 
individual vendor to buy their eggs, 
bread and milk. At the final stop on 
the trip there would be vendors selling 
hot foods. My mother remembers the 
gent with a huge tava (flat iron skillet) 
frying off aloo tiki, small patties of 

potato and spices coated in semolina, 
another with a sagdi, a very crude clay 
barbecue, on which he would cook 
huge rotli that would puff up entirely 
as it blistered on the grill, ‘smelling 
heavenly’. The last man would be 
serving patli dal, a thin soupy dal. All of 
these foods were parcelled up and taken 
home to be eaten by the family with 
delight, a sort of takeaway of its time. 

It was in this bungalow that my 
grandad would come home with 
fresh whole fish, either a surmai 
or rawas, and teach my mum how 
to scale, gut and cut up the fish to 
make a coconut and coriander curry. 
Sometimes my grandma would chop 
a drumstick down from the tree which 
she would wash, string, chop and tie 
and throw into the curry for bonus 
flavour. The leaves of the tree would 
also be added to the curry for the sabzi 
(vegetable) element of the dish. 

My grandparents did not have it easy 
in those days, bringing up a family of 
seven in a small bungalow on a modest 
salary. My mum recalls the convoluted 
procedure of just lighting their now 
vintage single burner Primus stove. 
My grandma would take a glass bottle 
to the pantry and fill it with kerosene 
which would then have to be poured 
into the stove, and, after a few pumps 
to get the kerosene all the way through, 
the stove could be lit. All this just to boil 
the kettle to make a simple cup of tea.

Food of my 
forebears

a moveable feast / farokh talati
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Not all Zoroastrians are Parsis, but all 
Parsis are Zoroastrians. Around the 
seventh century, during the Arab 
conquest of Persia, a small group 
of Zoroastrians fled persecution by 
sailing from what is now known as 
Iran and found themselves on the 
shores of India. After some movement 
around the islands of Gujarat they 
were granted asylum and settled in 
the coastal town of Sanjan, which was 
ruled over at the time by Jadi Rana.

Throughout the centuries, the Parsi 
community has interwoven itself 
into the community, adapting 
their language, approach towards 
religion and ways of cooking 
and eating, borrowing the best 
aspects and including them as 
part of their own identity, a sort 
of symbiotic relationship.

The community that originally settled 
in Sanjan became known as the Parsis 
because of their Persian heritage, 
and throughout the centuries they 
spread across India, finding homes in 
different towns and cities. When the 
British came to India, many Parsis took 
to learning English and moved away 
from small farming villages to city 
centres where they provided services 
and routes of trade with neighbouring 
countries. Here began the relationship 
with British, Portuguese and French 
merchants and the rise of the prominent 
Parsi industrialists and philanthropists.

My grandad settled the family in 
Gandhidham in the 1960s. He worked 
for the Kandla Port Trust as the chief 
architect. The town of Kandla was 
still in its infancy and the port had 
developed a large plot of land into a 
colony for port employees to reside, 
known as Gopal Puri. Bungalows would 
be assigned to the workers depending 
on their hierarchy within the port: 
A bungalows were assigned to the top 
management, B to the senior staff and 
C and D to the rest. As the architect 
who designed the bungalows in the 
colony, my grandad was offered a 
B-rated bungalow, but he turned it 
down in favour of a C bungalow. 

C17 was a modest bungalow with 
small rooms, a well-sized garden with 
lemon, banana and papaya trees and 
best of all, due to its location within 
the colony, it had uninterrupted 
views of the yet-to-be developed 
open plains of Kandla all the way to 
the next town of Anjar, 40km away.

It was here at C17 that my mother fondly 
remembers my grandad on his only 
mode of transport, his bicycle, taking 
her to the market for their monthly 
pantry top-up. Having to go to each 
individual vendor to buy their eggs, 
bread and milk. At the final stop on 
the trip there would be vendors selling 
hot foods. My mother remembers the 
gent with a huge tava (flat iron skillet) 
frying off aloo tiki, small patties of 

potato and spices coated in semolina, 
another with a sagdi, a very crude clay 
barbecue, on which he would cook 
huge rotli that would puff up entirely 
as it blistered on the grill, ‘smelling 
heavenly’. The last man would be 
serving patli dal, a thin soupy dal. All of 
these foods were parcelled up and taken 
home to be eaten by the family with 
delight, a sort of takeaway of its time. 

It was in this bungalow that my 
grandad would come home with 
fresh whole fish, either a surmai 
or rawas, and teach my mum how 
to scale, gut and cut up the fish to 
make a coconut and coriander curry. 
Sometimes my grandma would chop 
a drumstick down from the tree which 
she would wash, string, chop and tie 
and throw into the curry for bonus 
flavour. The leaves of the tree would 
also be added to the curry for the sabzi 
(vegetable) element of the dish. 

My grandparents did not have it easy 
in those days, bringing up a family of 
seven in a small bungalow on a modest 
salary. My mum recalls the convoluted 
procedure of just lighting their now 
vintage single burner Primus stove. 
My grandma would take a glass bottle 
to the pantry and fill it with kerosene 
which would then have to be poured 
into the stove, and, after a few pumps 
to get the kerosene all the way through, 
the stove could be lit. All this just to boil 
the kettle to make a simple cup of tea.

Food of my 
forebears

a moveable feast / farokh talati
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Mum came to the uk in April of 1980 
at the age of 28, leaving the blistering 
34°c heat of Mumbai for the 4°c biting 
chill of a ‘dark and miserable’ London. 
One of my dad’s first jobs was at the 
Wall’s factory in Southall; he would 
bring home food from the staff shop – 
sausages, gammon, steak and kidney 
pies and ice cream – and all were enjoyed 
with fresh enthusiasm. But the novelty 
soon wore off and the desire to cook 
and eat homemade food settled in. 

Alperton, an area within Wembley, had, 
and still has to this day, one of the largest 
Indian communities within London. 
Here you could buy the vegetables, herbs, 
meats and dry goods to cook delicious 
and familiar foods with relatively similar 
results as that back home in India. 
My mum could always cook – her parents 
were very proficient in the kitchen, 
passing on those skills, and over time 
and with the help of some cookbooks 
and her mother-in-law, my mum started 
cooking Parsi food at home in London. 
Dal and rice, meat and vegetable stews 
all came back into the diet and so did 
the exploration of Parsi cuisine at 
home using the ingredients available 
to her at that time from the markets.

***

Growing up, it was clear to me that the 
food we ate in our home was different. 
I would go to friends’ houses and 
chips and burgers was the standard 
fare laid out on the dinner table. I 
would return home to be greeted by 
spicy lentils, steamed rice and stewed 
vegetables. Imagine my poor mother’s 
despair in trying to convince me to 
eat such food while my friends were 
tucking into their burgers and chips!

My first trip to India was at the age 
of six. Meeting my mother’s side of 
the family for the first time, we were 

adorned with garlands threaded with 
roses, honeysuckle and jasmine, and 
intricate chalk patterns tapped out 
on the marble floors of the doorways 
welcomed us into family homes. Upon 
entering, small squares of rock sugar 
were placed into our mouths as a way 
of wishing us good luck and prosperity 
on our trip. I can still remember the 
smell of burning sandalwood from the 
fire temple where we would go to pray 
every day, the fish swimming in the well 
in the temple, and taking home the 
blessed fruits to share with our family.

I visited India a few more times as I got 
older, and, although I was still not into 
food or cooking at that point, could 
not help being drawn in by the smells, 
flavours and colours. The ceremony 
surrounding food was enchanting and 
the anticipation and excitement for 
the next meal became a huge part of 
the day. The markets of fresh fruit and 

vegetables dazzled in vibrant colour; 
vendors selling unidentifiable hot fried 
snacks from cauldrons of boiling oil 
would summon you over to try before 
you buy; young coconuts being cut 
open on the side of the street for thirsty 
passers-by to nourish themselves with 
the sweet water. Sweets in all shapes 
and enticing colours laid out on huge 
trays in shop windows were enough to 
capture my young heart, and my loving 
uncles and aunties were more than 
happy to oblige my sweet tooth (on 
reflection a young child is a great excuse 
for an adult to buy lots of sweets!).

One thing that struck me, more than 
the odd cow ambling the streets with 
indifference, was that everywhere you 
looked people were eating or drinking. 
In every side street and at every corner, 
shop front and stall, people would 
gather to eat as if it were a national 
pastime. For many it was a way to catch 

a moveable feast / farokh talati
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up with friends and family, for some 
a moment of self-reflection with a 
plate of deep-fried bhaja. And with 
the food being so fresh and so tasty, 
it seems like a logical pastime to have.

The mystery of the unknown can be both 
exciting and scary. As a Parsi growing 
up in the uk, I did not know how to 
cook any of the dishes I had tried on my 
many trips to India, or even what the 
ingredients involved to create these 
amazing flavours were. There were no 
aunties or uncles to ask at that time, 
as those family members who cooked 
the true Parsi food were in India and 
what was attempted here at home in 
the uk was a version with many key 
ingredients subbed out, often to the 
detriment of the original dish. What 
were these mysterious ingredients? 

An excitement grew inside of me, 
an urge to discover, like a long-lost 

language or learning one’s own mother 
tongue; food was now my conduit to 
connecting to my Parsi heritage. In one 
of my defining trips to India I stayed for 
three months, pestering every aunty 
and uncle to show me their cookbooks, 
teach me their tricks and let me cook 
together with them. I ate Parsi food for 
breakfast, lunch and dinner and when I 
wasn’t cooking or eating, I was fervently 
writing down every last detail of what 
I had seen, eaten and heard that day.

***

To be a Parsi is like being a member 
of a very special club, one that values 
humour and joviality, and holds food as 
an essential component of their culture. 
A respect for nature and one another 
is the order of the day. Zoroastrianism 
is based around a simple proverb, 
‘good thoughts, good words and good 
deeds’; a beautifully straightforward 

credo to live by. A simple ideology to 
follow and one that all Zoroastrians 
strive to adhere to in their daily life.

Researching, learning and cooking these 
recipes has demystified Parsi cooking for 
me, and it has highlighted the journey 
the first Zoroastrians took from Persia, 
then their journey through India and 
the cultures they met along the way, 
which can all be traced via their food.

But one thing that never left my mind 
while I was writing these recipes 
down was that with such a dwindling 
population in the Parsi community and 
a generation of Parsis growing up in 
India in a world of fast food, convenience 
over home cooking and food trends 
coming from the West, who will be left 
to remember these dishes, who will 
know how to make sambhar masala? 
Who will know the intricacies of dal ni 
pori? How will the flavours of dhansak 
my mother used to eat as a child stay 
true today and in the next 20 years? 

It slowly dawned on me that these 
recipes, if put together with enough 
knowledge, understanding and skill, 
could be a way to preserve one of the 
most important aspects of being a 
Parsi: bloody good food! As I hold my 
tattered copy of Vividh Vani, a book of 
Parsi recipes printed over 100 years ago 
to try and decipher recipes, this too 
could be a book that can be picked up 
in many years to come and represent 
a slice of our culture and heritage, 
so as not to be lost through the ages.

Parsi by 
Farokh Talati
Bloomsbury, 
hbk, 368pp, £26

farokh talati / a moveable feast

71vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022 traveller   

Previous spread 
(clockwise from 
top left): Farokh 
Talati; Parsi rice with 
the ‘(w)holy 4’: star 
anise, cinnamon, 
clove and cardamom; 
Maneck Aunty and 
Nergish Aunty; 
Badam ni marghi 
(Chicken in rich 
almond gravy).

Opposite: Iranshah 
Atash Behram, 
Udvada, Gujurat.

Left: First Dastoor 
Meherjirana Library, 
Navsari, Gujarat.

©
 o

liv
er

 c
ha

na
ri

n



Mum came to the uk in April of 1980 
at the age of 28, leaving the blistering 
34°c heat of Mumbai for the 4°c biting 
chill of a ‘dark and miserable’ London. 
One of my dad’s first jobs was at the 
Wall’s factory in Southall; he would 
bring home food from the staff shop – 
sausages, gammon, steak and kidney 
pies and ice cream – and all were enjoyed 
with fresh enthusiasm. But the novelty 
soon wore off and the desire to cook 
and eat homemade food settled in. 

Alperton, an area within Wembley, had, 
and still has to this day, one of the largest 
Indian communities within London. 
Here you could buy the vegetables, herbs, 
meats and dry goods to cook delicious 
and familiar foods with relatively similar 
results as that back home in India. 
My mum could always cook – her parents 
were very proficient in the kitchen, 
passing on those skills, and over time 
and with the help of some cookbooks 
and her mother-in-law, my mum started 
cooking Parsi food at home in London. 
Dal and rice, meat and vegetable stews 
all came back into the diet and so did 
the exploration of Parsi cuisine at 
home using the ingredients available 
to her at that time from the markets.

***

Growing up, it was clear to me that the 
food we ate in our home was different. 
I would go to friends’ houses and 
chips and burgers was the standard 
fare laid out on the dinner table. I 
would return home to be greeted by 
spicy lentils, steamed rice and stewed 
vegetables. Imagine my poor mother’s 
despair in trying to convince me to 
eat such food while my friends were 
tucking into their burgers and chips!

My first trip to India was at the age 
of six. Meeting my mother’s side of 
the family for the first time, we were 

adorned with garlands threaded with 
roses, honeysuckle and jasmine, and 
intricate chalk patterns tapped out 
on the marble floors of the doorways 
welcomed us into family homes. Upon 
entering, small squares of rock sugar 
were placed into our mouths as a way 
of wishing us good luck and prosperity 
on our trip. I can still remember the 
smell of burning sandalwood from the 
fire temple where we would go to pray 
every day, the fish swimming in the well 
in the temple, and taking home the 
blessed fruits to share with our family.

I visited India a few more times as I got 
older, and, although I was still not into 
food or cooking at that point, could 
not help being drawn in by the smells, 
flavours and colours. The ceremony 
surrounding food was enchanting and 
the anticipation and excitement for 
the next meal became a huge part of 
the day. The markets of fresh fruit and 

vegetables dazzled in vibrant colour; 
vendors selling unidentifiable hot fried 
snacks from cauldrons of boiling oil 
would summon you over to try before 
you buy; young coconuts being cut 
open on the side of the street for thirsty 
passers-by to nourish themselves with 
the sweet water. Sweets in all shapes 
and enticing colours laid out on huge 
trays in shop windows were enough to 
capture my young heart, and my loving 
uncles and aunties were more than 
happy to oblige my sweet tooth (on 
reflection a young child is a great excuse 
for an adult to buy lots of sweets!).

One thing that struck me, more than 
the odd cow ambling the streets with 
indifference, was that everywhere you 
looked people were eating or drinking. 
In every side street and at every corner, 
shop front and stall, people would 
gather to eat as if it were a national 
pastime. For many it was a way to catch 
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up with friends and family, for some 
a moment of self-reflection with a 
plate of deep-fried bhaja. And with 
the food being so fresh and so tasty, 
it seems like a logical pastime to have.

The mystery of the unknown can be both 
exciting and scary. As a Parsi growing 
up in the uk, I did not know how to 
cook any of the dishes I had tried on my 
many trips to India, or even what the 
ingredients involved to create these 
amazing flavours were. There were no 
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I had seen, eaten and heard that day.
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art of travel / east africa

There is no greater adventure than a safari to the
Mara-Serengeti in East Africa where Angela and 
I have spent so many years immersing ourselves 
in the lives of the great predators – particularly 
the big cats that bring an exquisite tension to 
the landscape. This vast ecosystem of 25,000km2

includes the Maasai Mara National Reserve in 
Kenya and adjoining Serengeti National Park 
in Tanzania. It is home to the ‘great migration’ – 
the two million wildebeest, zebras and gazelles 
that criss-cross the grasslands and acacia thickets 
in their endless search for food and water.

This is a book for everyone to enjoy. We love to draw 
and hope you will join us on a virtual safari using 
your imagination to bring the illustrations to life by 
colouring them. They feature many of the animals 
and birds that you will see on your travels, as well 

as the Maasai pastoralists who have roamed these 
lands for centuries living side by side with the wild 
animals and relying on their livestock for all their 
needs. All of the species illustrated can be found 
among the iucn’s Red List that charts the status 
of the world’s most endangered species. It is our 
sincere hope that with greater awareness, and 
your help, none of these amazing creatures will 
disappear from the planet.

Sacred Nature Safari 
Colouring Book 
by Jonathan and 
Angela Scott
Bradt Guides, pbk, 
56pp, £9.99
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Jonathan and Angela with their cameras and laptops. 29

words & illustrations
Jonathan and Angela Scott

Blending 
into the Wild

£9.99    US$16.99
Bradtguides.com
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Jonathan & Angela Scott

SAFARI
COLOURING BOOK

Adding colour to your
African safari 

Enjoy the ultimate African safari in the company of the Big Cat People - award winning 
wildlife artists and photographers Jonathan and Angela Scott - featuring many of

the stars of their hugely popular TV series Big Cat Diary and Big Cat Tales. Packed with 
spectacular animals and birds for you to bring to life in colour, plus visits to Giraffe Manor,

the Elephant Orphanage, a Tented Camp and Balloon Safari. 

9 781784 778606

51699
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Kike, star of Big Cat Diary. 41

Opposite: Jonathan 
and Angela with their 
cameras and laptops.

Above: Kike, star 
of Big Cat Diary.
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Female leopard at Mara Buffalo Rocks, Maasai Mara GR.14

Above: Female 
leopard at Mara 
Buffalo Rocks, 
Maasai Mara gr.
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Governors’ Camp balloon safari. 7

Above: Governors’ 
Camp balloon safari.
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Philip Parker’s The Atlas of Atlases is a lavishly 
illustrated look at the most important atlases in 
history and the cartographers who made them. 
Atlases have changed the course of history. 
Pored over by rulers, explorers and adventurers, 
these books were used to build empires, 
wage wars, encourage diplomacy and nurture 
trade. This beautiful book will engross readers 
with its detailed, visually stunning illustrations 
and fascinating story of how map-making has 
developed throughout human history.

The Atlas of Atlases by Philip Parker
Ivy Press, hbk, 272pp, £28.00

Picturing 
the world

Left: World map based 
on Ptolemy’s second 
projection, Geography, 
c. ad 150 (Cosmographia 
Germanus by Nicolaus 
Germanus, 1482).
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A leaf from nature
In my experience, to walk in a wood is to take 
issue with Socrates’ declaration that “Trees and 
open country cannot teach me anything, whereas 
men in towns do”. Time is kept and curated in 
different ways by trees, and it can be experienced 
in different ways when one is among them. 
It is beyond our capacity to comprehend that the 
American hardwood forest waited 70 million 
years for people to come and live in it – but the 
effort of comprehension is itself worthwhile. 
It is valuable and disturbing to know that big oak 
trees can take 300 years to grow, 300 years to live 
and 300 years to die. Such knowledge, seriously 
considered, changes the grain of the mind. 
My favourite genus of city tree is certainly the 
magnolia, with its gorgeous goblet-like flowers. 

The carpets of magnolias are unusually tough. 
It is theorised that that is because magnolias 
evolved in the late Cretaceous, around 90 million 
years ago. This was before bees existed, and so 
their carpets needed to be able to resist damage 
by the chitinous feet of the beetles that were their 
only pollinators. Seeing a suburban magnolia 
always gives me a thrilling burst of Earth history: 
dinosaurs once browsed among these trees!

William Blake famously observed that “the tree 
that moves some to tears of joy is in the eyes 
of others only a green thing that stands in the 
way”. The inexorable march of the technocratic 
metaphysic has widely reduced perception of 
the arboreal world to timber, lumber or obstacle. 

Bottom left: 
Palm leaf (Arecaceae)
The fan-like leaves of 
palm trees are extremely 
tough, enabling them 
to withstand the 
strongest winds.

Bottom right: 
The colourful, 
ornamental leaves 
of the maple (Acer).

Right: Autumn Foliage 
by Tom Thomson, 1915
Oil on panel.
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Pinatubo Mouse:
Is the ground warm?
Does your heart sense
the volcano’s rhythms?
How do you know
when to run?

Darwin’s Racer:
you have no natural predators
on volcano island –
only the volcano.

*

Now in the blue light
the world is quiet:
the amaryllis opened overnight,
three flowers (pinkish red)
quietly look out –

the tiny flies
around its stalk
are sitting still.

*

In England the volcanoes 
are extinct:
they have been naturalised
to beauty spots,
a landscape for adventurers
to scale – and to admire:
Acadian folds
erupting into daffodils.
Underneath,
a memory of fire
solidified:
haematite,
cobalt, graphite,
magnetite.
The rocks are moving
at a different scale.

*

The daffodils beside the lake
were brought here by the Romans,
some say for their healing powers.

*

What is a native plant?
According to which scale of time?
Triassic ferns
(flowerless),
rows of russet spores –
braille to the wind.

*

Pleistocene fir trees
sending pollen
into future air,
into a forest
where wolves will track
the footprints
of two children
abandoned in the dark.

*

At night
the sky is glittering
with sparks –
between the darkness
and the dark,
the planets
with their quiet
moons appear.

from Scale
Carcanet, 
pbk, 56pp, 
£11.99

Wonder has been subdued by instrumentalism. 
One of the great contemporary challenges is now 
how to retrieve and popularise an almost-animist 
ontology, in which the lively, miraculous beinghood 
of species other than our own is recognised and 
respected. The structure of Smith’s work is a 
contribution to such a project. It organises itself in 
terms of the seven wonders – Seed, Leaf, Form, Bark, 
Wood, Flower, Fruit – that together conjure the 
magic of Tree. His book offers us a reminder that, 
as he puts it, “ultimately, we are all symbionts with 
nature”. Or, in the unforgettable phrase of Ursula K. 
Le Guin, “the word for world is forest”.
Robert Macfarlane, from the Foreword

Trees by Paul Smith
Thames & Hudson, hbk, 320pp, £40
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Field notes from the 
edge of a volcano
by Mina Gorji
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Two of a kind
Gift books don’t come with a more profound 
message for our times than Simon Barnes’ 
The History of the World in 100 Plants and Beatrice 
Forshall’s The Book of Vanishing Species. Simon’s 
book is filled with superb nature illustrations and 
striking art from the likes of Hieronymous Bosch, 
Breughel, Van Gogh and Chinese and Japanese 
masters and a smattering of photographs; 
while Beatrice illuminates her text with intricate 
portraits of each endangered animal, plant or 
insect using an intaglio press – first drawing, 
then engraving, printing and colouring by hand. 
Do you love anyone, and our planet, enough to buy 
them both? In their own words…

Plants give us the air we breathe. They direct the rain that 
falls and moderate the climate. Plants give us shelter, beauty, 
comfort, meaning, buildings, boats, containers, musical 
instruments, medicines and religious symbols. We use 
flowers for love, we use flowers for death.

We use the fossils of plants to power our industries and 
our transport. Across history we have used plants to store 
knowledge, to kill, to drive illegal trades, to fuel wars, to change 
our state of consciousness, to indicate our status. The first gun 
was a plant; we got fire from plants; we have enslaved people 
for the sake of plants. We have changed the world by planting 
some species of plant and by destroying others. We have used 
plants to understand how life on earth operates.

We humans like to see ourselves as a species that has risen 
above nature, noble in reason, infinite in faculties, in action 
like angels. We have become as gods, doing what we will with 
the world. But we still couldn’t live for a day without plants. 

Our past is all about plants; our present 
is all tied up with plants; and without 
plants, there is no future.

Here are a hundred reasons why.

The History of the World in 100 Plants  
by Simon Barnes
Simon & Schuster, hbk, 432pp, £30

In the eighteen months it has taken me to research this book, 
107 species have been declared extinct. Though extinction plays 
a role in evolution, it is thought the current rate of extinction is 
happening a thousand times faster than before humans existed. 
Death is a necessary part of every species’ cycle of life; extinction 
ends this cycle. We are destroying without knowing the value of 
what we destroy – or worse, knowing full well. 

The vulnerability of the species we endanger, their inability 
to speak for themselves, is what first made me want to make 
engravings of them. As I did so, I was drawn into their lives, 
their mystery, their otherness and their similarity to us.

We confront the greatest challenge that has ever faced humanity, 
a drama in which each of us can choose the part we play. We can 
halt the rate of extinction and begin to reverse the damage we 
have done to the planet. It has often been said that what makes 
humans different from other species is our ability to imagine the 
future and turn an idea into a reality. Imagine a world with clean 

air, clean water, oceans of fish, wilderness. 
Imagine a world in which we did not 
have to worry about these things. We are 
all part of this story; it is up to each of us 
how we write the next chapter.

The Book of Vanishing Species  
by Beatrice Forshall
Bloomsbury, hbk, 432pp, £30

Left: Some of the 
species affected by 
Australian bush fires.
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EXPLORING THE WORLD 
by Alexander Maitland
Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 
hbk, 400pp, £25
Epic tales of endurance 
and perseverance 

celebrating adventurers driven 
by curiosity, wanderlust and the 
pursuit of knowledge over two 
centuries of exploration supported 
by the Royal Geographical Society.

HIMALAYA by John Keay
Bloomsbury Circus, 
hbk, 432pp, £30
A groundbreaking 
exploration of one 
of Earth’s most 

extraordinary geophysical, historical, 
environmental and social regions, 
where empires collide, cultures 
clash and wilderness reigns.

THE SHIP BENEATH 
THE ICE  
by Mensun Bound
Macmillan, hbk, 
416pp, £25
A blow-by-blow 

eyewitness account of the two 
expeditions that finally located and 
surveyed Sir Ernest Shackleton’s 
Endurance, thought to be lost 
forever to the Antarctic ice.

THE LAST DAYS OF THE 
OTTOMAN EMPIRE 
by Ryan Gingeras
Allen Lane, hbk, 
368pp, £30
A vibrant depiction 

of the fall of the Ottoman Empire, 
published to coincide with the 
centenary of its dissolution, 
the exile of the last Sultan and 
the creation of modern Turkey.

THE WORLD: A FAMILY 
HISTORY by Simon 
Sebag Montefiore
Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 
hbk, 1,344pp, £35
The story of humanity 

from prehistory to the present told 
through individuals and families who 
left their mark, from conquerors, 
queens and prophets to artists, 
scientists, charlatans and gangsters.

PHARAOHS OF THE SUN 
by Guy de la Bédoyère
Little, Brown, hbk, 
576pp, £20
How the power and 
riches of the Pharaohs 

of the 18th Dynasty impacted Egypt’s 
enemies and most of its people in 
an age of absolutism, exploitation, 
extravagance and oppression.

ON SAVAGE SHORES  
by Caroline Dodds Pennock 
Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 
hbk, 320pp, £22
Stories of abduction, loss, 
cultural appropriation 

and apocalypse eloquently subvert 
European accounts of the Indigenous 
American presence in and impact 
on early modern Europe.

THE ELEPHANTS OF 
THULA THULA  
by Françoise 
Malby-Anthony
Macmillan, hbk, 
320pp, £18.99

The joys and challenges of a life 
dedicated to conservation as 
Zululand’s Thula Thula game reserve is 
threatened by the pandemic, invasion 
by poachers, and a mining company 
demanding access to the land.

You might also like…
PLANTA SAPIENS  
by Paco Calvo
The Bridge Street Press, 
hbk, 304pp, £22
A bold new perspective 
on plant biology and 

cognitive science using the latest 
scientific findings to challenge us to 
understand how plants communicate 
and shape their environments.

THE CLIMATE BOOK  
by Greta Thunberg
Allen Lane, hbk, 
464pp, £25
The indomitable 
young activist 

gathers the wisdom of geophysicists 
and meteorologists, engineers, 
economists, philosophers and 
indigenous leaders to show us the 
way out of the climate crisis. 

SIXTY HARVESTS LEFT  
by Philip Lymbery
Bloomsbury, hbk, 
358pp, £25
The author of 
Farmageddon 

delivers an impassioned, balanced 
and persuasive examination of why 
future harvests matter more than 
ever, and how we can restore our 
planet for a nature-friendly future.

SWAMP SONGS  
by Tom Blass
Bloomsbury, hbk, 
336pp, £20
An exploration of 
human life on the 

fringes of civilisation in watery 
landscapes from North Carolina to 
Lapland, the Danube Delta and the Bay 
of Bengal, where existence is shaped 
by myths and hidden histories.
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five places that changed my life

Hues of awe and wonder
KONYA, TURKEY 
Konya, a city on the edge of the vast Anatolian 
Plateau, was the home of the 13th-century 
mystical Sufi poet Rumi, also known as Mevlânâ, 
who inspired the whirling dervishes who danced 
to free their souls for union with the divine. 
In Konya, I discovered and devoured Rumi’s poetry.  

Let the beauty we love be what we do.
There are a hundred ways to kneel and kiss 
the ground.

“Rumi. Please. Sweep me into the sublime. 
Teach me how to kneel and kiss the ground. 
Show me the way of love,” I prayed as I walked 
through the conservative Muslim town, 
my pashmina shawl thrown over my shoulders, 
following Alim. In the courtyard of the 
Mevlânâ Museum, he commanded attention 
with his eloquent descriptions of Islamic art. 
He seduced me with his waterfall of words. 
Alim was my Rumi.

JAISALMER, RAJASTHAN, INDIA          
Once on the Silk Route of central Asia, 
Jaisalmer was a town that in 1977 still seemed 
lost to antiquity. The Rajasthani men, proud 
and fierce descendants of Rajput warriors, 
wore voluminous turbans and large gold hoops 
dangled from their ears. The women wore long 
skirts in bold copper brown, mustard gold and 
saffron red. Not a single rickshaw waited at 
the Jaisalmer train station in the early dawn. 
Wheelbarrows for luggage were propped 
against the wall and some scruffy camels 
stood nearby. With a few fellow passengers, 
I walked down a dusty road through a scattered 
settlement of twig huts where families huddled 
around small fires. Beyond their encampment, 
the walled town of Jaisalmer rose like a citadel 
from the barren earth. Everything was the 
colour of camels.            

THE KALI GANDAKI, NEPAL 
In 1978, I trekked solo in this deep gorge located 
between some of Earth’s highest peaks. I was 
entering the semi-arid region of the Kali Gandaki 

canyon, the historic trade route between India, 
Nepal, Tibet and China. The trail wound through 
a forest of gnarled stumps with big black crows 
cawing, bad omens in Nepali folklore. A crackling 
in the bush, no doubt monkeys, frightened me. 
Clouds covered the sun, bamboo trees rustled 
in the strong wind and a lone buffalo bellowed. 
The panorama was wild, awesome and 
terrifying. I shuddered with cold when the sun 
disappeared behind a cloud, feeling too small 
in too big a place – big mountains, big skies, 
and everywhere big rocks. Each step tested 
my commitment to keep going. 

LAC ABBE, DJIBOUTI
We drove the five-hour rugged desert track 
to Lac Abbe, a saline lake on the Ethiopian-
Djiboutian border. It was a severe apocalyptic 
place at the centre of the Afar Depression 
where three tectonic plates of Earth’s crust 
were slowly separating. The Afar, the semi-
nomadic people of the region, walked in a slow 
noble stroll over their hot inhospitable land. 
As we approached, the lake lost its shoreline 
into undefined boggy salt flats. Geothermal 
limestone chimneys up to 50 metres high 
spouted clouds of steam that disappeared 
into a bright blue sky. Encircled by Lac Abbe’s 
eerie pinnacles, I had arrived at the farthest 
corner of our startling Earth.

KARNAK, EGYPT
Karnak, a complex of temples situated in Upper 
Egypt and built over two millennia, is considered 
the largest ancient religious site in the world. 
Under a brilliant blue sky, I walked through 
the grandiose complex, awestruck with the 
colossal columns and scribbled historical notes 
in my journal – details of design, dynasties 
and pharaohs, but the descriptions from our 
scholarly Egyptian guide eluded me. It was the 
colour that held my attention. The sun rendered 
everything a burnt yellow, rising from a desert 
of the same hue. In Egyptian mythology, yellow 
represented the eternal and indestructible, the 
colour of the sun god Ra, and made manifest 
with gold. Karnak dazzled me.

Ella Harvey revisits inspiring realms across Asia and Africa

Ella Harvey’s 
diverse career and 
adventurous spirit 
have taken her 
to many remote 
regions of the 
world, living on 
five continents and 
working on four. 
A Time of Light 
and Shadow is 
published by Rocky 
Mountain Books 
(pbk, 312pp, £17.99).

82 traveller  vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022

Inspired? A 9-day holiday to Vancouver is available from £2,805 pp. incl. fl ights, transfers, 7 nights accommodation & 
selected touring. For more details, visit wexas.com/184001 or call 020 7838 5958.

Vancouver is a city that wears its love 
of the great outdoors proudly on 
its sleeve. And, there are few better 
places to connect with local nature 
than on Grouse Mountain, found 
just 15 minutes from downtown. Not 
only does it afford stunning views 
of the city’s glass-and-steel icons, 
but plenty of excitement whatever 
the season, from winter sports to 
epic chairlifts and wildlife refuges. 
For more fun at altitude, consider 
heading slightly further north to the 
Sea-to-Sky Gondola – a cable car 
that brings you deeper into British 
Columbia’s wilds for quiet forest 
trails with giant sound views.

Then, there’s just as much adventure 
on the water. A lunch cruise to 

Indian Arm can see you right among 
the mountain fjord scenery that 
best characterises BC’s majestic 
coastline. Or, jump on a Zodiac for 
some world-class whale watching, 
with a near-guaranteed chance of 
spotting everything from orcas 
and humpbacks to sea lions and 
seals. These high-speed boats can 
also take you out to nearby Bowen 
for a taste of Canadian island life, 
enjoying forest hikes, cove kayaking 
and dinners with views of its scenic 
sound setting.

However, for a true bucket-list 
experience, catch a ride on a 
seaplane. Inspired by the mail run 
routes of yesteryear, you can hop 
between islands to take in quaint 

Positioned at the meeting point of mountains, ocean and cultures, it’s no surprise that Vancouver is invariably 
voted among the most habitable of world cities. And, while introductions are often made among its lauded 

microbrewery scene, the cobbled streets of its 20th-century Gastown district or the mountain-and-forest views 
of its beach-dotted waterfront, there’s so much more to explore – especially in its surroundings. A week is 

barely enough to get started.

seaside villages, green-carpeted 
bays and, yes, Vancouver’s enviable 
setting from the air.

At the end of it all, you’ll want to 
reward yourself with the city’s famed 
food scene. Think mouth-watering 
Chinatown delicacies and the fi nest 
just-caught seafood, washed down 
with local craft beer. These culinary 
delights are perhaps best sampled 
at Granville Island’s market, where 
guided tasting tours can bring you 
between everything from regional 
cheeses to elk salami and red wine 
prosciutto. After all, Vancouver’s 
cuisine is the perfect summation 
of its artisanal sensibilities – ever-
multicultural, with one eye always on 
those gorgeous, local surroundings.

A WEEK INA WEEK IN
VANCOUVER
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advertorial

Home to vast wilderness stretches of old-growth 
forests, snowmelt lakes and imposing mountains, the 
Yukon is delightfully untroubled by modern civilisation, 
tucked away in the Canadian northwest. And, its 
northerly latitude and distinct lack of light pollution 
makes it ideal for those wanting to combine classic 
Canadian pursuits with that great natural phenomenon 
– the Northern Lights. Think days spent ice fi shing and 
dogsledding and nights in a timber lodge, looking out 
for the aurora.

With its airport gateway and enviable position as some 
of the only bright lights on the storied Alaska Highway, 
introductions are invariably made in Whitehorse – the 
Yukon’s capital and only city. Once a vital hitching post 
on the Klondike Gold Rush of the late 19th century, 
Whitehorse’s pioneering history lives on today in 
restored stern wheelers, excellent museums and the 
world’s only log-cabin cathedral. And, alongside its 
heritage buildings, there’s a burgeoning arts scene 
that refl ects both contemporary sensibilities and the 
region’s rich, First Nations culture.

However, you’ll also want to get out to explore yourself. 
A mere 30 minutes’ drive out of the city limits will see 
you into a world of boreal forests that stretch across 
rolling valleys as far as the eye can see – views only 
interrupted by soaring mountain peaks.

THE YUKONTHE YUKON
Winter in the wilderne� 

It’s the perfect setting to be as adventurous or as 
relaxed as you wish, with a choice between everything 
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editorial

Oh, the places you could go
Well, who would have thought this year would be as
odd, and as challenging, as the two before it? It’s just as 
well there are places where you can still either get away 
from it all or find adventures that are exhilarating. 
So much of the world awaits, with escapes that help us 
revive, reflect, to remember how much richness there is 
to be found in both likely and unlikely places. 

Simon Urwin, one of our regular writers, often opts 
for the unlikely places, heading off to Pakistan for 
Christmas, albeit not for this issue. It’s easier to 
list where he hasn’t been. He stays relatively close 
to home in these pages, with a glorious picture 
from Georgia, another of Budapest’s most admired 
pieces of architecture. In a longer piece, he takes us 
to Valencia, where there’s much unfurling of fans 
and not a little feasting.

Guy Everton, a former staff writer on Traveller, is 
another compulsive get up and go immediately to less 
explored places kind of wanderer, but this time he’s in 
popular Vietnam, although on a rather surreal island 
despite being as beautiful as almost all Vietnamese 
islands. The difference here is dogs, a rare species of 
Ridgeback, with a legendary story behind them.

Our distinguished lead guest in this issue is Barnaby 
Rogerson, who talks about an experience he had 
while researching his latest book, On Travel and the 
Journey Through Life:

“During Covid I looked at… old albums and felt almost 
travel sick with the dizzy amount of travelling I have 
achieved over the last fifty years, most especially across 
North Africa, the Sahara and the Levant.”

The book is to commemorate the 40th anniversary 
of Eland Books, who specialise in the erudite and 
exemplary, who have revived old classics that would 
have been lost to time without Eland. Traveller has 
been a fan of their work for years, not least as they 
are often willing to take the road less travelled. 

This is something that Bradt has also done, starting 
off as one of the very few guidebook publishers that 
would release books on remote and little covered 
places at the time. Their guidebooks have always 
been reliable as well as eminently readable, but they 
have added fiction and other imagenative titles.

Two of their books feature in this issue – a warming 
story from a sunny sojourn by a Greek seaside 
from Jennifer Barclay, a joy to read. The other is the 
focus of our Art of Travel feature, a Safari Colouring 
Book by Jonathan and Angela Scott. Jonathan and 
Angela were the inspiration behind our Wildlife 
Watch series, stressing the importance of saving 
species and environment in decline, their colouring 
book hopes to bring their message to children in 
an enjoyable way. Oh, and their drawings are as 
wonderful as their photography.

A most poetic piece on exploring Skagen in Denmark 
is quietly mesmerising, a place of solitude where you 
can only focus on the here and now. There are other 
places in this issue where you can also get away from it 
all, back to the theme of less travelled roads, including 
Mexico’s coastal route, a trek in Bolivia, and a spell 
on Fernando de Noronha, Brazil’s equivalent of the 
Galapagos, hard to get to, but ridiculously beautiful.

The Australian Outback is as stunning, but not the 
easiest of expeditions. The best way to observe 
it seems to be from the Ghan, a train that allows 
passengers to indulge in optional excursions into 
hard to reach attractions. Private compartments and 
delicious food making it one of the best train journeys 
in the world, but our piece on crossing the Atlantic 
on the only liner that does – the Queen Mary 2 – is 
something else. The levels of decadence on board 
were well and truly indulged in by Nick Maes and his 
husband, David, as were some divine meals.

We have some of those as well in our very special 
Feast feature, although this is a divinity of family, 
a homage to Parsi heritage and home cooking by 
Farokh Talati. He is currently Head Chef at St John 
Food & Wine, obviously an entirely different cuisine, 
but he felt compelled to collect recipes from his 
family culture before they were lost.

There are so many options in this little issue and 
out there in the big world that offer escapism, 
some adventurous, some decadent. Firmly in 
the latter category are three exceptional Italian 
hotels – pick from Puglia, the Tuscan coast or 
Sardinia. They all have their distinctive charms 
and are guaranteed to soothe away any stresses. 
Which is something to be welcomed right now.

Amy Sohanpaul   
draws inspiration 
from afar

3vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022 traveller

While encompassing everything from beach-dotted islands to wild, mountainous interiors, eastern Canada’s Atlantic 
provinces share a rich heritage, often best experienced in their unique accommodations. For just a taste, you’ll find four 

highlights on this page, from historic countryside inns to cosy coastal retreats.

Unique  Hotels of Atlantic Canada

A 14-day Unique Properties of Atlantic Canada self-drive starts 
from £2,555 pp incl. flights, accommodation & tours. For more 
information, visit wexas.com/136871 or call 020 7838 5958.

Neddies Harbour Inn, Newfoundland and Labrador
Poised on a secluded bay among Newfoundland and Labrador’s 
Gros Morne National Park, Neddies Harbour Inn is a slice of quiet 
respite, backdropped by deep-cut waterways and great, flat-
topped mountains. And, when you’ve returned from hiking and 
kayaking trips, you’ll be treated to fine, local dining, cosy rooms 
and spa facilities, ranging from a sauna and hot tub to a full menu 
of treatments. It all comes wrapped in pastel-coloured clapboard 
charm, complete with a fantastic bay-view deck.

Queen Anne Inn, Nova Scotia
Where the other accommodations on this page oer something of 
the understated, Nova Scotia’s Queen Anne Inn is a grand, Victorian 
mansion dating to 1865. Wrapped in manicured gardens, elegant 
rooms feature the likes of chaise lounges, breakfasts come in three 
courses and the quaint waterfront town of Annapolis Royal is just 
a stone’s throw away. Here, you’ll find historic gardens and the 
18th-century Fort Anne, with the serene Kejimkujik National Park and 
National Historic Site also within striking distance.

Quartermain House, New Brunswick
A history of hospitality awaits you at a local landmark once home 
to John B. McNair – the 23rd premier of New Brunswick. This 
Gothic-revival home continues to welcome guests in the finest of 
19th-century fashion, with heritage furnishings, charming gardens 
and wonderful river views from the front porch. The well-stocked 
library is a further favourite for its cosy fire. You’ll find this gem in 
Fredericton, where waterway walks, farmer’s markets and artisan 
crafts vie for your attention.

The Great George, Charlottetown, Prince Edward Island
Although the provincial capital of Prince Edward Island, 
Charlottetown swaps big-city extravagance for small-town charm, 
evident across its mock-Gothic spires and evocative Victorian 
homes. And, prime among them is the Great George – a unique 
hotel that spans no fewer than 17 historic buildings, dating to the 
city’s mid-19th-century heyday. It’s the opportunity to stay in one 
of the province’s largest private heritage development projects – 
something toasted each weeknight at its guest receptions.
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noticeboard

LATEST NEWS FROM OUR HONORARY PRESIDENTS

“In order to meet a tight publication date I started on the book of my latest journey 
almost as soon as I returned from Iraq,” says Sir Michael Palin. “This meant no long 
recovery to get the sands of Iraq out of my hair but it also meant that I could start 
while the memories were fresh. For me the real insights of travel are in the details 
– faces glimpsed, sounds caught on the wind, tastes of dishes you’ve never eaten 
before, words exchanged over a mug of sweet tea, the shocks and surprises round 
every corner. My diaries and tape recordings helped me experience again the day-by-
day details of our thousand-mile journey from Turkey through Iraq. But above all else, 
Into Iraq is a story. A story of the most amazing adventure.”

Into Iraq by Michael Palin
Hutchinson Heinemann, hbk, 176pp, £16.99
A journal of the adventurer’s travels the length of the Tigris, charting the 
course of one of the world’s great rivers, its proud history and precarious 
future as a scarce and contested resource. Accompanying the Channel 5 series, 
now available on catch-up.

Colonel John Blashford-Snell recounts 
epic adventures from over sixty years 
of intrepid expeditions forging a path 
through deserts, mountains and 
jungles, breaking barriers and setting 
records. Featuring cameos from a 
wealth of celebrities and royalty – 
from Sean Connery to Emperor Haile 
Selassie – jbs’s adventures are both 

hair-raising and heart-warming as he dodges gunfire from 
bandits on the Ethiopian Blue Nile, leads the first ever vehicle 
crossing of treacherous Darien Gap in Panama and Colombia, 
searches for the elusive ‘king elephant’ in Nepal, and even 
delivers a grand piano to a remote tribe in Guyana. Filled with 
humanity, beauty and peril, this is an extraordinary account 
of an action-packed life.

From Utmost East to Utmost West by John Blashford-Snell
Bradt, pbk, 560pp, £14.99

STILL GOING STRONG
“Life is too short to waste time on 
second-class ambitions. Go for the 
big ones.”

Now in his late seventies, Sir Ranulph 
Fiennes looks back on a lifetime of 
exploration, and draws inspiring 
lessons we can all use when faced 
by the tribulations of everyday life. 

Having crossed both Polar ice caps on foot, climbed Everest and 
the Eiger and circumnavigated the world along its polar axis – 
a 53,000 mile odyssey that has never been repeated – Ran looks 
back from the summit of an incredible life and teaches us how 
to learn self-discipline, master fear, plan for success, make our 
own luck, learn from failure, strive to succeed – and keep 
going,whatever life throws at you.

Climb Your Mountain by Ranulph Fiennes
Quercus, hbk, 256pp, £20

NO REST 
FOR THE WELL 
TRAVELLED

9vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022 traveller
An 8-day tailor-made Winter in Alberta holiday starts from £1,815 pp incl. flights 

For more information, call a Wexas specialist on 020 7838 5958 or visit wexas.com/104050

You might know Alberta for its world-class skiing, but there’s so much more to 
this Canadian province’s winter wonderland. Between nights spent in classic 

timber lodges, strike out to explore a mountain wilderness of frozen waterfalls 
and snow-carpeted forests, animated by unique wildlife. 

EXPERIENCE WINTER IN

Alberta
Winter in Banff
The log-cabin idyll of Banff’s eponymous mountain 
town is ideally poised for adventures in what is 
Canada’s first national park. You might want to 
focus on its wildlife, searching for everything from 
bighorn sheep to elk and deer among evergreen 
forests, hoodoo rock formations and frozen lakes. 
Otherwise, for the more active, strap on showshoes 
to trek out to Paint Pots mineral pools for an insight 
into the region’s fur trade history. Or, an icewalk 
tour along steel walkways built into the walls 
of Johnston Canyon will see you among frozen 
waterfalls, caves and ice walls.

Winter in Jasper
The journey along the Icefields Parkway from 
Banff to Jasper is one of North America’s most 
scenic, showcasing snow-covered mountains, icy 
waterfalls and broad valleys – glacier country. 
While Jasper town retains all of the understated 
charm of its railway heritage and alpine-village 
appeal, you’ll also want to explore what is the 

largest national park in the Canadian Rockies. 
Take in the great frozen cascades of Maligne 
Canyon’s 50m gorge on an icewalk. Head to 
Athabasca Valley to spot the likes of elk, wolves 
and coyote among mountain-backed, old-
growth forests. Or, Jasper Dark Sky Planetarium 
and Telescope makes the most of the dark sky 
preserve with stunning views of the Milky Way 
and, luck permitting, the Northern Lights.

Winter in Lake Louise
Returning along the iconic Icefields Parkway, 
you’ll arrive at Lake Louise – a natural wonder fed 
by ancient glaciers and ringed by an amphitheatre 
of high peaks. Explore on snowshoe trails, cable-
car rides or ice-skating outings on the lake itself. 
And, although it features some of the region’s 
most varied skiing, it’s perhaps the sleigh rides 
that offer the most in festive fun. At the end of it 
all, bed down in the landmark Fairmont Chateau. 
Its historic towers and grand facilities are set right 
on the lake itself.

Alberta winter_01.indd   111 23/10/2022   12:06
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Located at the confluence of the Mtkvari and Aragvi rivers some 
15 miles from the present-day capital Tbilisi, the Unesco-listed city 
of Mtskheta is considered the religious heartland of the Orthodox 
Christian nation of Georgia. 

Inhabited for more than a thousand years, it was once the capital of the 
East Georgian kingdom known as Kartli, and the sacred site where, in 
the year 337 ad, Christianity was first proclaimed the country’s official 
religion. The headquarters of the Georgian Orthodox and Apostolic 
Church ever since, the city’s centrepiece is the 11th-century Svetitskhoveli 
Cathedral, an outstanding example of religious architecture and 
undoubtedly one of most beautiful buildings in the Caucasus. 
Constructed in the form of a grand, elongated cross, Svetitskhoveli is 
also one of the region’s most hallowed locations. Here, amidst the fading 
frescoes and glittering icons, hushed prayers drift through the ether 
as worshippers slowly circle around a pillar in the central nave that is 
believed to be the resting place of Christ’s mantle.

According to one of the many versions of the legend that surround it, 
after Christ’s crucifixion in Jerusalem, a Georgian Jew from Mtskheta 
named Elioz purchased Jesus’s robe from a Roman soldier and returned to 
his native city with the garment. When his sister Sidonia laid her hands 
upon it, she immediately died in a paroxysm of fervent faith. The robe 
could not be removed from her rigor mortis clench and so was buried with 
her, its exact location lost to the passing of time until King Mirian founded 
the first church on the site several centuries later. 

During its construction, an enormous cedarwood column designed to 
stand in the church’s centre could not be lifted from the ground, but after 
an all-night prayer vigil led by St. Nino, it miraculously moved of its own 
accord, settling on a spot that revealed the location of the robe’s burial. 
The column subsequently produced many wondrous marvels including 
oozing a divine liquid that cured people of their diseases and so giving 
rise to the church’s name: in the Georgian language sveti means ‘pillar’ 
and tskhoveli means ‘life-giving’.

The Second 
Jerusalem words & picture

Simon Urwin

dream on / georgia
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One of the first quotes in the book that 
stopped me in my tracks is from Mark 
Twain: “Travel is fatal to prejudice, 
bigotry, and narrow-mindedness, 
and many of our people need it sorely 
on these accounts. Broad, wholesome, 
charitable views of men and things 
cannot be acquired by vegetating in 
one little corner of the earth all one’s 
lifetime.” Is travel more important 
than ever in today’s world?

I have just come up to our attic office 
from Exmouth Market, having had 
a mid-morning coffee with an 
enthusiastic young Eland reader from 
Pakistan who was passing through 
London. He spoke so quickly, and 
was so charged with enthusiasm 
for extending the readership 
within his homeland, that I briefly 
became quite optimistic about our 
global future. He has just finished a 
university degree in the Midwest of 
the usa, and was so funny about the 
differences between the passionate 

guest / barnaby rogerson

Passionately 
curious

mark reynolds catches up with publisher, writer and islamic expert
barnaby rogerson as he marks eland’s 40th anniversary with publication of 

on travel and the journey through life.

Eland E-letters edited by Stephanie 
Allen. For it has always been our 
policy to try and include other voices, 
not just our own authors, and other 
things (writing retreats, pilgrimage 
walks, esteemed bookshops, maps and 
book festivals) aside from trying to 
sell classic travel books. But as so often 
happens, there was a lot more work 
that needed to be done. 

Earlier this year we re-launched 
Veronica Doubleday’s Three Women 
of Herat with a concert of Afghan 
music, which felt like the first half 
of a celebration. This summer we 
pitched my old army tent amongst 
the vegetable beds in our cottage in 
Hampshire and invited forty old friends 
to sit along a homemade trestle table 
for a long, lazy all-day lunch. Many of 
them were writers who have helped 
Eland over the years, but we trimmed 
the guest list by keeping it to Wessex. 
So we are now done with celebrations, 
and back to business as normal.

Mark: How did On Travel come 
about? And how else are you 
planning to celebrate Eland’s 
landmark anniversary?

Barnaby: Our first plan was to 
celebrate this anniversary with 
a neat return to our origins. 
John Hatt, the founder of Eland, 
had volunteered to come out of 
retirement and edit the very best of 
Norman Lewis’s travel journalism. 
We fully expect this book will 
emerge next year, but John has been 
stricken by a dose of long Covid and 
we agreed not to hurry him. So one of 
my long-term ambitions to produce 
a book like this – a collection of travel 
wisdom – suddenly found itself at 
the top of the in-tray and with a 
deadline attached. 

It helped that I had already prepared 
a thick folder of my favourite travel 
quotations, partly for the fun of it, 
partly to ornament our monthly 
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has always been done by trusted 
freelancers working from home, 
so that continued virtually unchanged. 
So Eland office life boiled down to a 
husband-and-wife team who could 
walk to work, especially if equipped 
with our dog (always allowed her daily 
walk) or a plastic bag for shopping in 
the Co-op on the corner. 

So we got a lot done. Including the 
three great early classics of travel 
writing – Mary Wortley Montagu, 
Lucie Duff-Gordon and Alexander 
Kinglake – which I had always 
wanted to add to the Eland list, but 
they kept being shunted off in favour 
of something more immediate 
and commercial. We are often 
selling the Eland list as a complete 
library, and these three works 
really needed to be on board. 

I keep up the old tradition of pasting 
the best photographs into albums, 
complete with captions and dates. 

language, lancing pomposity and 
received wisdom, and allowing you 
to catch a glimpse of another way of 
looking at things. If I had to choose 
living writers from our own times, 
Paul Theroux and Jonathan Raban 
would top any list. But when it came 
down to the night of our book launch 
I chose Homer: “Is he not sacred, 
even to the gods, the wandering 
man who comes in weariness?”

How did the Covid pandemic 
and lockdown impact on Eland’s 
publishing programme and 
your personal travel plans?

At the height of the two lockdown 
periods, the big publisher and 
newspaper offices were all empty, 
the bookshops were closed, but we 
kept on trading, responding to isolated 
customers, often old and alone, 
who wanted the companionship 
of our books. We are lucky that at 
least two-thirds of our office work 

liberalism of his university and 
the surrounding sea of apathy that 
appeared to be proud of its ignorance 
about the rest of the planet. Mark 
Twain’s quote remains very relevant. 

What are your own favourite words 
of wisdom about travel, and why?

I am locked into a love-hate relationship 
with St Augustine, on one hand so 
humane and wise, yet on the other 
such a thug – using all his intellectual 
skills as an attack-dog on behalf of 
the Catholic Church. I also realise 
that although we have almost 
deified St Oscar, if he was alive today, 
his passion for rent boys from the 
stables would mean that he would 
probably be either behind bars as 
a sex pest or endlessly harassed by 
tabloid journalism. Mark Twain 
might also be under investigation...

Yet these three men always seem 
to get it so right when it comes to 



One of the first quotes in the book that 
stopped me in my tracks is from Mark 
Twain: “Travel is fatal to prejudice, 
bigotry, and narrow-mindedness, 
and many of our people need it sorely 
on these accounts. Broad, wholesome, 
charitable views of men and things 
cannot be acquired by vegetating in 
one little corner of the earth all one’s 
lifetime.” Is travel more important 
than ever in today’s world?

I have just come up to our attic office 
from Exmouth Market, having had 
a mid-morning coffee with an 
enthusiastic young Eland reader from 
Pakistan who was passing through 
London. He spoke so quickly, and 
was so charged with enthusiasm 
for extending the readership 
within his homeland, that I briefly 
became quite optimistic about our 
global future. He has just finished a 
university degree in the Midwest of 
the usa, and was so funny about the 
differences between the passionate 

guest / barnaby rogerson

Passionately 
curious

mark reynolds catches up with publisher, writer and islamic expert
barnaby rogerson as he marks eland’s 40th anniversary with publication of 

on travel and the journey through life.

Eland E-letters edited by Stephanie 
Allen. For it has always been our 
policy to try and include other voices, 
not just our own authors, and other 
things (writing retreats, pilgrimage 
walks, esteemed bookshops, maps and 
book festivals) aside from trying to 
sell classic travel books. But as so often 
happens, there was a lot more work 
that needed to be done. 

Earlier this year we re-launched 
Veronica Doubleday’s Three Women 
of Herat with a concert of Afghan 
music, which felt like the first half 
of a celebration. This summer we 
pitched my old army tent amongst 
the vegetable beds in our cottage in 
Hampshire and invited forty old friends 
to sit along a homemade trestle table 
for a long, lazy all-day lunch. Many of 
them were writers who have helped 
Eland over the years, but we trimmed 
the guest list by keeping it to Wessex. 
So we are now done with celebrations, 
and back to business as normal.

Mark: How did On Travel come 
about? And how else are you 
planning to celebrate Eland’s 
landmark anniversary?

Barnaby: Our first plan was to 
celebrate this anniversary with 
a neat return to our origins. 
John Hatt, the founder of Eland, 
had volunteered to come out of 
retirement and edit the very best of 
Norman Lewis’s travel journalism. 
We fully expect this book will 
emerge next year, but John has been 
stricken by a dose of long Covid and 
we agreed not to hurry him. So one of 
my long-term ambitions to produce 
a book like this – a collection of travel 
wisdom – suddenly found itself at 
the top of the in-tray and with a 
deadline attached. 

It helped that I had already prepared 
a thick folder of my favourite travel 
quotations, partly for the fun of it, 
partly to ornament our monthly 

12 traveller  vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022

barnaby rogerson / guest

13vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022 traveller

has always been done by trusted 
freelancers working from home, 
so that continued virtually unchanged. 
So Eland office life boiled down to a 
husband-and-wife team who could 
walk to work, especially if equipped 
with our dog (always allowed her daily 
walk) or a plastic bag for shopping in 
the Co-op on the corner. 

So we got a lot done. Including the 
three great early classics of travel 
writing – Mary Wortley Montagu, 
Lucie Duff-Gordon and Alexander 
Kinglake – which I had always 
wanted to add to the Eland list, but 
they kept being shunted off in favour 
of something more immediate 
and commercial. We are often 
selling the Eland list as a complete 
library, and these three works 
really needed to be on board. 

I keep up the old tradition of pasting 
the best photographs into albums, 
complete with captions and dates. 

language, lancing pomposity and 
received wisdom, and allowing you 
to catch a glimpse of another way of 
looking at things. If I had to choose 
living writers from our own times, 
Paul Theroux and Jonathan Raban 
would top any list. But when it came 
down to the night of our book launch 
I chose Homer: “Is he not sacred, 
even to the gods, the wandering 
man who comes in weariness?”

How did the Covid pandemic 
and lockdown impact on Eland’s 
publishing programme and 
your personal travel plans?

At the height of the two lockdown 
periods, the big publisher and 
newspaper offices were all empty, 
the bookshops were closed, but we 
kept on trading, responding to isolated 
customers, often old and alone, 
who wanted the companionship 
of our books. We are lucky that at 
least two-thirds of our office work 

liberalism of his university and 
the surrounding sea of apathy that 
appeared to be proud of its ignorance 
about the rest of the planet. Mark 
Twain’s quote remains very relevant. 

What are your own favourite words 
of wisdom about travel, and why?

I am locked into a love-hate relationship 
with St Augustine, on one hand so 
humane and wise, yet on the other 
such a thug – using all his intellectual 
skills as an attack-dog on behalf of 
the Catholic Church. I also realise 
that although we have almost 
deified St Oscar, if he was alive today, 
his passion for rent boys from the 
stables would mean that he would 
probably be either behind bars as 
a sex pest or endlessly harassed by 
tabloid journalism. Mark Twain 
might also be under investigation...

Yet these three men always seem 
to get it so right when it comes to 



My ambitions have always been 
to keep Eland exactly as John 
established it, but to slowly grow 
it so that we become the natural 
companion of any traveller. Pat your 
pockets to check: passport, wallet, 
tickets, Eland paperback.  

Chief landmarks? Dervla Murphy, 
Nigel Barley, Jonathan Raban, 
Nicolas Bouvier, Ronald Wright, 
Jan Morris, Mark Shand. They have 

guest / barnaby rogerson

successor at Eland. He had almost 
worked himself to death as a magazine 
travel editor, running Eland and setting 
up Cheapflights, but made a fortune 
as a web entrepreneur. We had some 
friends in common who looked at the 
suggested deal, and all agreed it was 
a very fair price, albeit calculated in a 
very odd way. It became a throwaway 
price when one of the last books that 
he selected to join the list became a 
runaway bestseller the next year.  

During Covid I looked at these old 
albums and felt almost travel sick 
with the dizzy amount of travelling I 
have achieved over the last fifty years, 
most especially across North Africa, 
the Sahara and the Levant.  

The international medical frontiers 
were always sporadic and unpredict-
able during Covid, but by ignoring all 
well-meaning advice and cracking 
into the online paperwork that was 
required, I managed to complete two 
more Roman road journeys across 
western Turkey with Don McCullin, 
taking advantage of periodic lulls in the 
lockdowns. Apart from the complete 
lack of any other tourists, there were 
some unexpected side effects. I was 
bitten by a dog, which led to a series 
of anti-rabies jabs, and Don was stung 
by a scorpion, which turned out to be 
merely VERY painful and not lethal. 
But all this work has now been hand-
developed by Don in his studio and 
will be published by Cornucopia next 
year as Don McCullin in Anatolia, 
a companion to Southern Frontiers, 
which surveyed the classical ruins 
of North Africa.  

You’ve been running Eland since 
2000. How did the acquisition come 
about? What were your ambitions 
for the list at that time, and what 
landmarks are you most proud 
of along the way?

I wrote a fan letter to John Hatt in 
green ink when I was a student at 
St Andrews.  I became even more of 
a long-term supporter of Eland when 
I wrote and researched guidebooks 
to Morocco, Tunisia, Cyprus and 
Istanbul as a young man. Then I set 
up Sickle Moon Books to reprint the 
North African books I had tried to 
encourage John to reprint but which 
he had declined. Nevertheless I 
wrote him a second letter, warning 
him what I was about to do. By some 
happy coincidence, this letter arrived 
when he was looking around for a 
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Crossing the Galata 
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with Antony Sattin – 
taken by an amateur 
local photographer 
intrigued by 
English hats.
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the light with Don 
McCullin in Assos, 
western Turkey.
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at Mihrimah Sultan 
Mosque, Üsküdar.
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also been our dividends, talking, 
drinking and working with such 
exceptional individuals.   

You say you became a writer of travel 
guides after a chance encounter in 
the Outer Hebrides. What’s the story?

The mother of a friend from university 
had written a guidebook to Scotland, 
and when I looked interested over 
breakfast one morning she asked me 
to have a quick glance at the proofs, 
especially the history section. I was 
staying with them in the Outer 
Hebrides, so there was plenty of 
time to read and chat. Months later, 
I got a totally unexpected reward, 
as the publishing company she 
wrote for were looking for someone 
to write about Morocco, and she 
remembered my enthusiasm.  

You studied Medieval History at 
St Andrews. Did that spark your 
interest in the Islamic world, or had 
that fascination already taken hold?

I spent three years in Gibraltar when 
the frontier with Spain was sealed, 
so I explored Morocco as a teenager, 
both on family camping expeditions 
and on day trips to Tangiers. It was 
impossible not to notice how ignorant 
everyone was about Islam, if not 
actively hostile, which kick-started 
my own reading. I am afraid the 
principal topics within Medieval 
History, as then taught, were almost 
exclusively concerned with Western 
Christianity, basically secular 
Imperialists versus the Papacy.  

What can readers expect from your 
next book, A House Divided?

My best stories have always been told 
beside a camp fire flickering light onto 
the darkness of the sand dunes or on 
endlessly long coach journeys, where 
there have been no other distractions. 
I love the shift from the very intimate 
and precise, such as the last day of 

the life of the Prophet Muhammad 
(each hour loaded with critical 
importance for future generations) 
to the broad picture, when you hover 
high above the mountains and sketch 
out a few centuries of inhuman history, 
before descending to observe another 
critically intimate moment in the 
narrative: the death of Hassan, or the 
letters sent to the scholars of Jebel 
Ammar inviting them to bring their 
learning to Safavid Iran. 

Where in the world have you travelled 
that has since irrevocably changed?

I am not a fan of four-lane motorways 
which all over the world have drained 
small communities of their animation 
by directing trade into near-identical 
shopping malls filled with canned 
air and bored staff, all surrounded by 
hundreds of acres of bleak tarmac. 
This Mordor grows inexorably 
everywhere. Irrevocably?   

What is the most ambitious journey 
you are yet to make?

We hope to charter an old fishing boat 
to take us to three remote islands in 
the Outer Hebrides that we have been 
looking at for over twenty-five years 
as we walk the hills and swim off the 
beaches. But I am content to leave many 
continents blank, and just fill in the 
gaps in my personal jigsaw: especially 
eastern Turkey and western Iran.  

What’s next for Eland?

We have been talking to the literary 
heirs of Peter Fleming and Peter Mayne 
for many a year but have finally signed 
a pair of contracts. One that is well 
underway is to take extracts from all of 
Dervla Murphy’s twenty-five books to 
make a single narrative of her lifelong 
journey, in her own words. She was 
always a prescient and a precise 
observer, and in the last year of her life 
was interested in this project, boiling 
down the stock to extract the essence.  

barnaby rogerson / guest

Parallel to foreign travel we have a 
passion for deep travel, especially if the 
animated chatter of the educated is 
briefly silent and the forgotten people, 
the working class of the British Isles, 
are allowed to speak. We have slowly 
built up a dozen such books, and we 
want to find more. But they are rare, 
as Pliny explains: “The fortunate man is 
he to whom the gods have granted the 
power to write what is worth recording, 
or to write what is worth reading, 
and most fortunate of all is the man 
who can do both.”

Aside from publishing and writing 
books, you work as a lecturer, a tour 
guide, a tv presenter, journalist and 
reviewer. How do you find the time? 
And what are you up to next?

I vote but I do not watch television, 
I read widely but no newspapers, 
I respect the passion that others 
have for team sports and ball 
games (or for fishing, shooting 
and hunting) but they do not 
animate me in the slightest. 
This all helps me find the time to 
do things that really interest me. 

Is there a single thread that 
weaves together all your writings, 
activities and curiosities?

To follow in the footsteps of Albert 
Einstein might sound pretentious, 
except for his proscription, “I have no 
special talents. I am only passionately 
curious.” Further qualified by 
Apollinaire: “I love men, not for what 
unites them, but for what divides them, 
and I want to know most of all what 
gnaws at their hearts.” 

On Travel and the 
Journey Through 
Life edited by 
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142pp, £9.99
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My ambitions have always been 
to keep Eland exactly as John 
established it, but to slowly grow 
it so that we become the natural 
companion of any traveller. Pat your 
pockets to check: passport, wallet, 
tickets, Eland paperback.  

Chief landmarks? Dervla Murphy, 
Nigel Barley, Jonathan Raban, 
Nicolas Bouvier, Ronald Wright, 
Jan Morris, Mark Shand. They have 
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successor at Eland. He had almost 
worked himself to death as a magazine 
travel editor, running Eland and setting 
up Cheapflights, but made a fortune 
as a web entrepreneur. We had some 
friends in common who looked at the 
suggested deal, and all agreed it was 
a very fair price, albeit calculated in a 
very odd way. It became a throwaway 
price when one of the last books that 
he selected to join the list became a 
runaway bestseller the next year.  

During Covid I looked at these old 
albums and felt almost travel sick 
with the dizzy amount of travelling I 
have achieved over the last fifty years, 
most especially across North Africa, 
the Sahara and the Levant.  

The international medical frontiers 
were always sporadic and unpredict-
able during Covid, but by ignoring all 
well-meaning advice and cracking 
into the online paperwork that was 
required, I managed to complete two 
more Roman road journeys across 
western Turkey with Don McCullin, 
taking advantage of periodic lulls in the 
lockdowns. Apart from the complete 
lack of any other tourists, there were 
some unexpected side effects. I was 
bitten by a dog, which led to a series 
of anti-rabies jabs, and Don was stung 
by a scorpion, which turned out to be 
merely VERY painful and not lethal. 
But all this work has now been hand-
developed by Don in his studio and 
will be published by Cornucopia next 
year as Don McCullin in Anatolia, 
a companion to Southern Frontiers, 
which surveyed the classical ruins 
of North Africa.  

You’ve been running Eland since 
2000. How did the acquisition come 
about? What were your ambitions 
for the list at that time, and what 
landmarks are you most proud 
of along the way?

I wrote a fan letter to John Hatt in 
green ink when I was a student at 
St Andrews.  I became even more of 
a long-term supporter of Eland when 
I wrote and researched guidebooks 
to Morocco, Tunisia, Cyprus and 
Istanbul as a young man. Then I set 
up Sickle Moon Books to reprint the 
North African books I had tried to 
encourage John to reprint but which 
he had declined. Nevertheless I 
wrote him a second letter, warning 
him what I was about to do. By some 
happy coincidence, this letter arrived 
when he was looking around for a 
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also been our dividends, talking, 
drinking and working with such 
exceptional individuals.   

You say you became a writer of travel 
guides after a chance encounter in 
the Outer Hebrides. What’s the story?

The mother of a friend from university 
had written a guidebook to Scotland, 
and when I looked interested over 
breakfast one morning she asked me 
to have a quick glance at the proofs, 
especially the history section. I was 
staying with them in the Outer 
Hebrides, so there was plenty of 
time to read and chat. Months later, 
I got a totally unexpected reward, 
as the publishing company she 
wrote for were looking for someone 
to write about Morocco, and she 
remembered my enthusiasm.  

You studied Medieval History at 
St Andrews. Did that spark your 
interest in the Islamic world, or had 
that fascination already taken hold?

I spent three years in Gibraltar when 
the frontier with Spain was sealed, 
so I explored Morocco as a teenager, 
both on family camping expeditions 
and on day trips to Tangiers. It was 
impossible not to notice how ignorant 
everyone was about Islam, if not 
actively hostile, which kick-started 
my own reading. I am afraid the 
principal topics within Medieval 
History, as then taught, were almost 
exclusively concerned with Western 
Christianity, basically secular 
Imperialists versus the Papacy.  

What can readers expect from your 
next book, A House Divided?

My best stories have always been told 
beside a camp fire flickering light onto 
the darkness of the sand dunes or on 
endlessly long coach journeys, where 
there have been no other distractions. 
I love the shift from the very intimate 
and precise, such as the last day of 

the life of the Prophet Muhammad 
(each hour loaded with critical 
importance for future generations) 
to the broad picture, when you hover 
high above the mountains and sketch 
out a few centuries of inhuman history, 
before descending to observe another 
critically intimate moment in the 
narrative: the death of Hassan, or the 
letters sent to the scholars of Jebel 
Ammar inviting them to bring their 
learning to Safavid Iran. 

Where in the world have you travelled 
that has since irrevocably changed?

I am not a fan of four-lane motorways 
which all over the world have drained 
small communities of their animation 
by directing trade into near-identical 
shopping malls filled with canned 
air and bored staff, all surrounded by 
hundreds of acres of bleak tarmac. 
This Mordor grows inexorably 
everywhere. Irrevocably?   

What is the most ambitious journey 
you are yet to make?

We hope to charter an old fishing boat 
to take us to three remote islands in 
the Outer Hebrides that we have been 
looking at for over twenty-five years 
as we walk the hills and swim off the 
beaches. But I am content to leave many 
continents blank, and just fill in the 
gaps in my personal jigsaw: especially 
eastern Turkey and western Iran.  

What’s next for Eland?

We have been talking to the literary 
heirs of Peter Fleming and Peter Mayne 
for many a year but have finally signed 
a pair of contracts. One that is well 
underway is to take extracts from all of 
Dervla Murphy’s twenty-five books to 
make a single narrative of her lifelong 
journey, in her own words. She was 
always a prescient and a precise 
observer, and in the last year of her life 
was interested in this project, boiling 
down the stock to extract the essence.  

barnaby rogerson / guest

Parallel to foreign travel we have a 
passion for deep travel, especially if the 
animated chatter of the educated is 
briefly silent and the forgotten people, 
the working class of the British Isles, 
are allowed to speak. We have slowly 
built up a dozen such books, and we 
want to find more. But they are rare, 
as Pliny explains: “The fortunate man is 
he to whom the gods have granted the 
power to write what is worth recording, 
or to write what is worth reading, 
and most fortunate of all is the man 
who can do both.”

Aside from publishing and writing 
books, you work as a lecturer, a tour 
guide, a tv presenter, journalist and 
reviewer. How do you find the time? 
And what are you up to next?

I vote but I do not watch television, 
I read widely but no newspapers, 
I respect the passion that others 
have for team sports and ball 
games (or for fishing, shooting 
and hunting) but they do not 
animate me in the slightest. 
This all helps me find the time to 
do things that really interest me. 

Is there a single thread that 
weaves together all your writings, 
activities and curiosities?

To follow in the footsteps of Albert 
Einstein might sound pretentious, 
except for his proscription, “I have no 
special talents. I am only passionately 
curious.” Further qualified by 
Apollinaire: “I love men, not for what 
unites them, but for what divides them, 
and I want to know most of all what 
gnaws at their hearts.” 
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of spain’s majestic third city: valencia. 
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“To say ‘I don’t trust you’, you place
the edge of the fan to your lips,” says 
Vicente Benlloch, who demonstrates 
by pointing a fan theatrically to his 
mouth. “To say ‘I love you’, the fan 
goes direct to the heart,” he adds, 
plunging it towards his chest as if it 
were a dagger. “This is the historic 
language of foldable fans that was 
once used in the Spanish royal courts. 
It’s how the women talked to the 
men. ‘Yes’, ‘no’, ‘I’m jealous’, ‘kiss me’ 
– they could all be said with the fan.”

Benlloch then picks up a paintbrush 
and returns to a semicircle of 
pleated silk on his workshop table to 
decorate it with an intricate garland 
of roses – a skill he learned from his 
grandfather, who established the 
family’s fan-decorating business 
in 1910. “The fan is often associated 
with the flamenco, but it is not just 
for dancing; they are used by lots 
of Spanish people because they are 
easy to carry and are perfect for the 
hot climate,” he explains. “People 
assume they are from Andalusia, 
but they have a long history of being 
made here in Valencia. It is the 
capital of foldable fans. And we have 
the Silk Road to thank for that.”     

The folding silk fan is thought to have 
been introduced to Spain in the mid-
15th century by trading ships from 
Japan. It grew in popularity, first 
amongst royalty and nobility before 
spreading to the wider population. 
Valencia’s position as a key trading 
hub along the Silk Road gave it ready 
access to the requisite raw materials 
and so over time it grew to become 
the leading centre of fan manufacture 
on the Iberian Peninsula.

The city’s Silk Exchange, La Lonja, 
constructed between 1482 and 
1533, stands as testament to this 
time – when the port city was 
booming, including the trade in 
woven silk and cocoons, and its 
arts and crafts were flourishing. 
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Previous spread:
Valencia skyline from 
the top of the 14th 
century Serranos 
Towers.

Clockwise from 
top left: Sign 
advertising Agua de 
Valencia – a cocktail 
made from cava, 
orange juice, vodka 
and gin; Interior, 
Central Market of 
Valencia; Paella, 
L’Establiment.

Now a Unesco World Heritage Site, 
the edifice’s most spectacular room 
is the Salón Columnario, a temple 
to commerce with twisted stone 
columns – carved so as to resemble 
silk thread – that soar fifty feet 
high to a vaulted ceiling once 
painted blue and dotted with stars 
to represent heaven on earth.  

The Silk Exchange is just one of many 
striking buildings in Valencia; its 
skyline boasts an eclectic mix of 
Gothic, Baroque, Modernista and 
Renaissance architecture that can 
be found right across the city from 
the characterful old quarter to the 
long stretch of golden beach. The 
most atmospheric is undoubtedly 
the art nouveau Central Market, a 
cathedral-like space of iron columns, 
painted ceramics and stained glass 
that dates back to 1928. The largest 
market with fresh produce in Europe, 
there are more than 1,200 stalls here, 
each bursting with the flavours 

and aromas of the Mediterranean 
– from spices, cheeses and seafood, 
to fruits, nuts and vegetables, many 
of which are produced in Valencia’s 
vast market gardens, including 
the famously plump and aromatic 
Perelló tomatoes which are grown in 
sandy soil close to the sea, resulting 
in a uniquely intense flavour. 

To sample the region’s extraordinary 
variety and quality of fresh produce, 
there is a small restaurant inside the 
market run by Michelin-starred chef 
Ricard Camarena: the Central Bar. 
I take a counter seat to order one of 
his famously indulgent sandwiches 
– settling for the Canalla, made with 
spicy morcilla sausage, scrambled 
egg and pickled pepper – and sit 
back with a glass of local red Safrá 
wine to watch the ebb and flow of 
daily life, which appears to involve 
as much talking as it does buying 
and selling. “I think it’s why there 
is a parrot symbol on the roof of 

the market,” says Valencia native 
Paloma Ceballos who sits next to me. 
“People love to talk and they chatter 
like parrots do in the trees. When you 
bump into someone, you don’t know 
when you might see them again so 
you make time to catch up, have a 
coffee, a snack or a glass of horchata 
(a traditional Valencian milk drink 
made from tiger nuts). It is all 
part of the Valencian good life.”

That ‘good life’ also includes benign 
weather, a vibrant arts scene and 
swathes of green space, of which 
the five-mile-long Turia Gardens 
best reflects the city’s spirit for 
innovation – created by diverting 
the flood-prone River Turia to the 
outskirts and transforming the 
riverbed into one of the largest urban 
parks in the country. Food remains 
a major highlight though, with 
first-class restaurants and year-
round gastronomic events; locals 
even enjoy an additional mealtime 
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wine to watch the ebb and flow of 
daily life, which appears to involve 
as much talking as it does buying 
and selling. “I think it’s why there 
is a parrot symbol on the roof of 

the market,” says Valencia native 
Paloma Ceballos who sits next to me. 
“People love to talk and they chatter 
like parrots do in the trees. When you 
bump into someone, you don’t know 
when you might see them again so 
you make time to catch up, have a 
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innovation – created by diverting 
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time over the burning embers of 
orange tree wood. “The rosemary 
and the wood fire give you smoky 
and herbal touches – and pim, pam, 
poom! There you have it,” she says, 
finally delivering the pan to the table.
The paella is delicious: rich and meaty, 
with an earthy note from the beans 
and the snails, and a sweet, floral 
finish from the saffron. The highlight 
is the soccarat – a word derived 
from the verb socarrar meaning 
‘to burn’ – the moreish, crunchy 
crust at the bottom of the pan made 
up of caramelised and toasted rice. 
“Paella is more than a just a meal 
though,” says Giner, refilling my 
glass with a red Bobal, her personal 
recommendation for the best wine 
to accompany it. “The circular pan 
encourages sharing – like barbecue 
does. It takes a while to cook too, so 
it slows down time; you drink, you 
talk, you spend quality time with 
family and friends. In Valencia, 
paella signifies togetherness.”

– the almuerzo valenciano – 
traditionally eaten between 
breakfast and lunch at around 10am, 
and often accompanied with wine 
or beer. Of all the city’s culinary 
traditions though, its most renowned 
is paella valenciana – the pan-cooked 
concoction of rabbit, poultry, snails, 
beans and rice that is considered by 
many to be the national dish of Spain. 

Historically, rice has been grown 
in the region since the Moors 
introduced the crop over 1,500 years 
ago. Rice farmers would prepare 
their lunch in paddies over an open 
wood fire, combining grains with 
whatever ingredients they could 
find, and so giving birth to the paella. 
The dish was refined over time, and 
eventually took its name from the 
broad, shallow pan – the paellera 
– that was used to ensure the rice 
cooked evenly over a fierce heat.

Today, rice-growing in the province 
of Valencia is concentrated just 
12 miles from the city centre in La 
Albufera, Spanish for ‘lagoon’, one 
of the largest wetland areas in the 
country and home to more than 350 
species of birds. Locals also flock here, 
to the village of El Palmar, for some of 
the region’s best and most traditional 
paella, notably at L’Establiment, a 
restaurant built by the Giner Doñate 
family on the foundations of a two-
hundred-year-old farm building, 
where the hulls and brans were once 
removed from paddy grains by hand 
to produce polished white paella rice.

“The secret to good paella valenciana 
is fresh ingredients and not to 
mess with the traditional recipe 
of rabbit, chicken and snails,” says 
head chef Silvia Giner as she pours 
a glug of emerald-coloured olive oil 
into a paella pan in the restaurant 
kitchen. “You should never use 
onion or garlic, for example. That’s 
sacrilege, like serving pizza with 
pineapple. It should never end up the 

colour of sunshine either. That shows 
it’s full of artificial ingredients.”

After browning the rabbit and 
chicken, Giner – who was taught 
how to cook by her mother and has 
been making paella for over 40 years 
– adds the remaining ingredients, 
including tomatoes, saffron and butter 
beans, before filling the paellera to 
the brim with water. “It needs two 
or three reductions which takes 
around one and half hours, but good 
things come to those that wait,” 
she says. Rice is added thereafter 
and cooked for a further 15 to 20 
minutes. Giner swears by the Bahia 
and Senia varieties: “they have a lot 
of starch which gives the liquid broth 
real substance. But one important 
thing: never stir the rice. This is 
paella we’re making, not risotto.” 
She then transfers the pan from the 
stovetop to an open fireplace, adds 
a few sprigs of rosemary on top and 
gives it a final few minutes’ cooking 
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Falling for Phú Quôc

“Do you think it’s here we’re supposed to turn?”
Pulling over and planting my feet, I feel my partner’s phone 
pressing into my shoulder as she swipes into the map.

“It should be here. Can you see a driveway?”

I scan around, wiping a sticky aggregation of sweat, soot 
and sunscreen from the corners of my eyes. “Possibly… 
maybe where that bike’s going?” To my left, a wiry man 
churns through loose gravel and past an idle road-roller 
before bouncing down a dusty track of compacted clay and 
trash, flip-flops spread wide, toes pointing skywards.

We’re not sure. Ahead, a concrete factory belches smoke; 
teams of men in oily overalls buzz past; to my right a mangy 
monkey is chained to a pole outside a shack. This doesn’t look 
like the entrance to a tropical island resort.

Making the turning, we too bounce off down the track, 
a gauntlet of shuddering crevasses and slithery quagmires. 
This last kilometre takes fifteen minutes, but at the end, 
believe it or not, lies a coconut grove, a shimmering sea 
and, yes, a tropical resort.

In fact, almost the entire west coast of Phú Quốc is now 
tropical resort, but much to my partner’s disappointment, 
I have found the cheapest, a ramshackle collection of locally-
owned bungalows built inches from the surf long before 
such fancy neighbours as the Coral Peninsula and the Green 
Bay Resort & Spa were twinkles in a hospitality chain’s eye. 
I suspect it won’t be here for long. This island in the Gulf of 
Thailand, Vietnam’s more by a quirk of history than any 
obvious geographical connection, is developing fast.

It’s the largest island around, large enough to land jumbos 
from all over Asia. A shiny new airport has elbowed the old 
one out of the way and ushered in a construction boom of 
ersatz Mediterranean tourist towns, all pastel paintwork, 
Roman ruins and Venetian arches. Shelving gently from the 
shoreline, the water is warm, calm and crystal clear, and 
every evening it reflects a pinkish palette as the sun sinks 
below the waves. Why go all the way to Europe with this 
on your doorstep?

For a long time living in Saigon, with less garish tropical 
islands on my doorstep, I would ask a different question: 
why go to Phú Quốc at all? It started with my good friend 
Jon’s new puppy. Square jawed, lean and athletic, ears 
proud, his cinnamon eyes angular and alert, his coat 
a mesmerising velvet brindle, Dexter is leading-man 
material. But most eyecatching of all is the tufty mane 
of hair that runs the length of his spine. Dexter, I’d learn, 
is a Phú Quốc Ridgeback.

On the island, these dogs are everywhere, curled up 
on verandahs, rooting around rockpools, barking at 
motorbikes and even climbing coconuts; some are pets, 
some feral, all are gorgeous and gregarious. Their origin is 
a mystery, particularly the ridged back. “They’re survivors 
from the wreck of a Chinese merchant ship on its way back 
from Africa,” one waiter tells me. Whatever the truth, their 
existence is my gateway to getting hooked on Phú Quốc.

The island’s size may have brought the developers and 
tourists, but it also hides them. Theirs is the west coast;  
leave it, and a land spoken of wistfully by ageing hippies 
begins to emerge. Around the north and east, miles of lazy 
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beaches and sleepy fishing shanties hold back the jungle. 
Informal eateries are built out on stilts, and we spend 
boozy afternoons with grilled abalone, cobia hotpot and 
sea urchin congee as fluorescent fish flit beneath us and 
locals potter about on homemade rafts and crafts cobbled 
together from jetsam. The becalmed waters here blend 
with the sky in a haze, and Cambodia looms on the horizon.

It’s not just sunsets keeping the resorts hemmed in, for a 
tsunami of cliffs towers over the northeastern coastline, 
dividing the island and shielding a realm of cicada-
screaming forest. Here, I climb the steep trail and rickety 
ladders up to -Dı nh Tiên So’n peak for views of orchards 
and pepper plantations and both coastlines stretching 
away to the south; later I wash my dusty, aching feet in 
the cool pools at Suối -Dá Bàn, one of several waterfalls that 
tumble off the massif. In this lost world I meet giant alien 
centipedes with bright orange legs, and noisy racket-tailed 
drongos whose ridiculous appendages stream behind 
them like kites.

In patches of undergrowth in the rainforest, bushes bloom 
a rich purple, and I recognise their star-shaped flowers and 
racy stamens from labels on bottles in Du’o’ng -Dông, the 
island’s main town. The fruit of hoa sim, or rose myrtle, 
is made into sim wine, a sweet tipple islanders accompany 
with seafood. I pair it with goi cá trích, a local herring 
and coconut ceviche, and enjoy the match; though taking 
another bottle onto the beach after dinner is even better.

Despite being the pulse of the tourist heartland, Du’o’ng 
-Dông, with its snaking trawler-lined creek and rowdy 
nightlife, is also the best place to discover local delicacies. 
At a famous harbourside bistro I follow an island rite of 
passage, mixing my own ratio of msg, sugar, chilli and 
calamansi in a bowl to accompany bún quâ. y, a squid and 
fishcake noodle soup, and slurp until my lips can no longer 
take the tingle. On another morning in town I try a less 
heralded speciality, and with it my conversion to Phú 
Quốc-ophilia is complete. In bún kèn, noodles are topped 
with fresh herbs, crunchy cucumber and green papaya, 
before a lemongrass and fishmeal-infused coconut cream 
is dolloped over the top. An esteemed local writer calls it 
‘Phú Quốc in a bowl’ and I can’t beat his description.

On Christmas day we grill prawns and okra under the 
casuarina trees at our ramshackle resort. Far in the 
distance I see the boxy glints of garish hotels, but there’s 
enough wild shoreline between us for now. Ridgebacks 
splash in the surf, another bottle of sim wine is opened, 
and as the sun begins its descent I’m cruel enough 
to videocall family in England. This, I realise, is why 
you visit Phú Quốc.
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A new 90-minute documentary produced by
bbc/pbs called Lions: The Rise and Fall of the Marsh 
Pride provides a potent reminder of the plight of 
Africa’s last lions, reviving memories of an event 
that shocked Big Cat Diary’s (1996–2008) legions 
of fans that had made household names of these 
lions. On Sunday 6 December 2015 news broke of 
the poisoning of eight members of the pride that 
had killed cattle encroaching inside the Reserve at 
night. The carcass was then laced with the highly 
toxic pesticide Furadan. Three of the lions died – 
Sienna (aged 10), Bibi (aged 17) and a young male 
named Alan (Charm’s son). Graphic and harrowing 
imagery lies at the heart of the documentary 
that draws on a potent mix of stakeholders’ and 
witnesses’ voices to narrate the story. 

We have followed the fates and fortunes of the 
Marsh Pride since 1977. Our base at Governors’ 
Camp is set close to the glorious Musiara Marsh 
which gave the Marsh Lions their name and 
is the heart of their dry season territory. To the 
east, the intermittent watercourse known as 
the Bila Shaka Lugga has always been the pride’s 
traditional breeding site and resting place. Bila 
Shaka means ‘without fail’ in Swahili, testimony 

to the fact that you could always find lions here. 
That is no longer the case. Lions have lost 95% of 
their historical range, and since Disney’s The Lion 
King was aired in 1994, Africa’s lion population has 
halved. Loss of habitat, the bushmeat trade (killing 
wild animals for meat) and conflict with man are 
the major concerns. Today there are just 20,000 
lions remaining in Africa, whose 1.2 billion human 
population is due to double by 2050. 

People ask if we were shocked by the poisoning. 
No. Tens of thousands of cattle were being herded 
into the Reserve every night when visitors were 
safely out of sight – but when the likelihood of 
conflict with predators such as lions and hyenas 
was at its greatest. Night incursions makes no 
sense, not least when its iconic lions are the 
bedrock of Kenya’s tourism industry. However, 
from the herdsman’s perspective when a lion 
kills a cow it is as if someone has hacked their 
bank account with little chance of compensation. 
A number of initiatives such as the Mara 
Predator Conservation Programme (for which 
we are Ambassadors) are helping to address the 
problem at root cause, encouraging the provision 
of predator-proof stockades constructed from 
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recycled plastic poles, wire fencing and metal 
doorways. The installation of solar-charged 
flickering lights is another highly effective 
innovation to deter predators at night. But none 
of this helps if livestock is grazed at night.

Traditionally the Maasai were active during 
daytime, returning to their homes with their 
livestock before nightfall when predators such as 
lions, hyenas and leopards are most active. But as 
communally owned land has been subdivided 
into individually owned plots of 100–150 acres 
the Maasai have become more sedentary, 
constructing permanent dwellings and fences. 
Some landowners have opted to lease their land 
to tourism partners for a monthly fee per acre, 
creating Wildlife Conservancies where cattle 
grazing is permitted on a rotational basis and 
predators thrive. But others cling to a purely herding 
existence with the Reserve seen as additional 
grazing, a practice tacitly condoned by the local 
authorities. Deep tracks leading into the Reserve are 
visible from space, along with piles of cattle dung 
scattered deep inside it. The Musiara area is not 
alone. Guides from other parts of the Mara have 
been complaining about this situation for years.

The Marsh Pride has always been particularly 
vulnerable to conflict due to its territory 
spreading beyond the Reserve boundary. 
When Musiara Marsh becomes waterlogged the 
lions move to higher ground to north and east 
where they can find prey – either wild herbivores 
or livestock. Losing lions to poisoning or spearing 
is part of life for the Marsh Pride, and many of 
the stars of Big Cat Diary have been speared 
or poisoned over the years, such as the pride 
male Scruffy and the lionesses Lispy, White Eye 
and Red. In 2004 the pride numbered 29 lions. 
Today due to pressure from livestock invasions 
and a shortage of prey the core group of 11 lions 
have abandoned their territory and moved into 
the Mara North Wildlife Conservancy. Who knows 
when or if they will return. Eight years on it 
is time to act. The Maasai Mara is a priceless 
heritage that must be nurtured. There should 
be a strictly enforced embargo on grazing of 
livestock within the Reserve and a moratorium 
on any further tourism development. 
What a miracle it would be if the demise of the 
Marsh Pride became the catalyst for serious 
dialogue and change as to how the Maasai 
Mara is managed.
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greece / visions

The promise 
of summer
The valleys around Olympos were
lush and green, and once I reached the 
ridge, the land descended in tapering 
fingers towards the blue sea. I was free 
again – walking along the road for 
hours, with sea and hills and nothing 
else – as I headed to see Minas’s 
taverna at the beach.

I’d never seen a landscape quite as 
dramatic and empty; the wild north 
of the island was protected against 
development. Amid a heady scent of 
pines, I turned off the road on to a dirt 
track that wound around hillsides, 
whose slopes fell away steeply on 
either side to thick trees. It was so easy 
to be captivated by an unspoiled Greek 
island in early May, with the promise 
of summer in the air.

The track split into two, twisting down 
on either side into flat valleys filled 
with olive trees and dotted sporadically 
with tiny houses. I reached the white 
church dedicated to Ayios Minas, Saint 
Minas, after whom many men on the 
island were named, and looked down at 
a perfect curve of beach and clear blue 
sea. Dark grey cliffs covered in deep 
green mastic bushes enclosed the bay, 
with goats scaling the sheer scree.

Set back from the beach amid olive 
groves was a cluster of houses. Minas 
had told me his place was the closest 
to the beach. I followed the track past 
closed-up buildings until I came to 
what looked like a restaurant terrace 
strewn with kitchen equipment 
and surrounded by olive trees. 

Fridges and furniture were scattered 
haphazardly, and there was Minas 
looking more relaxed than I’d seen 
him before, dressed in old jeans and a 
Baltimore sweatshirt and a baseball cap 
covered in dust, plastering over holes 
in the walls.

“Sorry about the mess,” he said, taking 
a sip of his frappe. “I’ve got some 
improvements to make before we open 
up. Go see the beach, relax, swim.”

I walked through a field, past fig trees 
and more olive trees, heading for a 
gap in an old dry-stone wall, then 
stood and looked out across a stretch 
of pale grey pebbles gleaming in the 
hazy sunshine. As I took off my shoes, 
I realised the stones were flat and 
wonderfully smooth, becoming finer 
closer to shore, where the water, the 
clearest I’d ever seen, turned them a 
glossy black. What a magical place to 
have a taverna, in this isolated bay. 
There was no one at all around.

The sea hadn’t yet lost its winter chill, 
so I braced myself for the cool water 
and dived in, ducking under a few 
times until my body adjusted and 
then swam out further towards the 
empty horizon, exhilarated. Then a 
white fishing boat appeared around 
the headland and started gliding into 
shore. As I swam back to the beach 
to grab my clothes and get dressed, 
Minas appeared through the gap in 
the trees and walked down to the 
water’s edge to help the boat moor. 
He beckoned me over.
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We used a wooden ladder to climb 
aboard, and he introduced me to the 
fisherman, Stamatis, a man in his forties 
with short brown hair, soft features 
and a kindly expression. They were 
friends but hadn’t seen one another all 
winter. Stamatis greeted me warmly 
and, seeing I was shivering, gave me 
a jacket to put on, asking his assistant 
to make me hot tea while they packed 
a big catch of fish on ice. The boat was 
piled high with coiled yellow nets and 
baskets and buckets, with a winch 
and a shade over part of the deck.

“You want to eat fish later?” 
asked Minas.

It seemed a wonderful idea. Since the 
only buildings allowed in the valley 
were agricultural, for people to stay in 
while harvesting their olives, Minas 
had rented an old farm building about 
six years earlier, he explained, and 
gradually adapted it into a taverna, 
adding a little each year. He’d dug out 
a lower floor to extend the ceiling 
height, and fitted out the kitchen to 
meet restaurant regulations so he could 
get a proper licence, as well as putting 
in a bathroom and laying a terrace for 
tables and chairs.

I offered to help clean up inside, not 
anticipating the extent of the chaos. 
I picked my way over broken glass and 
upturned equipment and old boxes. 
It was as if he’d thrown a big party, 
then closed the door and left everything 
for several months. A mouse or two had 
made its home there over the winter, 
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and mould was growing among the 
dirty dishes and glasses in the sinks.

“I had to work away last year and let my 
cousin run the place. He left it like this.”

There was hot water and two 
huge sinks, and it was satisfying 
transforming the filth and mess into 
something acceptable. Meanwhile, 
outside the evening was turning too 
cool for shorts. Minas asked if I’d fit 
into his clean jeans – he could keep 
wearing the work ones half-covered 
in plaster. I’m a little taller than the 
average, and he was a little shorter, 
and skinny, but I did fit into his jeans, 
just, and felt more comfortable.

Stamatis returned at dusk with 
heaps of little blue-striped fish called 
menoula, which I’d never eaten before 
– while Minas lit a barbecue and 
asked if I knew how to make a salad 
with tomatoes and onions and olives. 
He brought out clean glasses, ouzo and 
water. We’d cleared a little space in the 
corner of the open terrace in the middle 
of the valley, surrounded by the dark 
shapes of low hills. Minas put on some 
music and together he and Stamatis 
cooked the fish on the grill over 
charcoal with a little olive oil. We had 
a simple open-air feast in the empty 
valley as the stars appeared.

Minas suggested a toast. “To the 
new team.”

I laughed and gave him a quizzical look.

“If you decide to come back and help 
me for the summer,” he said. “With the 
taverna here and with the two rooms 
of the hotel in Olympos.”

Although I was already living on a 
Greek island, I’d been looking around 
for a place to live by the sea, perhaps 
somewhere that Lisa, my honey-
blonde golden retriever mixed with 
something slightly smaller and more 
annoying, could run around freely. 

With his reiterated invitation, Minas 
was offering just that. It would be an 
adventure and an opportunity to get 
to know the village better, too. As for 
Minas – I liked his creativity and drive 
and practicality, his cleverness and 
sense of humour; the way he loved 
his island, recognised it was special 
and wanted to build something 
with what he had here, despite the 
difficulties. We had both lived in 
Greece and elsewhere, spoke Greek and 
English, seemed to communicate well. 
There was some kind of good energy 
between us, an easy closeness.

When Stamatis returned to the boat 
to sleep so he could get up in the 
early hours and head straight out to 
his nets, Minas and I sat and talked 
a little longer. He wouldn’t open the 
taverna properly before the end of May: 
enough time for him to get the place 
into shape, and for me to go home and 
prepare if I chose to return. I didn’t 
want a job, I clarified – didn’t want to 
be paid and create tax complications, 
or make that sort of commitment 
– but I was drawn by the notion of 
living here for a summer, learning 
more about local food and being 
able to write about it. From my point 
of view he was offering a doorway 
into the community; a chance to get 
under the skin of the place; to stay 
for a while in an olive-filled valley 
populated only by goats, by a pristine 
beach with no development to spoil it, 
no rooms to rent, no way to stay here 
otherwise. In return for having all my 
expenses covered, I would work for free. 
Naturally, that suited him – especially 
since he was starting the season with 
pretty much no money.

Eventually he would fix up the little 
house nearby for me; I hadn’t seen it 
yet, but he said it belonged to one of the 
ladies of the village, who allowed him 
to use it. To start with, though, sleeping 
in a tent would suit. In the hot days 
of summer, my house on Tilos was so 
stuffy that I often slept outside on the 

terrace under a mosquito net, blocking 
out the bright streetlight with a 
rigged-up shelter of sheets. Lisa usually 
lay all day in the shade until it was cool 
enough for us to walk to a beach. She 
would love a summer by the sea too.

Minas was used to sleeping on a bench 
on the terrace when he stayed at the 
taverna, so that night he found some 
mattresses, pillows and sleeping bags, 
and cleared some space, and we fell 
asleep there – until we were awoken 
by raindrops in the middle of the night 
and had to make a dash for the kitchen.

In the morning, the sun was bright and 
the valley silent apart from the breeze 
in the olive trees and the occasional bird 
singing. Then a truck drove down the 
track and it was Minas’s cousin Evgenia, 
who kept the goats in the valley. I’d met 
her in the village; a few years younger 
than me with dark eyes and curly dark 
hair, she dressed in tight jeans and 
had a lovely, warm smile. He gave her 
some of the fish Stamatis had brought, 
and she was delighted. And from their 
farm she’d brought us homemade 
bread and the thick, pungent sour 
cream called dhrilla.

I was sure living here would teach 
me a lot. The leap I’d taken when I 
decided to work from home from 
a Greek island, followed by the step 
to becoming completely freelance, 
meant I could take chances like this. 
If Minas and I could get along well and 
help each other, that sounded good. 
Surrounded by such a landscape and 
culture, I couldn’t resist the idea: to live 
somewhere remote, by the sea, a truly 
different kind of life for a few months.

Taverna by 
the Sea by 
Jennifer Barclay
Bradt, pbk, 
216pp, £9.99
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A cormorant sat on Grenen, the very northern
spit of Denmark. It was winter. It sat alone under 
its black cloak, turning in the wind, its face 
stiffened into a grimace of strident will. It turned 
from one body of water to the other. Looked at 
the Kattegat, at the Skagerrak, at me. This was 
just after New Year. I was out alone on Grenen. 
I wanted to stand there as I’d stood when I was a 
child, almighty, with a foot in each sea. The wind 
blew from the south-west. The cold was biting, 
and out there at Skagen Reef, the seas met like 
young lovers at a railway station. They ran along 
the platform, arms out, towards the person they’d 
been missing. Unable to contain the joy of being 
reunited, they ended up simply beating into 
one another. But there sat a cormorant with its 
determined face. It was resting out there, turning 
above the land beneath its black wingspan.

I watched it from a safe distance. Thought: Let it 
have its moment. Grenen will still be here in ten 
minutes, and in this cold, I can have it to myself 
once the bird has gone. While I waited, I observed 
the big cargo ships, the container ships, the 
coasters. They lay, as always, on the east side of 
the headland in poetic stasis. Like thousands and 
thousands of ships before them, they had been 
lucky getting north around Skagen Reef without 
going down. They’re exhaling, I thought. Or they’re 
steeling themselves to go back over the reef, who 
knows. They were in smooth waters, in any case. 
Like rocking caravans during a temporary stay in 
an oasis. That’s what they looked like, but in reality 
the ships are there, apparently, because they don’t 
know where they’re going next. They’re awaiting 
orders from their shipping companies. No point 
sailing down through inland Danish waters 
if you’re going back to Norway. So they wait. 

Recover, call home, play cards in their quarters. 
Or they walk around on deck with binoculars. 

“There’s a cormorant on Grenen,” a Russian voice 
might say out there. 

“Then we’ll wait,” another might respond. 

But then the bird flew off, and it was my turn. 
I approached the place where the two bodies of 
water met. Kattegat at my right foot. Skagerrak at 
my left. Year round, every minute of the daylight 
hours, a person stands at that point, sensing in 
their own body what it means to be all-powerful. 
What would it mean to be great? Surely, to be 
great is to stand at the northernmost tip of the 
nation, right at the very top, with a foot in each 
sea. Can you feel the potential? This is your 
country, your language. Your limitations. In this 
moment under your jurisdiction, and only yours. 

I stood there barefoot as a child. I was afraid of the 
waves and kept one eye on my mum. Assuming 
things went the way they usually did, I’d have 
had to move – first for one big brother, then 
the second. They’d have wanted to stand there 
too, and set their feet apart. Be photographed. 
One brother with chalk-white hair. The other 
squinting. Their thin arms, sunburnt knees and 
my feet in the sand, with nail varnish on the big 
toe. I remembered it the way you remember 
things you’ve seen on old photographic slides. 
On the screen in the living room, my dad in the 
light of the projector, his seven remaining fingers 
fumbling with the slides. I can’t always tell what 
memories are mine and what’s been told to me, 
I thought, planting myself in my hiking boots with 
one foot by each sea. I felt no almighty power. 
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its black cloak, turning in the wind, its face 
stiffened into a grimace of strident will. It turned 
from one body of water to the other. Looked at 
the Kattegat, at the Skagerrak, at me. This was 
just after New Year. I was out alone on Grenen. 
I wanted to stand there as I’d stood when I was a 
child, almighty, with a foot in each sea. The wind 
blew from the south-west. The cold was biting, 
and out there at Skagen Reef, the seas met like 
young lovers at a railway station. They ran along 
the platform, arms out, towards the person they’d 
been missing. Unable to contain the joy of being 
reunited, they ended up simply beating into 
one another. But there sat a cormorant with its 
determined face. It was resting out there, turning 
above the land beneath its black wingspan.

I watched it from a safe distance. Thought: Let it 
have its moment. Grenen will still be here in ten 
minutes, and in this cold, I can have it to myself 
once the bird has gone. While I waited, I observed 
the big cargo ships, the container ships, the 
coasters. They lay, as always, on the east side of 
the headland in poetic stasis. Like thousands and 
thousands of ships before them, they had been 
lucky getting north around Skagen Reef without 
going down. They’re exhaling, I thought. Or they’re 
steeling themselves to go back over the reef, who 
knows. They were in smooth waters, in any case. 
Like rocking caravans during a temporary stay in 
an oasis. That’s what they looked like, but in reality 
the ships are there, apparently, because they don’t 
know where they’re going next. They’re awaiting 
orders from their shipping companies. No point 
sailing down through inland Danish waters 
if you’re going back to Norway. So they wait. 

Recover, call home, play cards in their quarters. 
Or they walk around on deck with binoculars. 

“There’s a cormorant on Grenen,” a Russian voice 
might say out there. 

“Then we’ll wait,” another might respond. 

But then the bird flew off, and it was my turn. 
I approached the place where the two bodies of 
water met. Kattegat at my right foot. Skagerrak at 
my left. Year round, every minute of the daylight 
hours, a person stands at that point, sensing in 
their own body what it means to be all-powerful. 
What would it mean to be great? Surely, to be 
great is to stand at the northernmost tip of the 
nation, right at the very top, with a foot in each 
sea. Can you feel the potential? This is your 
country, your language. Your limitations. In this 
moment under your jurisdiction, and only yours. 

I stood there barefoot as a child. I was afraid of the 
waves and kept one eye on my mum. Assuming 
things went the way they usually did, I’d have 
had to move – first for one big brother, then 
the second. They’d have wanted to stand there 
too, and set their feet apart. Be photographed. 
One brother with chalk-white hair. The other 
squinting. Their thin arms, sunburnt knees and 
my feet in the sand, with nail varnish on the big 
toe. I remembered it the way you remember 
things you’ve seen on old photographic slides. 
On the screen in the living room, my dad in the 
light of the projector, his seven remaining fingers 
fumbling with the slides. I can’t always tell what 
memories are mine and what’s been told to me, 
I thought, planting myself in my hiking boots with 
one foot by each sea. I felt no almighty power. 
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Only cold and tenderness. Surrounded by my 
country, my language, my limitations.

The plan was to go up Skagen’s Grey Lighthouse 
this winter. I wanted to go up and see the line’s 
beginning with my naked eye. But I had driven 
all that way to Denmark’s northernmost point in 
vain. The lighthouse had closed for the season. 
I tugged handles all around the keeper’s cabin. 
I peered in through windows, read signs. Nothing. 
The lighthouse looked like the barrel of a gun, 
pointing in hot-tempered defiance at the sky. 
And open it was definitely not.

I was staying in a rented house in the village of 
Old Skagen, so I went to the museum instead 
and took an enjoyable look at the highly 
Instagrammable lives of painters in the area over 
the past century. I bought napkins printed with the 
joys of congregations of artists. Handmade soap. 
I thought of my mother, walking around Skagen 
Museum and dreaming of a studio with north-
facing windows. One like the artist Anna Ancher’s. 
She walked here dreaming of a life of grapes on 
pale dishes and Dad’s hunting dog at her feet, 
like Anna’s. But in reality, that dog ate our shoes. 
At some point it learnt to open doors with its paws. 
One time it mauled Dad’s poultry to death, and 
it wouldn’t listen to anyone, not anyone. But my 
mum dreamt of a life of contemplative beauty 
under a grand sky, with rose bushes in the garden, 
on her own terms, and I pottered around in my 
own dreams: of being like the ladies in the pictures. 
Yes, when you grow up, you will walk on eternally 
mild summer beaches. You will sit by the paraffin 
lamp and write while your lover is preoccupied 
with his own tasks in the background. You will 
become a real and beautiful person. You will, but 
you couldn’t, and so you became something else: 
a movement pinned in one place.

Winter on this line, from north to south, is not 
for the faint of heart. On the other hand, there is 
something starkly sober about it, and that was 
also why I drove to Skagen in January. I wanted 
to explore the tourist town out of season. 
I wandered around in the dark down the small 
gravel roads of Old Skagen. I saw the pretty yellow 
houses with the traditional white lace on their 
red roofs. So in there is where they live when the 
sun is shining, I thought. A single light in a house 
here and there, but otherwise wet and black, 
the way I wanted it: Skagen without its summer 

skirts. Everything except for the harbour and 
the adjoining local areas and homes reduced to 
scenery. A tourist town, a holidaymaker’s paradise, 
the metastasizing of the rich in the far-northern 
wilds of the Danish nation. I walked past the big 
beachside hotels. On one street: a Jacuzzi on the 
pavement. Put out to wait under a solitary lamp 
for repair or bulky-waste collection. A rough wind 
from the south-west. All the cables sticking out 
of it. God knows what’s gone on in there at the 
height of summer, I thought. Yes, what has it been 
offered, when the convertibles, the expensive 
white wine, the bubbles, the cocaine and the 
royals arrive. Maybe the Jacuzzi had seen famous 
bottoms? It wasn’t unlikely. It struck me as lonely 
and outlived, sitting there under the lamplight. 
Delivered from its suffering or robbed of 
its identity.

I found the Sunset Kiosk. I hadn’t been since I 
was little. Every night, people would meet at the 
kiosk to watch the sun go down. I remembered: 
we had ice cream. The more orange the sky 
became, the more people gathered. They drank 
from wine glasses with long stems, and then 
came the moment when the sun set in earnest. 
At the moment the last rind of fire was gone, 
they clapped. Yes, they clapped the sun in Skagen, 
and I felt ashamed; I remembered that. To clap 
the sun was to clap for themselves. Or I sensed 
that the clapping was ironic, distanced, and that 
was almost worse. It made the sunset into a piece 
of theatre, and if the sun was a piece of theatre, 
then humanity was separate from it: reduced to 
spectators. One day I would leave my own point of 
departure, where people never applauded nature. 
I sensed it as the ice cream’s yellow glaze ran down 
my fingers. What will become of me, I might have 
thought. But I can never tell what memory is mine 
and what’s been told to me. Including when it 
comes to the light in Skagen.

It was precisely the light and the raw landscape 
that attracted the artists and later the tourists 
to the headland. After his great trip to Jutland 
in 1859, Hans Christian Andersen praised the 
authentic, unforgettably windswept northern 
spit of land, Skagen. He encouraged artists to 
make a pilgrimage there in their hunt for subject 
matter. Presumably this was a kind of reckoning 
with the evergreen, cosy Biedermeier motifs from 
Copenhagen and the surrounding areas that he 
himself had so assiduously cultivated. Andersen 
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was now upgrading the land on the edges. 
He compared the desert between the two seas 
with something you’d otherwise have to travel to 
Africa to see, or Pompeii. After that, they began to 
drift in and out of the fishing village: the painters, 
the poets. In 1874, Michael Ancher arrived from 
Bornholm and settled down. He fell in love with 
the innkeeper’s daughter, the talented Anna. 
Later came P.S. Krøyer with his assured technique. 
The poet Holger Drachmann towered among the 
bright-yellow houses. They wrote poetry, painted, 
drank and attracted followers. They grew like 
strange plants up the dunes with their rickety 
easels. Their subjects: bright, warm, summer-
holiday-beautiful. They spent time painting 
the locals. They spent even more time painting 
themselves and each other. The infidelity, the 
alcoholism and the power struggles – those they 
did not paint. They stuck to mouth-blown bottles, 
dead-calm seas in the moonlight, ruddy-cheeked 
children and heavy, labia-like velvet curtains. 
They paved the way for a culture of pilgrimage to 
Utopia, and what must Anna Ancher, native-born, 
have thought as they stood there clapping the sun?

Today, the centre of economic power moves to 
Skagen to eat prawns with mayonnaise a few 
months out of the year. For the richest people 
in the country, the motivic reckoning with the 
evergreen beech forests never really reached any 
further south down the coast. Do you know this 
line because you’ve been on holiday to Skagen? 
No, I thought, and this was winter. The Sunset 
Kiosk was shut. The big beachside hotels were 
asleep among the dunes like hibernating bears, 
and I took the car. Drove into Skagen, down to the 
harbour. I walked, swaddled in my winter coat 
and big knitted hat, past the enormous trawlers. 
I enjoyed the pragmatism: the smell of fish, the 
oil, the petrol and the no-bullshit architecture. 
The young men walked shivering in joggers and 
puffer jackets. They were headed for the café, 
which stays open in winter. Inside, a girl is slinging 
coffees over the counter. She has a ponytail and 
a secondary-school certificate. He wants to 
join her and have the dregs from the percolator. 
Afterwards, she’ll come out for a ride in the car 
with him. They’ll drive around for a bit, and she’ll 
see his new tattoo. She doesn’t want to go; or, 
yeah, she does after all. So he drives her along the 
route past the Dune House, where the royal family 
once lived, to the Sand-Covered Church. In the car 
park near the forest, they sit in darkness, the two 

of them. He’s got to promise her he will do better. 
She’s got to promise she will never move to Aarhus 
or Copenhagen. Then they put the seats back in 
the dark, zigzagging down the platform. Arms out, 
towards the person they’ve been missing. Unable 
to contain the joy of being reunited, they end up 
simply beating into one another.

***

The year was new. My Toyota crawled down 
sunken roads, down side streets, along the edges 
of quays, and it shuddered in the car park in the 
shelter of the locked public toilets, ‘Closed until 
Easter’. And Easter came, the toilets opened, and 
I wanted to see the line, beginning or ending 
up there on the headland. I called the Grey 
Lighthouse. It was still shut. They were preparing 
to reopen late. I said I couldn’t wait. My year was 
running out. 

“Just come up here, and I’ll let you in,” said the 
caretaker, and so I drove. 

I drove north from the place where I live, up along 
the coast. I followed the line across the channel 
at Thyborøn, up across Thy through the wildlife 
reserves. I swung the car from Vigsø Bay to Misery 
Bay, up through Vendsyssel to Hirtshals. Along the 
way, I stopped to find amber-yellow oyster shells 
on the beach between Uggerby and Tversted, but 
then pushed onwards, further north, along Tannis 
Bay to Skagen in the swelling spring. I checked 
into a hotel close to the supermarket, unpacked 
and put my notebook in my bag. Then I set off for 
Grenen. I had my sights on the last lighthouse on 
the route. I parked the car between the keeper’s 
cabin and a funny little square black shed. It was 
so unassuming that I hadn’t seen it in winter, 
even though it had satellite dishes and antennae 
on the roof. There were ‘No Entry’ signs in several 
languages on the road that led up to it. Outside 
was a shiny blue car, but there was no glimpse 
of anyone through the windows. 

There was, however, a man in the keeper’s cabin. 
He was waiting for me among stuffed birds. The 
keeper’s cabin is a centre for migrating birds. 
Coffee pots stood in line on the counter in front of 
him, ready for a new season. 

“I can’t offer you coffee,” he said. “Technically 
we’re closed.” 
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Only cold and tenderness. Surrounded by my 
country, my language, my limitations.

The plan was to go up Skagen’s Grey Lighthouse 
this winter. I wanted to go up and see the line’s 
beginning with my naked eye. But I had driven 
all that way to Denmark’s northernmost point in 
vain. The lighthouse had closed for the season. 
I tugged handles all around the keeper’s cabin. 
I peered in through windows, read signs. Nothing. 
The lighthouse looked like the barrel of a gun, 
pointing in hot-tempered defiance at the sky. 
And open it was definitely not.

I was staying in a rented house in the village of 
Old Skagen, so I went to the museum instead 
and took an enjoyable look at the highly 
Instagrammable lives of painters in the area over 
the past century. I bought napkins printed with the 
joys of congregations of artists. Handmade soap. 
I thought of my mother, walking around Skagen 
Museum and dreaming of a studio with north-
facing windows. One like the artist Anna Ancher’s. 
She walked here dreaming of a life of grapes on 
pale dishes and Dad’s hunting dog at her feet, 
like Anna’s. But in reality, that dog ate our shoes. 
At some point it learnt to open doors with its paws. 
One time it mauled Dad’s poultry to death, and 
it wouldn’t listen to anyone, not anyone. But my 
mum dreamt of a life of contemplative beauty 
under a grand sky, with rose bushes in the garden, 
on her own terms, and I pottered around in my 
own dreams: of being like the ladies in the pictures. 
Yes, when you grow up, you will walk on eternally 
mild summer beaches. You will sit by the paraffin 
lamp and write while your lover is preoccupied 
with his own tasks in the background. You will 
become a real and beautiful person. You will, but 
you couldn’t, and so you became something else: 
a movement pinned in one place.

Winter on this line, from north to south, is not 
for the faint of heart. On the other hand, there is 
something starkly sober about it, and that was 
also why I drove to Skagen in January. I wanted 
to explore the tourist town out of season. 
I wandered around in the dark down the small 
gravel roads of Old Skagen. I saw the pretty yellow 
houses with the traditional white lace on their 
red roofs. So in there is where they live when the 
sun is shining, I thought. A single light in a house 
here and there, but otherwise wet and black, 
the way I wanted it: Skagen without its summer 

skirts. Everything except for the harbour and 
the adjoining local areas and homes reduced to 
scenery. A tourist town, a holidaymaker’s paradise, 
the metastasizing of the rich in the far-northern 
wilds of the Danish nation. I walked past the big 
beachside hotels. On one street: a Jacuzzi on the 
pavement. Put out to wait under a solitary lamp 
for repair or bulky-waste collection. A rough wind 
from the south-west. All the cables sticking out 
of it. God knows what’s gone on in there at the 
height of summer, I thought. Yes, what has it been 
offered, when the convertibles, the expensive 
white wine, the bubbles, the cocaine and the 
royals arrive. Maybe the Jacuzzi had seen famous 
bottoms? It wasn’t unlikely. It struck me as lonely 
and outlived, sitting there under the lamplight. 
Delivered from its suffering or robbed of 
its identity.

I found the Sunset Kiosk. I hadn’t been since I 
was little. Every night, people would meet at the 
kiosk to watch the sun go down. I remembered: 
we had ice cream. The more orange the sky 
became, the more people gathered. They drank 
from wine glasses with long stems, and then 
came the moment when the sun set in earnest. 
At the moment the last rind of fire was gone, 
they clapped. Yes, they clapped the sun in Skagen, 
and I felt ashamed; I remembered that. To clap 
the sun was to clap for themselves. Or I sensed 
that the clapping was ironic, distanced, and that 
was almost worse. It made the sunset into a piece 
of theatre, and if the sun was a piece of theatre, 
then humanity was separate from it: reduced to 
spectators. One day I would leave my own point of 
departure, where people never applauded nature. 
I sensed it as the ice cream’s yellow glaze ran down 
my fingers. What will become of me, I might have 
thought. But I can never tell what memory is mine 
and what’s been told to me. Including when it 
comes to the light in Skagen.

It was precisely the light and the raw landscape 
that attracted the artists and later the tourists 
to the headland. After his great trip to Jutland 
in 1859, Hans Christian Andersen praised the 
authentic, unforgettably windswept northern 
spit of land, Skagen. He encouraged artists to 
make a pilgrimage there in their hunt for subject 
matter. Presumably this was a kind of reckoning 
with the evergreen, cosy Biedermeier motifs from 
Copenhagen and the surrounding areas that he 
himself had so assiduously cultivated. Andersen 
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was now upgrading the land on the edges. 
He compared the desert between the two seas 
with something you’d otherwise have to travel to 
Africa to see, or Pompeii. After that, they began to 
drift in and out of the fishing village: the painters, 
the poets. In 1874, Michael Ancher arrived from 
Bornholm and settled down. He fell in love with 
the innkeeper’s daughter, the talented Anna. 
Later came P.S. Krøyer with his assured technique. 
The poet Holger Drachmann towered among the 
bright-yellow houses. They wrote poetry, painted, 
drank and attracted followers. They grew like 
strange plants up the dunes with their rickety 
easels. Their subjects: bright, warm, summer-
holiday-beautiful. They spent time painting 
the locals. They spent even more time painting 
themselves and each other. The infidelity, the 
alcoholism and the power struggles – those they 
did not paint. They stuck to mouth-blown bottles, 
dead-calm seas in the moonlight, ruddy-cheeked 
children and heavy, labia-like velvet curtains. 
They paved the way for a culture of pilgrimage to 
Utopia, and what must Anna Ancher, native-born, 
have thought as they stood there clapping the sun?

Today, the centre of economic power moves to 
Skagen to eat prawns with mayonnaise a few 
months out of the year. For the richest people 
in the country, the motivic reckoning with the 
evergreen beech forests never really reached any 
further south down the coast. Do you know this 
line because you’ve been on holiday to Skagen? 
No, I thought, and this was winter. The Sunset 
Kiosk was shut. The big beachside hotels were 
asleep among the dunes like hibernating bears, 
and I took the car. Drove into Skagen, down to the 
harbour. I walked, swaddled in my winter coat 
and big knitted hat, past the enormous trawlers. 
I enjoyed the pragmatism: the smell of fish, the 
oil, the petrol and the no-bullshit architecture. 
The young men walked shivering in joggers and 
puffer jackets. They were headed for the café, 
which stays open in winter. Inside, a girl is slinging 
coffees over the counter. She has a ponytail and 
a secondary-school certificate. He wants to 
join her and have the dregs from the percolator. 
Afterwards, she’ll come out for a ride in the car 
with him. They’ll drive around for a bit, and she’ll 
see his new tattoo. She doesn’t want to go; or, 
yeah, she does after all. So he drives her along the 
route past the Dune House, where the royal family 
once lived, to the Sand-Covered Church. In the car 
park near the forest, they sit in darkness, the two 

of them. He’s got to promise her he will do better. 
She’s got to promise she will never move to Aarhus 
or Copenhagen. Then they put the seats back in 
the dark, zigzagging down the platform. Arms out, 
towards the person they’ve been missing. Unable 
to contain the joy of being reunited, they end up 
simply beating into one another.

***

The year was new. My Toyota crawled down 
sunken roads, down side streets, along the edges 
of quays, and it shuddered in the car park in the 
shelter of the locked public toilets, ‘Closed until 
Easter’. And Easter came, the toilets opened, and 
I wanted to see the line, beginning or ending 
up there on the headland. I called the Grey 
Lighthouse. It was still shut. They were preparing 
to reopen late. I said I couldn’t wait. My year was 
running out. 

“Just come up here, and I’ll let you in,” said the 
caretaker, and so I drove. 

I drove north from the place where I live, up along 
the coast. I followed the line across the channel 
at Thyborøn, up across Thy through the wildlife 
reserves. I swung the car from Vigsø Bay to Misery 
Bay, up through Vendsyssel to Hirtshals. Along the 
way, I stopped to find amber-yellow oyster shells 
on the beach between Uggerby and Tversted, but 
then pushed onwards, further north, along Tannis 
Bay to Skagen in the swelling spring. I checked 
into a hotel close to the supermarket, unpacked 
and put my notebook in my bag. Then I set off for 
Grenen. I had my sights on the last lighthouse on 
the route. I parked the car between the keeper’s 
cabin and a funny little square black shed. It was 
so unassuming that I hadn’t seen it in winter, 
even though it had satellite dishes and antennae 
on the roof. There were ‘No Entry’ signs in several 
languages on the road that led up to it. Outside 
was a shiny blue car, but there was no glimpse 
of anyone through the windows. 

There was, however, a man in the keeper’s cabin. 
He was waiting for me among stuffed birds. The 
keeper’s cabin is a centre for migrating birds. 
Coffee pots stood in line on the counter in front of 
him, ready for a new season. 

“I can’t offer you coffee,” he said. “Technically 
we’re closed.” 
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“That’s okay,” I replied. “I don’t want to put you out.”

But I wasn’t putting him out, I could tell, so I asked 
if he knew anything about the black shed north of 
the lighthouse car park.

“Ah, well, there’s a man in there,” said the caretaker. 
“He’s been there since the Cold War. Well, they 
probably send a new one every once in a while, 
but there’s always a man in there. At one point he 
kept an eye on Soviet submarines. Now probably 
just whatever’s going on over Skagen Reef. 
They’re among the busiest waters in the world.”

We went over to the cabin window and peered 
out together at the shed. There it was on its dune, 
not far from my car.

“So the Ministry of Defence sends a single man up 
here to keep an eye on national security from that 
thing?” I asked, pointing at the black shed.

“Yup. At one time there were two of them, 
apparently,” said the caretaker, “but then the 
Berlin Wall fell.”

The caretaker had a warm smile.

“It’s very Danish,” I said, “setting up something 
that looks like a camper van and sending a man 
with binoculars to guard some of the busiest 
waters in the world.”

“Not sure about binoculars,” said the caretaker, 
“but every now and then he goes out for a smoke.”

“Don’t tell that to Putin,” I said.

Then we smiled, and the caretaker showed me 
around his bird museum. There were golden 
eagles in the loft above him, pink-footed geese 
and a single wood pigeon. At one point, the East 
Atlantic migration route was visualised as a 
glowing line through the world, and as we walked, 
touching panels and plastered walls, I told him I 
had once lived in Copenhagen but now lived by 
the sea, only further down. And he told me he 
had once been a postman over there. Meaning 
in Copenhagen. “But the city does something to 
time,” he said. “It’s all so laborious. Here you’re 
never more than ten minutes from anywhere.” 
Where I live it’s a bit more, but otherwise it’s 
the same, and then we talked about the schism, 

the caretaker and I. The one in which all identity is 
formed, and which one must renounce or learn to 
live with at some point, when you’re born into a 
culture where you don’t applaud the sun.

“I move a lot,” I said.

“And I get the benefit of Copenhagen coming here 
three months out of the year,” he said. “The rest of 
the time it’s pretty peaceful.”

By now we’d reached the stairs, and he pointed up 
the tower.

“You’d best go by yourself,” he said, so I did, and 
now here I am.

It’s started drizzling, and the Grey Lighthouse 
is already damp. Pointing the barrel of its gun 
indefinitely towards the light, which is supposed 
to be so special in Skagen. Behind me, I have the 
dream of eternal summer, and from the harbour 
everything sets sail. I love the raw and practical 
lure of the foreign in this line, and before me the 
headland stretches its sandy tentacle across the 
water, becoming a branch in the rain. Such quiet 
spring rain in Skagen. It makes everything scented. 
I can smell the salt, the seaweed, the crowberry 
stalks. Steam rises from the line, and there it is, 
the cormorant, in the cold of winter. Its wilful face, 
its glossy feathered cloak. I shut my eyes in the 
Grey Lighthouse. I take my time; there’s nothing 
else I have to do. It’s Saturday night. My dad is 
fumbling in the light of the projector for the next 
slide, and then the next. My mum has baked cream 
puffs. The device smells metallic. It sounds like a 
dull knife being sharpened every time a new image 
is pushed in front of the light. There’s my brother 
with his white hair. There are the squinting eyes. 
The seas meet. A ship sails across the reef, and 
there’s the girl. Her hand is sticky with ice cream. 

She’s standing on a 
coastline with a foot in 
each sea. She will stay, 
she will go, she can do 
nothing else.

A Line in the 
World by Dorthe 
Nors, translated 
by Caroline Waight
Pushkin Press, hbk, 
240pp, £16.99
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“That’s okay,” I replied. “I don’t want to put you out.”

But I wasn’t putting him out, I could tell, so I asked 
if he knew anything about the black shed north of 
the lighthouse car park.

“Ah, well, there’s a man in there,” said the caretaker. 
“He’s been there since the Cold War. Well, they 
probably send a new one every once in a while, 
but there’s always a man in there. At one point he 
kept an eye on Soviet submarines. Now probably 
just whatever’s going on over Skagen Reef. 
They’re among the busiest waters in the world.”

We went over to the cabin window and peered 
out together at the shed. There it was on its dune, 
not far from my car.

“So the Ministry of Defence sends a single man up 
here to keep an eye on national security from that 
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She’s standing on a 
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she will go, she can do 
nothing else.

A Line in the 
World by Dorthe 
Nors, translated 
by Caroline Waight
Pushkin Press, hbk, 
240pp, £16.99
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Why not give the Inca Trail a breather? Peru’s well-tramped 
route, which winds its way through scalloped mountains and 
steamy cloud forests, is always buzzing with backpackers. Few, 
however, know that just across the border, the snow- blanketed 
peaks of Bolivia’s Cordillera Apolobamba mountain range lay 
claim to some of South America’s finest and wildest hiking. 
This little-known area is a bewitching place. Sacred mountains 
and the remarkably unchanged world of the Andes’ Indigenous 
people await those keen to explore this less-travelled route. 

There’s a reason Bolivia is dubbed the Tibet of the Americas. 
The five-day (93-km/57-mile) Apolobamba trail passes through 
the heart of the Cordillera Apolobamba and the Apolobamba 
Integrated Management Natural Area, an area home to dozens 
of 5,000-metre-plus (16,400 ft) peaks. This high-Andean terrain 
is untouched by tourism – instead of the Inca Trail’s crowds, 
trekkers here have mirrored lakes, snow-polished mountains 
and friendly camelids for company. This is, you may have 
guessed, remote country; so be prepared for four nights of 

camping (but after one sleep beneath the vast and bejewelled 
skies you’ll hardly be complaining). 

While this path isn’t stone-laid like the Inca Trail, stretches of it 
have their roots in Inca times. The Apolobamba’s mountainside 
pathways were built to grant access to now-abandoned gold 
mines, worked first by the Inca and then by the Spanish – and 
believed by historians to have helped feed the gold-fuelled 
myth of El Dorado. Small Inca sites are part and parcel of this 
route, offering a glimpse into the ancient world of this pre-
Columbian civilisation.

The Apolobamba trail begins in the picturesque cobbled town 
of Curva, where members of the Kallawaya people reside. 
Tracing their roots to the pre-Columbian Tiwanaku civilisation 
and formerly employed as healers to the Inca, the Kallawaya 
use their remarkable ancestral knowledge of over 800 herbs to 
continue their craft, travelling village to village dispensing cures 
to the sick. It’s worth organising a guide (route-finding can be 

Apolobamba trek, Bolivia
As crowds march up the Inca Trail to Machu Picchu, another ancient route through Bolivia’s 

neighbouring mountains remains quiet. Only the most adventurous hike this dazzling path, 
encountering Inca ruins, rare wildlife and jaw-dropping scenery along the way.
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challenging on this path) and pack animals here at Curva to 
ensure takings are kept within, and reinvested back into, local 
Indigenous communities.

Climbing out of Curva, the route delivers its first stroke of 
magic: the snowy face of Akamani, the Kallawaya’s most 
sacred mountain, shimmers in the sunlight. As the days fold 
into one another, the path meanders across the very ceiling 
of the earth, persisting at soaring elevations above 4,000 m 
(13,125 ft). Yes, it’s an unruly altitude for the lungs, but these five 
lofty passes mean trekkers are greeted with incredible views 
every single day. Visible to the south is the serrated backbone 
of Bolivia, the Cordillera Real mountains, while the toothy, 
snow-snagged backdrop of the Cordillera Apolobamba rises 
up in the distance. Breaking up the majestic amphitheatres of 
mountains are deep valleys, where glassy lakes teeming with 
trout and dotted with the shocking pink of flamingos provide 
a welcome dash of colour.

As the hike progresses, you emerge into pleasant pastoral 
scenes and settlements subsisting at unimaginably high 
altitudes. Tiny, alpaca-herding communities of Indigenous 
Aymara people (who also trace their routes to pre-Inca times) 
live here. Raising their animals on rough bofedal marshlands 
and rich grasslands, they inhabit thatched cottages that are 
built at around 4,000 m. Beyond their pastures, the vicuña 

(the fine-haired, wild cousin of the alpaca) grazes, conservation 
efforts having swollen the population to over 2,500.

Camelids aren’t the only wildlife that hikers encounter. 
Rocky outcrops conceal skittery rabbit-like viscachas, while the 
luckiest of visitors may even glimpse the region’s most elusive 
resident: the jucumari, or spectacled bear, who inhabits the 
forests on the mountain’s lower elevations.

On day four, the trek reaches its climax at the highest of the 
passes, the Cumbre Sunchulli. This towering, rocky juncture 
grants (if you’re lucky with the weather) panoramas of a 
glaciated valley enveloped by jagged mountains and overhung 
with cerulean skies. A moment here makes it abundantly clear 
why Andes residents believe high elevations give you the closest 
proximity to the gods. Above you, Andean condors soar, their 
wide wingspans and white Tudor ruffs making them easy to 
spot against the blue.

After five days of climbing to the roof of the world, the trail 
comes to its close at Pelechuco. This huddle of tin-roofed 
dwellings dates back to the Spanish conquest, when it was 
founded as a gold-mining outpost; it now provides respite for 
weary hikers. Here, there’s time to pause and breathe in the deep 
mountain air, before the bus to La Paz (Bolivia’s capital) hurries 
your return to the city, and brings you right back down to earth.
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In the language of the Indigenous Warao peoples, the 
Orinoco means ‘a place to paddle’ – and it’s certainly 
just that. This vast river gives you more opportunity for 
up-close access to South America’s astonishing wildlife and 
landscapes than the more famous Amazon. Yes, the Amazon 
bursts with biological richness, but much of the river is 
either inaccessible or very expensive to reach; the Orinoco, 
on the other hand, is easier to get to and is navigable for 
most of its length.

Arcing across Venezuela past Colombia, the mighty 
Orinoco river system runs a breathtaking topographical 
gamut, from the tall Parima Mountains bordering Brazil, 
through tropical forests, humid llanos (seasonally flooded 
plains) and marshy deltas and mangroves, before finally 
emptying into the Atlantic. It has a mind-boggling diversity 
of microclimates, fauna, flora and terrain, all of which fall 
within its enormous basin, an area of more than 
880,000 sq km (340,000 sq miles).

Here you’ll find one of the last pristine ecosystems on the 
planet (though this might not last for long as it’s increasingly 
under threat from deforestation). Exciting new species are 
discovered regularly. At last count, this still largely uncharted 
river was home to more than 17,000 plant species, 1,400 bird 
species, 1,200 fish species, and at least 340 different types 
of mammal. Keep your eyes peeled and you’re likely to spy 
alligators, pink dolphins, boa constrictors, herons, toucans, 
howler and capuchin monkeys, and pumas – and that’s more 
than you can say for the Amazon, where foliage is so dense 
that it’s hard to see much of anything at all. For one of the 
best places to see this abundant wildlife, head to the Orinoco 
Delta, the swamp forest at the river’s mouth. It’s thought by 
many to be the richest area in aquatic life in the whole of South 
America. It’s time to pick up that paddle: you won’t find this 
kind of diversity anywhere else on earth.

The Amazon promises an epic adventure, there’s no doubt about it. Wildlife-
spotting opportunities, though? For that, make your way to the Orinoco, a river 

teeming with thousands of plants and animals.

The Orinoco, Venezuela
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There are few places in the world where you can drive for hours 
on end with the open expanse of the ocean on one side and 
everything from desert landscapes to tropical forests on the 
other. Of the handful of such routes that still remain, the little-
known coastal portion of Mexico’s Route 15 is one of the best. 
It’s a journey you can make in as little as five days or one you 
can savour for as long as six months. Along the way, you’ll pass 
tiny seaside pueblos (small towns), welcoming villages, endless 
fields of blue agave, prehistoric landscapes, Toltec ruins and, 
further south, several of the world’s most famous ocean resorts.

The first leg of the journey – if you choose to head south along 
Route 15, the approach favoured by most – begins in the inland 
border city of Nogales. From here, the road sweeps towards 
the Sea of Cortez, taking in the wild Sonora Desert scenery 
before cruising through the buzzing city of Hermosillo and 
skirting the brilliant blue sea at Guaymas. Making it this far 
is an adventure in itself: you’ll cross paths with venomous 
Gila monsters, watch roadrunners whizz past and spot the 

occasional vulture circling overhead. This is Mexico’s Wild West 
of legend, brought to life in front of your very eyes.

From here onwards, it’s mostly a coastal road, with the 
shimmering Pacific Ocean as your trusty companion. Your next 
city stop is Mazatlán – a hundred or so kilometres (around 62 
miles) on from Guaymas. Also known as the ‘Pearl of the Pacific’, 
Mazatlán features more than 20 km (12 miles) of uninterrupted 
beaches – one of the longest stretches of sand in the world. 
Quaint little fishing villages and plenty of classic Mexican 
scenery lie ahead before Route 15 veers inward again to the east 
and heads toward the city of Tepic. If you don’t fancy this interior 
stretch of the journey, continue south along the coast on Route 
200 until you reach the famous southern resorts collectively 
known as the Big Five: Puerto Vallarta, Manzanillo, Ixtapa, 
Acapulco and Puerto Escondido. Live it up in these bustling 
areas – unwinding on the beautiful beaches and enjoying the 
vibrant nightlife – before finally waving goodbye to Mexico and 
finishing your epic road trip at the border with Guatemala.

Coastal Route 15, Mexico
Think the fabled US Route 66 is the ultimate road trip? Think again: sun, 

sand and endless stretches of coastal beauty make Mexico’s Coastal Route 15 
the perfect choice for adventurers.
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The Atlantic twin to the Pacific Ocean’s Galápagos, the 
Fernando de Noronha archipelago of 21 volcanic islands and 
islets lies just south of the equator, some 360 km (216 miles) 
from mainland Brazil. Like the Galápagos, this island enclave 
offers fabulous wildlife encounters, but with visitors restricted 
to 500 per day it remains firmly off the tourist trail.

Unlike the organised cruises that predominate at the 
Galápagos, the perfect way to enjoy Fernando de Noronha is to 
settle into one of the small pousadas (hotels) on the main and 
only inhabited island, Ilha Fernando de Noronha. From here, 
you can make forays by wooden fishing boat to neighbouring 
isles, ride a dune buggy around pristine beaches or explore 
the trails and dirt roads on foot or by mountain bike.

Everywhere you turn, you’ll encounter glorious scenery. 
Rugged pinnacles pierce the sky and sheer-faced cliffs spill 
onto idyllic strands such as Praia do Leáo, where marine 
turtles crawl ashore to lay their eggs from December to May. 

Migratory birds flock in their teeming thousands, joining 
permanent residents including the magnificent frigatebird, 
red-billed tropicbirds and the endearing brown, masked, red-
footed and blue-footed boobies. In fact, Fernando de Noronha 
is home to the largest concentration of tropical seabirds in 
the western Atlantic.

And the Baía dos Golfinhos has the densest population of 
resident dolphins in the world. If you time it right and head 
out just after dawn, you should be lucky enough to see 
spinner dolphins and even whales frolicking close to shore. 
The crystal-clear waters of the islands teem with other 
marine life too. Giant shoals of brightly coloured fish dart 
around, rays and skates glide over the sandy sea floor, and 
turtles paddle under the waves. A top pick for snorkelling 
is Praia do Atalaia, which has some of the shallowest and 
calmest waters. But that’s only one of many turquoise 
natural pools backed by lush foliage in Fernando de 
Noronha. Here, tropical paradise is all around.

Fernando de Noronha, Brazil
Located off Brazil’s northeast coast, the archipelago of Fernando de Noronha is a near 

mirror-image of the Galápagos to the west of Ecuador. These untamed islands will make 
you feel like you’ve stepped back in time into pristine nature.
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Unlike the organised cruises that predominate at the 
Galápagos, the perfect way to enjoy Fernando de Noronha is to 
settle into one of the small pousadas (hotels) on the main and 
only inhabited island, Ilha Fernando de Noronha. From here, 
you can make forays by wooden fishing boat to neighbouring 
isles, ride a dune buggy around pristine beaches or explore 
the trails and dirt roads on foot or by mountain bike.

Everywhere you turn, you’ll encounter glorious scenery. 
Rugged pinnacles pierce the sky and sheer-faced cliffs spill 
onto idyllic strands such as Praia do Leáo, where marine 
turtles crawl ashore to lay their eggs from December to May. 

Migratory birds flock in their teeming thousands, joining 
permanent residents including the magnificent frigatebird, 
red-billed tropicbirds and the endearing brown, masked, red-
footed and blue-footed boobies. In fact, Fernando de Noronha 
is home to the largest concentration of tropical seabirds in 
the western Atlantic.

And the Baía dos Golfinhos has the densest population of 
resident dolphins in the world. If you time it right and head 
out just after dawn, you should be lucky enough to see 
spinner dolphins and even whales frolicking close to shore. 
The crystal-clear waters of the islands teem with other 
marine life too. Giant shoals of brightly coloured fish dart 
around, rays and skates glide over the sandy sea floor, and 
turtles paddle under the waves. A top pick for snorkelling 
is Praia do Atalaia, which has some of the shallowest and 
calmest waters. But that’s only one of many turquoise 
natural pools backed by lush foliage in Fernando de 
Noronha. Here, tropical paradise is all around.

Fernando de Noronha, Brazil
Located off Brazil’s northeast coast, the archipelago of Fernando de Noronha is a near 

mirror-image of the Galápagos to the west of Ecuador. These untamed islands will make 
you feel like you’ve stepped back in time into pristine nature.
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Hungary’s iconic parliament building – the Országház – is an
extraordinary edifice made up of some equally astonishing statistics: 
around 100,000 people were involved in its construction which took over 
17 years to complete. Forty million bricks, 40kg of gold and more than half 
a million precious stones were used in the structure, which opened in 
1904 to become the country’s largest. It rises 96 m (315 ft) high, is 268 m 
(879 ft) long and 123 m (404 ft) wide – a building so vast it houses 10 
courtyards, 691 rooms and more than 12 miles of ornamental staircases. 

Attracting more than 750,000 visitors a year, Budapest’s greatest 
landmark dominates the eastern bank of the Danube River. It was 
designed by the Hungarian architect Imre Steindl, the winner of 
an international competition that challenged entrants to imagine 
a parliament building grand enough to express the sovereignty 
of a proud nation. 

Steindl’s splendorous vision was particularly uninhibited: he proposed 
what would become the third-largest parliament building in the world, 
one constructed in an eclectic mix of neo-Gothic, neo-Romanesque 
and neo-Baroque architectural styles. It included decorative details 
inspired by the flora of the Carpathian basin, stained-glass windows 
decorated with royal coats of arms and hundreds of stone sculptures 
on the exterior walls of Hungarian and Transylvanian leaders and 
military figures from history. 

So detailed and extensive was the handiwork in Steindl’s design that 
nowadays the Országház is almost always under renovation, but the 
remarkable interior can be visited on a guided tour which includes 
the majestic Dome Hall where the crown of St. Stephen – the nation’s 
most important icon – is held. Outside, the building is best seen 
from a number of key viewpoints: Fisherman’s Bastion offers a fine 
panorama of the riverside setting from on high; another impressive 
and atmospheric perspective is from the 19th-century Margaret Bridge 
in the fading light of the afternoon sun. Perhaps most magical of all 
though is close up from the waters of the Danube itself, when, after dark, 
Steindl’s fantastical masterpiece is lit up in suitably spectacular style – 
resembling a palace from a fairytale.

A Political 
Masterpiece

words & picture
Simon Urwin

dream on / budapest
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cruise / queen mary 2

But what to wear? The prospect
of a week aboard the world’s only 
transatlantic liner threw up (ahem) 
no end of sartorial dilemmas for life 
upon the ocean waves.

I’d have to shop. And shop. And shop – 
part fashionista, part Hyacinth Bucket. 
Outfits for breakfast, lunch and supper 
as well as assorted lounge and formal 
occasion wear were summoned from 
dozens of websites and ticked off on 
a mental spreadsheet. The cost of 
this epic means of crossing the pond 
was spiralling.

But we had decided early on when 
booking this adventure to blow the 
budget. If we were going to slice 
across the Atlantic to New York on an 
aquatic juggernaut then we wanted 
unbridled style – and bought the 
biggest, glammest suite still available 
– the penthouse. We were lucky, the 
luxurious, and very expensive cabins 
generally book out months in advance. 
We were ready for the off.

The boarding outfit: a tailored azure-
blue Harris tweed check blazer, navy 
linen shirt, navy chinos and blue suede 
brogues – was just the right side of 
showy-off without being poncey. 
But embarkation was hellish. We were 
still at the back end of Covid rules 
when we sailed last May (2022) and the 
chaotic rigamarole of queues and health 
protocols blew any sense of art deco liner 
chicdom straight out of the porthole.

And schlepping along with a groaning 
luggage trolley piled high with cases 
didn’t help either; although we did 
put Nancy Cunard to shame when it 
came to the sheer amount of luggage 
we took on board. For me that was very 
much part of the experience. I’m used 
to carrying one bag on a flight, when 
else would I be able to dedicate a 
whole suitcase to shoes alone?

Eventually the magic of brandishing a 
red boarding card materialised and we 
were whisked into the bowels of the 
beast past a phalanx of scarlet bell boys 

sporting pillboxes and into the capable 
hands of our understudy butler. Up to 
the tenth floor and along a seemingly 
endless corridor we arrived at our cabin 
– or, as every berth is known, stateroom.

Statement room would better describe 
our lot. A long sleek black marble bar 
with a handsome Henry Moore-esque 
bronze statue ran down one side of the 
dining area. A huge sprawly sofa sat in 
front of an enormous tv screen in the 
lounge; the bedroom was dominated 
by a vast bed and another silver-
screen-sized telly; the dressing room 
was the size of a Tesco metro and the 
marble-lined bathroom had patently 
emptied a minor Italian quarry of all its 
stone. Half the ships crew could have 
squeezed onto our balcony. It was fab.

Succumbing to scurvy was unlikely, 
a vast harvest festival of improbably 
bright fruit weighed down on the 
dining table beside a welcoming bottle 
of chilled Laurent Perrier. A tap at the 
door and our butler, a giant of a man, 

High Style 
on High Seas

nick maes and his husband dave decided to push the boat out and throw themselves 
into the spirit of honeymooning in grand style on the queen mary 2…
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swished in to find out how we wanted 
our bar stocked. We might not have 
perished due to a vitamin C deficiency, 
but our livers baulked at our daily 
allowance of two litres of Grey Goose. 
Catnip for dipsos.

Day wear opportunity: flat fronted 
oatmeal tweed trousers, orange 
cashmere crewneck, orange Golas 
– and time to explore the leviathan. 
The qm2 is colossal. To our delight we 
discovered that the ship is the only liner 
in the world to have kennels on board 
(on deck 12) and momentarily regretted 
not bringing our pooch too. But for liner 
virgins like us, it took a bit of getting used 
to. Navigating from one end to another 
and then realising we were on the wrong 
deck was par for the course. Although 
we had no problem locating our allotted 
restaurant, the aptly named Queens Grill.

My land-lubber reservations about 
this trip centred around the food. 
I’d imagined vast American-sized 

portions of chow in a glutton’s temple 
– fortunately I was spectacularly wide 
of the mark. An army of perfectly 
uniformed waiters brought us a feast 
of fine dining (me in a purple checked 
suit FYI). The maitre d’ wanted to know 
if there was anything else we wanted, 
perhaps some delicacy off menu? 

And so we began each evening meal 
with bowls of caviare on ice. Lobster 
thermidor anyone? Steak Diane? 
Dover sole? You got it. A deliciously old-
fashioned menu perfectly fitted the 
nature of the boat, I wouldn’t have had 
it any other way. And the waiting staff? 
They were terrific to a tee.

cruise / queen mary 2

Another pre-boarding anxiety was 
cabin-fever – would we be bored holed 
up in a titanic gin palace? The amount 
of entertainment on offer was 
bewildering. Other than the various 
restaurants, bars and nightclub were 
hundreds of classes including vegetable 
carving if you will – an activity I could 

resist; any number of shows in the 
ship’s theatre and lectures delivered by 
the great and the good, and, strangely, 
Michael Howard and his wife Sandra. 
I was happy to veg out with a book back 
in our cabin on the huge sofa – and 
started to work my way through the 
vodka with a few tonics.

But to my mind the raison d’etre of 
this extravagant journey were the 
gala evenings, two black-tie events 
at the start and end of the voyage 
where the entire ship, staff and all, 
put on their very gladdest of rags 
for dinners that hark back to the 
golden age of transatlantic travel. 
White tux, black chiffon tie, black 
velvet trews and cummerbund 
the first night, black sequinned 
jacket and black wool pants for 
the second, I’d subconsciously 
channelled Shirley Bassey.

Dave had the time of his life, 
and was more than taken with the 
idea of booking us both onto the 
forthcoming world tour, a three 
month jamboree taking in the all 
the world’s greatest bits. Twelve 
weeks on board would be too much 
for me, I’d turn into an alcoholic 
blob snuffling up delicacies like 
a truffle pig. But eight nights to 
New York? Perfect.
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inside track / the ghan

Kangaroos? Yes. Koalas? Of course. 
But did you know that the Australian 
outback is home to wild camels? They 
were imported to Australia from the 
Middle East, India, and Afghanistan to 
aid exploration of the arid landscape 
– it is estimated that around 20,000 
camels arrived between 1870 and 1920. 
Able to travel for miles without water, 
the humped creatures were perfect 
for carrying heavy loads. However, 
these camels needed experienced 
handlers: migrant Afghans, or ‘Ghans’, 
who played an often overlooked but 
pioneering role in Australia’s history. 

During an inaugural sleeper train 
service between Terowie and 
Oodnadatta in 1923, an Afghan 

Into the Red
passenger was the first to disembark 
at the little station of Quorn, where 
a crowd had gathered to inspect 
the new arrival. It is believed that 
as he sped off in search of a place to 
say his prayers, a railway worker 
joked that the train should be 
named the Afghan Express, which 
was later shortened to the Ghan. 

After changing operators and 
extending its route from top to bottom, 
the train (which was once a much-
needed commuter service) has now 
evolved into a luxury service enticing 
passengers from all over the world 
to witness Australia’s landscapes 
from behind its curtained windows. 
Starting in Adelaide in the south, the 

train takes 53 hours to cut through 
the centre of the continent, passing by 
the sloping Barunga and Hummock 
ranges and the whispering white 
turbines of Snowtown’s wind farms. 

The following morning you will 
witness dawn break over the desert 
in the outback town of Marla, before 
a bang-up brunch of gammon 
steak, fried eggs and bubble and 
squeak. Then you travel on through 
a seemingly endless expanse of red 
rock to Alice Springs – the spirited, 
unofficial capital of the Red Centre – 
followed by Katherine, where you can 
explore the magnificence of Nitmiluk 
National Park, before terminating 
in the tropical city of Darwin. 

words
Monisha Rajesh
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the ghan / inside track

Over two nights and three days, 
passengers will experience a little 
bit of everything Australia has to 
showcase, from bush towns, national 
parks and indigenous townships to 
historic gorges, rainforests, sacred 
sites – and a camel or two if you 
look hard enough. Throughout the 
journey, there are options to include 
excursions in your itinerary, so 
take advantage of the fact that the 
train is burrowing into parts of 
the country that would otherwise 
be hard to reach, and that you 
might not visit again so easily. 

Consider cruising down the 
Katherine River in Nitmiluk National 
Park, home to the indigenous 
Jawoyn people, owners of the area. 
Here you can view ancient rock art 
on sandstone cliffs, learn how the 
land plays a role in their beliefs, 
and birdwatch. But be careful not 
to disturb Bolung, the rainbow 

serpent, which, according to 
tradition, still lives in the icy depths 
of the green pools. There is also the 
option to embark on the spiritual 
trails at Simpsons Gap in the West 
MacDonnell Ranges, a short bus 
ride from Alice Springs. If you 
prefer to spend your leisure time 
on the train, however, there are 
still several opportunities to hop 
off for a glass of wine beneath the 
stars, warm your palms at fireside 
gatherings, and gaze in sweet 
silence at sunrises – so pack plenty 
of layers to stave off the desert chill. 

Whether you choose to travel in 
Gold or Platinum class, you will 
have a private compartment and an 
attendant who will make up your 
bed during dinner, after which you 
can sway back up the corridor to bed 
while the train beats on through 
the night. With the focus on local 
suppliers, the train’s chefs are careful 

about sourcing their ingredients and 
have created a menu that reflects the 
regions through which you will travel. 
While enjoying a pre-dinner tipple in 
the lounge car, you might notice the 
warm smell of saltwater barramundi 
being grilled, along with crocodile 
boudin blanc. Unlike a number of 
luxury services, the Ghan is not merely 
a magnet for wealthy retirees: expect 
to meet travellers of all ages and 
backgrounds sitting by the windows, 
including families and train-loving 
loners. On arrival in Darwin, there is 
a distinct feeling of having made it 
through a marathon – and in the best 
way possible, you probably have.

Extracted 
from Epic Train 
Journeys by 
gestalten & 
Monisha Rajesh 
gestalten, hbk, 
288pp, £35
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through a marathon – and in the best 
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Extracted 
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gestalten & 
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gestalten, hbk, 
288pp, £35

©
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EXPERIENCE CANADA

To start plannning your holiday to Canada, call a Wexas specialist on 020 7838 5958.

Whether it’s natural wonders, life-changing wildlife 
interactions or simply the ever-welcoming disposition 
of its people, it’s no secret that Canada is full of unique 
experiences. To inspire, we’ve picked out just a few below. 

Ultimate Aurora at Blachford Lake Lodge 
Located under the auroral oval and accessible only by bush 
plane, Blachford Lake Lodge offers some of the planet’s best 
aurora viewing, being far from any light pollution among the 
great forests and idyllic lakes of the Northwest Territories’ 
wilderness. Theatrical light displays are showcased 
everywhere from the hot tub and sauna deck to the fire-
heated tipi and your very own log cabin. And, with both a 
summer-autumn and winter-spring aurora season, you can 
choose between the likes of kayaking and swimming or 
snowshoeing and snowmobiling. For a sample itinerary, visit 
wexas.com/152581.

Grizzly bear watching at Knight Inlet
Accessible only by seaplane or boat, this remote fjord on 
British Columbia’s wild coast offers some of the world’s 
premier grizzly bear sightings, being perfectly secluded 
among old-growth forests backed by coastal mountains.
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To start plannning your holiday to Canada, call a Wexas specialist on 020 7838 5958.

Boat, kayak and hiking trips will also see you out in 
search of bald eagles and – from mid-July – pods of 
orca. Each day, you’ll return to a First-Nations-owned 
lodge that floats on the glacier-carved fjord itself. It also 
serves up the best in just-caught seafood. For a sample 
itinerary, visit wexas.com/152528.

The Calgary Stampede
Billed as ‘The Greatest Outdoor Show on Earth’, the 
Calgary Stampede is much more than the world’s most 
popular rodeo event. From performances by music 
legends and colourful parades to open tipis and native 
dances, it’s a celebration of both Western and First 
Nations culture. And, yes, there’s also plenty of time for 
daredevil chuckwagon racing, steer wrestling and finger-
licking barbecue. Each July its infectious spirit creates a 
city within a city in Alberta’s Calgary, where the Rockies 
are always within striking distance.For a sample itinerary, 
visit wexas.com/138002.

Birds, Bears and Belugas in Manitoba
With no roads leading to it, a flight north to Manitoba’s 
Churchill and the edge of the Arctic Circle rewards with 
a wilderness of barren bays and near-endless tundra. 
Here, you’ll spot otherworldly beluga whales on Zodiac 
boat trips and everything from wolves and polar bears to 
Arctic hare and fox on hikes or all-terrain tundra buggies. 

Then, come the evening, you’ll warm yourself by the roaring 
fire of your Nat-Geo timber lodge. For a sample itinerary, visit 
wexas.com/103853.

Torngat Mountain Base Camp & Research Station
Labrador and Newfoundland’s towering Torngat Mountains 
backdrop a coastal wilderness of turquoise lakes and mighty 
fjords. It’s all best showcased by its storied Base Camp. 
200km above of the region’s most northerly community and 
open only during summer, its simple tented accommodation 
and campfire salmon cooking are the perfect springboard 
for everything from waterfall hikes and wild beach picnics to 
ancient Inuit settlements visits. Keep your eyes out for seals 
and whales on the water or polar bears, wolves and caribou 
on land. For more information, visit wexas.com/137997.

Journey behind Niagara Falls
Put simply, Niagara Falls is an icon of world travel, and this 
is perhaps the most evocative way of experiencing it. You’ll 
descend nearly 40 metres below ground through century-
old tunnels carved right into the bedrock to gaze up at the 
crashing torrents from water level and get right behind the 
water itself with the cave-like portals. You’ll hear it before you 
see it, with over 2,800 cubic metres of water thundering over 
the precipice every second. Next door, there’s also world-
city Toronto and the region’s great wineries to explore. For a 
sample itinerary, visit wexas.com/103629.
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Baglioni Resort
San Teodoro, Sardinia

Sardinia is famous for some of the most stunning beaches 
in Europe. The Baglioni resort sits on one of the most 
beautiful, Lu Impostu, part of the Tavolara Marine Area, 
paradise for divers and snorkellers, given the colourful 
richness of life beneath the waves. Not far away is Spiaggia 
La Cinta, with dazzling sand and sea, as popular with pink 
flamingoes, herons and kingfishers as it is with kitesurfers 
and of course bird watchers. 

It’s a wonderful natural landscape to be immersed in, 
and the Baglioni Resort offers a multitude of ways to enjoy 
it in style. All rooms and suites offer private verandahs 
or terraces to soak up views of glorious gardens or the 
captivating bay. One suite has the advantage of a rooftop 
terrace, a suntrap with outstanding views. 

Rooftop terrace or not, all accommodation is airy and 
bright, given their sliding glass doors and a décor that is 
light in tone but thoughtfully accessorised with sculpture 
and art and all the modern comforts you’d expect from 
the Baglioni Group.

Life here is mostly lived outdoors though, poolside or on 
the beach with riding and other adventures available too.  
A stop at the Spa, for a steam bath or sauna or massage 
at the end of the day sets guests up nicely for the superior 
dining experiences available. An Italian restaurant draws 
on classics based on the finest produce the Mediterranean 
has to offer, while Gusto under Claudio Sadler won a 
Michelin star just a year after opening.
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To book at any Baglioni hotel, contact a Wexas specialist on 020 7838 5958

With its impeccable Art-Deco spread of chandeliers and gilded 
mirrors, there’s perhaps no better representative of Italy’s mid-
century elegance than the Baglioni Hotel Regina. Once Queen 
Margherita of Savoy’s private residence, this grand landmark on 
Rome’s iconic Via Veneto invites in all of the city’s 20th-century 
grandeur. Expect everything from a city-leading restaurant and 
atmospheric bar to a world-class spa and period-furnished rooms 
bedecked in demure Murano lighting.

Then, just like its sister property, Baglioni’s Florence offering – the 
Baglioni Relais Santa Croce – plays a continued role in the history 
of its enviable setting. It’s housed in an 18th-century Florentine 
nobleman’s palazzo, complete with frescoes, stuccoed panelling 

When it comes to Italian cities, there’s not a more iconic pairing than Rome and Florence. Starting with the 
capital, you can trace the birth of civilisation in the likes of the Colosseum and Roman Forum before the 

Vatican’s great seat of the Catholic church provides a resting point on the journey on to medieval piazzas and 
Baroque fl ourishes. Then, when it comes to fi nding where to stay, as with all things in this country, it pays to 

go with something authentically Italian. 

Classic I taly wi t h Baglioni

and sweeping staircases fi rst built for the pope’s treasurer. It feels 
a genuine privilege to relax in the leather armchairs of the music 
room or dine on sophisticated Tuscan delights in its restaurant. 

With its rooms and suites immaculately dressed in the likes of 
four-poster beds and terracotta tones, you’ll also never forget 
that you have Florence’s richly varied highlights on your doorstep. 
Getting lost among its rabbit warren cobbled streets, you’ll fi nd a 
fresh wonder around each corner. While galleries house work by 
Michelangelo and Botticelli, medieval chapels, 15th-century palaces 
and the great marble façade of the iconic Duomo cathedral all vie 
for your attention.

Baglioni sgl_01.indd   1 23/10/2022   12:02
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Baglioni Masseria Muzza
Puglia
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A recent opening by Baglioni, the Mazzeria Muzza is a five-acre,
17th-century masterpiece. There’s nothing ordinary about this 
place. It’s not hard to imagine – in fact it is likely – that the mighty 
Carob tree at the entrance has been in situ for centuries itself. 

Rooms are set around a central courtyard, refashioned from 
former barns and stables, but true to traditional Puglian style, 
with white walls, distinctive ceramic work on display to offset 
the stark yet soothing style. All feature large rainfall showers, 

and air conditioning and Smeg fridges to take the edge off the 
legendary sunshine and heat that typifies Puglia. Most suites 
have a private courtyard or terrace, traditional whitewashed 
interiors and handcrafted furniture by local artisans.

On stepping out, as lovely as the views of nearby lake Alimini, 
is the heady fragrance of fig and lemon trees, with a touch of 
pomegranate. Ancient olive trees are in abundance, as they are 
throughout Puglia. Wander over to the immense adults-only pool 
after an al fresco breakfast at Mitro (which also serves lunch). 
Light lunches are also served by a smaller pool. Dinner is fine 
dining at Le Site, with high end local wines and some astonishing 
seafood, from oysters to octopus sourced from the Salento Sea, 
and refined takes on other local produce. There is also a pizza 
oven on a balcony with views of the setting sun over the lake.

In between all the delicious dining and glorious gardens 
and pools, there is much to do. The historical town of Lecce 
is nearby, a must visit, and beaches to explore, by kayak or 
sailing or swimming; either way all white sand and a sea 
that shifts from green to deep blue. Return to enjoy a spa 
treatment, an aperitif, or both.

 day tailor made ew Brunswic  self dri e starts from ,  pp incl. fl ights, car hire  accommodation.
For more information, visit wexas.com/146203 or call 020 7838 5958.

The perfect combination of urban amenities at nature’s 
doorstep, Moncton really is the hub of all things fun in 
the heart of the Maritimes. Whether that’s the Peticpdia 
River’s famed tidal bore or Magnetic Hill’s optical 
illusion. Then, as you turn north along the Acadian 
Coast, don’t forget to snap a photo with the giant Lobster 
in Shediac – the lobster capital of the World. Then, hop 
between the beaches of Kouchibouguac National Park 
and such idyllic coastal villages as Caraquet, with its 
1800s living museum and leading distillery. Be sure to 
also pause in Miramichi, a town situated alongside a 
famous salmon fishing river and known for its Gothic 
architecture and cove hikes, before arriving in Bathurst 
for everything from harbour walks to the superb Royal 
Canadian Legion War Museum and that favourite local 
past-time – ice hockey.

Turning inland with drives up into the Appalachian 
Mountains and the rugged plateau of Mount Carleton 
Provincial Park – a noted Dark Sky Preserve – you’ll 
move on to Edmundston, whose fine architecture 
is gateway to bicycle and hiking routes along the 
magnificent Madawaska River. Heading south, river 
valleys will then see you through the ultra-scenic Grand 

Falls Gorge and across Hartland – the world’s longest 
covered bridge. You’ll soon arrive at the province’s 
historic capital, Fredericton, where an extensive trail 
system points between everything from traditional 
farmer’s markets and cideries to the superb Beaverbrook 
Art Gallery and the vibrant Harvest Music Festival.

Returning to the coast with the beautiful seaside resort 
town of St. Andrews and its lauded Kingsbrae Garden, 
you’ll want to get out on the water, hopping between 
the pristine Bay of Fundy islands on world-class whale-
watching trips. Then, further along the bay, Saint John is 
home to Canada’s oldest continuous farmer’s market and 
waterfront walks among unique container villages. 

From here, you’ll strike out onto the stunning Fundy 
Coastal Drive to explore what are perhaps the province’s 
most iconic sights. Between Fundy National Park’s spread 
of coastal cliffs, backed as they are by rich valleys and 
forest-clad hikes, you’ll be brought among St Martin’s 
wild sea caves, past lonely lighthouses and on to the 
dramatic formations of Hopewell Rocks, home to the 
world’s highest tides. Explore it all on a kayak trip or, 
when the tide’s out, with a walk along the ocean floor. 

Naturally New Brunswick
Between its historic towns and cute seaside villages, the eastern Canadian province of New Brunswick stuns 
with truly wild coastal scenery, backed by the giants of the Appalachian Mountains. It’s all knitted together 
by scenic driving routes, picked out on this page.
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Turning inland with drives up into the Appalachian 
Mountains and the rugged plateau of Mount Carleton 
Provincial Park – a noted Dark Sky Preserve – you’ll 
move on to Edmundston, whose fine architecture 
is gateway to bicycle and hiking routes along the 
magnificent Madawaska River. Heading south, river 
valleys will then see you through the ultra-scenic Grand 

Falls Gorge and across Hartland – the world’s longest 
covered bridge. You’ll soon arrive at the province’s 
historic capital, Fredericton, where an extensive trail 
system points between everything from traditional 
farmer’s markets and cideries to the superb Beaverbrook 
Art Gallery and the vibrant Harvest Music Festival.

Returning to the coast with the beautiful seaside resort 
town of St. Andrews and its lauded Kingsbrae Garden, 
you’ll want to get out on the water, hopping between 
the pristine Bay of Fundy islands on world-class whale-
watching trips. Then, further along the bay, Saint John is 
home to Canada’s oldest continuous farmer’s market and 
waterfront walks among unique container villages. 

From here, you’ll strike out onto the stunning Fundy 
Coastal Drive to explore what are perhaps the province’s 
most iconic sights. Between Fundy National Park’s spread 
of coastal cliffs, backed as they are by rich valleys and 
forest-clad hikes, you’ll be brought among St Martin’s 
wild sea caves, past lonely lighthouses and on to the 
dramatic formations of Hopewell Rocks, home to the 
world’s highest tides. Explore it all on a kayak trip or, 
when the tide’s out, with a walk along the ocean floor. 

Naturally New Brunswick
Between its historic towns and cute seaside villages, the eastern Canadian province of New Brunswick stuns 
with truly wild coastal scenery, backed by the giants of the Appalachian Mountains. It’s all knitted together 
by scenic driving routes, picked out on this page.

New Brunswick SGL_01.indd   2 23/10/2022   12:04



italy / hotels

Baglioni Resort Cala del Porto
Punta Ala, Tuscan Coast

While the wonders of Tuscany’s historical cities and hilltop
villages are well known, not as many travellers make it to 
the coast. This is a shame because it is extremely enticing, 
so much so that it is a favourite with Italy’s most glamorous 
elite, many of whom have second homes here and yachts 
docked at the picturesque marina. There’s a splendid view of 
the marina, Elba, and sometimes, on exceptionally clear days, 
of islands far in the distance, including Corsica.

Perched on a lofty cliff, Cala del Porto is positioned to make 
the most of numerous beaches, not least their private 
one. Seaside smells infuse the property, while seaside 
chic is part of the décor. Rooms mostly have sea views,  
some have balconies, while the Baglioni Suites have large 
private terraces with sun loungers. All are lined in soothing 
shades and while being laid back are opulent all the same. 
Toiletries by famed Sicilian perfumer lend a touch of 
further decadence.

Days here drift into decadence very easily. The figure of eight 
pool is striking and fun, the Spa is small but perfectly formed 
with an array of treatments and a Turkish bath. But really it’s 
all about beachlife, with a private shuttle down to the beach 
club. Sailing and boat tours can be arranged to explore the 
extraordinary coastline. Alternatively have a dip or two and 
enjoy lunch at La Spiaggia, set on the beach and while casual, 
the food is first class, focusing on seafood and pasta dishes.

At the resort, Belvedere provides a highly refined menu, 
perhaps after a bespoke cocktail on a terrace with a view.
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A 16-day Prairies & Rockies rail journey starts from £3,500 pp. incl. flights, 2 nights aboard The Canadian train, 13 nights 
accommodation, 3 days car hire & selected touring. For more information, visit wexas.com/183972 or call 020 7838 5958.

With its great plains, lake-dotted valleys and ever-creative pockets of humanity, the quiet beauty of Saskatchewan is Canada manifest 
– delightfully welcoming yet fiercely proud of its rich heritage and abundant nature.

the Canadian prairies
The city of Saskatoon is the perfect gateway to it all, not least 

because it wears the province’s love of nature on its plaid-

flannel sleeve. And. once you’ve enjoyed its pristine parks and 

walks along the South Saskatchewan River, don’t miss out on its 

vibrant cultural scene or the superb Remai Modern art gallery. 

An architectural marvel in its own right, it houses the world’s 

most comprehensive collection of Picasso linocuts.

Then, on the city’s northern boundary sits Wanuskewin Heritage 

Park. Here, among sweeping grasslands and roaming bison, 

you’ll be able to discover six millennia of First Nations history, 

today showcased in educational trails, archaeological digs and 

demonstrations of cultural traditions. Also within a couple of 

hours’ drive are the spa-like properties of Little Manitou Lake – a 

Dead Sea in miniature – and Prince Albert National Park. The 

latter impresses with 3,975 square kilometres of boreal forest as 

well as lakes, sandy beaches, trails and abundant wildlife.

However, for a true taste of prairies life, there’s the chance to 

channel your inner cowboy with a stay on a working farm. One 

such favourite is La Reata Ranch, where nights are spent in 

cosy wood cabins while days o�er everything from horseback 

rides and lake fishing trips to hikes in search of deer and golden 

eagles. Cap it all o� round the campfire or with a dip in the hot 

tub, under the stars.

And, with these wide-open plains, there’s perhaps no better way 

of travelling Saskatchewan than by rail. Plying its way between 

the Rockies and Vancouver in the west to Toronto in the east, 

The Canadian sleeper train is perfect for gaining an appreciation 

of Saskatchewan’s great scale. Admire golden prairie fields from 

glass-ceilinged carriages and cosy berths before tucking into 

traditional regional delicacies in the restaurant car. There are also 

musical performances and wine tastings on select departures – 

the perfect way to toast your adventure in this big-sky province.
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Baglioni Resort Cala del Porto
Punta Ala, Tuscan Coast

While the wonders of Tuscany’s historical cities and hilltop
villages are well known, not as many travellers make it to 
the coast. This is a shame because it is extremely enticing, 
so much so that it is a favourite with Italy’s most glamorous 
elite, many of whom have second homes here and yachts 
docked at the picturesque marina. There’s a splendid view of 
the marina, Elba, and sometimes, on exceptionally clear days, 
of islands far in the distance, including Corsica.

Perched on a lofty cliff, Cala del Porto is positioned to make 
the most of numerous beaches, not least their private 
one. Seaside smells infuse the property, while seaside 
chic is part of the décor. Rooms mostly have sea views,  
some have balconies, while the Baglioni Suites have large 
private terraces with sun loungers. All are lined in soothing 
shades and while being laid back are opulent all the same. 
Toiletries by famed Sicilian perfumer lend a touch of 
further decadence.

Days here drift into decadence very easily. The figure of eight 
pool is striking and fun, the Spa is small but perfectly formed 
with an array of treatments and a Turkish bath. But really it’s 
all about beachlife, with a private shuttle down to the beach 
club. Sailing and boat tours can be arranged to explore the 
extraordinary coastline. Alternatively have a dip or two and 
enjoy lunch at La Spiaggia, set on the beach and while casual, 
the food is first class, focusing on seafood and pasta dishes.

At the resort, Belvedere provides a highly refined menu, 
perhaps after a bespoke cocktail on a terrace with a view.
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A 16-day Prairies & Rockies rail journey starts from £3,500 pp. incl. flights, 2 nights aboard The Canadian train, 13 nights 
accommodation, 3 days car hire & selected touring. For more information, visit wexas.com/183972 or call 020 7838 5958.

With its great plains, lake-dotted valleys and ever-creative pockets of humanity, the quiet beauty of Saskatchewan is Canada manifest 
– delightfully welcoming yet fiercely proud of its rich heritage and abundant nature.

the Canadian prairies
The city of Saskatoon is the perfect gateway to it all, not least 

because it wears the province’s love of nature on its plaid-

flannel sleeve. And. once you’ve enjoyed its pristine parks and 

walks along the South Saskatchewan River, don’t miss out on its 

vibrant cultural scene or the superb Remai Modern art gallery. 

An architectural marvel in its own right, it houses the world’s 

most comprehensive collection of Picasso linocuts.

Then, on the city’s northern boundary sits Wanuskewin Heritage 

Park. Here, among sweeping grasslands and roaming bison, 

you’ll be able to discover six millennia of First Nations history, 

today showcased in educational trails, archaeological digs and 

demonstrations of cultural traditions. Also within a couple of 

hours’ drive are the spa-like properties of Little Manitou Lake – a 

Dead Sea in miniature – and Prince Albert National Park. The 

latter impresses with 3,975 square kilometres of boreal forest as 

well as lakes, sandy beaches, trails and abundant wildlife.

However, for a true taste of prairies life, there’s the chance to 

channel your inner cowboy with a stay on a working farm. One 

such favourite is La Reata Ranch, where nights are spent in 

cosy wood cabins while days o�er everything from horseback 

rides and lake fishing trips to hikes in search of deer and golden 

eagles. Cap it all o� round the campfire or with a dip in the hot 

tub, under the stars.

And, with these wide-open plains, there’s perhaps no better way 

of travelling Saskatchewan than by rail. Plying its way between 

the Rockies and Vancouver in the west to Toronto in the east, 

The Canadian sleeper train is perfect for gaining an appreciation 

of Saskatchewan’s great scale. Admire golden prairie fields from 

glass-ceilinged carriages and cosy berths before tucking into 

traditional regional delicacies in the restaurant car. There are also 

musical performances and wine tastings on select departures – 

the perfect way to toast your adventure in this big-sky province.
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With Oregon’s geography staggering from wild beaches and 
dense forests to undulating river valleys and snow-capped 
mountains, it’s no surprise that it hosts more scenic byways 
than any other state. And, in among it all, you’ll also find North 
America’s full spectrum of civilisation, whether sleepy fishing 
villages and award-winning wineries or frontier towns and the 
urbane cool of Portland.

Its residents, too, are just as diverse as their state, from 
indigenous tribes and old-school outdoorsmen to a new wave 
of artisan urbanites. But, one thing they all share is a fierce 
devotion to where they live and its natural world. Indeed, the 
best way to experience Oregon is through their infectious 
passion, by engaging with the state’s lauded network of local 
guides. Talk to your Wexas specialist about a naturalist-led 
hike, an insider’s tour of a top winery or a behind-the-scenes 
tasting at a regional producer. Each specialist will get right to 
their heart of their area of expertise, bringing it to life.

To inspire further, we’ve picked out seven regions that best 
demonstrate the state’s rich diversity. Remember, it’s just a 
direct British Airways flight away from London Heathrow.

The coast
Spanning nearly 400 miles, the rugged Oregon coastline is a 
wild affair of dramatic rock formations, whirlpools and a near-
endless spread of windswept beaches. It’s all interspersed with 
the likes of historic homes and lonely lighthouses, serving as 
waypoints to everything from fishing and whale-watching trips 
to hikes and rounds of golf.

INSIDE OREGON
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Portland
Surely inspired by its imposing mountain backdrop, Portland 
is one of America’s great centres of creativity – something 
realised across its craftspeople, musicians and culinary 
masters. It also invites its natural surroundings in, with more 
than 200 parks and gardens ideal for walks and bike rides. This 
really is a city alive.

Mt. Hood & the Columbia River Gorge
Positioned alongside the mighty Columbia River Gorge, you 
may know iconic Mt. Hood as the world’s second-most-
climbed mountain and the host of North America’s only 
year-round ski season. However, you should take the region 
as a whole, with its medley of forest-carpeted cliffs, giant 
waterways and, yes, snowy peaks setting the scene for quaint 
riverfront towns and a rich variety of outdoors activities.

The Willamette Valley
As it has been since the time of the pioneers, this is Oregon’s 
agricultural heartland. And today, while its gently undulating 
green contours make for ideal hiking or cycling, they’re also 
terraced into pretty vineyards. Don’t also miss out on the food 
markets and farm-to-table dining.

Southern Oregon
From high-desert country to lush valleys and clear-blue 
lakes, Oregon’s south is wonderfully varied. One moment 
you could be enjoying some world-class fishing or rafting, 
and the next mountain biking or hiking through beautifully 
barren shrublands. Then, relive the 19th century in gold-
rush-era towns, now home to excellent wineries and artist 
communities.

Central Oregon
A tale of two seasons, central Oregon’s sunny summers and 
snowy winters means plenty of adventure. That could be a 
full complement of snowy fun or cowboy dreams brought to 
life with mountain retreats and fly-fishing escapades. And, its 
convergence of mountain ranges and river plateaus is troubled 
by unique, volcanic features.

Eastern Oregon
The spirit of the West is alive and well in Eastern Oregon, 
where snow-capped peaks look down onto rolling hills, 
complex desert lands and wild, rushing rivers. The indelible 
footprint of Lewis and Clark, Chief Joseph and the Oregon 
Trail pioneers who lived in or passed through this region still 
permeate its unique culture. 

Oregon Fly-Drive
Discover the wonders of Oregon's unspoilt coastlines, 
pulsating cities and incredible landscapes as you hit the 
highway on a state-spanning road trip. Highlights include 
Portland – the 'City of Roses', Newport and its wine-country 
surrounds, historic Florence and the stunning beauty of the 
Oregon Dunes National Recreation Area. You'll also take 
in two of the state's icons, pausing to admire the riverine 
perfection of Grants Pass and the  always-spectacular 
Crater Lake National Park. 

Prices start from £2,380 per person incl. return flights, car 
hire & 10 nights accommodation.

For more information or to book, call a Wexas USA specialist 
on 020 7838 5958.

advertorial
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as a whole, with its medley of forest-carpeted cliffs, giant 
waterways and, yes, snowy peaks setting the scene for quaint 
riverfront towns and a rich variety of outdoors activities.
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agricultural heartland. And today, while its gently undulating 
green contours make for ideal hiking or cycling, they’re also 
terraced into pretty vineyards. Don’t also miss out on the food 
markets and farm-to-table dining.

Southern Oregon
From high-desert country to lush valleys and clear-blue 
lakes, Oregon’s south is wonderfully varied. One moment 
you could be enjoying some world-class fishing or rafting, 
and the next mountain biking or hiking through beautifully 
barren shrublands. Then, relive the 19th century in gold-
rush-era towns, now home to excellent wineries and artist 
communities.

Central Oregon
A tale of two seasons, central Oregon’s sunny summers and 
snowy winters means plenty of adventure. That could be a 
full complement of snowy fun or cowboy dreams brought to 
life with mountain retreats and fly-fishing escapades. And, its 
convergence of mountain ranges and river plateaus is troubled 
by unique, volcanic features.

Eastern Oregon
The spirit of the West is alive and well in Eastern Oregon, 
where snow-capped peaks look down onto rolling hills, 
complex desert lands and wild, rushing rivers. The indelible 
footprint of Lewis and Clark, Chief Joseph and the Oregon 
Trail pioneers who lived in or passed through this region still 
permeate its unique culture. 

Oregon Fly-Drive
Discover the wonders of Oregon's unspoilt coastlines, 
pulsating cities and incredible landscapes as you hit the 
highway on a state-spanning road trip. Highlights include 
Portland – the 'City of Roses', Newport and its wine-country 
surrounds, historic Florence and the stunning beauty of the 
Oregon Dunes National Recreation Area. You'll also take 
in two of the state's icons, pausing to admire the riverine 
perfection of Grants Pass and the  always-spectacular 
Crater Lake National Park. 

Prices start from £2,380 per person incl. return flights, car 
hire & 10 nights accommodation.

For more information or to book, call a Wexas USA specialist 
on 020 7838 5958.
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Not all Zoroastrians are Parsis, but all 
Parsis are Zoroastrians. Around the 
seventh century, during the Arab 
conquest of Persia, a small group 
of Zoroastrians fled persecution by 
sailing from what is now known as 
Iran and found themselves on the 
shores of India. After some movement 
around the islands of Gujarat they 
were granted asylum and settled in 
the coastal town of Sanjan, which was 
ruled over at the time by Jadi Rana.

Throughout the centuries, the Parsi 
community has interwoven itself 
into the community, adapting 
their language, approach towards 
religion and ways of cooking 
and eating, borrowing the best 
aspects and including them as 
part of their own identity, a sort 
of symbiotic relationship.

The community that originally settled 
in Sanjan became known as the Parsis 
because of their Persian heritage, 
and throughout the centuries they 
spread across India, finding homes in 
different towns and cities. When the 
British came to India, many Parsis took 
to learning English and moved away 
from small farming villages to city 
centres where they provided services 
and routes of trade with neighbouring 
countries. Here began the relationship 
with British, Portuguese and French 
merchants and the rise of the prominent 
Parsi industrialists and philanthropists.

My grandad settled the family in 
Gandhidham in the 1960s. He worked 
for the Kandla Port Trust as the chief 
architect. The town of Kandla was 
still in its infancy and the port had 
developed a large plot of land into a 
colony for port employees to reside, 
known as Gopal Puri. Bungalows would 
be assigned to the workers depending 
on their hierarchy within the port: 
A bungalows were assigned to the top 
management, B to the senior staff and 
C and D to the rest. As the architect 
who designed the bungalows in the 
colony, my grandad was offered a 
B-rated bungalow, but he turned it 
down in favour of a C bungalow. 

C17 was a modest bungalow with 
small rooms, a well-sized garden with 
lemon, banana and papaya trees and 
best of all, due to its location within 
the colony, it had uninterrupted 
views of the yet-to-be developed 
open plains of Kandla all the way to 
the next town of Anjar, 40km away.

It was here at C17 that my mother fondly 
remembers my grandad on his only 
mode of transport, his bicycle, taking 
her to the market for their monthly 
pantry top-up. Having to go to each 
individual vendor to buy their eggs, 
bread and milk. At the final stop on 
the trip there would be vendors selling 
hot foods. My mother remembers the 
gent with a huge tava (flat iron skillet) 
frying off aloo tiki, small patties of 

potato and spices coated in semolina, 
another with a sagdi, a very crude clay 
barbecue, on which he would cook 
huge rotli that would puff up entirely 
as it blistered on the grill, ‘smelling 
heavenly’. The last man would be 
serving patli dal, a thin soupy dal. All of 
these foods were parcelled up and taken 
home to be eaten by the family with 
delight, a sort of takeaway of its time. 

It was in this bungalow that my 
grandad would come home with 
fresh whole fish, either a surmai 
or rawas, and teach my mum how 
to scale, gut and cut up the fish to 
make a coconut and coriander curry. 
Sometimes my grandma would chop 
a drumstick down from the tree which 
she would wash, string, chop and tie 
and throw into the curry for bonus 
flavour. The leaves of the tree would 
also be added to the curry for the sabzi 
(vegetable) element of the dish. 

My grandparents did not have it easy 
in those days, bringing up a family of 
seven in a small bungalow on a modest 
salary. My mum recalls the convoluted 
procedure of just lighting their now 
vintage single burner Primus stove. 
My grandma would take a glass bottle 
to the pantry and fill it with kerosene 
which would then have to be poured 
into the stove, and, after a few pumps 
to get the kerosene all the way through, 
the stove could be lit. All this just to boil 
the kettle to make a simple cup of tea.

Food of my 
forebears

a moveable feast / farokh talati
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Not all Zoroastrians are Parsis, but all 
Parsis are Zoroastrians. Around the 
seventh century, during the Arab 
conquest of Persia, a small group 
of Zoroastrians fled persecution by 
sailing from what is now known as 
Iran and found themselves on the 
shores of India. After some movement 
around the islands of Gujarat they 
were granted asylum and settled in 
the coastal town of Sanjan, which was 
ruled over at the time by Jadi Rana.

Throughout the centuries, the Parsi 
community has interwoven itself 
into the community, adapting 
their language, approach towards 
religion and ways of cooking 
and eating, borrowing the best 
aspects and including them as 
part of their own identity, a sort 
of symbiotic relationship.

The community that originally settled 
in Sanjan became known as the Parsis 
because of their Persian heritage, 
and throughout the centuries they 
spread across India, finding homes in 
different towns and cities. When the 
British came to India, many Parsis took 
to learning English and moved away 
from small farming villages to city 
centres where they provided services 
and routes of trade with neighbouring 
countries. Here began the relationship 
with British, Portuguese and French 
merchants and the rise of the prominent 
Parsi industrialists and philanthropists.

My grandad settled the family in 
Gandhidham in the 1960s. He worked 
for the Kandla Port Trust as the chief 
architect. The town of Kandla was 
still in its infancy and the port had 
developed a large plot of land into a 
colony for port employees to reside, 
known as Gopal Puri. Bungalows would 
be assigned to the workers depending 
on their hierarchy within the port: 
A bungalows were assigned to the top 
management, B to the senior staff and 
C and D to the rest. As the architect 
who designed the bungalows in the 
colony, my grandad was offered a 
B-rated bungalow, but he turned it 
down in favour of a C bungalow. 

C17 was a modest bungalow with 
small rooms, a well-sized garden with 
lemon, banana and papaya trees and 
best of all, due to its location within 
the colony, it had uninterrupted 
views of the yet-to-be developed 
open plains of Kandla all the way to 
the next town of Anjar, 40km away.

It was here at C17 that my mother fondly 
remembers my grandad on his only 
mode of transport, his bicycle, taking 
her to the market for their monthly 
pantry top-up. Having to go to each 
individual vendor to buy their eggs, 
bread and milk. At the final stop on 
the trip there would be vendors selling 
hot foods. My mother remembers the 
gent with a huge tava (flat iron skillet) 
frying off aloo tiki, small patties of 

potato and spices coated in semolina, 
another with a sagdi, a very crude clay 
barbecue, on which he would cook 
huge rotli that would puff up entirely 
as it blistered on the grill, ‘smelling 
heavenly’. The last man would be 
serving patli dal, a thin soupy dal. All of 
these foods were parcelled up and taken 
home to be eaten by the family with 
delight, a sort of takeaway of its time. 

It was in this bungalow that my 
grandad would come home with 
fresh whole fish, either a surmai 
or rawas, and teach my mum how 
to scale, gut and cut up the fish to 
make a coconut and coriander curry. 
Sometimes my grandma would chop 
a drumstick down from the tree which 
she would wash, string, chop and tie 
and throw into the curry for bonus 
flavour. The leaves of the tree would 
also be added to the curry for the sabzi 
(vegetable) element of the dish. 

My grandparents did not have it easy 
in those days, bringing up a family of 
seven in a small bungalow on a modest 
salary. My mum recalls the convoluted 
procedure of just lighting their now 
vintage single burner Primus stove. 
My grandma would take a glass bottle 
to the pantry and fill it with kerosene 
which would then have to be poured 
into the stove, and, after a few pumps 
to get the kerosene all the way through, 
the stove could be lit. All this just to boil 
the kettle to make a simple cup of tea.
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Mum came to the uk in April of 1980 
at the age of 28, leaving the blistering 
34°c heat of Mumbai for the 4°c biting 
chill of a ‘dark and miserable’ London. 
One of my dad’s first jobs was at the 
Wall’s factory in Southall; he would 
bring home food from the staff shop – 
sausages, gammon, steak and kidney 
pies and ice cream – and all were enjoyed 
with fresh enthusiasm. But the novelty 
soon wore off and the desire to cook 
and eat homemade food settled in. 

Alperton, an area within Wembley, had, 
and still has to this day, one of the largest 
Indian communities within London. 
Here you could buy the vegetables, herbs, 
meats and dry goods to cook delicious 
and familiar foods with relatively similar 
results as that back home in India. 
My mum could always cook – her parents 
were very proficient in the kitchen, 
passing on those skills, and over time 
and with the help of some cookbooks 
and her mother-in-law, my mum started 
cooking Parsi food at home in London. 
Dal and rice, meat and vegetable stews 
all came back into the diet and so did 
the exploration of Parsi cuisine at 
home using the ingredients available 
to her at that time from the markets.

***

Growing up, it was clear to me that the 
food we ate in our home was different. 
I would go to friends’ houses and 
chips and burgers was the standard 
fare laid out on the dinner table. I 
would return home to be greeted by 
spicy lentils, steamed rice and stewed 
vegetables. Imagine my poor mother’s 
despair in trying to convince me to 
eat such food while my friends were 
tucking into their burgers and chips!

My first trip to India was at the age 
of six. Meeting my mother’s side of 
the family for the first time, we were 

adorned with garlands threaded with 
roses, honeysuckle and jasmine, and 
intricate chalk patterns tapped out 
on the marble floors of the doorways 
welcomed us into family homes. Upon 
entering, small squares of rock sugar 
were placed into our mouths as a way 
of wishing us good luck and prosperity 
on our trip. I can still remember the 
smell of burning sandalwood from the 
fire temple where we would go to pray 
every day, the fish swimming in the well 
in the temple, and taking home the 
blessed fruits to share with our family.

I visited India a few more times as I got 
older, and, although I was still not into 
food or cooking at that point, could 
not help being drawn in by the smells, 
flavours and colours. The ceremony 
surrounding food was enchanting and 
the anticipation and excitement for 
the next meal became a huge part of 
the day. The markets of fresh fruit and 

vegetables dazzled in vibrant colour; 
vendors selling unidentifiable hot fried 
snacks from cauldrons of boiling oil 
would summon you over to try before 
you buy; young coconuts being cut 
open on the side of the street for thirsty 
passers-by to nourish themselves with 
the sweet water. Sweets in all shapes 
and enticing colours laid out on huge 
trays in shop windows were enough to 
capture my young heart, and my loving 
uncles and aunties were more than 
happy to oblige my sweet tooth (on 
reflection a young child is a great excuse 
for an adult to buy lots of sweets!).

One thing that struck me, more than 
the odd cow ambling the streets with 
indifference, was that everywhere you 
looked people were eating or drinking. 
In every side street and at every corner, 
shop front and stall, people would 
gather to eat as if it were a national 
pastime. For many it was a way to catch 
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up with friends and family, for some 
a moment of self-reflection with a 
plate of deep-fried bhaja. And with 
the food being so fresh and so tasty, 
it seems like a logical pastime to have.

The mystery of the unknown can be both 
exciting and scary. As a Parsi growing 
up in the uk, I did not know how to 
cook any of the dishes I had tried on my 
many trips to India, or even what the 
ingredients involved to create these 
amazing flavours were. There were no 
aunties or uncles to ask at that time, 
as those family members who cooked 
the true Parsi food were in India and 
what was attempted here at home in 
the uk was a version with many key 
ingredients subbed out, often to the 
detriment of the original dish. What 
were these mysterious ingredients? 

An excitement grew inside of me, 
an urge to discover, like a long-lost 

language or learning one’s own mother 
tongue; food was now my conduit to 
connecting to my Parsi heritage. In one 
of my defining trips to India I stayed for 
three months, pestering every aunty 
and uncle to show me their cookbooks, 
teach me their tricks and let me cook 
together with them. I ate Parsi food for 
breakfast, lunch and dinner and when I 
wasn’t cooking or eating, I was fervently 
writing down every last detail of what 
I had seen, eaten and heard that day.

***

To be a Parsi is like being a member 
of a very special club, one that values 
humour and joviality, and holds food as 
an essential component of their culture. 
A respect for nature and one another 
is the order of the day. Zoroastrianism 
is based around a simple proverb, 
‘good thoughts, good words and good 
deeds’; a beautifully straightforward 

credo to live by. A simple ideology to 
follow and one that all Zoroastrians 
strive to adhere to in their daily life.

Researching, learning and cooking these 
recipes has demystified Parsi cooking for 
me, and it has highlighted the journey 
the first Zoroastrians took from Persia, 
then their journey through India and 
the cultures they met along the way, 
which can all be traced via their food.

But one thing that never left my mind 
while I was writing these recipes 
down was that with such a dwindling 
population in the Parsi community and 
a generation of Parsis growing up in 
India in a world of fast food, convenience 
over home cooking and food trends 
coming from the West, who will be left 
to remember these dishes, who will 
know how to make sambhar masala? 
Who will know the intricacies of dal ni 
pori? How will the flavours of dhansak 
my mother used to eat as a child stay 
true today and in the next 20 years? 

It slowly dawned on me that these 
recipes, if put together with enough 
knowledge, understanding and skill, 
could be a way to preserve one of the 
most important aspects of being a 
Parsi: bloody good food! As I hold my 
tattered copy of Vividh Vani, a book of 
Parsi recipes printed over 100 years ago 
to try and decipher recipes, this too 
could be a book that can be picked up 
in many years to come and represent 
a slice of our culture and heritage, 
so as not to be lost through the ages.

Parsi by 
Farokh Talati
Bloomsbury, 
hbk, 368pp, £26
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Previous spread 
(clockwise from 
top left): Farokh 
Talati; Parsi rice with 
the ‘(w)holy 4’: star 
anise, cinnamon, 
clove and cardamom; 
Maneck Aunty and 
Nergish Aunty; 
Badam ni marghi 
(Chicken in rich 
almond gravy).

Opposite: Iranshah 
Atash Behram, 
Udvada, Gujurat.

Left: First Dastoor 
Meherjirana Library, 
Navsari, Gujarat.
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Mum came to the uk in April of 1980 
at the age of 28, leaving the blistering 
34°c heat of Mumbai for the 4°c biting 
chill of a ‘dark and miserable’ London. 
One of my dad’s first jobs was at the 
Wall’s factory in Southall; he would 
bring home food from the staff shop – 
sausages, gammon, steak and kidney 
pies and ice cream – and all were enjoyed 
with fresh enthusiasm. But the novelty 
soon wore off and the desire to cook 
and eat homemade food settled in. 
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and still has to this day, one of the largest 
Indian communities within London. 
Here you could buy the vegetables, herbs, 
meats and dry goods to cook delicious 
and familiar foods with relatively similar 
results as that back home in India. 
My mum could always cook – her parents 
were very proficient in the kitchen, 
passing on those skills, and over time 
and with the help of some cookbooks 
and her mother-in-law, my mum started 
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Dal and rice, meat and vegetable stews 
all came back into the diet and so did 
the exploration of Parsi cuisine at 
home using the ingredients available 
to her at that time from the markets.

***

Growing up, it was clear to me that the 
food we ate in our home was different. 
I would go to friends’ houses and 
chips and burgers was the standard 
fare laid out on the dinner table. I 
would return home to be greeted by 
spicy lentils, steamed rice and stewed 
vegetables. Imagine my poor mother’s 
despair in trying to convince me to 
eat such food while my friends were 
tucking into their burgers and chips!

My first trip to India was at the age 
of six. Meeting my mother’s side of 
the family for the first time, we were 

adorned with garlands threaded with 
roses, honeysuckle and jasmine, and 
intricate chalk patterns tapped out 
on the marble floors of the doorways 
welcomed us into family homes. Upon 
entering, small squares of rock sugar 
were placed into our mouths as a way 
of wishing us good luck and prosperity 
on our trip. I can still remember the 
smell of burning sandalwood from the 
fire temple where we would go to pray 
every day, the fish swimming in the well 
in the temple, and taking home the 
blessed fruits to share with our family.

I visited India a few more times as I got 
older, and, although I was still not into 
food or cooking at that point, could 
not help being drawn in by the smells, 
flavours and colours. The ceremony 
surrounding food was enchanting and 
the anticipation and excitement for 
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the day. The markets of fresh fruit and 

vegetables dazzled in vibrant colour; 
vendors selling unidentifiable hot fried 
snacks from cauldrons of boiling oil 
would summon you over to try before 
you buy; young coconuts being cut 
open on the side of the street for thirsty 
passers-by to nourish themselves with 
the sweet water. Sweets in all shapes 
and enticing colours laid out on huge 
trays in shop windows were enough to 
capture my young heart, and my loving 
uncles and aunties were more than 
happy to oblige my sweet tooth (on 
reflection a young child is a great excuse 
for an adult to buy lots of sweets!).

One thing that struck me, more than 
the odd cow ambling the streets with 
indifference, was that everywhere you 
looked people were eating or drinking. 
In every side street and at every corner, 
shop front and stall, people would 
gather to eat as if it were a national 
pastime. For many it was a way to catch 
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up with friends and family, for some 
a moment of self-reflection with a 
plate of deep-fried bhaja. And with 
the food being so fresh and so tasty, 
it seems like a logical pastime to have.

The mystery of the unknown can be both 
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up in the uk, I did not know how to 
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art of travel / east africa

There is no greater adventure than a safari to the
Mara-Serengeti in East Africa where Angela and 
I have spent so many years immersing ourselves 
in the lives of the great predators – particularly 
the big cats that bring an exquisite tension to 
the landscape. This vast ecosystem of 25,000km2

includes the Maasai Mara National Reserve in 
Kenya and adjoining Serengeti National Park 
in Tanzania. It is home to the ‘great migration’ – 
the two million wildebeest, zebras and gazelles 
that criss-cross the grasslands and acacia thickets 
in their endless search for food and water.

This is a book for everyone to enjoy. We love to draw 
and hope you will join us on a virtual safari using 
your imagination to bring the illustrations to life by 
colouring them. They feature many of the animals 
and birds that you will see on your travels, as well 

as the Maasai pastoralists who have roamed these 
lands for centuries living side by side with the wild 
animals and relying on their livestock for all their 
needs. All of the species illustrated can be found 
among the iucn’s Red List that charts the status 
of the world’s most endangered species. It is our 
sincere hope that with greater awareness, and 
your help, none of these amazing creatures will 
disappear from the planet.

Sacred Nature Safari 
Colouring Book 
by Jonathan and 
Angela Scott
Bradt Guides, pbk, 
56pp, £9.99
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Jonathan and Angela with their cameras and laptops. 29

words & illustrations
Jonathan and Angela Scott

Blending 
into the Wild

£9.99    US$16.99
Bradtguides.com
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Jonathan & Angela Scott

SAFARI
COLOURING BOOK

Adding colour to your
African safari 

Enjoy the ultimate African safari in the company of the Big Cat People - award winning 
wildlife artists and photographers Jonathan and Angela Scott - featuring many of

the stars of their hugely popular TV series Big Cat Diary and Big Cat Tales. Packed with 
spectacular animals and birds for you to bring to life in colour, plus visits to Giraffe Manor,

the Elephant Orphanage, a Tented Camp and Balloon Safari. 

9 781784 778606

51699
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Kike, star of Big Cat Diary. 41

Opposite: Jonathan 
and Angela with their 
cameras and laptops.

Above: Kike, star 
of Big Cat Diary.
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Female leopard at Mara Buffalo Rocks, Maasai Mara GR.14

Above: Female 
leopard at Mara 
Buffalo Rocks, 
Maasai Mara gr.
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Above: Governors’ 
Camp balloon safari.
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Philip Parker’s The Atlas of Atlases is a lavishly 
illustrated look at the most important atlases in 
history and the cartographers who made them. 
Atlases have changed the course of history. 
Pored over by rulers, explorers and adventurers, 
these books were used to build empires, 
wage wars, encourage diplomacy and nurture 
trade. This beautiful book will engross readers 
with its detailed, visually stunning illustrations 
and fascinating story of how map-making has 
developed throughout human history.

The Atlas of Atlases by Philip Parker
Ivy Press, hbk, 272pp, £28.00

Picturing 
the world

Left: World map based 
on Ptolemy’s second 
projection, Geography, 
c. ad 150 (Cosmographia 
Germanus by Nicolaus 
Germanus, 1482).
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A leaf from nature
In my experience, to walk in a wood is to take 
issue with Socrates’ declaration that “Trees and 
open country cannot teach me anything, whereas 
men in towns do”. Time is kept and curated in 
different ways by trees, and it can be experienced 
in different ways when one is among them. 
It is beyond our capacity to comprehend that the 
American hardwood forest waited 70 million 
years for people to come and live in it – but the 
effort of comprehension is itself worthwhile. 
It is valuable and disturbing to know that big oak 
trees can take 300 years to grow, 300 years to live 
and 300 years to die. Such knowledge, seriously 
considered, changes the grain of the mind. 
My favourite genus of city tree is certainly the 
magnolia, with its gorgeous goblet-like flowers. 

The carpets of magnolias are unusually tough. 
It is theorised that that is because magnolias 
evolved in the late Cretaceous, around 90 million 
years ago. This was before bees existed, and so 
their carpets needed to be able to resist damage 
by the chitinous feet of the beetles that were their 
only pollinators. Seeing a suburban magnolia 
always gives me a thrilling burst of Earth history: 
dinosaurs once browsed among these trees!

William Blake famously observed that “the tree 
that moves some to tears of joy is in the eyes 
of others only a green thing that stands in the 
way”. The inexorable march of the technocratic 
metaphysic has widely reduced perception of 
the arboreal world to timber, lumber or obstacle. 

Bottom left: 
Palm leaf (Arecaceae)
The fan-like leaves of 
palm trees are extremely 
tough, enabling them 
to withstand the 
strongest winds.

Bottom right: 
The colourful, 
ornamental leaves 
of the maple (Acer).

Right: Autumn Foliage
by Tom Thomson, 1915
Oil on panel.
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Pinatubo Mouse:
Is the ground warm?
Does your heart sense
the volcano’s rhythms?
How do you know
when to run?

Darwin’s Racer:
you have no natural predators
on volcano island –
only the volcano.

*

Now in the blue light
the world is quiet:
the amaryllis opened overnight,
three flowers (pinkish red)
quietly look out –

the tiny flies
around its stalk
are sitting still.

*

In England the volcanoes 
are extinct:
they have been naturalised
to beauty spots,
a landscape for adventurers
to scale – and to admire:
Acadian folds
erupting into daffodils.
Underneath,
a memory of fire
solidified:
haematite,
cobalt, graphite,
magnetite.
The rocks are moving
at a different scale.

*

The daffodils beside the lake
were brought here by the Romans,
some say for their healing powers.

*

What is a native plant?
According to which scale of time?
Triassic ferns
(flowerless),
rows of russet spores –
braille to the wind.

*

Pleistocene fir trees
sending pollen
into future air,
into a forest
where wolves will track
the footprints
of two children
abandoned in the dark.

*

At night
the sky is glittering
with sparks –
between the darkness
and the dark,
the planets
with their quiet
moons appear.

from Scale
Carcanet, 
pbk, 56pp, 
£11.99

Wonder has been subdued by instrumentalism. 
One of the great contemporary challenges is now 
how to retrieve and popularise an almost-animist 
ontology, in which the lively, miraculous beinghood 
of species other than our own is recognised and 
respected. The structure of Smith’s work is a 
contribution to such a project. It organises itself in 
terms of the seven wonders – Seed, Leaf, Form, Bark, 
Wood, Flower, Fruit – that together conjure the 
magic of Tree. His book offers us a reminder that, 
as he puts it, “ultimately, we are all symbionts with 
nature”. Or, in the unforgettable phrase of Ursula K. 
Le Guin, “the word for world is forest”.
Robert Macfarlane, from the Foreword

Trees by Paul Smith
Thames & Hudson, hbk, 320pp, £40

©
 a

rt
 g

al
le

ry
 o

f t
or

on
to

/a
la

m
y

Field notes from the 
edge of a volcano
by Mina Gorji
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Two of a kind
Gift books don’t come with a more profound 
message for our times than Simon Barnes’ 
The History of the World in 100 Plants and Beatrice 
Forshall’s The Book of Vanishing Species. Simon’s 
book is filled with superb nature illustrations and 
striking art from the likes of Hieronymous Bosch, 
Breughel, Van Gogh and Chinese and Japanese 
masters and a smattering of photographs; 
while Beatrice illuminates her text with intricate 
portraits of each endangered animal, plant or 
insect using an intaglio press – first drawing, 
then engraving, printing and colouring by hand. 
Do you love anyone, and our planet, enough to buy 
them both? In their own words…

Plants give us the air we breathe. They direct the rain that 
falls and moderate the climate. Plants give us shelter, beauty, 
comfort, meaning, buildings, boats, containers, musical 
instruments, medicines and religious symbols. We use 
flowers for love, we use flowers for death.

We use the fossils of plants to power our industries and 
our transport. Across history we have used plants to store 
knowledge, to kill, to drive illegal trades, to fuel wars, to change 
our state of consciousness, to indicate our status. The first gun 
was a plant; we got fire from plants; we have enslaved people 
for the sake of plants. We have changed the world by planting 
some species of plant and by destroying others. We have used 
plants to understand how life on earth operates.

We humans like to see ourselves as a species that has risen 
above nature, noble in reason, infinite in faculties, in action 
like angels. We have become as gods, doing what we will with 
the world. But we still couldn’t live for a day without plants. 

Our past is all about plants; our present 
is all tied up with plants; and without 
plants, there is no future.

Here are a hundred reasons why.

The History of the World in 100 Plants
by Simon Barnes
Simon & Schuster, hbk, 432pp, £30

In the eighteen months it has taken me to research this book, 
107 species have been declared extinct. Though extinction plays 
a role in evolution, it is thought the current rate of extinction is 
happening a thousand times faster than before humans existed. 
Death is a necessary part of every species’ cycle of life; extinction 
ends this cycle. We are destroying without knowing the value of 
what we destroy – or worse, knowing full well. 

The vulnerability of the species we endanger, their inability 
to speak for themselves, is what first made me want to make 
engravings of them. As I did so, I was drawn into their lives, 
their mystery, their otherness and their similarity to us.

We confront the greatest challenge that has ever faced humanity, 
a drama in which each of us can choose the part we play. We can 
halt the rate of extinction and begin to reverse the damage we 
have done to the planet. It has often been said that what makes 
humans different from other species is our ability to imagine the 
future and turn an idea into a reality. Imagine a world with clean 

air, clean water, oceans of fish, wilderness. 
Imagine a world in which we did not 
have to worry about these things. We are 
all part of this story; it is up to each of us 
how we write the next chapter.

The Book of Vanishing Species
by Beatrice Forshall
Bloomsbury, hbk, 432pp, £30

Left: Some of the 
species affected by 
Australian bush fires.
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EXPLORING THE WORLD
by Alexander Maitland
Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 
hbk, 400pp, £25
Epic tales of endurance 
and perseverance 

celebrating adventurers driven 
by curiosity, wanderlust and the 
pursuit of knowledge over two 
centuries of exploration supported 
by the Royal Geographical Society.

HIMALAYA by John Keay
Bloomsbury Circus, 
hbk, 432pp, £30
A groundbreaking 
exploration of one 
of Earth’s most 

extraordinary geophysical, historical, 
environmental and social regions, 
where empires collide, cultures 
clash and wilderness reigns.

THE SHIP BENEATH 
THE ICE
by Mensun Bound
Macmillan, hbk, 
416pp, £25
A blow-by-blow 

eyewitness account of the two 
expeditions that finally located and 
surveyed Sir Ernest Shackleton’s 
Endurance, thought to be lost 
forever to the Antarctic ice.

THE LAST DAYS OF THE 
OTTOMAN EMPIRE
by Ryan Gingeras
Allen Lane, hbk, 
368pp, £30
A vibrant depiction 

of the fall of the Ottoman Empire, 
published to coincide with the 
centenary of its dissolution, 
the exile of the last Sultan and 
the creation of modern Turkey.

THE WORLD: A FAMILY 
HISTORY by Simon 
Sebag Montefiore
Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 
hbk, 1,344pp, £35
The story of humanity 

from prehistory to the present told 
through individuals and families who 
left their mark, from conquerors, 
queens and prophets to artists, 
scientists, charlatans and gangsters.

PHARAOHS OF THE SUN
by Guy de la Bédoyère
Little, Brown, hbk, 
576pp, £20
How the power and 
riches of the Pharaohs 

of the 18th Dynasty impacted Egypt’s 
enemies and most of its people in 
an age of absolutism, exploitation, 
extravagance and oppression.

ON SAVAGE SHORES
by Caroline Dodds Pennock
Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 
hbk, 320pp, £22
Stories of abduction, loss, 
cultural appropriation 

and apocalypse eloquently subvert 
European accounts of the Indigenous 
American presence in and impact 
on early modern Europe.

THE ELEPHANTS OF 
THULA THULA
by Françoise 
Malby-Anthony
Macmillan, hbk, 
320pp, £18.99

The joys and challenges of a life 
dedicated to conservation as 
Zululand’s Thula Thula game reserve is 
threatened by the pandemic, invasion 
by poachers, and a mining company 
demanding access to the land.

You might also like…
PLANTA SAPIENS
by Paco Calvo
The Bridge Street Press, 
hbk, 304pp, £22
A bold new perspective 
on plant biology and 

cognitive science using the latest 
scientific findings to challenge us to 
understand how plants communicate 
and shape their environments.

THE CLIMATE BOOK
by Greta Thunberg
Allen Lane, hbk, 
464pp, £25
The indomitable 
young activist 

gathers the wisdom of geophysicists 
and meteorologists, engineers, 
economists, philosophers and 
indigenous leaders to show us the 
way out of the climate crisis. 

SIXTY HARVESTS LEFT
by Philip Lymbery
Bloomsbury, hbk, 
358pp, £25
The author of 
Farmageddon

delivers an impassioned, balanced 
and persuasive examination of why 
future harvests matter more than 
ever, and how we can restore our 
planet for a nature-friendly future.

SWAMP SONGS
by Tom Blass
Bloomsbury, hbk, 
336pp, £20
An exploration of 
human life on the 

fringes of civilisation in watery 
landscapes from North Carolina to 
Lapland, the Danube Delta and the Bay 
of Bengal, where existence is shaped 
by myths and hidden histories.
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five places that changed my life

Hues of awe and wonder
KONYA, TURKEY 
Konya, a city on the edge of the vast Anatolian 
Plateau, was the home of the 13th-century 
mystical Sufi poet Rumi, also known as Mevlânâ, 
who inspired the whirling dervishes who danced 
to free their souls for union with the divine. 
In Konya, I discovered and devoured Rumi’s poetry.  

Let the beauty we love be what we do.
There are a hundred ways to kneel and kiss 
the ground.

“Rumi. Please. Sweep me into the sublime. 
Teach me how to kneel and kiss the ground. 
Show me the way of love,” I prayed as I walked 
through the conservative Muslim town, 
my pashmina shawl thrown over my shoulders, 
following Alim. In the courtyard of the 
Mevlânâ Museum, he commanded attention 
with his eloquent descriptions of Islamic art. 
He seduced me with his waterfall of words. 
Alim was my Rumi.

JAISALMER, RAJASTHAN, INDIA          
Once on the Silk Route of central Asia, 
Jaisalmer was a town that in 1977 still seemed 
lost to antiquity. The Rajasthani men, proud 
and fierce descendants of Rajput warriors, 
wore voluminous turbans and large gold hoops 
dangled from their ears. The women wore long 
skirts in bold copper brown, mustard gold and 
saffron red. Not a single rickshaw waited at 
the Jaisalmer train station in the early dawn. 
Wheelbarrows for luggage were propped 
against the wall and some scruffy camels 
stood nearby. With a few fellow passengers, 
I walked down a dusty road through a scattered 
settlement of twig huts where families huddled 
around small fires. Beyond their encampment, 
the walled town of Jaisalmer rose like a citadel 
from the barren earth. Everything was the 
colour of camels.            

THE KALI GANDAKI, NEPAL 
In 1978, I trekked solo in this deep gorge located 
between some of Earth’s highest peaks. I was 
entering the semi-arid region of the Kali Gandaki 

canyon, the historic trade route between India, 
Nepal, Tibet and China. The trail wound through 
a forest of gnarled stumps with big black crows 
cawing, bad omens in Nepali folklore. A crackling 
in the bush, no doubt monkeys, frightened me. 
Clouds covered the sun, bamboo trees rustled 
in the strong wind and a lone buffalo bellowed. 
The panorama was wild, awesome and 
terrifying. I shuddered with cold when the sun 
disappeared behind a cloud, feeling too small 
in too big a place – big mountains, big skies, 
and everywhere big rocks. Each step tested 
my commitment to keep going. 

LAC ABBE, DJIBOUTI
We drove the five-hour rugged desert track 
to Lac Abbe, a saline lake on the Ethiopian-
Djiboutian border. It was a severe apocalyptic 
place at the centre of the Afar Depression 
where three tectonic plates of Earth’s crust 
were slowly separating. The Afar, the semi-
nomadic people of the region, walked in a slow 
noble stroll over their hot inhospitable land. 
As we approached, the lake lost its shoreline 
into undefined boggy salt flats. Geothermal 
limestone chimneys up to 50 metres high 
spouted clouds of steam that disappeared 
into a bright blue sky. Encircled by Lac Abbe’s 
eerie pinnacles, I had arrived at the farthest 
corner of our startling Earth.

KARNAK, EGYPT
Karnak, a complex of temples situated in Upper 
Egypt and built over two millennia, is considered 
the largest ancient religious site in the world. 
Under a brilliant blue sky, I walked through 
the grandiose complex, awestruck with the 
colossal columns and scribbled historical notes 
in my journal – details of design, dynasties 
and pharaohs, but the descriptions from our 
scholarly Egyptian guide eluded me. It was the 
colour that held my attention. The sun rendered 
everything a burnt yellow, rising from a desert 
of the same hue. In Egyptian mythology, yellow 
represented the eternal and indestructible, the 
colour of the sun god Ra, and made manifest 
with gold. Karnak dazzled me.

Ella Harvey revisits inspiring realms across Asia and Africa

Ella Harvey’s 
diverse career and 
adventurous spirit 
have taken her 
to many remote 
regions of the 
world, living on 
five continents and 
working on four. 
A Time of Light
and Shadow is 
published by Rocky 
Mountain Books 
(pbk, 312pp, £17.99).
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Inspired? A 9-day holiday to Vancouver is available from £2,805 pp. incl. fl ights, transfers, 7 nights accommodation & 
selected touring. For more details, visit wexas.com/184001 or call 020 7838 5958.

Vancouver is a city that wears its love 
of the great outdoors proudly on 
its sleeve. And, there are few better 
places to connect with local nature 
than on Grouse Mountain, found 
just 15 minutes from downtown. Not 
only does it afford stunning views 
of the city’s glass-and-steel icons, 
but plenty of excitement whatever 
the season, from winter sports to 
epic chairlifts and wildlife refuges. 
For more fun at altitude, consider 
heading slightly further north to the 
Sea-to-Sky Gondola – a cable car 
that brings you deeper into British 
Columbia’s wilds for quiet forest 
trails with giant sound views.

Then, there’s just as much adventure 
on the water. A lunch cruise to 

Indian Arm can see you right among 
the mountain fjord scenery that 
best characterises BC’s majestic 
coastline. Or, jump on a Zodiac for 
some world-class whale watching, 
with a near-guaranteed chance of 
spotting everything from orcas 
and humpbacks to sea lions and 
seals. These high-speed boats can 
also take you out to nearby Bowen 
for a taste of Canadian island life, 
enjoying forest hikes, cove kayaking 
and dinners with views of its scenic 
sound setting.

However, for a true bucket-list 
experience, catch a ride on a 
seaplane. Inspired by the mail run 
routes of yesteryear, you can hop 
between islands to take in quaint 

Positioned at the meeting point of mountains, ocean and cultures, it’s no surprise that Vancouver is invariably 
voted among the most habitable of world cities. And, while introductions are often made among its lauded 

microbrewery scene, the cobbled streets of its 20th-century Gastown district or the mountain-and-forest views 
of its beach-dotted waterfront, there’s so much more to explore – especially in its surroundings. A week is 

barely enough to get started.

seaside villages, green-carpeted 
bays and, yes, Vancouver’s enviable 
setting from the air.

At the end of it all, you’ll want to 
reward yourself with the city’s famed 
food scene. Think mouth-watering 
Chinatown delicacies and the fi nest 
just-caught seafood, washed down 
with local craft beer. These culinary 
delights are perhaps best sampled 
at Granville Island’s market, where 
guided tasting tours can bring you 
between everything from regional 
cheeses to elk salami and red wine 
prosciutto. After all, Vancouver’s 
cuisine is the perfect summation 
of its artisanal sensibilities – ever-
multicultural, with one eye always on 
those gorgeous, local surroundings.

A WEEK IN
VANCOUVER

Vancouver_01.indd   111 23/10/2022   11:51
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advertorial

Home to vast wilderness stretches of old-growth 
forests, snowmelt lakes and imposing mountains, the 
Yukon is delightfully untroubled by modern civilisation, 
tucked away in the Canadian northwest. And, its 
northerly latitude and distinct lack of light pollution 
makes it ideal for those wanting to combine classic 
Canadian pursuits with that great natural phenomenon 
– the Northern Lights. Think days spent ice fi shing and 
dogsledding and nights in a timber lodge, looking out 
for the aurora.

With its airport gateway and enviable position as some 
of the only bright lights on the storied Alaska Highway, 
introductions are invariably made in Whitehorse – the 
Yukon’s capital and only city. Once a vital hitching post 
on the Klondike Gold Rush of the late 19th century, 
Whitehorse’s pioneering history lives on today in 
restored stern wheelers, excellent museums and the 
world’s only log-cabin cathedral. And, alongside its 
heritage buildings, there’s a burgeoning arts scene 
that refl ects both contemporary sensibilities and the 
region’s rich, First Nations culture.

However, you’ll also want to get out to explore yourself. 
A mere 30 minutes’ drive out of the city limits will see 
you into a world of boreal forests that stretch across 
rolling valleys as far as the eye can see – views only 
interrupted by soaring mountain peaks.

THE YUKONTHE YUKON
Winter in the wilderne� 

It’s the perfect setting to be as adventurous or as 
relaxed as you wish, with a choice between everything 
from hot-spring dips and ice-fi shing sessions to husky 
safaris and snowmobiling adventures. Then, each night, 
your eyes will turn skywards in search of the dancing 
greens and ethereal reds of the aurora borealis. With 
inky-dark nights and a prime latitude, Yukon is ideal for 
watching this world-famous natural light show.

It’s all made possible with a stay in a classic Canadian 
timber lodge. The Northern Lights Resort & Spa is 
a prime example for its log cabins, Nordic-inspired 
saunas and its hearty dining. Think fi ne Canadian 
salmon, served by the cosy fi replace, before you retire 
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editorial

Oh, the places you could go
Well, who would have thought this year would be as
odd, and as challenging, as the two before it? It’s just as 
well there are places where you can still either get away 
from it all or find adventures that are exhilarating. 
So much of the world awaits, with escapes that help us 
revive, reflect, to remember how much richness there is 
to be found in both likely and unlikely places. 

Simon Urwin, one of our regular writers, often opts 
for the unlikely places, heading off to Pakistan for 
Christmas, albeit not for this issue. It’s easier to 
list where he hasn’t been. He stays relatively close 
to home in these pages, with a glorious picture 
from Georgia, another of Budapest’s most admired 
pieces of architecture. In a longer piece, he takes us 
to Valencia, where there’s much unfurling of fans 
and not a little feasting.

Guy Everton, a former staff writer on Traveller, is 
another compulsive get up and go immediately to less 
explored places kind of wanderer, but this time he’s in 
popular Vietnam, although on a rather surreal island 
despite being as beautiful as almost all Vietnamese 
islands. The difference here is dogs, a rare species of 
Ridgeback, with a legendary story behind them.

Our distinguished lead guest in this issue is Barnaby 
Rogerson, who talks about an experience he had 
while researching his latest book, On Travel and the 
Journey Through Life:

“During Covid I looked at… old albums and felt almost 
travel sick with the dizzy amount of travelling I have 
achieved over the last fifty years, most especially across 
North Africa, the Sahara and the Levant.”

The book is to commemorate the 40th anniversary 
of Eland Books, who specialise in the erudite and 
exemplary, who have revived old classics that would 
have been lost to time without Eland. Traveller has 
been a fan of their work for years, not least as they 
are often willing to take the road less travelled. 

This is something that Bradt has also done, starting 
off as one of the very few guidebook publishers that 
would release books on remote and little covered 
places at the time. Their guidebooks have always 
been reliable as well as eminently readable, but they 
have added fiction and other imagenative titles.

Two of their books feature in this issue – a warming 
story from a sunny sojourn by a Greek seaside 
from Jennifer Barclay, a joy to read. The other is the 
focus of our Art of Travel feature, a Safari Colouring 
Book by Jonathan and Angela Scott. Jonathan and 
Angela were the inspiration behind our Wildlife 
Watch series, stressing the importance of saving 
species and environment in decline, their colouring 
book hopes to bring their message to children in 
an enjoyable way. Oh, and their drawings are as 
wonderful as their photography.

A most poetic piece on exploring Skagen in Denmark 
is quietly mesmerising, a place of solitude where you 
can only focus on the here and now. There are other 
places in this issue where you can also get away from it 
all, back to the theme of less travelled roads, including 
Mexico’s coastal route, a trek in Bolivia, and a spell 
on Fernando de Noronha, Brazil’s equivalent of the 
Galapagos, hard to get to, but ridiculously beautiful.

The Australian Outback is as stunning, but not the 
easiest of expeditions. The best way to observe 
it seems to be from the Ghan, a train that allows 
passengers to indulge in optional excursions into 
hard to reach attractions. Private compartments and 
delicious food making it one of the best train journeys 
in the world, but our piece on crossing the Atlantic 
on the only liner that does – the Queen Mary 2 – is 
something else. The levels of decadence on board 
were well and truly indulged in by Nick Maes and his 
husband, David, as were some divine meals.

We have some of those as well in our very special 
Feast feature, although this is a divinity of family, 
a homage to Parsi heritage and home cooking by 
Farokh Talati. He is currently Head Chef at St John 
Food & Wine, obviously an entirely different cuisine, 
but he felt compelled to collect recipes from his 
family culture before they were lost.

There are so many options in this little issue and 
out there in the big world that offer escapism, 
some adventurous, some decadent. Firmly in 
the latter category are three exceptional Italian 
hotels – pick from Puglia, the Tuscan coast or 
Sardinia. They all have their distinctive charms 
and are guaranteed to soothe away any stresses. 
Which is something to be welcomed right now.

Amy Sohanpaul   
draws inspiration 
from afar

3vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022 traveller

While encompassing everything from beach-dotted islands to wild, mountainous interiors, eastern Canada’s Atlantic 
provinces share a rich heritage, often best experienced in their unique accommodations. For just a taste, you’ll find four 

highlights on this page, from historic countryside inns to cosy coastal retreats.

Unique  Hotels of Atlantic Canada

A 14-day Unique Properties of Atlantic Canada self-drive starts 
from £2,555 pp incl. flights, accommodation & tours. For more 
information, visit wexas.com/136871 or call 020 7838 5958.

Neddies Harbour Inn, Newfoundland and Labrador
Poised on a secluded bay among Newfoundland and Labrador’s 
Gros Morne National Park, Neddies Harbour Inn is a slice of quiet 
respite, backdropped by deep-cut waterways and great, flat-
topped mountains. And, when you’ve returned from hiking and 
kayaking trips, you’ll be treated to fine, local dining, cosy rooms 
and spa facilities, ranging from a sauna and hot tub to a full menu 
of treatments. It all comes wrapped in pastel-coloured clapboard 
charm, complete with a fantastic bay-view deck.

Queen Anne Inn, Nova Scotia
Where the other accommodations on this page oer something of 
the understated, Nova Scotia’s Queen Anne Inn is a grand, Victorian 
mansion dating to 1865. Wrapped in manicured gardens, elegant 
rooms feature the likes of chaise lounges, breakfasts come in three 
courses and the quaint waterfront town of Annapolis Royal is just 
a stone’s throw away. Here, you’ll find historic gardens and the 
18th-century Fort Anne, with the serene Kejimkujik National Park and 
National Historic Site also within striking distance.

Quartermain House, New Brunswick
A history of hospitality awaits you at a local landmark once home 
to John B. McNair – the 23rd premier of New Brunswick. This 
Gothic-revival home continues to welcome guests in the finest of 
19th-century fashion, with heritage furnishings, charming gardens 
and wonderful river views from the front porch. The well-stocked 
library is a further favourite for its cosy fire. You’ll find this gem in 
Fredericton, where waterway walks, farmer’s markets and artisan 
crafts vie for your attention.

The Great George, Charlottetown, Prince Edward Island
Although the provincial capital of Prince Edward Island, 
Charlottetown swaps big-city extravagance for small-town charm, 
evident across its mock-Gothic spires and evocative Victorian 
homes. And, prime among them is the Great George – a unique 
hotel that spans no fewer than 17 historic buildings, dating to the 
city’s mid-19th-century heyday. It’s the opportunity to stay in one 
of the province’s largest private heritage development projects – 
something toasted each weeknight at its guest receptions.
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noticeboard

LATEST NEWS FROM OUR HONORARY PRESIDENTS

“In order to meet a tight publication date I started on the book of my latest journey 
almost as soon as I returned from Iraq,” says Sir Michael Palin. “This meant no long 
recovery to get the sands of Iraq out of my hair but it also meant that I could start 
while the memories were fresh. For me the real insights of travel are in the details 
– faces glimpsed, sounds caught on the wind, tastes of dishes you’ve never eaten 
before, words exchanged over a mug of sweet tea, the shocks and surprises round 
every corner. My diaries and tape recordings helped me experience again the day-by-
day details of our thousand-mile journey from Turkey through Iraq. But above all else, 
Into Iraq is a story. A story of the most amazing adventure.”

Into Iraq by Michael Palin
Hutchinson Heinemann, hbk, 176pp, £16.99
A journal of the adventurer’s travels the length of the Tigris, charting the 
course of one of the world’s great rivers, its proud history and precarious 
future as a scarce and contested resource. Accompanying the Channel 5 series, 
now available on catch-up.

Colonel John Blashford-Snell recounts 
epic adventures from over sixty years 
of intrepid expeditions forging a path 
through deserts, mountains and 
jungles, breaking barriers and setting 
records. Featuring cameos from a 
wealth of celebrities and royalty – 
from Sean Connery to Emperor Haile 
Selassie – jbs’s adventures are both 

hair-raising and heart-warming as he dodges gunfire from 
bandits on the Ethiopian Blue Nile, leads the first ever vehicle 
crossing of treacherous Darien Gap in Panama and Colombia, 
searches for the elusive ‘king elephant’ in Nepal, and even 
delivers a grand piano to a remote tribe in Guyana. Filled with 
humanity, beauty and peril, this is an extraordinary account 
of an action-packed life.

From Utmost East to Utmost West by John Blashford-Snell
Bradt, pbk, 560pp, £14.99

STILL GOING STRONG
“Life is too short to waste time on 
second-class ambitions. Go for the 
big ones.”

Now in his late seventies, Sir Ranulph 
Fiennes looks back on a lifetime of 
exploration, and draws inspiring 
lessons we can all use when faced 
by the tribulations of everyday life. 

Having crossed both Polar ice caps on foot, climbed Everest and 
the Eiger and circumnavigated the world along its polar axis – 
a 53,000 mile odyssey that has never been repeated – Ran looks 
back from the summit of an incredible life and teaches us how 
to learn self-discipline, master fear, plan for success, make our 
own luck, learn from failure, strive to succeed – and keep 
going,whatever life throws at you.

Climb Your Mountain by Ranulph Fiennes
Quercus, hbk, 256pp, £20

NO REST 
FOR THE WELL 
TRAVELLED

9vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022 traveller
An 8-day tailor-made Winter in Alberta holiday starts from £1,815 pp incl. flights 

For more information, call a Wexas specialist on 020 7838 5958 or visit wexas.com/104050

You might know Alberta for its world-class skiing, but there’s so much more to 
this Canadian province’s winter wonderland. Between nights spent in classic 

timber lodges, strike out to explore a mountain wilderness of frozen waterfalls 
and snow-carpeted forests, animated by unique wildlife. 

EXPERIENCE WINTER IN

Alberta
Winter in Banff
The log-cabin idyll of Banff’s eponymous mountain 
town is ideally poised for adventures in what is 
Canada’s first national park. You might want to 
focus on its wildlife, searching for everything from 
bighorn sheep to elk and deer among evergreen 
forests, hoodoo rock formations and frozen lakes. 
Otherwise, for the more active, strap on showshoes 
to trek out to Paint Pots mineral pools for an insight 
into the region’s fur trade history. Or, an icewalk 
tour along steel walkways built into the walls 
of Johnston Canyon will see you among frozen 
waterfalls, caves and ice walls.

Winter in Jasper
The journey along the Icefields Parkway from 
Banff to Jasper is one of North America’s most 
scenic, showcasing snow-covered mountains, icy 
waterfalls and broad valleys – glacier country. 
While Jasper town retains all of the understated 
charm of its railway heritage and alpine-village 
appeal, you’ll also want to explore what is the 

largest national park in the Canadian Rockies. 
Take in the great frozen cascades of Maligne 
Canyon’s 50m gorge on an icewalk. Head to 
Athabasca Valley to spot the likes of elk, wolves 
and coyote among mountain-backed, old-
growth forests. Or, Jasper Dark Sky Planetarium 
and Telescope makes the most of the dark sky 
preserve with stunning views of the Milky Way 
and, luck permitting, the Northern Lights.

Winter in Lake Louise
Returning along the iconic Icefields Parkway, 
you’ll arrive at Lake Louise – a natural wonder fed 
by ancient glaciers and ringed by an amphitheatre 
of high peaks. Explore on snowshoe trails, cable-
car rides or ice-skating outings on the lake itself. 
And, although it features some of the region’s 
most varied skiing, it’s perhaps the sleigh rides 
that offer the most in festive fun. At the end of it 
all, bed down in the landmark Fairmont Chateau. 
Its historic towers and grand facilities are set right 
on the lake itself.

Alberta winter_01.indd   111 23/10/2022   12:06
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Located at the confluence of the Mtkvari and Aragvi rivers some 
15 miles from the present-day capital Tbilisi, the Unesco-listed city 
of Mtskheta is considered the religious heartland of the Orthodox 
Christian nation of Georgia. 

Inhabited for more than a thousand years, it was once the capital of the 
East Georgian kingdom known as Kartli, and the sacred site where, in 
the year 337 ad, Christianity was first proclaimed the country’s official 
religion. The headquarters of the Georgian Orthodox and Apostolic 
Church ever since, the city’s centrepiece is the 11th-century Svetitskhoveli 
Cathedral, an outstanding example of religious architecture and 
undoubtedly one of most beautiful buildings in the Caucasus. 
Constructed in the form of a grand, elongated cross, Svetitskhoveli is 
also one of the region’s most hallowed locations. Here, amidst the fading 
frescoes and glittering icons, hushed prayers drift through the ether 
as worshippers slowly circle around a pillar in the central nave that is 
believed to be the resting place of Christ’s mantle.

According to one of the many versions of the legend that surround it, 
after Christ’s crucifixion in Jerusalem, a Georgian Jew from Mtskheta 
named Elioz purchased Jesus’s robe from a Roman soldier and returned to 
his native city with the garment. When his sister Sidonia laid her hands 
upon it, she immediately died in a paroxysm of fervent faith. The robe 
could not be removed from her rigor mortis clench and so was buried with 
her, its exact location lost to the passing of time until King Mirian founded 
the first church on the site several centuries later. 

During its construction, an enormous cedarwood column designed to 
stand in the church’s centre could not be lifted from the ground, but after 
an all-night prayer vigil led by St. Nino, it miraculously moved of its own 
accord, settling on a spot that revealed the location of the robe’s burial. 
The column subsequently produced many wondrous marvels including 
oozing a divine liquid that cured people of their diseases and so giving 
rise to the church’s name: in the Georgian language sveti means ‘pillar’ 
and tskhoveli means ‘life-giving’.

The Second 
Jerusalem words & picture

Simon Urwin

dream on / georgia

10 traveller  vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022

georgia / dream on

11vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022 traveller



Located at the confluence of the Mtkvari and Aragvi rivers some 
15 miles from the present-day capital Tbilisi, the Unesco-listed city 
of Mtskheta is considered the religious heartland of the Orthodox 
Christian nation of Georgia. 

Inhabited for more than a thousand years, it was once the capital of the 
East Georgian kingdom known as Kartli, and the sacred site where, in 
the year 337 ad, Christianity was first proclaimed the country’s official 
religion. The headquarters of the Georgian Orthodox and Apostolic 
Church ever since, the city’s centrepiece is the 11th-century Svetitskhoveli 
Cathedral, an outstanding example of religious architecture and 
undoubtedly one of most beautiful buildings in the Caucasus. 
Constructed in the form of a grand, elongated cross, Svetitskhoveli is 
also one of the region’s most hallowed locations. Here, amidst the fading 
frescoes and glittering icons, hushed prayers drift through the ether 
as worshippers slowly circle around a pillar in the central nave that is 
believed to be the resting place of Christ’s mantle.

According to one of the many versions of the legend that surround it, 
after Christ’s crucifixion in Jerusalem, a Georgian Jew from Mtskheta 
named Elioz purchased Jesus’s robe from a Roman soldier and returned to 
his native city with the garment. When his sister Sidonia laid her hands 
upon it, she immediately died in a paroxysm of fervent faith. The robe 
could not be removed from her rigor mortis clench and so was buried with 
her, its exact location lost to the passing of time until King Mirian founded 
the first church on the site several centuries later. 

During its construction, an enormous cedarwood column designed to 
stand in the church’s centre could not be lifted from the ground, but after 
an all-night prayer vigil led by St. Nino, it miraculously moved of its own 
accord, settling on a spot that revealed the location of the robe’s burial. 
The column subsequently produced many wondrous marvels including 
oozing a divine liquid that cured people of their diseases and so giving 
rise to the church’s name: in the Georgian language sveti means ‘pillar’ 
and tskhoveli means ‘life-giving’.

The Second 
Jerusalem words & picture

Simon Urwin

dream on / georgia

10 traveller  vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022

georgia / dream on

11vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022 traveller



One of the first quotes in the book that 
stopped me in my tracks is from Mark 
Twain: “Travel is fatal to prejudice, 
bigotry, and narrow-mindedness, 
and many of our people need it sorely 
on these accounts. Broad, wholesome, 
charitable views of men and things 
cannot be acquired by vegetating in 
one little corner of the earth all one’s 
lifetime.” Is travel more important 
than ever in today’s world?

I have just come up to our attic office 
from Exmouth Market, having had 
a mid-morning coffee with an 
enthusiastic young Eland reader from 
Pakistan who was passing through 
London. He spoke so quickly, and 
was so charged with enthusiasm 
for extending the readership 
within his homeland, that I briefly 
became quite optimistic about our 
global future. He has just finished a 
university degree in the Midwest of 
the usa, and was so funny about the 
differences between the passionate 

guest / barnaby rogerson

Passionately 
curious

mark reynolds catches up with publisher, writer and islamic expert
barnaby rogerson as he marks eland’s 40th anniversary with publication of 

on travel and the journey through life.

Eland E-letters edited by Stephanie 
Allen. For it has always been our 
policy to try and include other voices, 
not just our own authors, and other 
things (writing retreats, pilgrimage 
walks, esteemed bookshops, maps and 
book festivals) aside from trying to 
sell classic travel books. But as so often 
happens, there was a lot more work 
that needed to be done. 

Earlier this year we re-launched 
Veronica Doubleday’s Three Women 
of Herat with a concert of Afghan 
music, which felt like the first half 
of a celebration. This summer we 
pitched my old army tent amongst 
the vegetable beds in our cottage in 
Hampshire and invited forty old friends 
to sit along a homemade trestle table 
for a long, lazy all-day lunch. Many of 
them were writers who have helped 
Eland over the years, but we trimmed 
the guest list by keeping it to Wessex. 
So we are now done with celebrations, 
and back to business as normal.

Mark: How did On Travel come 
about? And how else are you 
planning to celebrate Eland’s 
landmark anniversary?

Barnaby: Our first plan was to 
celebrate this anniversary with 
a neat return to our origins. 
John Hatt, the founder of Eland, 
had volunteered to come out of 
retirement and edit the very best of 
Norman Lewis’s travel journalism. 
We fully expect this book will 
emerge next year, but John has been 
stricken by a dose of long Covid and 
we agreed not to hurry him. So one of 
my long-term ambitions to produce 
a book like this – a collection of travel 
wisdom – suddenly found itself at 
the top of the in-tray and with a 
deadline attached. 

It helped that I had already prepared 
a thick folder of my favourite travel 
quotations, partly for the fun of it, 
partly to ornament our monthly 
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has always been done by trusted 
freelancers working from home, 
so that continued virtually unchanged. 
So Eland office life boiled down to a 
husband-and-wife team who could 
walk to work, especially if equipped 
with our dog (always allowed her daily 
walk) or a plastic bag for shopping in 
the Co-op on the corner. 

So we got a lot done. Including the 
three great early classics of travel 
writing – Mary Wortley Montagu, 
Lucie Duff-Gordon and Alexander 
Kinglake – which I had always 
wanted to add to the Eland list, but 
they kept being shunted off in favour 
of something more immediate 
and commercial. We are often 
selling the Eland list as a complete 
library, and these three works 
really needed to be on board. 

I keep up the old tradition of pasting 
the best photographs into albums, 
complete with captions and dates. 

language, lancing pomposity and 
received wisdom, and allowing you 
to catch a glimpse of another way of 
looking at things. If I had to choose 
living writers from our own times, 
Paul Theroux and Jonathan Raban 
would top any list. But when it came 
down to the night of our book launch 
I chose Homer: “Is he not sacred, 
even to the gods, the wandering 
man who comes in weariness?”

How did the Covid pandemic 
and lockdown impact on Eland’s 
publishing programme and 
your personal travel plans?

At the height of the two lockdown 
periods, the big publisher and 
newspaper offices were all empty, 
the bookshops were closed, but we 
kept on trading, responding to isolated 
customers, often old and alone, 
who wanted the companionship 
of our books. We are lucky that at 
least two-thirds of our office work 

liberalism of his university and 
the surrounding sea of apathy that 
appeared to be proud of its ignorance 
about the rest of the planet. Mark 
Twain’s quote remains very relevant. 

What are your own favourite words 
of wisdom about travel, and why?

I am locked into a love-hate relationship 
with St Augustine, on one hand so 
humane and wise, yet on the other 
such a thug – using all his intellectual 
skills as an attack-dog on behalf of 
the Catholic Church. I also realise 
that although we have almost 
deified St Oscar, if he was alive today, 
his passion for rent boys from the 
stables would mean that he would 
probably be either behind bars as 
a sex pest or endlessly harassed by 
tabloid journalism. Mark Twain 
might also be under investigation...

Yet these three men always seem 
to get it so right when it comes to 
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I keep up the old tradition of pasting 
the best photographs into albums, 
complete with captions and dates. 

language, lancing pomposity and 
received wisdom, and allowing you 
to catch a glimpse of another way of 
looking at things. If I had to choose 
living writers from our own times, 
Paul Theroux and Jonathan Raban 
would top any list. But when it came 
down to the night of our book launch 
I chose Homer: “Is he not sacred, 
even to the gods, the wandering 
man who comes in weariness?”

How did the Covid pandemic 
and lockdown impact on Eland’s 
publishing programme and 
your personal travel plans?

At the height of the two lockdown 
periods, the big publisher and 
newspaper offices were all empty, 
the bookshops were closed, but we 
kept on trading, responding to isolated 
customers, often old and alone, 
who wanted the companionship 
of our books. We are lucky that at 
least two-thirds of our office work 

liberalism of his university and 
the surrounding sea of apathy that 
appeared to be proud of its ignorance 
about the rest of the planet. Mark 
Twain’s quote remains very relevant. 

What are your own favourite words 
of wisdom about travel, and why?

I am locked into a love-hate relationship 
with St Augustine, on one hand so 
humane and wise, yet on the other 
such a thug – using all his intellectual 
skills as an attack-dog on behalf of 
the Catholic Church. I also realise 
that although we have almost 
deified St Oscar, if he was alive today, 
his passion for rent boys from the 
stables would mean that he would 
probably be either behind bars as 
a sex pest or endlessly harassed by 
tabloid journalism. Mark Twain 
might also be under investigation...

Yet these three men always seem 
to get it so right when it comes to 



My ambitions have always been 
to keep Eland exactly as John 
established it, but to slowly grow 
it so that we become the natural 
companion of any traveller. Pat your 
pockets to check: passport, wallet, 
tickets, Eland paperback.  

Chief landmarks? Dervla Murphy, 
Nigel Barley, Jonathan Raban, 
Nicolas Bouvier, Ronald Wright, 
Jan Morris, Mark Shand. They have 

guest / barnaby rogerson

successor at Eland. He had almost 
worked himself to death as a magazine 
travel editor, running Eland and setting 
up Cheapflights, but made a fortune 
as a web entrepreneur. We had some 
friends in common who looked at the 
suggested deal, and all agreed it was 
a very fair price, albeit calculated in a 
very odd way. It became a throwaway 
price when one of the last books that 
he selected to join the list became a 
runaway bestseller the next year.  

During Covid I looked at these old 
albums and felt almost travel sick 
with the dizzy amount of travelling I 
have achieved over the last fifty years, 
most especially across North Africa, 
the Sahara and the Levant.  

The international medical frontiers 
were always sporadic and unpredict-
able during Covid, but by ignoring all 
well-meaning advice and cracking 
into the online paperwork that was 
required, I managed to complete two 
more Roman road journeys across 
western Turkey with Don McCullin, 
taking advantage of periodic lulls in the 
lockdowns. Apart from the complete 
lack of any other tourists, there were 
some unexpected side effects. I was 
bitten by a dog, which led to a series 
of anti-rabies jabs, and Don was stung 
by a scorpion, which turned out to be 
merely VERY painful and not lethal. 
But all this work has now been hand-
developed by Don in his studio and 
will be published by Cornucopia next 
year as Don McCullin in Anatolia, 
a companion to Southern Frontiers, 
which surveyed the classical ruins 
of North Africa.  

You’ve been running Eland since 
2000. How did the acquisition come 
about? What were your ambitions 
for the list at that time, and what 
landmarks are you most proud 
of along the way?

I wrote a fan letter to John Hatt in 
green ink when I was a student at 
St Andrews.  I became even more of 
a long-term supporter of Eland when 
I wrote and researched guidebooks 
to Morocco, Tunisia, Cyprus and 
Istanbul as a young man. Then I set 
up Sickle Moon Books to reprint the 
North African books I had tried to 
encourage John to reprint but which 
he had declined. Nevertheless I 
wrote him a second letter, warning 
him what I was about to do. By some 
happy coincidence, this letter arrived 
when he was looking around for a 
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also been our dividends, talking, 
drinking and working with such 
exceptional individuals.   

You say you became a writer of travel 
guides after a chance encounter in 
the Outer Hebrides. What’s the story?

The mother of a friend from university 
had written a guidebook to Scotland, 
and when I looked interested over 
breakfast one morning she asked me 
to have a quick glance at the proofs, 
especially the history section. I was 
staying with them in the Outer 
Hebrides, so there was plenty of 
time to read and chat. Months later, 
I got a totally unexpected reward, 
as the publishing company she 
wrote for were looking for someone 
to write about Morocco, and she 
remembered my enthusiasm.  

You studied Medieval History at 
St Andrews. Did that spark your 
interest in the Islamic world, or had 
that fascination already taken hold?

I spent three years in Gibraltar when 
the frontier with Spain was sealed, 
so I explored Morocco as a teenager, 
both on family camping expeditions 
and on day trips to Tangiers. It was 
impossible not to notice how ignorant 
everyone was about Islam, if not 
actively hostile, which kick-started 
my own reading. I am afraid the 
principal topics within Medieval 
History, as then taught, were almost 
exclusively concerned with Western 
Christianity, basically secular 
Imperialists versus the Papacy.  

What can readers expect from your 
next book, A House Divided?

My best stories have always been told 
beside a camp fire flickering light onto 
the darkness of the sand dunes or on 
endlessly long coach journeys, where 
there have been no other distractions. 
I love the shift from the very intimate 
and precise, such as the last day of 

the life of the Prophet Muhammad 
(each hour loaded with critical 
importance for future generations) 
to the broad picture, when you hover 
high above the mountains and sketch 
out a few centuries of inhuman history, 
before descending to observe another 
critically intimate moment in the 
narrative: the death of Hassan, or the 
letters sent to the scholars of Jebel 
Ammar inviting them to bring their 
learning to Safavid Iran. 

Where in the world have you travelled 
that has since irrevocably changed?

I am not a fan of four-lane motorways 
which all over the world have drained 
small communities of their animation 
by directing trade into near-identical 
shopping malls filled with canned 
air and bored staff, all surrounded by 
hundreds of acres of bleak tarmac. 
This Mordor grows inexorably 
everywhere. Irrevocably?   

What is the most ambitious journey 
you are yet to make?

We hope to charter an old fishing boat 
to take us to three remote islands in 
the Outer Hebrides that we have been 
looking at for over twenty-five years 
as we walk the hills and swim off the 
beaches. But I am content to leave many 
continents blank, and just fill in the 
gaps in my personal jigsaw: especially 
eastern Turkey and western Iran.  

What’s next for Eland?

We have been talking to the literary 
heirs of Peter Fleming and Peter Mayne 
for many a year but have finally signed 
a pair of contracts. One that is well 
underway is to take extracts from all of 
Dervla Murphy’s twenty-five books to 
make a single narrative of her lifelong 
journey, in her own words. She was 
always a prescient and a precise 
observer, and in the last year of her life 
was interested in this project, boiling 
down the stock to extract the essence.  

barnaby rogerson / guest

Parallel to foreign travel we have a 
passion for deep travel, especially if the 
animated chatter of the educated is 
briefly silent and the forgotten people, 
the working class of the British Isles, 
are allowed to speak. We have slowly 
built up a dozen such books, and we 
want to find more. But they are rare, 
as Pliny explains: “The fortunate man is 
he to whom the gods have granted the 
power to write what is worth recording, 
or to write what is worth reading, 
and most fortunate of all is the man 
who can do both.”

Aside from publishing and writing 
books, you work as a lecturer, a tour 
guide, a tv presenter, journalist and 
reviewer. How do you find the time? 
And what are you up to next?

I vote but I do not watch television, 
I read widely but no newspapers, 
I respect the passion that others 
have for team sports and ball 
games (or for fishing, shooting 
and hunting) but they do not 
animate me in the slightest. 
This all helps me find the time to 
do things that really interest me. 

Is there a single thread that 
weaves together all your writings, 
activities and curiosities?

To follow in the footsteps of Albert 
Einstein might sound pretentious, 
except for his proscription, “I have no 
special talents. I am only passionately 
curious.” Further qualified by 
Apollinaire: “I love men, not for what 
unites them, but for what divides them, 
and I want to know most of all what 
gnaws at their hearts.” 
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successor at Eland. He had almost 
worked himself to death as a magazine 
travel editor, running Eland and setting 
up Cheapflights, but made a fortune 
as a web entrepreneur. We had some 
friends in common who looked at the 
suggested deal, and all agreed it was 
a very fair price, albeit calculated in a 
very odd way. It became a throwaway 
price when one of the last books that 
he selected to join the list became a 
runaway bestseller the next year.  

During Covid I looked at these old 
albums and felt almost travel sick 
with the dizzy amount of travelling I 
have achieved over the last fifty years, 
most especially across North Africa, 
the Sahara and the Levant.  

The international medical frontiers 
were always sporadic and unpredict-
able during Covid, but by ignoring all 
well-meaning advice and cracking 
into the online paperwork that was 
required, I managed to complete two 
more Roman road journeys across 
western Turkey with Don McCullin, 
taking advantage of periodic lulls in the 
lockdowns. Apart from the complete 
lack of any other tourists, there were 
some unexpected side effects. I was 
bitten by a dog, which led to a series 
of anti-rabies jabs, and Don was stung 
by a scorpion, which turned out to be 
merely VERY painful and not lethal. 
But all this work has now been hand-
developed by Don in his studio and 
will be published by Cornucopia next 
year as Don McCullin in Anatolia, 
a companion to Southern Frontiers, 
which surveyed the classical ruins 
of North Africa.  

You’ve been running Eland since 
2000. How did the acquisition come 
about? What were your ambitions 
for the list at that time, and what 
landmarks are you most proud 
of along the way?

I wrote a fan letter to John Hatt in 
green ink when I was a student at 
St Andrews.  I became even more of 
a long-term supporter of Eland when 
I wrote and researched guidebooks 
to Morocco, Tunisia, Cyprus and 
Istanbul as a young man. Then I set 
up Sickle Moon Books to reprint the 
North African books I had tried to 
encourage John to reprint but which 
he had declined. Nevertheless I 
wrote him a second letter, warning 
him what I was about to do. By some 
happy coincidence, this letter arrived 
when he was looking around for a 
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also been our dividends, talking, 
drinking and working with such 
exceptional individuals.   

You say you became a writer of travel 
guides after a chance encounter in 
the Outer Hebrides. What’s the story?

The mother of a friend from university 
had written a guidebook to Scotland, 
and when I looked interested over 
breakfast one morning she asked me 
to have a quick glance at the proofs, 
especially the history section. I was 
staying with them in the Outer 
Hebrides, so there was plenty of 
time to read and chat. Months later, 
I got a totally unexpected reward, 
as the publishing company she 
wrote for were looking for someone 
to write about Morocco, and she 
remembered my enthusiasm.  

You studied Medieval History at 
St Andrews. Did that spark your 
interest in the Islamic world, or had 
that fascination already taken hold?

I spent three years in Gibraltar when 
the frontier with Spain was sealed, 
so I explored Morocco as a teenager, 
both on family camping expeditions 
and on day trips to Tangiers. It was 
impossible not to notice how ignorant 
everyone was about Islam, if not 
actively hostile, which kick-started 
my own reading. I am afraid the 
principal topics within Medieval 
History, as then taught, were almost 
exclusively concerned with Western 
Christianity, basically secular 
Imperialists versus the Papacy.  

What can readers expect from your 
next book, A House Divided?

My best stories have always been told 
beside a camp fire flickering light onto 
the darkness of the sand dunes or on 
endlessly long coach journeys, where 
there have been no other distractions. 
I love the shift from the very intimate 
and precise, such as the last day of 

the life of the Prophet Muhammad 
(each hour loaded with critical 
importance for future generations) 
to the broad picture, when you hover 
high above the mountains and sketch 
out a few centuries of inhuman history, 
before descending to observe another 
critically intimate moment in the 
narrative: the death of Hassan, or the 
letters sent to the scholars of Jebel 
Ammar inviting them to bring their 
learning to Safavid Iran. 

Where in the world have you travelled 
that has since irrevocably changed?

I am not a fan of four-lane motorways 
which all over the world have drained 
small communities of their animation 
by directing trade into near-identical 
shopping malls filled with canned 
air and bored staff, all surrounded by 
hundreds of acres of bleak tarmac. 
This Mordor grows inexorably 
everywhere. Irrevocably?   

What is the most ambitious journey 
you are yet to make?

We hope to charter an old fishing boat 
to take us to three remote islands in 
the Outer Hebrides that we have been 
looking at for over twenty-five years 
as we walk the hills and swim off the 
beaches. But I am content to leave many 
continents blank, and just fill in the 
gaps in my personal jigsaw: especially 
eastern Turkey and western Iran.  

What’s next for Eland?

We have been talking to the literary 
heirs of Peter Fleming and Peter Mayne 
for many a year but have finally signed 
a pair of contracts. One that is well 
underway is to take extracts from all of 
Dervla Murphy’s twenty-five books to 
make a single narrative of her lifelong 
journey, in her own words. She was 
always a prescient and a precise 
observer, and in the last year of her life 
was interested in this project, boiling 
down the stock to extract the essence.  

barnaby rogerson / guest

Parallel to foreign travel we have a 
passion for deep travel, especially if the 
animated chatter of the educated is 
briefly silent and the forgotten people, 
the working class of the British Isles, 
are allowed to speak. We have slowly 
built up a dozen such books, and we 
want to find more. But they are rare, 
as Pliny explains: “The fortunate man is 
he to whom the gods have granted the 
power to write what is worth recording, 
or to write what is worth reading, 
and most fortunate of all is the man 
who can do both.”

Aside from publishing and writing 
books, you work as a lecturer, a tour 
guide, a tv presenter, journalist and 
reviewer. How do you find the time? 
And what are you up to next?

I vote but I do not watch television, 
I read widely but no newspapers, 
I respect the passion that others 
have for team sports and ball 
games (or for fishing, shooting 
and hunting) but they do not 
animate me in the slightest. 
This all helps me find the time to 
do things that really interest me. 

Is there a single thread that 
weaves together all your writings, 
activities and curiosities?

To follow in the footsteps of Albert 
Einstein might sound pretentious, 
except for his proscription, “I have no 
special talents. I am only passionately 
curious.” Further qualified by 
Apollinaire: “I love men, not for what 
unites them, but for what divides them, 
and I want to know most of all what 
gnaws at their hearts.” 
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“To say ‘I don’t trust you’, you place
the edge of the fan to your lips,” says 
Vicente Benlloch, who demonstrates 
by pointing a fan theatrically to his 
mouth. “To say ‘I love you’, the fan 
goes direct to the heart,” he adds, 
plunging it towards his chest as if it 
were a dagger. “This is the historic 
language of foldable fans that was 
once used in the Spanish royal courts. 
It’s how the women talked to the 
men. ‘Yes’, ‘no’, ‘I’m jealous’, ‘kiss me’ 
– they could all be said with the fan.”

Benlloch then picks up a paintbrush 
and returns to a semicircle of 
pleated silk on his workshop table to 
decorate it with an intricate garland 
of roses – a skill he learned from his 
grandfather, who established the 
family’s fan-decorating business 
in 1910. “The fan is often associated 
with the flamenco, but it is not just 
for dancing; they are used by lots 
of Spanish people because they are 
easy to carry and are perfect for the 
hot climate,” he explains. “People 
assume they are from Andalusia, 
but they have a long history of being 
made here in Valencia. It is the 
capital of foldable fans. And we have 
the Silk Road to thank for that.”     

The folding silk fan is thought to have 
been introduced to Spain in the mid-
15th century by trading ships from 
Japan. It grew in popularity, first 
amongst royalty and nobility before 
spreading to the wider population. 
Valencia’s position as a key trading 
hub along the Silk Road gave it ready 
access to the requisite raw materials 
and so over time it grew to become 
the leading centre of fan manufacture 
on the Iberian Peninsula.

The city’s Silk Exchange, La Lonja, 
constructed between 1482 and 
1533, stands as testament to this 
time – when the port city was 
booming, including the trade in 
woven silk and cocoons, and its 
arts and crafts were flourishing. 
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Previous spread:
Valencia skyline from 
the top of the 14th 
century Serranos 
Towers.

Clockwise from 
top left: Sign 
advertising Agua de 
Valencia – a cocktail 
made from cava, 
orange juice, vodka 
and gin; Interior, 
Central Market of 
Valencia; Paella, 
L’Establiment.

Now a Unesco World Heritage Site, 
the edifice’s most spectacular room 
is the Salón Columnario, a temple 
to commerce with twisted stone 
columns – carved so as to resemble 
silk thread – that soar fifty feet 
high to a vaulted ceiling once 
painted blue and dotted with stars 
to represent heaven on earth.  

The Silk Exchange is just one of many 
striking buildings in Valencia; its 
skyline boasts an eclectic mix of 
Gothic, Baroque, Modernista and 
Renaissance architecture that can 
be found right across the city from 
the characterful old quarter to the 
long stretch of golden beach. The 
most atmospheric is undoubtedly 
the art nouveau Central Market, a 
cathedral-like space of iron columns, 
painted ceramics and stained glass 
that dates back to 1928. The largest 
market with fresh produce in Europe, 
there are more than 1,200 stalls here, 
each bursting with the flavours 

and aromas of the Mediterranean 
– from spices, cheeses and seafood, 
to fruits, nuts and vegetables, many 
of which are produced in Valencia’s 
vast market gardens, including 
the famously plump and aromatic 
Perelló tomatoes which are grown in 
sandy soil close to the sea, resulting 
in a uniquely intense flavour. 

To sample the region’s extraordinary 
variety and quality of fresh produce, 
there is a small restaurant inside the 
market run by Michelin-starred chef 
Ricard Camarena: the Central Bar. 
I take a counter seat to order one of 
his famously indulgent sandwiches 
– settling for the Canalla, made with 
spicy morcilla sausage, scrambled 
egg and pickled pepper – and sit 
back with a glass of local red Safrá 
wine to watch the ebb and flow of 
daily life, which appears to involve 
as much talking as it does buying 
and selling. “I think it’s why there 
is a parrot symbol on the roof of 

the market,” says Valencia native 
Paloma Ceballos who sits next to me. 
“People love to talk and they chatter 
like parrots do in the trees. When you 
bump into someone, you don’t know 
when you might see them again so 
you make time to catch up, have a 
coffee, a snack or a glass of horchata 
(a traditional Valencian milk drink 
made from tiger nuts). It is all 
part of the Valencian good life.”

That ‘good life’ also includes benign 
weather, a vibrant arts scene and 
swathes of green space, of which 
the five-mile-long Turia Gardens 
best reflects the city’s spirit for 
innovation – created by diverting 
the flood-prone River Turia to the 
outskirts and transforming the 
riverbed into one of the largest urban 
parks in the country. Food remains 
a major highlight though, with 
first-class restaurants and year-
round gastronomic events; locals 
even enjoy an additional mealtime 
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made from tiger nuts). It is all 
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the five-mile-long Turia Gardens 
best reflects the city’s spirit for 
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a major highlight though, with 
first-class restaurants and year-
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even enjoy an additional mealtime 
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time over the burning embers of 
orange tree wood. “The rosemary 
and the wood fire give you smoky 
and herbal touches – and pim, pam, 
poom! There you have it,” she says, 
finally delivering the pan to the table.
The paella is delicious: rich and meaty, 
with an earthy note from the beans 
and the snails, and a sweet, floral 
finish from the saffron. The highlight 
is the soccarat – a word derived 
from the verb socarrar meaning 
‘to burn’ – the moreish, crunchy 
crust at the bottom of the pan made 
up of caramelised and toasted rice. 
“Paella is more than a just a meal 
though,” says Giner, refilling my 
glass with a red Bobal, her personal 
recommendation for the best wine 
to accompany it. “The circular pan 
encourages sharing – like barbecue 
does. It takes a while to cook too, so 
it slows down time; you drink, you 
talk, you spend quality time with 
family and friends. In Valencia, 
paella signifies togetherness.”

– the almuerzo valenciano – 
traditionally eaten between 
breakfast and lunch at around 10am, 
and often accompanied with wine 
or beer. Of all the city’s culinary 
traditions though, its most renowned 
is paella valenciana – the pan-cooked 
concoction of rabbit, poultry, snails, 
beans and rice that is considered by 
many to be the national dish of Spain. 

Historically, rice has been grown 
in the region since the Moors 
introduced the crop over 1,500 years 
ago. Rice farmers would prepare 
their lunch in paddies over an open 
wood fire, combining grains with 
whatever ingredients they could 
find, and so giving birth to the paella. 
The dish was refined over time, and 
eventually took its name from the 
broad, shallow pan – the paellera 
– that was used to ensure the rice 
cooked evenly over a fierce heat.

Today, rice-growing in the province 
of Valencia is concentrated just 
12 miles from the city centre in La 
Albufera, Spanish for ‘lagoon’, one 
of the largest wetland areas in the 
country and home to more than 350 
species of birds. Locals also flock here, 
to the village of El Palmar, for some of 
the region’s best and most traditional 
paella, notably at L’Establiment, a 
restaurant built by the Giner Doñate 
family on the foundations of a two-
hundred-year-old farm building, 
where the hulls and brans were once 
removed from paddy grains by hand 
to produce polished white paella rice.

“The secret to good paella valenciana 
is fresh ingredients and not to 
mess with the traditional recipe 
of rabbit, chicken and snails,” says 
head chef Silvia Giner as she pours 
a glug of emerald-coloured olive oil 
into a paella pan in the restaurant 
kitchen. “You should never use 
onion or garlic, for example. That’s 
sacrilege, like serving pizza with 
pineapple. It should never end up the 

colour of sunshine either. That shows 
it’s full of artificial ingredients.”

After browning the rabbit and 
chicken, Giner – who was taught 
how to cook by her mother and has 
been making paella for over 40 years 
– adds the remaining ingredients, 
including tomatoes, saffron and butter 
beans, before filling the paellera to 
the brim with water. “It needs two 
or three reductions which takes 
around one and half hours, but good 
things come to those that wait,” 
she says. Rice is added thereafter 
and cooked for a further 15 to 20 
minutes. Giner swears by the Bahia 
and Senia varieties: “they have a lot 
of starch which gives the liquid broth 
real substance. But one important 
thing: never stir the rice. This is 
paella we’re making, not risotto.” 
She then transfers the pan from the 
stovetop to an open fireplace, adds 
a few sprigs of rosemary on top and 
gives it a final few minutes’ cooking 
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Falling for Phú Quôc

“Do you think it’s here we’re supposed to turn?”
Pulling over and planting my feet, I feel my partner’s phone 
pressing into my shoulder as she swipes into the map.

“It should be here. Can you see a driveway?”

I scan around, wiping a sticky aggregation of sweat, soot 
and sunscreen from the corners of my eyes. “Possibly… 
maybe where that bike’s going?” To my left, a wiry man 
churns through loose gravel and past an idle road-roller 
before bouncing down a dusty track of compacted clay and 
trash, flip-flops spread wide, toes pointing skywards.

We’re not sure. Ahead, a concrete factory belches smoke; 
teams of men in oily overalls buzz past; to my right a mangy 
monkey is chained to a pole outside a shack. This doesn’t look 
like the entrance to a tropical island resort.

Making the turning, we too bounce off down the track, 
a gauntlet of shuddering crevasses and slithery quagmires. 
This last kilometre takes fifteen minutes, but at the end, 
believe it or not, lies a coconut grove, a shimmering sea 
and, yes, a tropical resort.

In fact, almost the entire west coast of Phú Quốc is now 
tropical resort, but much to my partner’s disappointment, 
I have found the cheapest, a ramshackle collection of locally-
owned bungalows built inches from the surf long before 
such fancy neighbours as the Coral Peninsula and the Green 
Bay Resort & Spa were twinkles in a hospitality chain’s eye. 
I suspect it won’t be here for long. This island in the Gulf of 
Thailand, Vietnam’s more by a quirk of history than any 
obvious geographical connection, is developing fast.

It’s the largest island around, large enough to land jumbos 
from all over Asia. A shiny new airport has elbowed the old 
one out of the way and ushered in a construction boom of 
ersatz Mediterranean tourist towns, all pastel paintwork, 
Roman ruins and Venetian arches. Shelving gently from the 
shoreline, the water is warm, calm and crystal clear, and 
every evening it reflects a pinkish palette as the sun sinks 
below the waves. Why go all the way to Europe with this 
on your doorstep?

For a long time living in Saigon, with less garish tropical 
islands on my doorstep, I would ask a different question: 
why go to Phú Quốc at all? It started with my good friend 
Jon’s new puppy. Square jawed, lean and athletic, ears 
proud, his cinnamon eyes angular and alert, his coat 
a mesmerising velvet brindle, Dexter is leading-man 
material. But most eyecatching of all is the tufty mane 
of hair that runs the length of his spine. Dexter, I’d learn, 
is a Phú Quốc Ridgeback.

On the island, these dogs are everywhere, curled up 
on verandahs, rooting around rockpools, barking at 
motorbikes and even climbing coconuts; some are pets, 
some feral, all are gorgeous and gregarious. Their origin is 
a mystery, particularly the ridged back. “They’re survivors 
from the wreck of a Chinese merchant ship on its way back 
from Africa,” one waiter tells me. Whatever the truth, their 
existence is my gateway to getting hooked on Phú Quốc.

The island’s size may have brought the developers and 
tourists, but it also hides them. Theirs is the west coast;  
leave it, and a land spoken of wistfully by ageing hippies 
begins to emerge. Around the north and east, miles of lazy 
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beaches and sleepy fishing shanties hold back the jungle. 
Informal eateries are built out on stilts, and we spend 
boozy afternoons with grilled abalone, cobia hotpot and 
sea urchin congee as fluorescent fish flit beneath us and 
locals potter about on homemade rafts and crafts cobbled 
together from jetsam. The becalmed waters here blend 
with the sky in a haze, and Cambodia looms on the horizon.

It’s not just sunsets keeping the resorts hemmed in, for a 
tsunami of cliffs towers over the northeastern coastline, 
dividing the island and shielding a realm of cicada-
screaming forest. Here, I climb the steep trail and rickety 
ladders up to -Dı nh Tiên So’n peak for views of orchards 
and pepper plantations and both coastlines stretching 
away to the south; later I wash my dusty, aching feet in 
the cool pools at Suối -Dá Bàn, one of several waterfalls that 
tumble off the massif. In this lost world I meet giant alien 
centipedes with bright orange legs, and noisy racket-tailed 
drongos whose ridiculous appendages stream behind 
them like kites.

In patches of undergrowth in the rainforest, bushes bloom 
a rich purple, and I recognise their star-shaped flowers and 
racy stamens from labels on bottles in Du’o’ng -Dông, the 
island’s main town. The fruit of hoa sim, or rose myrtle, 
is made into sim wine, a sweet tipple islanders accompany 
with seafood. I pair it with goi cá trích, a local herring 
and coconut ceviche, and enjoy the match; though taking 
another bottle onto the beach after dinner is even better.

Despite being the pulse of the tourist heartland, Du’o’ng 
-Dông, with its snaking trawler-lined creek and rowdy 
nightlife, is also the best place to discover local delicacies. 
At a famous harbourside bistro I follow an island rite of 
passage, mixing my own ratio of msg, sugar, chilli and 
calamansi in a bowl to accompany bún quâ. y, a squid and 
fishcake noodle soup, and slurp until my lips can no longer 
take the tingle. On another morning in town I try a less 
heralded speciality, and with it my conversion to Phú 
Quốc-ophilia is complete. In bún kèn, noodles are topped 
with fresh herbs, crunchy cucumber and green papaya, 
before a lemongrass and fishmeal-infused coconut cream 
is dolloped over the top. An esteemed local writer calls it 
‘Phú Quốc in a bowl’ and I can’t beat his description.

On Christmas day we grill prawns and okra under the 
casuarina trees at our ramshackle resort. Far in the 
distance I see the boxy glints of garish hotels, but there’s 
enough wild shoreline between us for now. Ridgebacks 
splash in the surf, another bottle of sim wine is opened, 
and as the sun begins its descent I’m cruel enough 
to videocall family in England. This, I realise, is why 
you visit Phú Quốc.
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A new 90-minute documentary produced by
bbc/pbs called Lions: The Rise and Fall of the Marsh 
Pride provides a potent reminder of the plight of 
Africa’s last lions, reviving memories of an event 
that shocked Big Cat Diary’s (1996–2008) legions 
of fans that had made household names of these 
lions. On Sunday 6 December 2015 news broke of 
the poisoning of eight members of the pride that 
had killed cattle encroaching inside the Reserve at 
night. The carcass was then laced with the highly 
toxic pesticide Furadan. Three of the lions died – 
Sienna (aged 10), Bibi (aged 17) and a young male 
named Alan (Charm’s son). Graphic and harrowing 
imagery lies at the heart of the documentary 
that draws on a potent mix of stakeholders’ and 
witnesses’ voices to narrate the story. 

We have followed the fates and fortunes of the 
Marsh Pride since 1977. Our base at Governors’ 
Camp is set close to the glorious Musiara Marsh 
which gave the Marsh Lions their name and 
is the heart of their dry season territory. To the 
east, the intermittent watercourse known as 
the Bila Shaka Lugga has always been the pride’s 
traditional breeding site and resting place. Bila 
Shaka means ‘without fail’ in Swahili, testimony 

to the fact that you could always find lions here. 
That is no longer the case. Lions have lost 95% of 
their historical range, and since Disney’s The Lion 
King was aired in 1994, Africa’s lion population has 
halved. Loss of habitat, the bushmeat trade (killing 
wild animals for meat) and conflict with man are 
the major concerns. Today there are just 20,000 
lions remaining in Africa, whose 1.2 billion human 
population is due to double by 2050. 

People ask if we were shocked by the poisoning. 
No. Tens of thousands of cattle were being herded 
into the Reserve every night when visitors were 
safely out of sight – but when the likelihood of 
conflict with predators such as lions and hyenas 
was at its greatest. Night incursions makes no 
sense, not least when its iconic lions are the 
bedrock of Kenya’s tourism industry. However, 
from the herdsman’s perspective when a lion 
kills a cow it is as if someone has hacked their 
bank account with little chance of compensation. 
A number of initiatives such as the Mara 
Predator Conservation Programme (for which 
we are Ambassadors) are helping to address the 
problem at root cause, encouraging the provision 
of predator-proof stockades constructed from 
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recycled plastic poles, wire fencing and metal 
doorways. The installation of solar-charged 
flickering lights is another highly effective 
innovation to deter predators at night. But none 
of this helps if livestock is grazed at night.

Traditionally the Maasai were active during 
daytime, returning to their homes with their 
livestock before nightfall when predators such as 
lions, hyenas and leopards are most active. But as 
communally owned land has been subdivided 
into individually owned plots of 100–150 acres 
the Maasai have become more sedentary, 
constructing permanent dwellings and fences. 
Some landowners have opted to lease their land 
to tourism partners for a monthly fee per acre, 
creating Wildlife Conservancies where cattle 
grazing is permitted on a rotational basis and 
predators thrive. But others cling to a purely herding 
existence with the Reserve seen as additional 
grazing, a practice tacitly condoned by the local 
authorities. Deep tracks leading into the Reserve are 
visible from space, along with piles of cattle dung 
scattered deep inside it. The Musiara area is not 
alone. Guides from other parts of the Mara have 
been complaining about this situation for years.

The Marsh Pride has always been particularly 
vulnerable to conflict due to its territory 
spreading beyond the Reserve boundary. 
When Musiara Marsh becomes waterlogged the 
lions move to higher ground to north and east 
where they can find prey – either wild herbivores 
or livestock. Losing lions to poisoning or spearing 
is part of life for the Marsh Pride, and many of 
the stars of Big Cat Diary have been speared 
or poisoned over the years, such as the pride 
male Scruffy and the lionesses Lispy, White Eye 
and Red. In 2004 the pride numbered 29 lions. 
Today due to pressure from livestock invasions 
and a shortage of prey the core group of 11 lions 
have abandoned their territory and moved into 
the Mara North Wildlife Conservancy. Who knows 
when or if they will return. Eight years on it 
is time to act. The Maasai Mara is a priceless 
heritage that must be nurtured. There should 
be a strictly enforced embargo on grazing of 
livestock within the Reserve and a moratorium 
on any further tourism development. 
What a miracle it would be if the demise of the 
Marsh Pride became the catalyst for serious 
dialogue and change as to how the Maasai 
Mara is managed.
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greece / visions

The promise 
of summer
The valleys around Olympos were
lush and green, and once I reached the 
ridge, the land descended in tapering 
fingers towards the blue sea. I was free 
again – walking along the road for 
hours, with sea and hills and nothing 
else – as I headed to see Minas’s 
taverna at the beach.

I’d never seen a landscape quite as 
dramatic and empty; the wild north 
of the island was protected against 
development. Amid a heady scent of 
pines, I turned off the road on to a dirt 
track that wound around hillsides, 
whose slopes fell away steeply on 
either side to thick trees. It was so easy 
to be captivated by an unspoiled Greek 
island in early May, with the promise 
of summer in the air.

The track split into two, twisting down 
on either side into flat valleys filled 
with olive trees and dotted sporadically 
with tiny houses. I reached the white 
church dedicated to Ayios Minas, Saint 
Minas, after whom many men on the 
island were named, and looked down at 
a perfect curve of beach and clear blue 
sea. Dark grey cliffs covered in deep 
green mastic bushes enclosed the bay, 
with goats scaling the sheer scree.

Set back from the beach amid olive 
groves was a cluster of houses. Minas 
had told me his place was the closest 
to the beach. I followed the track past 
closed-up buildings until I came to 
what looked like a restaurant terrace 
strewn with kitchen equipment 
and surrounded by olive trees. 

Fridges and furniture were scattered 
haphazardly, and there was Minas 
looking more relaxed than I’d seen 
him before, dressed in old jeans and a 
Baltimore sweatshirt and a baseball cap 
covered in dust, plastering over holes 
in the walls.

“Sorry about the mess,” he said, taking 
a sip of his frappe. “I’ve got some 
improvements to make before we open 
up. Go see the beach, relax, swim.”

I walked through a field, past fig trees 
and more olive trees, heading for a 
gap in an old dry-stone wall, then 
stood and looked out across a stretch 
of pale grey pebbles gleaming in the 
hazy sunshine. As I took off my shoes, 
I realised the stones were flat and 
wonderfully smooth, becoming finer 
closer to shore, where the water, the 
clearest I’d ever seen, turned them a 
glossy black. What a magical place to 
have a taverna, in this isolated bay. 
There was no one at all around.

The sea hadn’t yet lost its winter chill, 
so I braced myself for the cool water 
and dived in, ducking under a few 
times until my body adjusted and 
then swam out further towards the 
empty horizon, exhilarated. Then a 
white fishing boat appeared around 
the headland and started gliding into 
shore. As I swam back to the beach 
to grab my clothes and get dressed, 
Minas appeared through the gap in 
the trees and walked down to the 
water’s edge to help the boat moor. 
He beckoned me over.
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We used a wooden ladder to climb 
aboard, and he introduced me to the 
fisherman, Stamatis, a man in his forties 
with short brown hair, soft features 
and a kindly expression. They were 
friends but hadn’t seen one another all 
winter. Stamatis greeted me warmly 
and, seeing I was shivering, gave me 
a jacket to put on, asking his assistant 
to make me hot tea while they packed 
a big catch of fish on ice. The boat was 
piled high with coiled yellow nets and 
baskets and buckets, with a winch 
and a shade over part of the deck.

“You want to eat fish later?” 
asked Minas.

It seemed a wonderful idea. Since the 
only buildings allowed in the valley 
were agricultural, for people to stay in 
while harvesting their olives, Minas 
had rented an old farm building about 
six years earlier, he explained, and 
gradually adapted it into a taverna, 
adding a little each year. He’d dug out 
a lower floor to extend the ceiling 
height, and fitted out the kitchen to 
meet restaurant regulations so he could 
get a proper licence, as well as putting 
in a bathroom and laying a terrace for 
tables and chairs.

I offered to help clean up inside, not 
anticipating the extent of the chaos. 
I picked my way over broken glass and 
upturned equipment and old boxes. 
It was as if he’d thrown a big party, 
then closed the door and left everything 
for several months. A mouse or two had 
made its home there over the winter, 
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and mould was growing among the 
dirty dishes and glasses in the sinks.

“I had to work away last year and let my 
cousin run the place. He left it like this.”

There was hot water and two 
huge sinks, and it was satisfying 
transforming the filth and mess into 
something acceptable. Meanwhile, 
outside the evening was turning too 
cool for shorts. Minas asked if I’d fit 
into his clean jeans – he could keep 
wearing the work ones half-covered 
in plaster. I’m a little taller than the 
average, and he was a little shorter, 
and skinny, but I did fit into his jeans, 
just, and felt more comfortable.

Stamatis returned at dusk with 
heaps of little blue-striped fish called 
menoula, which I’d never eaten before 
– while Minas lit a barbecue and 
asked if I knew how to make a salad 
with tomatoes and onions and olives. 
He brought out clean glasses, ouzo and 
water. We’d cleared a little space in the 
corner of the open terrace in the middle 
of the valley, surrounded by the dark 
shapes of low hills. Minas put on some 
music and together he and Stamatis 
cooked the fish on the grill over 
charcoal with a little olive oil. We had 
a simple open-air feast in the empty 
valley as the stars appeared.

Minas suggested a toast. “To the 
new team.”

I laughed and gave him a quizzical look.

“If you decide to come back and help 
me for the summer,” he said. “With the 
taverna here and with the two rooms 
of the hotel in Olympos.”

Although I was already living on a 
Greek island, I’d been looking around 
for a place to live by the sea, perhaps 
somewhere that Lisa, my honey-
blonde golden retriever mixed with 
something slightly smaller and more 
annoying, could run around freely. 

With his reiterated invitation, Minas 
was offering just that. It would be an 
adventure and an opportunity to get 
to know the village better, too. As for 
Minas – I liked his creativity and drive 
and practicality, his cleverness and 
sense of humour; the way he loved 
his island, recognised it was special 
and wanted to build something 
with what he had here, despite the 
difficulties. We had both lived in 
Greece and elsewhere, spoke Greek and 
English, seemed to communicate well. 
There was some kind of good energy 
between us, an easy closeness.

When Stamatis returned to the boat 
to sleep so he could get up in the 
early hours and head straight out to 
his nets, Minas and I sat and talked 
a little longer. He wouldn’t open the 
taverna properly before the end of May: 
enough time for him to get the place 
into shape, and for me to go home and 
prepare if I chose to return. I didn’t 
want a job, I clarified – didn’t want to 
be paid and create tax complications, 
or make that sort of commitment 
– but I was drawn by the notion of 
living here for a summer, learning 
more about local food and being 
able to write about it. From my point 
of view he was offering a doorway 
into the community; a chance to get 
under the skin of the place; to stay 
for a while in an olive-filled valley 
populated only by goats, by a pristine 
beach with no development to spoil it, 
no rooms to rent, no way to stay here 
otherwise. In return for having all my 
expenses covered, I would work for free. 
Naturally, that suited him – especially 
since he was starting the season with 
pretty much no money.

Eventually he would fix up the little 
house nearby for me; I hadn’t seen it 
yet, but he said it belonged to one of the 
ladies of the village, who allowed him 
to use it. To start with, though, sleeping 
in a tent would suit. In the hot days 
of summer, my house on Tilos was so 
stuffy that I often slept outside on the 

terrace under a mosquito net, blocking 
out the bright streetlight with a 
rigged-up shelter of sheets. Lisa usually 
lay all day in the shade until it was cool 
enough for us to walk to a beach. She 
would love a summer by the sea too.

Minas was used to sleeping on a bench 
on the terrace when he stayed at the 
taverna, so that night he found some 
mattresses, pillows and sleeping bags, 
and cleared some space, and we fell 
asleep there – until we were awoken 
by raindrops in the middle of the night 
and had to make a dash for the kitchen.

In the morning, the sun was bright and 
the valley silent apart from the breeze 
in the olive trees and the occasional bird 
singing. Then a truck drove down the 
track and it was Minas’s cousin Evgenia, 
who kept the goats in the valley. I’d met 
her in the village; a few years younger 
than me with dark eyes and curly dark 
hair, she dressed in tight jeans and 
had a lovely, warm smile. He gave her 
some of the fish Stamatis had brought, 
and she was delighted. And from their 
farm she’d brought us homemade 
bread and the thick, pungent sour 
cream called dhrilla.

I was sure living here would teach 
me a lot. The leap I’d taken when I 
decided to work from home from 
a Greek island, followed by the step 
to becoming completely freelance, 
meant I could take chances like this. 
If Minas and I could get along well and 
help each other, that sounded good. 
Surrounded by such a landscape and 
culture, I couldn’t resist the idea: to live 
somewhere remote, by the sea, a truly 
different kind of life for a few months.

Taverna by 
the Sea by 
Jennifer Barclay
Bradt, pbk, 
216pp, £9.99
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A cormorant sat on Grenen, the very northern
spit of Denmark. It was winter. It sat alone under 
its black cloak, turning in the wind, its face 
stiffened into a grimace of strident will. It turned 
from one body of water to the other. Looked at 
the Kattegat, at the Skagerrak, at me. This was 
just after New Year. I was out alone on Grenen. 
I wanted to stand there as I’d stood when I was a 
child, almighty, with a foot in each sea. The wind 
blew from the south-west. The cold was biting, 
and out there at Skagen Reef, the seas met like 
young lovers at a railway station. They ran along 
the platform, arms out, towards the person they’d 
been missing. Unable to contain the joy of being 
reunited, they ended up simply beating into 
one another. But there sat a cormorant with its 
determined face. It was resting out there, turning 
above the land beneath its black wingspan.

I watched it from a safe distance. Thought: Let it 
have its moment. Grenen will still be here in ten 
minutes, and in this cold, I can have it to myself 
once the bird has gone. While I waited, I observed 
the big cargo ships, the container ships, the 
coasters. They lay, as always, on the east side of 
the headland in poetic stasis. Like thousands and 
thousands of ships before them, they had been 
lucky getting north around Skagen Reef without 
going down. They’re exhaling, I thought. Or they’re 
steeling themselves to go back over the reef, who 
knows. They were in smooth waters, in any case. 
Like rocking caravans during a temporary stay in 
an oasis. That’s what they looked like, but in reality 
the ships are there, apparently, because they don’t 
know where they’re going next. They’re awaiting 
orders from their shipping companies. No point 
sailing down through inland Danish waters 
if you’re going back to Norway. So they wait. 

Recover, call home, play cards in their quarters. 
Or they walk around on deck with binoculars. 

“There’s a cormorant on Grenen,” a Russian voice 
might say out there. 

“Then we’ll wait,” another might respond. 

But then the bird flew off, and it was my turn. 
I approached the place where the two bodies of 
water met. Kattegat at my right foot. Skagerrak at 
my left. Year round, every minute of the daylight 
hours, a person stands at that point, sensing in 
their own body what it means to be all-powerful. 
What would it mean to be great? Surely, to be 
great is to stand at the northernmost tip of the 
nation, right at the very top, with a foot in each 
sea. Can you feel the potential? This is your 
country, your language. Your limitations. In this 
moment under your jurisdiction, and only yours. 

I stood there barefoot as a child. I was afraid of the 
waves and kept one eye on my mum. Assuming 
things went the way they usually did, I’d have 
had to move – first for one big brother, then 
the second. They’d have wanted to stand there 
too, and set their feet apart. Be photographed. 
One brother with chalk-white hair. The other 
squinting. Their thin arms, sunburnt knees and 
my feet in the sand, with nail varnish on the big 
toe. I remembered it the way you remember 
things you’ve seen on old photographic slides. 
On the screen in the living room, my dad in the 
light of the projector, his seven remaining fingers 
fumbling with the slides. I can’t always tell what 
memories are mine and what’s been told to me, 
I thought, planting myself in my hiking boots with 
one foot by each sea. I felt no almighty power. 
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A cormorant sat on Grenen, the very northern
spit of Denmark. It was winter. It sat alone under 
its black cloak, turning in the wind, its face 
stiffened into a grimace of strident will. It turned 
from one body of water to the other. Looked at 
the Kattegat, at the Skagerrak, at me. This was 
just after New Year. I was out alone on Grenen. 
I wanted to stand there as I’d stood when I was a 
child, almighty, with a foot in each sea. The wind 
blew from the south-west. The cold was biting, 
and out there at Skagen Reef, the seas met like 
young lovers at a railway station. They ran along 
the platform, arms out, towards the person they’d 
been missing. Unable to contain the joy of being 
reunited, they ended up simply beating into 
one another. But there sat a cormorant with its 
determined face. It was resting out there, turning 
above the land beneath its black wingspan.

I watched it from a safe distance. Thought: Let it 
have its moment. Grenen will still be here in ten 
minutes, and in this cold, I can have it to myself 
once the bird has gone. While I waited, I observed 
the big cargo ships, the container ships, the 
coasters. They lay, as always, on the east side of 
the headland in poetic stasis. Like thousands and 
thousands of ships before them, they had been 
lucky getting north around Skagen Reef without 
going down. They’re exhaling, I thought. Or they’re 
steeling themselves to go back over the reef, who 
knows. They were in smooth waters, in any case. 
Like rocking caravans during a temporary stay in 
an oasis. That’s what they looked like, but in reality 
the ships are there, apparently, because they don’t 
know where they’re going next. They’re awaiting 
orders from their shipping companies. No point 
sailing down through inland Danish waters 
if you’re going back to Norway. So they wait. 

Recover, call home, play cards in their quarters. 
Or they walk around on deck with binoculars. 

“There’s a cormorant on Grenen,” a Russian voice 
might say out there. 

“Then we’ll wait,” another might respond. 

But then the bird flew off, and it was my turn. 
I approached the place where the two bodies of 
water met. Kattegat at my right foot. Skagerrak at 
my left. Year round, every minute of the daylight 
hours, a person stands at that point, sensing in 
their own body what it means to be all-powerful. 
What would it mean to be great? Surely, to be 
great is to stand at the northernmost tip of the 
nation, right at the very top, with a foot in each 
sea. Can you feel the potential? This is your 
country, your language. Your limitations. In this 
moment under your jurisdiction, and only yours. 

I stood there barefoot as a child. I was afraid of the 
waves and kept one eye on my mum. Assuming 
things went the way they usually did, I’d have 
had to move – first for one big brother, then 
the second. They’d have wanted to stand there 
too, and set their feet apart. Be photographed. 
One brother with chalk-white hair. The other 
squinting. Their thin arms, sunburnt knees and 
my feet in the sand, with nail varnish on the big 
toe. I remembered it the way you remember 
things you’ve seen on old photographic slides. 
On the screen in the living room, my dad in the 
light of the projector, his seven remaining fingers 
fumbling with the slides. I can’t always tell what 
memories are mine and what’s been told to me, 
I thought, planting myself in my hiking boots with 
one foot by each sea. I felt no almighty power. 
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Quiet rain 
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Only cold and tenderness. Surrounded by my 
country, my language, my limitations.

The plan was to go up Skagen’s Grey Lighthouse 
this winter. I wanted to go up and see the line’s 
beginning with my naked eye. But I had driven 
all that way to Denmark’s northernmost point in 
vain. The lighthouse had closed for the season. 
I tugged handles all around the keeper’s cabin. 
I peered in through windows, read signs. Nothing. 
The lighthouse looked like the barrel of a gun, 
pointing in hot-tempered defiance at the sky. 
And open it was definitely not.

I was staying in a rented house in the village of 
Old Skagen, so I went to the museum instead 
and took an enjoyable look at the highly 
Instagrammable lives of painters in the area over 
the past century. I bought napkins printed with the 
joys of congregations of artists. Handmade soap. 
I thought of my mother, walking around Skagen 
Museum and dreaming of a studio with north-
facing windows. One like the artist Anna Ancher’s. 
She walked here dreaming of a life of grapes on 
pale dishes and Dad’s hunting dog at her feet, 
like Anna’s. But in reality, that dog ate our shoes. 
At some point it learnt to open doors with its paws. 
One time it mauled Dad’s poultry to death, and 
it wouldn’t listen to anyone, not anyone. But my 
mum dreamt of a life of contemplative beauty 
under a grand sky, with rose bushes in the garden, 
on her own terms, and I pottered around in my 
own dreams: of being like the ladies in the pictures. 
Yes, when you grow up, you will walk on eternally 
mild summer beaches. You will sit by the paraffin 
lamp and write while your lover is preoccupied 
with his own tasks in the background. You will 
become a real and beautiful person. You will, but 
you couldn’t, and so you became something else: 
a movement pinned in one place.

Winter on this line, from north to south, is not 
for the faint of heart. On the other hand, there is 
something starkly sober about it, and that was 
also why I drove to Skagen in January. I wanted 
to explore the tourist town out of season. 
I wandered around in the dark down the small 
gravel roads of Old Skagen. I saw the pretty yellow 
houses with the traditional white lace on their 
red roofs. So in there is where they live when the 
sun is shining, I thought. A single light in a house 
here and there, but otherwise wet and black, 
the way I wanted it: Skagen without its summer 

skirts. Everything except for the harbour and 
the adjoining local areas and homes reduced to 
scenery. A tourist town, a holidaymaker’s paradise, 
the metastasizing of the rich in the far-northern 
wilds of the Danish nation. I walked past the big 
beachside hotels. On one street: a Jacuzzi on the 
pavement. Put out to wait under a solitary lamp 
for repair or bulky-waste collection. A rough wind 
from the south-west. All the cables sticking out 
of it. God knows what’s gone on in there at the 
height of summer, I thought. Yes, what has it been 
offered, when the convertibles, the expensive 
white wine, the bubbles, the cocaine and the 
royals arrive. Maybe the Jacuzzi had seen famous 
bottoms? It wasn’t unlikely. It struck me as lonely 
and outlived, sitting there under the lamplight. 
Delivered from its suffering or robbed of 
its identity.

I found the Sunset Kiosk. I hadn’t been since I 
was little. Every night, people would meet at the 
kiosk to watch the sun go down. I remembered: 
we had ice cream. The more orange the sky 
became, the more people gathered. They drank 
from wine glasses with long stems, and then 
came the moment when the sun set in earnest. 
At the moment the last rind of fire was gone, 
they clapped. Yes, they clapped the sun in Skagen, 
and I felt ashamed; I remembered that. To clap 
the sun was to clap for themselves. Or I sensed 
that the clapping was ironic, distanced, and that 
was almost worse. It made the sunset into a piece 
of theatre, and if the sun was a piece of theatre, 
then humanity was separate from it: reduced to 
spectators. One day I would leave my own point of 
departure, where people never applauded nature. 
I sensed it as the ice cream’s yellow glaze ran down 
my fingers. What will become of me, I might have 
thought. But I can never tell what memory is mine 
and what’s been told to me. Including when it 
comes to the light in Skagen.

It was precisely the light and the raw landscape 
that attracted the artists and later the tourists 
to the headland. After his great trip to Jutland 
in 1859, Hans Christian Andersen praised the 
authentic, unforgettably windswept northern 
spit of land, Skagen. He encouraged artists to 
make a pilgrimage there in their hunt for subject 
matter. Presumably this was a kind of reckoning 
with the evergreen, cosy Biedermeier motifs from 
Copenhagen and the surrounding areas that he 
himself had so assiduously cultivated. Andersen 
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was now upgrading the land on the edges. 
He compared the desert between the two seas 
with something you’d otherwise have to travel to 
Africa to see, or Pompeii. After that, they began to 
drift in and out of the fishing village: the painters, 
the poets. In 1874, Michael Ancher arrived from 
Bornholm and settled down. He fell in love with 
the innkeeper’s daughter, the talented Anna. 
Later came P.S. Krøyer with his assured technique. 
The poet Holger Drachmann towered among the 
bright-yellow houses. They wrote poetry, painted, 
drank and attracted followers. They grew like 
strange plants up the dunes with their rickety 
easels. Their subjects: bright, warm, summer-
holiday-beautiful. They spent time painting 
the locals. They spent even more time painting 
themselves and each other. The infidelity, the 
alcoholism and the power struggles – those they 
did not paint. They stuck to mouth-blown bottles, 
dead-calm seas in the moonlight, ruddy-cheeked 
children and heavy, labia-like velvet curtains. 
They paved the way for a culture of pilgrimage to 
Utopia, and what must Anna Ancher, native-born, 
have thought as they stood there clapping the sun?

Today, the centre of economic power moves to 
Skagen to eat prawns with mayonnaise a few 
months out of the year. For the richest people 
in the country, the motivic reckoning with the 
evergreen beech forests never really reached any 
further south down the coast. Do you know this 
line because you’ve been on holiday to Skagen? 
No, I thought, and this was winter. The Sunset 
Kiosk was shut. The big beachside hotels were 
asleep among the dunes like hibernating bears, 
and I took the car. Drove into Skagen, down to the 
harbour. I walked, swaddled in my winter coat 
and big knitted hat, past the enormous trawlers. 
I enjoyed the pragmatism: the smell of fish, the 
oil, the petrol and the no-bullshit architecture. 
The young men walked shivering in joggers and 
puffer jackets. They were headed for the café, 
which stays open in winter. Inside, a girl is slinging 
coffees over the counter. She has a ponytail and 
a secondary-school certificate. He wants to 
join her and have the dregs from the percolator. 
Afterwards, she’ll come out for a ride in the car 
with him. They’ll drive around for a bit, and she’ll 
see his new tattoo. She doesn’t want to go; or, 
yeah, she does after all. So he drives her along the 
route past the Dune House, where the royal family 
once lived, to the Sand-Covered Church. In the car 
park near the forest, they sit in darkness, the two 

of them. He’s got to promise her he will do better. 
She’s got to promise she will never move to Aarhus 
or Copenhagen. Then they put the seats back in 
the dark, zigzagging down the platform. Arms out, 
towards the person they’ve been missing. Unable 
to contain the joy of being reunited, they end up 
simply beating into one another.

***

The year was new. My Toyota crawled down 
sunken roads, down side streets, along the edges 
of quays, and it shuddered in the car park in the 
shelter of the locked public toilets, ‘Closed until 
Easter’. And Easter came, the toilets opened, and 
I wanted to see the line, beginning or ending 
up there on the headland. I called the Grey 
Lighthouse. It was still shut. They were preparing 
to reopen late. I said I couldn’t wait. My year was 
running out. 

“Just come up here, and I’ll let you in,” said the 
caretaker, and so I drove. 

I drove north from the place where I live, up along 
the coast. I followed the line across the channel 
at Thyborøn, up across Thy through the wildlife 
reserves. I swung the car from Vigsø Bay to Misery 
Bay, up through Vendsyssel to Hirtshals. Along the 
way, I stopped to find amber-yellow oyster shells 
on the beach between Uggerby and Tversted, but 
then pushed onwards, further north, along Tannis 
Bay to Skagen in the swelling spring. I checked 
into a hotel close to the supermarket, unpacked 
and put my notebook in my bag. Then I set off for 
Grenen. I had my sights on the last lighthouse on 
the route. I parked the car between the keeper’s 
cabin and a funny little square black shed. It was 
so unassuming that I hadn’t seen it in winter, 
even though it had satellite dishes and antennae 
on the roof. There were ‘No Entry’ signs in several 
languages on the road that led up to it. Outside 
was a shiny blue car, but there was no glimpse 
of anyone through the windows. 

There was, however, a man in the keeper’s cabin. 
He was waiting for me among stuffed birds. The 
keeper’s cabin is a centre for migrating birds. 
Coffee pots stood in line on the counter in front of 
him, ready for a new season. 

“I can’t offer you coffee,” he said. “Technically 
we’re closed.” 
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Only cold and tenderness. Surrounded by my 
country, my language, my limitations.

The plan was to go up Skagen’s Grey Lighthouse 
this winter. I wanted to go up and see the line’s 
beginning with my naked eye. But I had driven 
all that way to Denmark’s northernmost point in 
vain. The lighthouse had closed for the season. 
I tugged handles all around the keeper’s cabin. 
I peered in through windows, read signs. Nothing. 
The lighthouse looked like the barrel of a gun, 
pointing in hot-tempered defiance at the sky. 
And open it was definitely not.

I was staying in a rented house in the village of 
Old Skagen, so I went to the museum instead 
and took an enjoyable look at the highly 
Instagrammable lives of painters in the area over 
the past century. I bought napkins printed with the 
joys of congregations of artists. Handmade soap. 
I thought of my mother, walking around Skagen 
Museum and dreaming of a studio with north-
facing windows. One like the artist Anna Ancher’s. 
She walked here dreaming of a life of grapes on 
pale dishes and Dad’s hunting dog at her feet, 
like Anna’s. But in reality, that dog ate our shoes. 
At some point it learnt to open doors with its paws. 
One time it mauled Dad’s poultry to death, and 
it wouldn’t listen to anyone, not anyone. But my 
mum dreamt of a life of contemplative beauty 
under a grand sky, with rose bushes in the garden, 
on her own terms, and I pottered around in my 
own dreams: of being like the ladies in the pictures. 
Yes, when you grow up, you will walk on eternally 
mild summer beaches. You will sit by the paraffin 
lamp and write while your lover is preoccupied 
with his own tasks in the background. You will 
become a real and beautiful person. You will, but 
you couldn’t, and so you became something else: 
a movement pinned in one place.

Winter on this line, from north to south, is not 
for the faint of heart. On the other hand, there is 
something starkly sober about it, and that was 
also why I drove to Skagen in January. I wanted 
to explore the tourist town out of season. 
I wandered around in the dark down the small 
gravel roads of Old Skagen. I saw the pretty yellow 
houses with the traditional white lace on their 
red roofs. So in there is where they live when the 
sun is shining, I thought. A single light in a house 
here and there, but otherwise wet and black, 
the way I wanted it: Skagen without its summer 

skirts. Everything except for the harbour and 
the adjoining local areas and homes reduced to 
scenery. A tourist town, a holidaymaker’s paradise, 
the metastasizing of the rich in the far-northern 
wilds of the Danish nation. I walked past the big 
beachside hotels. On one street: a Jacuzzi on the 
pavement. Put out to wait under a solitary lamp 
for repair or bulky-waste collection. A rough wind 
from the south-west. All the cables sticking out 
of it. God knows what’s gone on in there at the 
height of summer, I thought. Yes, what has it been 
offered, when the convertibles, the expensive 
white wine, the bubbles, the cocaine and the 
royals arrive. Maybe the Jacuzzi had seen famous 
bottoms? It wasn’t unlikely. It struck me as lonely 
and outlived, sitting there under the lamplight. 
Delivered from its suffering or robbed of 
its identity.

I found the Sunset Kiosk. I hadn’t been since I 
was little. Every night, people would meet at the 
kiosk to watch the sun go down. I remembered: 
we had ice cream. The more orange the sky 
became, the more people gathered. They drank 
from wine glasses with long stems, and then 
came the moment when the sun set in earnest. 
At the moment the last rind of fire was gone, 
they clapped. Yes, they clapped the sun in Skagen, 
and I felt ashamed; I remembered that. To clap 
the sun was to clap for themselves. Or I sensed 
that the clapping was ironic, distanced, and that 
was almost worse. It made the sunset into a piece 
of theatre, and if the sun was a piece of theatre, 
then humanity was separate from it: reduced to 
spectators. One day I would leave my own point of 
departure, where people never applauded nature. 
I sensed it as the ice cream’s yellow glaze ran down 
my fingers. What will become of me, I might have 
thought. But I can never tell what memory is mine 
and what’s been told to me. Including when it 
comes to the light in Skagen.

It was precisely the light and the raw landscape 
that attracted the artists and later the tourists 
to the headland. After his great trip to Jutland 
in 1859, Hans Christian Andersen praised the 
authentic, unforgettably windswept northern 
spit of land, Skagen. He encouraged artists to 
make a pilgrimage there in their hunt for subject 
matter. Presumably this was a kind of reckoning 
with the evergreen, cosy Biedermeier motifs from 
Copenhagen and the surrounding areas that he 
himself had so assiduously cultivated. Andersen 
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was now upgrading the land on the edges. 
He compared the desert between the two seas 
with something you’d otherwise have to travel to 
Africa to see, or Pompeii. After that, they began to 
drift in and out of the fishing village: the painters, 
the poets. In 1874, Michael Ancher arrived from 
Bornholm and settled down. He fell in love with 
the innkeeper’s daughter, the talented Anna. 
Later came P.S. Krøyer with his assured technique. 
The poet Holger Drachmann towered among the 
bright-yellow houses. They wrote poetry, painted, 
drank and attracted followers. They grew like 
strange plants up the dunes with their rickety 
easels. Their subjects: bright, warm, summer-
holiday-beautiful. They spent time painting 
the locals. They spent even more time painting 
themselves and each other. The infidelity, the 
alcoholism and the power struggles – those they 
did not paint. They stuck to mouth-blown bottles, 
dead-calm seas in the moonlight, ruddy-cheeked 
children and heavy, labia-like velvet curtains. 
They paved the way for a culture of pilgrimage to 
Utopia, and what must Anna Ancher, native-born, 
have thought as they stood there clapping the sun?

Today, the centre of economic power moves to 
Skagen to eat prawns with mayonnaise a few 
months out of the year. For the richest people 
in the country, the motivic reckoning with the 
evergreen beech forests never really reached any 
further south down the coast. Do you know this 
line because you’ve been on holiday to Skagen? 
No, I thought, and this was winter. The Sunset 
Kiosk was shut. The big beachside hotels were 
asleep among the dunes like hibernating bears, 
and I took the car. Drove into Skagen, down to the 
harbour. I walked, swaddled in my winter coat 
and big knitted hat, past the enormous trawlers. 
I enjoyed the pragmatism: the smell of fish, the 
oil, the petrol and the no-bullshit architecture. 
The young men walked shivering in joggers and 
puffer jackets. They were headed for the café, 
which stays open in winter. Inside, a girl is slinging 
coffees over the counter. She has a ponytail and 
a secondary-school certificate. He wants to 
join her and have the dregs from the percolator. 
Afterwards, she’ll come out for a ride in the car 
with him. They’ll drive around for a bit, and she’ll 
see his new tattoo. She doesn’t want to go; or, 
yeah, she does after all. So he drives her along the 
route past the Dune House, where the royal family 
once lived, to the Sand-Covered Church. In the car 
park near the forest, they sit in darkness, the two 

of them. He’s got to promise her he will do better. 
She’s got to promise she will never move to Aarhus 
or Copenhagen. Then they put the seats back in 
the dark, zigzagging down the platform. Arms out, 
towards the person they’ve been missing. Unable 
to contain the joy of being reunited, they end up 
simply beating into one another.

***

The year was new. My Toyota crawled down 
sunken roads, down side streets, along the edges 
of quays, and it shuddered in the car park in the 
shelter of the locked public toilets, ‘Closed until 
Easter’. And Easter came, the toilets opened, and 
I wanted to see the line, beginning or ending 
up there on the headland. I called the Grey 
Lighthouse. It was still shut. They were preparing 
to reopen late. I said I couldn’t wait. My year was 
running out. 

“Just come up here, and I’ll let you in,” said the 
caretaker, and so I drove. 

I drove north from the place where I live, up along 
the coast. I followed the line across the channel 
at Thyborøn, up across Thy through the wildlife 
reserves. I swung the car from Vigsø Bay to Misery 
Bay, up through Vendsyssel to Hirtshals. Along the 
way, I stopped to find amber-yellow oyster shells 
on the beach between Uggerby and Tversted, but 
then pushed onwards, further north, along Tannis 
Bay to Skagen in the swelling spring. I checked 
into a hotel close to the supermarket, unpacked 
and put my notebook in my bag. Then I set off for 
Grenen. I had my sights on the last lighthouse on 
the route. I parked the car between the keeper’s 
cabin and a funny little square black shed. It was 
so unassuming that I hadn’t seen it in winter, 
even though it had satellite dishes and antennae 
on the roof. There were ‘No Entry’ signs in several 
languages on the road that led up to it. Outside 
was a shiny blue car, but there was no glimpse 
of anyone through the windows. 

There was, however, a man in the keeper’s cabin. 
He was waiting for me among stuffed birds. The 
keeper’s cabin is a centre for migrating birds. 
Coffee pots stood in line on the counter in front of 
him, ready for a new season. 

“I can’t offer you coffee,” he said. “Technically 
we’re closed.” 
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“That’s okay,” I replied. “I don’t want to put you out.”

But I wasn’t putting him out, I could tell, so I asked 
if he knew anything about the black shed north of 
the lighthouse car park.

“Ah, well, there’s a man in there,” said the caretaker. 
“He’s been there since the Cold War. Well, they 
probably send a new one every once in a while, 
but there’s always a man in there. At one point he 
kept an eye on Soviet submarines. Now probably 
just whatever’s going on over Skagen Reef. 
They’re among the busiest waters in the world.”

We went over to the cabin window and peered 
out together at the shed. There it was on its dune, 
not far from my car.

“So the Ministry of Defence sends a single man up 
here to keep an eye on national security from that 
thing?” I asked, pointing at the black shed.

“Yup. At one time there were two of them, 
apparently,” said the caretaker, “but then the 
Berlin Wall fell.”

The caretaker had a warm smile.

“It’s very Danish,” I said, “setting up something 
that looks like a camper van and sending a man 
with binoculars to guard some of the busiest 
waters in the world.”

“Not sure about binoculars,” said the caretaker, 
“but every now and then he goes out for a smoke.”

“Don’t tell that to Putin,” I said.

Then we smiled, and the caretaker showed me 
around his bird museum. There were golden 
eagles in the loft above him, pink-footed geese 
and a single wood pigeon. At one point, the East 
Atlantic migration route was visualised as a 
glowing line through the world, and as we walked, 
touching panels and plastered walls, I told him I 
had once lived in Copenhagen but now lived by 
the sea, only further down. And he told me he 
had once been a postman over there. Meaning 
in Copenhagen. “But the city does something to 
time,” he said. “It’s all so laborious. Here you’re 
never more than ten minutes from anywhere.” 
Where I live it’s a bit more, but otherwise it’s 
the same, and then we talked about the schism, 

the caretaker and I. The one in which all identity is 
formed, and which one must renounce or learn to 
live with at some point, when you’re born into a 
culture where you don’t applaud the sun.

“I move a lot,” I said.

“And I get the benefit of Copenhagen coming here 
three months out of the year,” he said. “The rest of 
the time it’s pretty peaceful.”

By now we’d reached the stairs, and he pointed up 
the tower.

“You’d best go by yourself,” he said, so I did, and 
now here I am.

It’s started drizzling, and the Grey Lighthouse 
is already damp. Pointing the barrel of its gun 
indefinitely towards the light, which is supposed 
to be so special in Skagen. Behind me, I have the 
dream of eternal summer, and from the harbour 
everything sets sail. I love the raw and practical 
lure of the foreign in this line, and before me the 
headland stretches its sandy tentacle across the 
water, becoming a branch in the rain. Such quiet 
spring rain in Skagen. It makes everything scented. 
I can smell the salt, the seaweed, the crowberry 
stalks. Steam rises from the line, and there it is, 
the cormorant, in the cold of winter. Its wilful face, 
its glossy feathered cloak. I shut my eyes in the 
Grey Lighthouse. I take my time; there’s nothing 
else I have to do. It’s Saturday night. My dad is 
fumbling in the light of the projector for the next 
slide, and then the next. My mum has baked cream 
puffs. The device smells metallic. It sounds like a 
dull knife being sharpened every time a new image 
is pushed in front of the light. There’s my brother 
with his white hair. There are the squinting eyes. 
The seas meet. A ship sails across the reef, and 
there’s the girl. Her hand is sticky with ice cream. 

She’s standing on a 
coastline with a foot in 
each sea. She will stay, 
she will go, she can do 
nothing else.

A Line in the 
World by Dorthe 
Nors, translated 
by Caroline Waight
Pushkin Press, hbk, 
240pp, £16.99
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“That’s okay,” I replied. “I don’t want to put you out.”

But I wasn’t putting him out, I could tell, so I asked 
if he knew anything about the black shed north of 
the lighthouse car park.

“Ah, well, there’s a man in there,” said the caretaker. 
“He’s been there since the Cold War. Well, they 
probably send a new one every once in a while, 
but there’s always a man in there. At one point he 
kept an eye on Soviet submarines. Now probably 
just whatever’s going on over Skagen Reef. 
They’re among the busiest waters in the world.”

We went over to the cabin window and peered 
out together at the shed. There it was on its dune, 
not far from my car.

“So the Ministry of Defence sends a single man up 
here to keep an eye on national security from that 
thing?” I asked, pointing at the black shed.

“Yup. At one time there were two of them, 
apparently,” said the caretaker, “but then the 
Berlin Wall fell.”

The caretaker had a warm smile.

“It’s very Danish,” I said, “setting up something 
that looks like a camper van and sending a man 
with binoculars to guard some of the busiest 
waters in the world.”

“Not sure about binoculars,” said the caretaker, 
“but every now and then he goes out for a smoke.”

“Don’t tell that to Putin,” I said.

Then we smiled, and the caretaker showed me 
around his bird museum. There were golden 
eagles in the loft above him, pink-footed geese 
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the same, and then we talked about the schism, 

the caretaker and I. The one in which all identity is 
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the cormorant, in the cold of winter. Its wilful face, 
its glossy feathered cloak. I shut my eyes in the 
Grey Lighthouse. I take my time; there’s nothing 
else I have to do. It’s Saturday night. My dad is 
fumbling in the light of the projector for the next 
slide, and then the next. My mum has baked cream 
puffs. The device smells metallic. It sounds like a 
dull knife being sharpened every time a new image 
is pushed in front of the light. There’s my brother 
with his white hair. There are the squinting eyes. 
The seas meet. A ship sails across the reef, and 
there’s the girl. Her hand is sticky with ice cream. 

She’s standing on a 
coastline with a foot in 
each sea. She will stay, 
she will go, she can do 
nothing else.

A Line in the 
World by Dorthe 
Nors, translated 
by Caroline Waight
Pushkin Press, hbk, 
240pp, £16.99
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The world is full of incredible sights, but for every well-trodden 
wonder there’s an equally impressive alternative away from 

the usual tourist trail. The editors at DK Eyewitness have pulled 
together a comprehensive collection of inspiring destinations off 

the beaten track. Here are some of our unspoilt favourites from 
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Why not give the Inca Trail a breather? Peru’s well-tramped 
route, which winds its way through scalloped mountains and 
steamy cloud forests, is always buzzing with backpackers. Few, 
however, know that just across the border, the snow- blanketed 
peaks of Bolivia’s Cordillera Apolobamba mountain range lay 
claim to some of South America’s finest and wildest hiking. 
This little-known area is a bewitching place. Sacred mountains 
and the remarkably unchanged world of the Andes’ Indigenous 
people await those keen to explore this less-travelled route. 

There’s a reason Bolivia is dubbed the Tibet of the Americas. 
The five-day (93-km/57-mile) Apolobamba trail passes through 
the heart of the Cordillera Apolobamba and the Apolobamba 
Integrated Management Natural Area, an area home to dozens 
of 5,000-metre-plus (16,400 ft) peaks. This high-Andean terrain 
is untouched by tourism – instead of the Inca Trail’s crowds, 
trekkers here have mirrored lakes, snow-polished mountains 
and friendly camelids for company. This is, you may have 
guessed, remote country; so be prepared for four nights of 

camping (but after one sleep beneath the vast and bejewelled 
skies you’ll hardly be complaining). 

While this path isn’t stone-laid like the Inca Trail, stretches of it 
have their roots in Inca times. The Apolobamba’s mountainside 
pathways were built to grant access to now-abandoned gold 
mines, worked first by the Inca and then by the Spanish – and 
believed by historians to have helped feed the gold-fuelled 
myth of El Dorado. Small Inca sites are part and parcel of this 
route, offering a glimpse into the ancient world of this pre-
Columbian civilisation.

The Apolobamba trail begins in the picturesque cobbled town 
of Curva, where members of the Kallawaya people reside. 
Tracing their roots to the pre-Columbian Tiwanaku civilisation 
and formerly employed as healers to the Inca, the Kallawaya 
use their remarkable ancestral knowledge of over 800 herbs to 
continue their craft, travelling village to village dispensing cures 
to the sick. It’s worth organising a guide (route-finding can be 

Apolobamba trek, Bolivia
As crowds march up the Inca Trail to Machu Picchu, another ancient route through Bolivia’s 

neighbouring mountains remains quiet. Only the most adventurous hike this dazzling path, 
encountering Inca ruins, rare wildlife and jaw-dropping scenery along the way.
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challenging on this path) and pack animals here at Curva to 
ensure takings are kept within, and reinvested back into, local 
Indigenous communities.

Climbing out of Curva, the route delivers its first stroke of 
magic: the snowy face of Akamani, the Kallawaya’s most 
sacred mountain, shimmers in the sunlight. As the days fold 
into one another, the path meanders across the very ceiling 
of the earth, persisting at soaring elevations above 4,000 m 
(13,125 ft). Yes, it’s an unruly altitude for the lungs, but these five 
lofty passes mean trekkers are greeted with incredible views 
every single day. Visible to the south is the serrated backbone 
of Bolivia, the Cordillera Real mountains, while the toothy, 
snow-snagged backdrop of the Cordillera Apolobamba rises 
up in the distance. Breaking up the majestic amphitheatres of 
mountains are deep valleys, where glassy lakes teeming with 
trout and dotted with the shocking pink of flamingos provide 
a welcome dash of colour.

As the hike progresses, you emerge into pleasant pastoral 
scenes and settlements subsisting at unimaginably high 
altitudes. Tiny, alpaca-herding communities of Indigenous 
Aymara people (who also trace their routes to pre-Inca times) 
live here. Raising their animals on rough bofedal marshlands 
and rich grasslands, they inhabit thatched cottages that are 
built at around 4,000 m. Beyond their pastures, the vicuña 

(the fine-haired, wild cousin of the alpaca) grazes, conservation 
efforts having swollen the population to over 2,500.

Camelids aren’t the only wildlife that hikers encounter. 
Rocky outcrops conceal skittery rabbit-like viscachas, while the 
luckiest of visitors may even glimpse the region’s most elusive 
resident: the jucumari, or spectacled bear, who inhabits the 
forests on the mountain’s lower elevations.

On day four, the trek reaches its climax at the highest of the 
passes, the Cumbre Sunchulli. This towering, rocky juncture 
grants (if you’re lucky with the weather) panoramas of a 
glaciated valley enveloped by jagged mountains and overhung 
with cerulean skies. A moment here makes it abundantly clear 
why Andes residents believe high elevations give you the closest 
proximity to the gods. Above you, Andean condors soar, their 
wide wingspans and white Tudor ruffs making them easy to 
spot against the blue.

After five days of climbing to the roof of the world, the trail 
comes to its close at Pelechuco. This huddle of tin-roofed 
dwellings dates back to the Spanish conquest, when it was 
founded as a gold-mining outpost; it now provides respite for 
weary hikers. Here, there’s time to pause and breathe in the deep 
mountain air, before the bus to La Paz (Bolivia’s capital) hurries 
your return to the city, and brings you right back down to earth.
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In the language of the Indigenous Warao peoples, the 
Orinoco means ‘a place to paddle’ – and it’s certainly 
just that. This vast river gives you more opportunity for 
up-close access to South America’s astonishing wildlife and 
landscapes than the more famous Amazon. Yes, the Amazon 
bursts with biological richness, but much of the river is 
either inaccessible or very expensive to reach; the Orinoco, 
on the other hand, is easier to get to and is navigable for 
most of its length.

Arcing across Venezuela past Colombia, the mighty 
Orinoco river system runs a breathtaking topographical 
gamut, from the tall Parima Mountains bordering Brazil, 
through tropical forests, humid llanos (seasonally flooded 
plains) and marshy deltas and mangroves, before finally 
emptying into the Atlantic. It has a mind-boggling diversity 
of microclimates, fauna, flora and terrain, all of which fall 
within its enormous basin, an area of more than 
880,000 sq km (340,000 sq miles).

Here you’ll find one of the last pristine ecosystems on the 
planet (though this might not last for long as it’s increasingly 
under threat from deforestation). Exciting new species are 
discovered regularly. At last count, this still largely uncharted 
river was home to more than 17,000 plant species, 1,400 bird 
species, 1,200 fish species, and at least 340 different types 
of mammal. Keep your eyes peeled and you’re likely to spy 
alligators, pink dolphins, boa constrictors, herons, toucans, 
howler and capuchin monkeys, and pumas – and that’s more 
than you can say for the Amazon, where foliage is so dense 
that it’s hard to see much of anything at all. For one of the 
best places to see this abundant wildlife, head to the Orinoco 
Delta, the swamp forest at the river’s mouth. It’s thought by 
many to be the richest area in aquatic life in the whole of South 
America. It’s time to pick up that paddle: you won’t find this 
kind of diversity anywhere else on earth.

The Amazon promises an epic adventure, there’s no doubt about it. Wildlife-
spotting opportunities, though? For that, make your way to the Orinoco, a river 

teeming with thousands of plants and animals.

The Orinoco, Venezuela
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There are few places in the world where you can drive for hours 
on end with the open expanse of the ocean on one side and 
everything from desert landscapes to tropical forests on the 
other. Of the handful of such routes that still remain, the little-
known coastal portion of Mexico’s Route 15 is one of the best. 
It’s a journey you can make in as little as five days or one you 
can savour for as long as six months. Along the way, you’ll pass 
tiny seaside pueblos (small towns), welcoming villages, endless 
fields of blue agave, prehistoric landscapes, Toltec ruins and, 
further south, several of the world’s most famous ocean resorts.

The first leg of the journey – if you choose to head south along 
Route 15, the approach favoured by most – begins in the inland 
border city of Nogales. From here, the road sweeps towards 
the Sea of Cortez, taking in the wild Sonora Desert scenery 
before cruising through the buzzing city of Hermosillo and 
skirting the brilliant blue sea at Guaymas. Making it this far 
is an adventure in itself: you’ll cross paths with venomous 
Gila monsters, watch roadrunners whizz past and spot the 

occasional vulture circling overhead. This is Mexico’s Wild West 
of legend, brought to life in front of your very eyes.

From here onwards, it’s mostly a coastal road, with the 
shimmering Pacific Ocean as your trusty companion. Your next 
city stop is Mazatlán – a hundred or so kilometres (around 62 
miles) on from Guaymas. Also known as the ‘Pearl of the Pacific’, 
Mazatlán features more than 20 km (12 miles) of uninterrupted 
beaches – one of the longest stretches of sand in the world. 
Quaint little fishing villages and plenty of classic Mexican 
scenery lie ahead before Route 15 veers inward again to the east 
and heads toward the city of Tepic. If you don’t fancy this interior 
stretch of the journey, continue south along the coast on Route 
200 until you reach the famous southern resorts collectively 
known as the Big Five: Puerto Vallarta, Manzanillo, Ixtapa, 
Acapulco and Puerto Escondido. Live it up in these bustling 
areas – unwinding on the beautiful beaches and enjoying the 
vibrant nightlife – before finally waving goodbye to Mexico and 
finishing your epic road trip at the border with Guatemala.

Coastal Route 15, Mexico
Think the fabled US Route 66 is the ultimate road trip? Think again: sun, 

sand and endless stretches of coastal beauty make Mexico’s Coastal Route 15 
the perfect choice for adventurers.
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The Atlantic twin to the Pacific Ocean’s Galápagos, the 
Fernando de Noronha archipelago of 21 volcanic islands and 
islets lies just south of the equator, some 360 km (216 miles) 
from mainland Brazil. Like the Galápagos, this island enclave 
offers fabulous wildlife encounters, but with visitors restricted 
to 500 per day it remains firmly off the tourist trail.

Unlike the organised cruises that predominate at the 
Galápagos, the perfect way to enjoy Fernando de Noronha is to 
settle into one of the small pousadas (hotels) on the main and 
only inhabited island, Ilha Fernando de Noronha. From here, 
you can make forays by wooden fishing boat to neighbouring 
isles, ride a dune buggy around pristine beaches or explore 
the trails and dirt roads on foot or by mountain bike.

Everywhere you turn, you’ll encounter glorious scenery. 
Rugged pinnacles pierce the sky and sheer-faced cliffs spill 
onto idyllic strands such as Praia do Leáo, where marine 
turtles crawl ashore to lay their eggs from December to May. 

Migratory birds flock in their teeming thousands, joining 
permanent residents including the magnificent frigatebird, 
red-billed tropicbirds and the endearing brown, masked, red-
footed and blue-footed boobies. In fact, Fernando de Noronha 
is home to the largest concentration of tropical seabirds in 
the western Atlantic.

And the Baía dos Golfinhos has the densest population of 
resident dolphins in the world. If you time it right and head 
out just after dawn, you should be lucky enough to see 
spinner dolphins and even whales frolicking close to shore. 
The crystal-clear waters of the islands teem with other 
marine life too. Giant shoals of brightly coloured fish dart 
around, rays and skates glide over the sandy sea floor, and 
turtles paddle under the waves. A top pick for snorkelling 
is Praia do Atalaia, which has some of the shallowest and 
calmest waters. But that’s only one of many turquoise 
natural pools backed by lush foliage in Fernando de 
Noronha. Here, tropical paradise is all around.

Fernando de Noronha, Brazil
Located off Brazil’s northeast coast, the archipelago of Fernando de Noronha is a near 

mirror-image of the Galápagos to the west of Ecuador. These untamed islands will make 
you feel like you’ve stepped back in time into pristine nature.
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Fernando de Noronha, Brazil
Located off Brazil’s northeast coast, the archipelago of Fernando de Noronha is a near 

mirror-image of the Galápagos to the west of Ecuador. These untamed islands will make 
you feel like you’ve stepped back in time into pristine nature.
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Hungary’s iconic parliament building – the Országház – is an
extraordinary edifice made up of some equally astonishing statistics: 
around 100,000 people were involved in its construction which took over 
17 years to complete. Forty million bricks, 40kg of gold and more than half 
a million precious stones were used in the structure, which opened in 
1904 to become the country’s largest. It rises 96 m (315 ft) high, is 268 m 
(879 ft) long and 123 m (404 ft) wide – a building so vast it houses 10 
courtyards, 691 rooms and more than 12 miles of ornamental staircases. 

Attracting more than 750,000 visitors a year, Budapest’s greatest 
landmark dominates the eastern bank of the Danube River. It was 
designed by the Hungarian architect Imre Steindl, the winner of 
an international competition that challenged entrants to imagine 
a parliament building grand enough to express the sovereignty 
of a proud nation. 

Steindl’s splendorous vision was particularly uninhibited: he proposed 
what would become the third-largest parliament building in the world, 
one constructed in an eclectic mix of neo-Gothic, neo-Romanesque 
and neo-Baroque architectural styles. It included decorative details 
inspired by the flora of the Carpathian basin, stained-glass windows 
decorated with royal coats of arms and hundreds of stone sculptures 
on the exterior walls of Hungarian and Transylvanian leaders and 
military figures from history. 

So detailed and extensive was the handiwork in Steindl’s design that 
nowadays the Országház is almost always under renovation, but the 
remarkable interior can be visited on a guided tour which includes 
the majestic Dome Hall where the crown of St. Stephen – the nation’s 
most important icon – is held. Outside, the building is best seen 
from a number of key viewpoints: Fisherman’s Bastion offers a fine 
panorama of the riverside setting from on high; another impressive 
and atmospheric perspective is from the 19th-century Margaret Bridge 
in the fading light of the afternoon sun. Perhaps most magical of all 
though is close up from the waters of the Danube itself, when, after dark, 
Steindl’s fantastical masterpiece is lit up in suitably spectacular style – 
resembling a palace from a fairytale.

A Political 
Masterpiece

words & picture
Simon Urwin

dream on / budapest
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cruise / queen mary 2

But what to wear? The prospect
of a week aboard the world’s only 
transatlantic liner threw up (ahem) 
no end of sartorial dilemmas for life 
upon the ocean waves.

I’d have to shop. And shop. And shop – 
part fashionista, part Hyacinth Bucket. 
Outfits for breakfast, lunch and supper 
as well as assorted lounge and formal 
occasion wear were summoned from 
dozens of websites and ticked off on 
a mental spreadsheet. The cost of 
this epic means of crossing the pond 
was spiralling.

But we had decided early on when 
booking this adventure to blow the 
budget. If we were going to slice 
across the Atlantic to New York on an 
aquatic juggernaut then we wanted 
unbridled style – and bought the 
biggest, glammest suite still available 
– the penthouse. We were lucky, the 
luxurious, and very expensive cabins 
generally book out months in advance. 
We were ready for the off.

The boarding outfit: a tailored azure-
blue Harris tweed check blazer, navy 
linen shirt, navy chinos and blue suede 
brogues – was just the right side of 
showy-off without being poncey. 
But embarkation was hellish. We were 
still at the back end of Covid rules 
when we sailed last May (2022) and the 
chaotic rigamarole of queues and health 
protocols blew any sense of art deco liner 
chicdom straight out of the porthole.

And schlepping along with a groaning 
luggage trolley piled high with cases 
didn’t help either; although we did 
put Nancy Cunard to shame when it 
came to the sheer amount of luggage 
we took on board. For me that was very 
much part of the experience. I’m used 
to carrying one bag on a flight, when 
else would I be able to dedicate a 
whole suitcase to shoes alone?

Eventually the magic of brandishing a 
red boarding card materialised and we 
were whisked into the bowels of the 
beast past a phalanx of scarlet bell boys 

sporting pillboxes and into the capable 
hands of our understudy butler. Up to 
the tenth floor and along a seemingly 
endless corridor we arrived at our cabin 
– or, as every berth is known, stateroom.

Statement room would better describe 
our lot. A long sleek black marble bar 
with a handsome Henry Moore-esque 
bronze statue ran down one side of the 
dining area. A huge sprawly sofa sat in 
front of an enormous tv screen in the 
lounge; the bedroom was dominated 
by a vast bed and another silver-
screen-sized telly; the dressing room 
was the size of a Tesco metro and the 
marble-lined bathroom had patently 
emptied a minor Italian quarry of all its 
stone. Half the ships crew could have 
squeezed onto our balcony. It was fab.

Succumbing to scurvy was unlikely, 
a vast harvest festival of improbably 
bright fruit weighed down on the 
dining table beside a welcoming bottle 
of chilled Laurent Perrier. A tap at the 
door and our butler, a giant of a man, 

High Style 
on High Seas

nick maes and his husband dave decided to push the boat out and throw themselves 
into the spirit of honeymooning in grand style on the queen mary 2…
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swished in to find out how we wanted 
our bar stocked. We might not have 
perished due to a vitamin C deficiency, 
but our livers baulked at our daily 
allowance of two litres of Grey Goose. 
Catnip for dipsos.

Day wear opportunity: flat fronted 
oatmeal tweed trousers, orange 
cashmere crewneck, orange Golas 
– and time to explore the leviathan. 
The qm2 is colossal. To our delight we 
discovered that the ship is the only liner 
in the world to have kennels on board 
(on deck 12) and momentarily regretted 
not bringing our pooch too. But for liner 
virgins like us, it took a bit of getting used 
to. Navigating from one end to another 
and then realising we were on the wrong 
deck was par for the course. Although 
we had no problem locating our allotted 
restaurant, the aptly named Queens Grill.

My land-lubber reservations about 
this trip centred around the food. 
I’d imagined vast American-sized 

portions of chow in a glutton’s temple 
– fortunately I was spectacularly wide 
of the mark. An army of perfectly 
uniformed waiters brought us a feast 
of fine dining (me in a purple checked 
suit FYI). The maitre d’ wanted to know 
if there was anything else we wanted, 
perhaps some delicacy off menu? 

And so we began each evening meal 
with bowls of caviare on ice. Lobster 
thermidor anyone? Steak Diane? 
Dover sole? You got it. A deliciously old-
fashioned menu perfectly fitted the 
nature of the boat, I wouldn’t have had 
it any other way. And the waiting staff? 
They were terrific to a tee.

cruise / queen mary 2

Another pre-boarding anxiety was 
cabin-fever – would we be bored holed 
up in a titanic gin palace? The amount 
of entertainment on offer was 
bewildering. Other than the various 
restaurants, bars and nightclub were 
hundreds of classes including vegetable 
carving if you will – an activity I could 

resist; any number of shows in the 
ship’s theatre and lectures delivered by 
the great and the good, and, strangely, 
Michael Howard and his wife Sandra. 
I was happy to veg out with a book back 
in our cabin on the huge sofa – and 
started to work my way through the 
vodka with a few tonics.

But to my mind the raison d’etre of 
this extravagant journey were the 
gala evenings, two black-tie events 
at the start and end of the voyage 
where the entire ship, staff and all, 
put on their very gladdest of rags 
for dinners that hark back to the 
golden age of transatlantic travel. 
White tux, black chiffon tie, black 
velvet trews and cummerbund 
the first night, black sequinned 
jacket and black wool pants for 
the second, I’d subconsciously 
channelled Shirley Bassey.

Dave had the time of his life, 
and was more than taken with the 
idea of booking us both onto the 
forthcoming world tour, a three 
month jamboree taking in the all 
the world’s greatest bits. Twelve 
weeks on board would be too much 
for me, I’d turn into an alcoholic 
blob snuffling up delicacies like 
a truffle pig. But eight nights to 
New York? Perfect.
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inside track / the ghan

Kangaroos? Yes. Koalas? Of course. 
But did you know that the Australian 
outback is home to wild camels? They 
were imported to Australia from the 
Middle East, India, and Afghanistan to 
aid exploration of the arid landscape 
– it is estimated that around 20,000 
camels arrived between 1870 and 1920. 
Able to travel for miles without water, 
the humped creatures were perfect 
for carrying heavy loads. However, 
these camels needed experienced 
handlers: migrant Afghans, or ‘Ghans’, 
who played an often overlooked but 
pioneering role in Australia’s history. 

During an inaugural sleeper train 
service between Terowie and 
Oodnadatta in 1923, an Afghan 

Into the Red
passenger was the first to disembark 
at the little station of Quorn, where 
a crowd had gathered to inspect 
the new arrival. It is believed that 
as he sped off in search of a place to 
say his prayers, a railway worker 
joked that the train should be 
named the Afghan Express, which 
was later shortened to the Ghan. 

After changing operators and 
extending its route from top to bottom, 
the train (which was once a much-
needed commuter service) has now 
evolved into a luxury service enticing 
passengers from all over the world 
to witness Australia’s landscapes 
from behind its curtained windows. 
Starting in Adelaide in the south, the 

train takes 53 hours to cut through 
the centre of the continent, passing by 
the sloping Barunga and Hummock 
ranges and the whispering white 
turbines of Snowtown’s wind farms. 

The following morning you will 
witness dawn break over the desert 
in the outback town of Marla, before 
a bang-up brunch of gammon 
steak, fried eggs and bubble and 
squeak. Then you travel on through 
a seemingly endless expanse of red 
rock to Alice Springs – the spirited, 
unofficial capital of the Red Centre – 
followed by Katherine, where you can 
explore the magnificence of Nitmiluk 
National Park, before terminating 
in the tropical city of Darwin. 

words
Monisha Rajesh
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the ghan / inside track

Over two nights and three days, 
passengers will experience a little 
bit of everything Australia has to 
showcase, from bush towns, national 
parks and indigenous townships to 
historic gorges, rainforests, sacred 
sites – and a camel or two if you 
look hard enough. Throughout the 
journey, there are options to include 
excursions in your itinerary, so 
take advantage of the fact that the 
train is burrowing into parts of 
the country that would otherwise 
be hard to reach, and that you 
might not visit again so easily. 

Consider cruising down the 
Katherine River in Nitmiluk National 
Park, home to the indigenous 
Jawoyn people, owners of the area. 
Here you can view ancient rock art 
on sandstone cliffs, learn how the 
land plays a role in their beliefs, 
and birdwatch. But be careful not 
to disturb Bolung, the rainbow 

serpent, which, according to 
tradition, still lives in the icy depths 
of the green pools. There is also the 
option to embark on the spiritual 
trails at Simpsons Gap in the West 
MacDonnell Ranges, a short bus 
ride from Alice Springs. If you 
prefer to spend your leisure time 
on the train, however, there are 
still several opportunities to hop 
off for a glass of wine beneath the 
stars, warm your palms at fireside 
gatherings, and gaze in sweet 
silence at sunrises – so pack plenty 
of layers to stave off the desert chill. 

Whether you choose to travel in 
Gold or Platinum class, you will 
have a private compartment and an 
attendant who will make up your 
bed during dinner, after which you 
can sway back up the corridor to bed 
while the train beats on through 
the night. With the focus on local 
suppliers, the train’s chefs are careful 

about sourcing their ingredients and 
have created a menu that reflects the 
regions through which you will travel. 
While enjoying a pre-dinner tipple in 
the lounge car, you might notice the 
warm smell of saltwater barramundi 
being grilled, along with crocodile 
boudin blanc. Unlike a number of 
luxury services, the Ghan is not merely 
a magnet for wealthy retirees: expect 
to meet travellers of all ages and 
backgrounds sitting by the windows, 
including families and train-loving 
loners. On arrival in Darwin, there is 
a distinct feeling of having made it 
through a marathon – and in the best 
way possible, you probably have.

Extracted 
from Epic Train 
Journeys by 
gestalten & 
Monisha Rajesh 
gestalten, hbk, 
288pp, £35
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EXPERIENCE CANADA

To start plannning your holiday to Canada, call a Wexas specialist on 020 7838 5958.

Whether it’s natural wonders, life-changing wildlife 
interactions or simply the ever-welcoming disposition 
of its people, it’s no secret that Canada is full of unique 
experiences. To inspire, we’ve picked out just a few below. 

Ultimate Aurora at Blachford Lake Lodge 
Located under the auroral oval and accessible only by bush 
plane, Blachford Lake Lodge offers some of the planet’s best 
aurora viewing, being far from any light pollution among the 
great forests and idyllic lakes of the Northwest Territories’ 
wilderness. Theatrical light displays are showcased 
everywhere from the hot tub and sauna deck to the fire-
heated tipi and your very own log cabin. And, with both a 
summer-autumn and winter-spring aurora season, you can 
choose between the likes of kayaking and swimming or 
snowshoeing and snowmobiling. For a sample itinerary, visit 
wexas.com/152581.

Grizzly bear watching at Knight Inlet
Accessible only by seaplane or boat, this remote fjord on 
British Columbia’s wild coast offers some of the world’s 
premier grizzly bear sightings, being perfectly secluded 
among old-growth forests backed by coastal mountains.

Experience Canada_DPS_01.indd   98 23/10/2022   12:10

advertorial

To start plannning your holiday to Canada, call a Wexas specialist on 020 7838 5958.

Boat, kayak and hiking trips will also see you out in 
search of bald eagles and – from mid-July – pods of 
orca. Each day, you’ll return to a First-Nations-owned 
lodge that floats on the glacier-carved fjord itself. It also 
serves up the best in just-caught seafood. For a sample 
itinerary, visit wexas.com/152528.

The Calgary Stampede
Billed as ‘The Greatest Outdoor Show on Earth’, the 
Calgary Stampede is much more than the world’s most 
popular rodeo event. From performances by music 
legends and colourful parades to open tipis and native 
dances, it’s a celebration of both Western and First 
Nations culture. And, yes, there’s also plenty of time for 
daredevil chuckwagon racing, steer wrestling and finger-
licking barbecue. Each July its infectious spirit creates a 
city within a city in Alberta’s Calgary, where the Rockies 
are always within striking distance.For a sample itinerary, 
visit wexas.com/138002.

Birds, Bears and Belugas in Manitoba
With no roads leading to it, a flight north to Manitoba’s 
Churchill and the edge of the Arctic Circle rewards with 
a wilderness of barren bays and near-endless tundra. 
Here, you’ll spot otherworldly beluga whales on Zodiac 
boat trips and everything from wolves and polar bears to 
Arctic hare and fox on hikes or all-terrain tundra buggies. 

Then, come the evening, you’ll warm yourself by the roaring 
fire of your Nat-Geo timber lodge. For a sample itinerary, visit 
wexas.com/103853.

Torngat Mountain Base Camp & Research Station
Labrador and Newfoundland’s towering Torngat Mountains 
backdrop a coastal wilderness of turquoise lakes and mighty 
fjords. It’s all best showcased by its storied Base Camp. 
200km above of the region’s most northerly community and 
open only during summer, its simple tented accommodation 
and campfire salmon cooking are the perfect springboard 
for everything from waterfall hikes and wild beach picnics to 
ancient Inuit settlements visits. Keep your eyes out for seals 
and whales on the water or polar bears, wolves and caribou 
on land. For more information, visit wexas.com/137997.

Journey behind Niagara Falls
Put simply, Niagara Falls is an icon of world travel, and this 
is perhaps the most evocative way of experiencing it. You’ll 
descend nearly 40 metres below ground through century-
old tunnels carved right into the bedrock to gaze up at the 
crashing torrents from water level and get right behind the 
water itself with the cave-like portals. You’ll hear it before you 
see it, with over 2,800 cubic metres of water thundering over 
the precipice every second. Next door, there’s also world-
city Toronto and the region’s great wineries to explore. For a 
sample itinerary, visit wexas.com/103629.
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Baglioni Resort
San Teodoro, Sardinia

Sardinia is famous for some of the most stunning beaches 
in Europe. The Baglioni resort sits on one of the most 
beautiful, Lu Impostu, part of the Tavolara Marine Area, 
paradise for divers and snorkellers, given the colourful 
richness of life beneath the waves. Not far away is Spiaggia 
La Cinta, with dazzling sand and sea, as popular with pink 
flamingoes, herons and kingfishers as it is with kitesurfers 
and of course bird watchers. 

It’s a wonderful natural landscape to be immersed in, 
and the Baglioni Resort offers a multitude of ways to enjoy 
it in style. All rooms and suites offer private verandahs 
or terraces to soak up views of glorious gardens or the 
captivating bay. One suite has the advantage of a rooftop 
terrace, a suntrap with outstanding views. 

Rooftop terrace or not, all accommodation is airy and 
bright, given their sliding glass doors and a décor that is 
light in tone but thoughtfully accessorised with sculpture 
and art and all the modern comforts you’d expect from 
the Baglioni Group.

Life here is mostly lived outdoors though, poolside or on 
the beach with riding and other adventures available too.  
A stop at the Spa, for a steam bath or sauna or massage 
at the end of the day sets guests up nicely for the superior 
dining experiences available. An Italian restaurant draws 
on classics based on the finest produce the Mediterranean 
has to offer, while Gusto under Claudio Sadler won a 
Michelin star just a year after opening.
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To book at any Baglioni hotel, contact a Wexas specialist on 020 7838 5958

With its impeccable Art-Deco spread of chandeliers and gilded 
mirrors, there’s perhaps no better representative of Italy’s mid-
century elegance than the Baglioni Hotel Regina. Once Queen 
Margherita of Savoy’s private residence, this grand landmark on 
Rome’s iconic Via Veneto invites in all of the city’s 20th-century 
grandeur. Expect everything from a city-leading restaurant and 
atmospheric bar to a world-class spa and period-furnished rooms 
bedecked in demure Murano lighting.

Then, just like its sister property, Baglioni’s Florence offering – the 
Baglioni Relais Santa Croce – plays a continued role in the history 
of its enviable setting. It’s housed in an 18th-century Florentine 
nobleman’s palazzo, complete with frescoes, stuccoed panelling 

When it comes to Italian cities, there’s not a more iconic pairing than Rome and Florence. Starting with the 
capital, you can trace the birth of civilisation in the likes of the Colosseum and Roman Forum before the 

Vatican’s great seat of the Catholic church provides a resting point on the journey on to medieval piazzas and 
Baro ue fl ourishes. hen, when it comes to  nding where to stay, as with all things in this country, it pays to 

go with something authentically Italian. 

Classic I taly wi t h Baglioni

and sweeping staircases  rst uilt for the pope s treasurer. t feels 
a genuine privilege to relax in the leather armchairs of the music 
room or dine on sophisticated Tuscan delights in its restaurant. 

With its rooms and suites immaculately dressed in the likes of 
four-poster beds and terracotta tones, you’ll also never forget 
that you have Florence’s richly varied highlights on your doorstep. 

etting lost among its ra it warren co led streets, you ll  nd a 
fresh wonder around each corner. While galleries house work by 
Michelangelo and Botticelli, medieval chapels, 15th-century palaces 
and the great marble façade of the iconic Duomo cathedral all vie 
for your attention.

Baglioni sgl_01.indd   1 23/10/2022   12:02
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Baglioni Masseria Muzza
Puglia
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A recent opening by Baglioni, the Mazzeria Muzza is a five-acre,
17th-century masterpiece. There’s nothing ordinary about this 
place. It’s not hard to imagine – in fact it is likely – that the mighty 
Carob tree at the entrance has been in situ for centuries itself. 

Rooms are set around a central courtyard, refashioned from 
former barns and stables, but true to traditional Puglian style, 
with white walls, distinctive ceramic work on display to offset 
the stark yet soothing style. All feature large rainfall showers, 

and air conditioning and Smeg fridges to take the edge off the 
legendary sunshine and heat that typifies Puglia. Most suites 
have a private courtyard or terrace, traditional whitewashed 
interiors and handcrafted furniture by local artisans.

On stepping out, as lovely as the views of nearby lake Alimini, 
is the heady fragrance of fig and lemon trees, with a touch of 
pomegranate. Ancient olive trees are in abundance, as they are 
throughout Puglia. Wander over to the immense adults-only pool 
after an al fresco breakfast at Mitro (which also serves lunch). 
Light lunches are also served by a smaller pool. Dinner is fine 
dining at Le Site, with high end local wines and some astonishing 
seafood, from oysters to octopus sourced from the Salento Sea, 
and refined takes on other local produce. There is also a pizza 
oven on a balcony with views of the setting sun over the lake.

In between all the delicious dining and glorious gardens 
and pools, there is much to do. The historical town of Lecce 
is nearby, a must visit, and beaches to explore, by kayak or 
sailing or swimming; either way all white sand and a sea 
that shifts from green to deep blue. Return to enjoy a spa 
treatment, an aperitif, or both.

A 17-day tailor-made New Brunswick self-drive starts from £2,800 pp incl. fl ights, car hire & accommodation.
For more information, visit wexas.com/146203 or call 020 7838 5958.

The perfect combination of urban amenities at nature’s 
doorstep, Moncton really is the hub of all things fun in 
the heart of the Maritimes. Whether that’s the Peticpdia 
River’s famed tidal bore or Magnetic Hill’s optical 
illusion. Then, as you turn north along the Acadian 
Coast, don’t forget to snap a photo with the giant Lobster 
in Shediac – the lobster capital of the World. Then, hop 
between the beaches of Kouchibouguac National Park 
and such idyllic coastal villages as Caraquet, with its 
1800s living museum and leading distillery. Be sure to 
also pause in Miramichi, a town situated alongside a 
famous salmon fishing river and known for its Gothic 
architecture and cove hikes, before arriving in Bathurst 
for everything from harbour walks to the superb Royal 
Canadian Legion War Museum and that favourite local 
past-time – ice hockey.

Turning inland with drives up into the Appalachian 
Mountains and the rugged plateau of Mount Carleton 
Provincial Park – a noted Dark Sky Preserve – you’ll 
move on to Edmundston, whose fine architecture 
is gateway to bicycle and hiking routes along the 
magnificent Madawaska River. Heading south, river 
valleys will then see you through the ultra-scenic Grand 

Falls Gorge and across Hartland – the world’s longest 
covered bridge. You’ll soon arrive at the province’s 
historic capital, Fredericton, where an extensive trail 
system points between everything from traditional 
farmer’s markets and cideries to the superb Beaverbrook 
Art Gallery and the vibrant Harvest Music Festival.

Returning to the coast with the beautiful seaside resort 
town of St. Andrews and its lauded Kingsbrae Garden, 
you’ll want to get out on the water, hopping between 
the pristine Bay of Fundy islands on world-class whale-
watching trips. Then, further along the bay, Saint John is 
home to Canada’s oldest continuous farmer’s market and 
waterfront walks among unique container villages. 

From here, you’ll strike out onto the stunning Fundy 
Coastal Drive to explore what are perhaps the province’s 
most iconic sights. Between Fundy National Park’s spread 
of coastal cliffs, backed as they are by rich valleys and 
forest-clad hikes, you’ll be brought among St Martin’s 
wild sea caves, past lonely lighthouses and on to the 
dramatic formations of Hopewell Rocks, home to the 
world’s highest tides. Explore it all on a kayak trip or, 
when the tide’s out, with a walk along the ocean floor. 

Naturally New Brunswick
Between its historic towns and cute seaside villages, the eastern Canadian province of New Brunswick stuns 
with truly wild coastal scenery, backed by the giants of the Appalachian Mountains. It’s all knitted together 
by scenic driving routes, picked out on this page.
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Baglioni Resort Cala del Porto
Punta Ala, Tuscan Coast

While the wonders of Tuscany’s historical cities and hilltop
villages are well known, not as many travellers make it to 
the coast. This is a shame because it is extremely enticing, 
so much so that it is a favourite with Italy’s most glamorous 
elite, many of whom have second homes here and yachts 
docked at the picturesque marina. There’s a splendid view of 
the marina, Elba, and sometimes, on exceptionally clear days, 
of islands far in the distance, including Corsica.

Perched on a lofty cliff, Cala del Porto is positioned to make 
the most of numerous beaches, not least their private 
one. Seaside smells infuse the property, while seaside 
chic is part of the décor. Rooms mostly have sea views,  
some have balconies, while the Baglioni Suites have large 
private terraces with sun loungers. All are lined in soothing 
shades and while being laid back are opulent all the same. 
Toiletries by famed Sicilian perfumer lend a touch of 
further decadence.

Days here drift into decadence very easily. The figure of eight 
pool is striking and fun, the Spa is small but perfectly formed 
with an array of treatments and a Turkish bath. But really it’s 
all about beachlife, with a private shuttle down to the beach 
club. Sailing and boat tours can be arranged to explore the 
extraordinary coastline. Alternatively have a dip or two and 
enjoy lunch at La Spiaggia, set on the beach and while casual, 
the food is first class, focusing on seafood and pasta dishes.

At the resort, Belvedere provides a highly refined menu, 
perhaps after a bespoke cocktail on a terrace with a view.
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A 16-day Prairies & Rockies rail journey starts from £3,500 pp. incl. flights, 2 nights aboard The Canadian train, 13 nights 
accommodation, 3 days car hire & selected touring. For more information, visit wexas.com/183972 or call 020 7838 5958.

With its great plains, lake-dotted valleys and ever-creative pockets of humanity, the quiet beauty of Saskatchewan is Canada manifest 
– delightfully welcoming yet fiercely proud of its rich heritage and abundant nature.

the Canadian prairies
The city of Saskatoon is the perfect gateway to it all, not least 

because it wears the province’s love of nature on its plaid-

flannel sleeve. And. once you’ve enjoyed its pristine parks and 

walks along the South Saskatchewan River, don’t miss out on its 

vibrant cultural scene or the superb Remai Modern art gallery. 

An architectural marvel in its own right, it houses the world’s 

most comprehensive collection of Picasso linocuts.

Then, on the city’s northern boundary sits Wanuskewin Heritage 

Park. Here, among sweeping grasslands and roaming bison, 

you’ll be able to discover six millennia of First Nations history, 

today showcased in educational trails, archaeological digs and 

demonstrations of cultural traditions. Also within a couple of 

hours’ drive are the spa-like properties of Little Manitou Lake – a 

Dead Sea in miniature – and Prince Albert National Park. The 

latter impresses with 3,975 square kilometres of boreal forest as 

well as lakes, sandy beaches, trails and abundant wildlife.

However, for a true taste of prairies life, there’s the chance to 

channel your inner cowboy with a stay on a working farm. One 

such favourite is La Reata Ranch, where nights are spent in 

cosy wood cabins while days o�er everything from horseback 

rides and lake fishing trips to hikes in search of deer and golden 

eagles. Cap it all o� round the campfire or with a dip in the hot 

tub, under the stars.

And, with these wide-open plains, there’s perhaps no better way 

of travelling Saskatchewan than by rail. Plying its way between 

the Rockies and Vancouver in the west to Toronto in the east, 

The Canadian sleeper train is perfect for gaining an appreciation 

of Saskatchewan’s great scale. Admire golden prairie fields from 

glass-ceilinged carriages and cosy berths before tucking into 

traditional regional delicacies in the restaurant car. There are also 

musical performances and wine tastings on select departures – 

the perfect way to toast your adventure in this big-sky province.
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Baglioni Resort Cala del Porto
Punta Ala, Tuscan Coast

While the wonders of Tuscany’s historical cities and hilltop
villages are well known, not as many travellers make it to 
the coast. This is a shame because it is extremely enticing, 
so much so that it is a favourite with Italy’s most glamorous 
elite, many of whom have second homes here and yachts 
docked at the picturesque marina. There’s a splendid view of 
the marina, Elba, and sometimes, on exceptionally clear days, 
of islands far in the distance, including Corsica.

Perched on a lofty cliff, Cala del Porto is positioned to make 
the most of numerous beaches, not least their private 
one. Seaside smells infuse the property, while seaside 
chic is part of the décor. Rooms mostly have sea views,  
some have balconies, while the Baglioni Suites have large 
private terraces with sun loungers. All are lined in soothing 
shades and while being laid back are opulent all the same. 
Toiletries by famed Sicilian perfumer lend a touch of 
further decadence.

Days here drift into decadence very easily. The figure of eight 
pool is striking and fun, the Spa is small but perfectly formed 
with an array of treatments and a Turkish bath. But really it’s 
all about beachlife, with a private shuttle down to the beach 
club. Sailing and boat tours can be arranged to explore the 
extraordinary coastline. Alternatively have a dip or two and 
enjoy lunch at La Spiaggia, set on the beach and while casual, 
the food is first class, focusing on seafood and pasta dishes.

At the resort, Belvedere provides a highly refined menu, 
perhaps after a bespoke cocktail on a terrace with a view.
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A 16-day Prairies & Rockies rail journey starts from £3,500 pp. incl. flights, 2 nights aboard The Canadian train, 13 nights 
accommodation, 3 days car hire & selected touring. For more information, visit wexas.com/183972 or call 020 7838 5958.

With its great plains, lake-dotted valleys and ever-creative pockets of humanity, the quiet beauty of Saskatchewan is Canada manifest 
– delightfully welcoming yet fiercely proud of its rich heritage and abundant nature.

the Canadian prairies
The city of Saskatoon is the perfect gateway to it all, not least 

because it wears the province’s love of nature on its plaid-

flannel sleeve. And. once you’ve enjoyed its pristine parks and 

walks along the South Saskatchewan River, don’t miss out on its 

vibrant cultural scene or the superb Remai Modern art gallery. 

An architectural marvel in its own right, it houses the world’s 

most comprehensive collection of Picasso linocuts.

Then, on the city’s northern boundary sits Wanuskewin Heritage 

Park. Here, among sweeping grasslands and roaming bison, 

you’ll be able to discover six millennia of First Nations history, 

today showcased in educational trails, archaeological digs and 

demonstrations of cultural traditions. Also within a couple of 

hours’ drive are the spa-like properties of Little Manitou Lake – a 

Dead Sea in miniature – and Prince Albert National Park. The 

latter impresses with 3,975 square kilometres of boreal forest as 

well as lakes, sandy beaches, trails and abundant wildlife.

However, for a true taste of prairies life, there’s the chance to 

channel your inner cowboy with a stay on a working farm. One 

such favourite is La Reata Ranch, where nights are spent in 

cosy wood cabins while days o�er everything from horseback 

rides and lake fishing trips to hikes in search of deer and golden 

eagles. Cap it all o� round the campfire or with a dip in the hot 

tub, under the stars.

And, with these wide-open plains, there’s perhaps no better way 

of travelling Saskatchewan than by rail. Plying its way between 

the Rockies and Vancouver in the west to Toronto in the east, 

The Canadian sleeper train is perfect for gaining an appreciation 

of Saskatchewan’s great scale. Admire golden prairie fields from 

glass-ceilinged carriages and cosy berths before tucking into 

traditional regional delicacies in the restaurant car. There are also 

musical performances and wine tastings on select departures – 

the perfect way to toast your adventure in this big-sky province.
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With Oregon’s geography staggering from wild beaches and 
dense forests to undulating river valleys and snow-capped 
mountains, it’s no surprise that it hosts more scenic byways 
than any other state. And, in among it all, you’ll also find North 
America’s full spectrum of civilisation, whether sleepy fishing 
villages and award-winning wineries or frontier towns and the 
urbane cool of Portland.

Its residents, too, are just as diverse as their state, from 
indigenous tribes and old-school outdoorsmen to a new wave 
of artisan urbanites. But, one thing they all share is a fierce 
devotion to where they live and its natural world. Indeed, the 
best way to experience Oregon is through their infectious 
passion, by engaging with the state’s lauded network of local 
guides. Talk to your Wexas specialist about a naturalist-led 
hike, an insider’s tour of a top winery or a behind-the-scenes 
tasting at a regional producer. Each specialist will get right to 
their heart of their area of expertise, bringing it to life.

To inspire further, we’ve picked out seven regions that best 
demonstrate the state’s rich diversity. Remember, it’s just a 
direct British Airways flight away from London Heathrow.

The coast
Spanning nearly 400 miles, the rugged Oregon coastline is a 
wild affair of dramatic rock formations, whirlpools and a near-
endless spread of windswept beaches. It’s all interspersed with 
the likes of historic homes and lonely lighthouses, serving as 
waypoints to everything from fishing and whale-watching trips 
to hikes and rounds of golf.

INSIDE OREGON
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Portland
Surely inspired by its imposing mountain backdrop, Portland 
is one of America’s great centres of creativity – something 
realised across its craftspeople, musicians and culinary 
masters. It also invites its natural surroundings in, with more 
than 200 parks and gardens ideal for walks and bike rides. This 
really is a city alive.

Mt. Hood & the Columbia River Gorge
Positioned alongside the mighty Columbia River Gorge, you 
may know iconic Mt. Hood as the world’s second-most-
climbed mountain and the host of North America’s only 
year-round ski season. However, you should take the region 
as a whole, with its medley of forest-carpeted cliffs, giant 
waterways and, yes, snowy peaks setting the scene for quaint 
riverfront towns and a rich variety of outdoors activities.

The Willamette Valley
As it has been since the time of the pioneers, this is Oregon’s 
agricultural heartland. And today, while its gently undulating 
green contours make for ideal hiking or cycling, they’re also 
terraced into pretty vineyards. Don’t also miss out on the food 
markets and farm-to-table dining.

Southern Oregon
From high-desert country to lush valleys and clear-blue 
lakes, Oregon’s south is wonderfully varied. One moment 
you could be enjoying some world-class fishing or rafting, 
and the next mountain biking or hiking through beautifully 
barren shrublands. Then, relive the 19th century in gold-
rush-era towns, now home to excellent wineries and artist 
communities.

Central Oregon
A tale of two seasons, central Oregon’s sunny summers and 
snowy winters means plenty of adventure. That could be a 
full complement of snowy fun or cowboy dreams brought to 
life with mountain retreats and fly-fishing escapades. And, its 
convergence of mountain ranges and river plateaus is troubled 
by unique, volcanic features.

Eastern Oregon
The spirit of the West is alive and well in Eastern Oregon, 
where snow-capped peaks look down onto rolling hills, 
complex desert lands and wild, rushing rivers. The indelible 
footprint of Lewis and Clark, Chief Joseph and the Oregon 
Trail pioneers who lived in or passed through this region still 
permeate its unique culture. 

Oregon Fly-Drive
Discover the wonders of Oregon's unspoilt coastlines, 
pulsating cities and incredible landscapes as you hit the 
highway on a state-spanning road trip. Highlights include 
Portland – the 'City of Roses', Newport and its wine-country 
surrounds, historic Florence and the stunning beauty of the 
Oregon Dunes National Recreation Area. You'll also take 
in two of the state's icons, pausing to admire the riverine 
perfection of Grants Pass and the  always-spectacular 
Crater Lake National Park. 

Prices start from £2,380 per person incl. return flights, car 
hire & 10 nights accommodation.

For more information or to book, call a Wexas USA specialist 
on 020 7838 5958.

advertorial
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masters. It also invites its natural surroundings in, with more 
than 200 parks and gardens ideal for walks and bike rides. This 
really is a city alive.

Mt. Hood & the Columbia River Gorge
Positioned alongside the mighty Columbia River Gorge, you 
may know iconic Mt. Hood as the world’s second-most-
climbed mountain and the host of North America’s only 
year-round ski season. However, you should take the region 
as a whole, with its medley of forest-carpeted cliffs, giant 
waterways and, yes, snowy peaks setting the scene for quaint 
riverfront towns and a rich variety of outdoors activities.

The Willamette Valley
As it has been since the time of the pioneers, this is Oregon’s 
agricultural heartland. And today, while its gently undulating 
green contours make for ideal hiking or cycling, they’re also 
terraced into pretty vineyards. Don’t also miss out on the food 
markets and farm-to-table dining.

Southern Oregon
From high-desert country to lush valleys and clear-blue 
lakes, Oregon’s south is wonderfully varied. One moment 
you could be enjoying some world-class fishing or rafting, 
and the next mountain biking or hiking through beautifully 
barren shrublands. Then, relive the 19th century in gold-
rush-era towns, now home to excellent wineries and artist 
communities.

Central Oregon
A tale of two seasons, central Oregon’s sunny summers and 
snowy winters means plenty of adventure. That could be a 
full complement of snowy fun or cowboy dreams brought to 
life with mountain retreats and fly-fishing escapades. And, its 
convergence of mountain ranges and river plateaus is troubled 
by unique, volcanic features.

Eastern Oregon
The spirit of the West is alive and well in Eastern Oregon, 
where snow-capped peaks look down onto rolling hills, 
complex desert lands and wild, rushing rivers. The indelible 
footprint of Lewis and Clark, Chief Joseph and the Oregon 
Trail pioneers who lived in or passed through this region still 
permeate its unique culture. 

Oregon Fly-Drive
Discover the wonders of Oregon's unspoilt coastlines, 
pulsating cities and incredible landscapes as you hit the 
highway on a state-spanning road trip. Highlights include 
Portland – the 'City of Roses', Newport and its wine-country 
surrounds, historic Florence and the stunning beauty of the 
Oregon Dunes National Recreation Area. You'll also take 
in two of the state's icons, pausing to admire the riverine 
perfection of Grants Pass and the  always-spectacular 
Crater Lake National Park. 

Prices start from £2,380 per person incl. return flights, car 
hire & 10 nights accommodation.

For more information or to book, call a Wexas USA specialist 
on 020 7838 5958.
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Not all Zoroastrians are Parsis, but all 
Parsis are Zoroastrians. Around the 
seventh century, during the Arab 
conquest of Persia, a small group 
of Zoroastrians fled persecution by 
sailing from what is now known as 
Iran and found themselves on the 
shores of India. After some movement 
around the islands of Gujarat they 
were granted asylum and settled in 
the coastal town of Sanjan, which was 
ruled over at the time by Jadi Rana.

Throughout the centuries, the Parsi 
community has interwoven itself 
into the community, adapting 
their language, approach towards 
religion and ways of cooking 
and eating, borrowing the best 
aspects and including them as 
part of their own identity, a sort 
of symbiotic relationship.

The community that originally settled 
in Sanjan became known as the Parsis 
because of their Persian heritage, 
and throughout the centuries they 
spread across India, finding homes in 
different towns and cities. When the 
British came to India, many Parsis took 
to learning English and moved away 
from small farming villages to city 
centres where they provided services 
and routes of trade with neighbouring 
countries. Here began the relationship 
with British, Portuguese and French 
merchants and the rise of the prominent 
Parsi industrialists and philanthropists.

My grandad settled the family in 
Gandhidham in the 1960s. He worked 
for the Kandla Port Trust as the chief 
architect. The town of Kandla was 
still in its infancy and the port had 
developed a large plot of land into a 
colony for port employees to reside, 
known as Gopal Puri. Bungalows would 
be assigned to the workers depending 
on their hierarchy within the port: 
A bungalows were assigned to the top 
management, B to the senior staff and 
C and D to the rest. As the architect 
who designed the bungalows in the 
colony, my grandad was offered a 
B-rated bungalow, but he turned it 
down in favour of a C bungalow. 

C17 was a modest bungalow with 
small rooms, a well-sized garden with 
lemon, banana and papaya trees and 
best of all, due to its location within 
the colony, it had uninterrupted 
views of the yet-to-be developed 
open plains of Kandla all the way to 
the next town of Anjar, 40km away.

It was here at C17 that my mother fondly 
remembers my grandad on his only 
mode of transport, his bicycle, taking 
her to the market for their monthly 
pantry top-up. Having to go to each 
individual vendor to buy their eggs, 
bread and milk. At the final stop on 
the trip there would be vendors selling 
hot foods. My mother remembers the 
gent with a huge tava (flat iron skillet) 
frying off aloo tiki, small patties of 

potato and spices coated in semolina, 
another with a sagdi, a very crude clay 
barbecue, on which he would cook 
huge rotli that would puff up entirely 
as it blistered on the grill, ‘smelling 
heavenly’. The last man would be 
serving patli dal, a thin soupy dal. All of 
these foods were parcelled up and taken 
home to be eaten by the family with 
delight, a sort of takeaway of its time. 

It was in this bungalow that my 
grandad would come home with 
fresh whole fish, either a surmai 
or rawas, and teach my mum how 
to scale, gut and cut up the fish to 
make a coconut and coriander curry. 
Sometimes my grandma would chop 
a drumstick down from the tree which 
she would wash, string, chop and tie 
and throw into the curry for bonus 
flavour. The leaves of the tree would 
also be added to the curry for the sabzi 
(vegetable) element of the dish. 

My grandparents did not have it easy 
in those days, bringing up a family of 
seven in a small bungalow on a modest 
salary. My mum recalls the convoluted 
procedure of just lighting their now 
vintage single burner Primus stove. 
My grandma would take a glass bottle 
to the pantry and fill it with kerosene 
which would then have to be poured 
into the stove, and, after a few pumps 
to get the kerosene all the way through, 
the stove could be lit. All this just to boil 
the kettle to make a simple cup of tea.

Food of my 
forebears

a moveable feast / farokh talati
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Not all Zoroastrians are Parsis, but all 
Parsis are Zoroastrians. Around the 
seventh century, during the Arab 
conquest of Persia, a small group 
of Zoroastrians fled persecution by 
sailing from what is now known as 
Iran and found themselves on the 
shores of India. After some movement 
around the islands of Gujarat they 
were granted asylum and settled in 
the coastal town of Sanjan, which was 
ruled over at the time by Jadi Rana.

Throughout the centuries, the Parsi 
community has interwoven itself 
into the community, adapting 
their language, approach towards 
religion and ways of cooking 
and eating, borrowing the best 
aspects and including them as 
part of their own identity, a sort 
of symbiotic relationship.

The community that originally settled 
in Sanjan became known as the Parsis 
because of their Persian heritage, 
and throughout the centuries they 
spread across India, finding homes in 
different towns and cities. When the 
British came to India, many Parsis took 
to learning English and moved away 
from small farming villages to city 
centres where they provided services 
and routes of trade with neighbouring 
countries. Here began the relationship 
with British, Portuguese and French 
merchants and the rise of the prominent 
Parsi industrialists and philanthropists.

My grandad settled the family in 
Gandhidham in the 1960s. He worked 
for the Kandla Port Trust as the chief 
architect. The town of Kandla was 
still in its infancy and the port had 
developed a large plot of land into a 
colony for port employees to reside, 
known as Gopal Puri. Bungalows would 
be assigned to the workers depending 
on their hierarchy within the port: 
A bungalows were assigned to the top 
management, B to the senior staff and 
C and D to the rest. As the architect 
who designed the bungalows in the 
colony, my grandad was offered a 
B-rated bungalow, but he turned it 
down in favour of a C bungalow. 

C17 was a modest bungalow with 
small rooms, a well-sized garden with 
lemon, banana and papaya trees and 
best of all, due to its location within 
the colony, it had uninterrupted 
views of the yet-to-be developed 
open plains of Kandla all the way to 
the next town of Anjar, 40km away.

It was here at C17 that my mother fondly 
remembers my grandad on his only 
mode of transport, his bicycle, taking 
her to the market for their monthly 
pantry top-up. Having to go to each 
individual vendor to buy their eggs, 
bread and milk. At the final stop on 
the trip there would be vendors selling 
hot foods. My mother remembers the 
gent with a huge tava (flat iron skillet) 
frying off aloo tiki, small patties of 

potato and spices coated in semolina, 
another with a sagdi, a very crude clay 
barbecue, on which he would cook 
huge rotli that would puff up entirely 
as it blistered on the grill, ‘smelling 
heavenly’. The last man would be 
serving patli dal, a thin soupy dal. All of 
these foods were parcelled up and taken 
home to be eaten by the family with 
delight, a sort of takeaway of its time. 

It was in this bungalow that my 
grandad would come home with 
fresh whole fish, either a surmai 
or rawas, and teach my mum how 
to scale, gut and cut up the fish to 
make a coconut and coriander curry. 
Sometimes my grandma would chop 
a drumstick down from the tree which 
she would wash, string, chop and tie 
and throw into the curry for bonus 
flavour. The leaves of the tree would 
also be added to the curry for the sabzi 
(vegetable) element of the dish. 

My grandparents did not have it easy 
in those days, bringing up a family of 
seven in a small bungalow on a modest 
salary. My mum recalls the convoluted 
procedure of just lighting their now 
vintage single burner Primus stove. 
My grandma would take a glass bottle 
to the pantry and fill it with kerosene 
which would then have to be poured 
into the stove, and, after a few pumps 
to get the kerosene all the way through, 
the stove could be lit. All this just to boil 
the kettle to make a simple cup of tea.
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Mum came to the uk in April of 1980 
at the age of 28, leaving the blistering 
34°c heat of Mumbai for the 4°c biting 
chill of a ‘dark and miserable’ London. 
One of my dad’s first jobs was at the 
Wall’s factory in Southall; he would 
bring home food from the staff shop – 
sausages, gammon, steak and kidney 
pies and ice cream – and all were enjoyed 
with fresh enthusiasm. But the novelty 
soon wore off and the desire to cook 
and eat homemade food settled in. 

Alperton, an area within Wembley, had, 
and still has to this day, one of the largest 
Indian communities within London. 
Here you could buy the vegetables, herbs, 
meats and dry goods to cook delicious 
and familiar foods with relatively similar 
results as that back home in India. 
My mum could always cook – her parents 
were very proficient in the kitchen, 
passing on those skills, and over time 
and with the help of some cookbooks 
and her mother-in-law, my mum started 
cooking Parsi food at home in London. 
Dal and rice, meat and vegetable stews 
all came back into the diet and so did 
the exploration of Parsi cuisine at 
home using the ingredients available 
to her at that time from the markets.

***

Growing up, it was clear to me that the 
food we ate in our home was different. 
I would go to friends’ houses and 
chips and burgers was the standard 
fare laid out on the dinner table. I 
would return home to be greeted by 
spicy lentils, steamed rice and stewed 
vegetables. Imagine my poor mother’s 
despair in trying to convince me to 
eat such food while my friends were 
tucking into their burgers and chips!

My first trip to India was at the age 
of six. Meeting my mother’s side of 
the family for the first time, we were 

adorned with garlands threaded with 
roses, honeysuckle and jasmine, and 
intricate chalk patterns tapped out 
on the marble floors of the doorways 
welcomed us into family homes. Upon 
entering, small squares of rock sugar 
were placed into our mouths as a way 
of wishing us good luck and prosperity 
on our trip. I can still remember the 
smell of burning sandalwood from the 
fire temple where we would go to pray 
every day, the fish swimming in the well 
in the temple, and taking home the 
blessed fruits to share with our family.

I visited India a few more times as I got 
older, and, although I was still not into 
food or cooking at that point, could 
not help being drawn in by the smells, 
flavours and colours. The ceremony 
surrounding food was enchanting and 
the anticipation and excitement for 
the next meal became a huge part of 
the day. The markets of fresh fruit and 

vegetables dazzled in vibrant colour; 
vendors selling unidentifiable hot fried 
snacks from cauldrons of boiling oil 
would summon you over to try before 
you buy; young coconuts being cut 
open on the side of the street for thirsty 
passers-by to nourish themselves with 
the sweet water. Sweets in all shapes 
and enticing colours laid out on huge 
trays in shop windows were enough to 
capture my young heart, and my loving 
uncles and aunties were more than 
happy to oblige my sweet tooth (on 
reflection a young child is a great excuse 
for an adult to buy lots of sweets!).

One thing that struck me, more than 
the odd cow ambling the streets with 
indifference, was that everywhere you 
looked people were eating or drinking. 
In every side street and at every corner, 
shop front and stall, people would 
gather to eat as if it were a national 
pastime. For many it was a way to catch 
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up with friends and family, for some 
a moment of self-reflection with a 
plate of deep-fried bhaja. And with 
the food being so fresh and so tasty, 
it seems like a logical pastime to have.

The mystery of the unknown can be both 
exciting and scary. As a Parsi growing 
up in the uk, I did not know how to 
cook any of the dishes I had tried on my 
many trips to India, or even what the 
ingredients involved to create these 
amazing flavours were. There were no 
aunties or uncles to ask at that time, 
as those family members who cooked 
the true Parsi food were in India and 
what was attempted here at home in 
the uk was a version with many key 
ingredients subbed out, often to the 
detriment of the original dish. What 
were these mysterious ingredients? 

An excitement grew inside of me, 
an urge to discover, like a long-lost 

language or learning one’s own mother 
tongue; food was now my conduit to 
connecting to my Parsi heritage. In one 
of my defining trips to India I stayed for 
three months, pestering every aunty 
and uncle to show me their cookbooks, 
teach me their tricks and let me cook 
together with them. I ate Parsi food for 
breakfast, lunch and dinner and when I 
wasn’t cooking or eating, I was fervently 
writing down every last detail of what 
I had seen, eaten and heard that day.

***

To be a Parsi is like being a member 
of a very special club, one that values 
humour and joviality, and holds food as 
an essential component of their culture. 
A respect for nature and one another 
is the order of the day. Zoroastrianism 
is based around a simple proverb, 
‘good thoughts, good words and good 
deeds’; a beautifully straightforward 

credo to live by. A simple ideology to 
follow and one that all Zoroastrians 
strive to adhere to in their daily life.

Researching, learning and cooking these 
recipes has demystified Parsi cooking for 
me, and it has highlighted the journey 
the first Zoroastrians took from Persia, 
then their journey through India and 
the cultures they met along the way, 
which can all be traced via their food.

But one thing that never left my mind 
while I was writing these recipes 
down was that with such a dwindling 
population in the Parsi community and 
a generation of Parsis growing up in 
India in a world of fast food, convenience 
over home cooking and food trends 
coming from the West, who will be left 
to remember these dishes, who will 
know how to make sambhar masala? 
Who will know the intricacies of dal ni 
pori? How will the flavours of dhansak 
my mother used to eat as a child stay 
true today and in the next 20 years? 

It slowly dawned on me that these 
recipes, if put together with enough 
knowledge, understanding and skill, 
could be a way to preserve one of the 
most important aspects of being a 
Parsi: bloody good food! As I hold my 
tattered copy of Vividh Vani, a book of 
Parsi recipes printed over 100 years ago 
to try and decipher recipes, this too 
could be a book that can be picked up 
in many years to come and represent 
a slice of our culture and heritage, 
so as not to be lost through the ages.

Parsi by 
Farokh Talati
Bloomsbury, 
hbk, 368pp, £26

farokh talati / a moveable feast
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Previous spread 
(clockwise from 
top left): Farokh 
Talati; Parsi rice with 
the ‘(w)holy 4’: star 
anise, cinnamon, 
clove and cardamom; 
Maneck Aunty and 
Nergish Aunty; 
Badam ni marghi 
(Chicken in rich 
almond gravy).

Opposite: Iranshah 
Atash Behram, 
Udvada, Gujurat.

Left: First Dastoor 
Meherjirana Library, 
Navsari, Gujarat.
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Mum came to the uk in April of 1980 
at the age of 28, leaving the blistering 
34°c heat of Mumbai for the 4°c biting 
chill of a ‘dark and miserable’ London. 
One of my dad’s first jobs was at the 
Wall’s factory in Southall; he would 
bring home food from the staff shop – 
sausages, gammon, steak and kidney 
pies and ice cream – and all were enjoyed 
with fresh enthusiasm. But the novelty 
soon wore off and the desire to cook 
and eat homemade food settled in. 

Alperton, an area within Wembley, had, 
and still has to this day, one of the largest 
Indian communities within London. 
Here you could buy the vegetables, herbs, 
meats and dry goods to cook delicious 
and familiar foods with relatively similar 
results as that back home in India. 
My mum could always cook – her parents 
were very proficient in the kitchen, 
passing on those skills, and over time 
and with the help of some cookbooks 
and her mother-in-law, my mum started 
cooking Parsi food at home in London. 
Dal and rice, meat and vegetable stews 
all came back into the diet and so did 
the exploration of Parsi cuisine at 
home using the ingredients available 
to her at that time from the markets.

***

Growing up, it was clear to me that the 
food we ate in our home was different. 
I would go to friends’ houses and 
chips and burgers was the standard 
fare laid out on the dinner table. I 
would return home to be greeted by 
spicy lentils, steamed rice and stewed 
vegetables. Imagine my poor mother’s 
despair in trying to convince me to 
eat such food while my friends were 
tucking into their burgers and chips!

My first trip to India was at the age 
of six. Meeting my mother’s side of 
the family for the first time, we were 

adorned with garlands threaded with 
roses, honeysuckle and jasmine, and 
intricate chalk patterns tapped out 
on the marble floors of the doorways 
welcomed us into family homes. Upon 
entering, small squares of rock sugar 
were placed into our mouths as a way 
of wishing us good luck and prosperity 
on our trip. I can still remember the 
smell of burning sandalwood from the 
fire temple where we would go to pray 
every day, the fish swimming in the well 
in the temple, and taking home the 
blessed fruits to share with our family.

I visited India a few more times as I got 
older, and, although I was still not into 
food or cooking at that point, could 
not help being drawn in by the smells, 
flavours and colours. The ceremony 
surrounding food was enchanting and 
the anticipation and excitement for 
the next meal became a huge part of 
the day. The markets of fresh fruit and 

vegetables dazzled in vibrant colour; 
vendors selling unidentifiable hot fried 
snacks from cauldrons of boiling oil 
would summon you over to try before 
you buy; young coconuts being cut 
open on the side of the street for thirsty 
passers-by to nourish themselves with 
the sweet water. Sweets in all shapes 
and enticing colours laid out on huge 
trays in shop windows were enough to 
capture my young heart, and my loving 
uncles and aunties were more than 
happy to oblige my sweet tooth (on 
reflection a young child is a great excuse 
for an adult to buy lots of sweets!).

One thing that struck me, more than 
the odd cow ambling the streets with 
indifference, was that everywhere you 
looked people were eating or drinking. 
In every side street and at every corner, 
shop front and stall, people would 
gather to eat as if it were a national 
pastime. For many it was a way to catch 
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up with friends and family, for some 
a moment of self-reflection with a 
plate of deep-fried bhaja. And with 
the food being so fresh and so tasty, 
it seems like a logical pastime to have.

The mystery of the unknown can be both 
exciting and scary. As a Parsi growing 
up in the uk, I did not know how to 
cook any of the dishes I had tried on my 
many trips to India, or even what the 
ingredients involved to create these 
amazing flavours were. There were no 
aunties or uncles to ask at that time, 
as those family members who cooked 
the true Parsi food were in India and 
what was attempted here at home in 
the uk was a version with many key 
ingredients subbed out, often to the 
detriment of the original dish. What 
were these mysterious ingredients? 

An excitement grew inside of me, 
an urge to discover, like a long-lost 

language or learning one’s own mother 
tongue; food was now my conduit to 
connecting to my Parsi heritage. In one 
of my defining trips to India I stayed for 
three months, pestering every aunty 
and uncle to show me their cookbooks, 
teach me their tricks and let me cook 
together with them. I ate Parsi food for 
breakfast, lunch and dinner and when I 
wasn’t cooking or eating, I was fervently 
writing down every last detail of what 
I had seen, eaten and heard that day.

***
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‘good thoughts, good words and good 
deeds’; a beautifully straightforward 

credo to live by. A simple ideology to 
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Researching, learning and cooking these 
recipes has demystified Parsi cooking for 
me, and it has highlighted the journey 
the first Zoroastrians took from Persia, 
then their journey through India and 
the cultures they met along the way, 
which can all be traced via their food.

But one thing that never left my mind 
while I was writing these recipes 
down was that with such a dwindling 
population in the Parsi community and 
a generation of Parsis growing up in 
India in a world of fast food, convenience 
over home cooking and food trends 
coming from the West, who will be left 
to remember these dishes, who will 
know how to make sambhar masala? 
Who will know the intricacies of dal ni 
pori? How will the flavours of dhansak 
my mother used to eat as a child stay 
true today and in the next 20 years? 

It slowly dawned on me that these 
recipes, if put together with enough 
knowledge, understanding and skill, 
could be a way to preserve one of the 
most important aspects of being a 
Parsi: bloody good food! As I hold my 
tattered copy of Vividh Vani, a book of 
Parsi recipes printed over 100 years ago 
to try and decipher recipes, this too 
could be a book that can be picked up 
in many years to come and represent 
a slice of our culture and heritage, 
so as not to be lost through the ages.

Parsi by 
Farokh Talati
Bloomsbury, 
hbk, 368pp, £26

farokh talati / a moveable feast

71vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022 traveller

Previous spread 
(clockwise from 
top left): Farokh 
Talati; Parsi rice with 
the ‘(w)holy 4’: star 
anise, cinnamon, 
clove and cardamom; 
Maneck Aunty and 
Nergish Aunty; 
Badam ni marghi 
(Chicken in rich 
almond gravy).

Opposite: Iranshah 
Atash Behram, 
Udvada, Gujurat.

Left: First Dastoor 
Meherjirana Library, 
Navsari, Gujarat.

©
 o

liv
er

 c
ha

na
ri

n



art of travel / east africa

There is no greater adventure than a safari to the
Mara-Serengeti in East Africa where Angela and 
I have spent so many years immersing ourselves 
in the lives of the great predators – particularly 
the big cats that bring an exquisite tension to 
the landscape. This vast ecosystem of 25,000km2

includes the Maasai Mara National Reserve in 
Kenya and adjoining Serengeti National Park 
in Tanzania. It is home to the ‘great migration’ – 
the two million wildebeest, zebras and gazelles 
that criss-cross the grasslands and acacia thickets 
in their endless search for food and water.

This is a book for everyone to enjoy. We love to draw 
and hope you will join us on a virtual safari using 
your imagination to bring the illustrations to life by 
colouring them. They feature many of the animals 
and birds that you will see on your travels, as well 

as the Maasai pastoralists who have roamed these 
lands for centuries living side by side with the wild 
animals and relying on their livestock for all their 
needs. All of the species illustrated can be found 
among the iucn’s Red List that charts the status 
of the world’s most endangered species. It is our 
sincere hope that with greater awareness, and 
your help, none of these amazing creatures will 
disappear from the planet.

Sacred Nature Safari 
Colouring Book 
by Jonathan and 
Angela Scott
Bradt Guides, pbk, 
56pp, £9.99
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Jonathan and Angela with their cameras and laptops. 29

words & illustrations
Jonathan and Angela Scott

Blending 
into the Wild

£9.99    US$16.99
Bradtguides.com
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Jonathan & Angela Scott

SAFARI
COLOURING BOOK

Adding colour to your
African safari 

Enjoy the ultimate African safari in the company of the Big Cat People - award winning 
wildlife artists and photographers Jonathan and Angela Scott - featuring many of

the stars of their hugely popular TV series Big Cat Diary and Big Cat Tales. Packed with 
spectacular animals and birds for you to bring to life in colour, plus visits to Giraffe Manor,

the Elephant Orphanage, a Tented Camp and Balloon Safari. 

9 781784 778606

51699
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73vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022 traveller

Kike, star of Big Cat Diary. 41

Opposite: Jonathan 
and Angela with their 
cameras and laptops.

Above: Kike, star 
of Big Cat Diary.



art of travel / east africa

There is no greater adventure than a safari to the
Mara-Serengeti in East Africa where Angela and 
I have spent so many years immersing ourselves 
in the lives of the great predators – particularly 
the big cats that bring an exquisite tension to 
the landscape. This vast ecosystem of 25,000km2

includes the Maasai Mara National Reserve in 
Kenya and adjoining Serengeti National Park 
in Tanzania. It is home to the ‘great migration’ – 
the two million wildebeest, zebras and gazelles 
that criss-cross the grasslands and acacia thickets 
in their endless search for food and water.

This is a book for everyone to enjoy. We love to draw 
and hope you will join us on a virtual safari using 
your imagination to bring the illustrations to life by 
colouring them. They feature many of the animals 
and birds that you will see on your travels, as well 

as the Maasai pastoralists who have roamed these 
lands for centuries living side by side with the wild 
animals and relying on their livestock for all their 
needs. All of the species illustrated can be found 
among the iucn’s Red List that charts the status 
of the world’s most endangered species. It is our 
sincere hope that with greater awareness, and 
your help, none of these amazing creatures will 
disappear from the planet.

Sacred Nature Safari 
Colouring Book 
by Jonathan and 
Angela Scott
Bradt Guides, pbk, 
56pp, £9.99

72 traveller  vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022

Jonathan and Angela with their cameras and laptops. 29

words & illustrations
Jonathan and Angela Scott

Blending 
into the Wild

£9.99    US$16.99
Bradtguides.com

Also available:

SA
C

R
E

D
 N

A
T

U
R

E
 SA
F
A
R
I C

O
L

O
U

R
IN

G
 B

O
O

K

Jonathan & Angela Scott

SAFARI
COLOURING BOOK

Adding colour to your
African safari 

Enjoy the ultimate African safari in the company of the Big Cat People - award winning 
wildlife artists and photographers Jonathan and Angela Scott - featuring many of

the stars of their hugely popular TV series Big Cat Diary and Big Cat Tales. Packed with 
spectacular animals and birds for you to bring to life in colour, plus visits to Giraffe Manor,

the Elephant Orphanage, a Tented Camp and Balloon Safari. 

9 781784 778606

51699

east africa / art of travel

73vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022 traveller

Kike, star of Big Cat Diary. 41

Opposite: Jonathan 
and Angela with their 
cameras and laptops.

Above: Kike, star 
of Big Cat Diary.



art of travel / east africa

74 traveller  vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022

Female leopard at Mara Buffalo Rocks, Maasai Mara GR.14

Above: Female 
leopard at Mara 
Buffalo Rocks, 
Maasai Mara gr.
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Governors’ Camp balloon safari. 7

Above: Governors’ 
Camp balloon safari.
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Philip Parker’s The Atlas of Atlases is a lavishly 
illustrated look at the most important atlases in 
history and the cartographers who made them. 
Atlases have changed the course of history. 
Pored over by rulers, explorers and adventurers, 
these books were used to build empires, 
wage wars, encourage diplomacy and nurture 
trade. This beautiful book will engross readers 
with its detailed, visually stunning illustrations 
and fascinating story of how map-making has 
developed throughout human history.

The Atlas of Atlases by Philip Parker
Ivy Press, hbk, 272pp, £28.00

Picturing 
the world

Left: World map based 
on Ptolemy’s second 
projection, Geography, 
c. ad 150 (Cosmographia 
Germanus by Nicolaus 
Germanus, 1482).
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A leaf from nature
In my experience, to walk in a wood is to take 
issue with Socrates’ declaration that “Trees and 
open country cannot teach me anything, whereas 
men in towns do”. Time is kept and curated in 
different ways by trees, and it can be experienced 
in different ways when one is among them. 
It is beyond our capacity to comprehend that the 
American hardwood forest waited 70 million 
years for people to come and live in it – but the 
effort of comprehension is itself worthwhile. 
It is valuable and disturbing to know that big oak 
trees can take 300 years to grow, 300 years to live 
and 300 years to die. Such knowledge, seriously 
considered, changes the grain of the mind. 
My favourite genus of city tree is certainly the 
magnolia, with its gorgeous goblet-like flowers. 

The carpets of magnolias are unusually tough. 
It is theorised that that is because magnolias 
evolved in the late Cretaceous, around 90 million 
years ago. This was before bees existed, and so 
their carpets needed to be able to resist damage 
by the chitinous feet of the beetles that were their 
only pollinators. Seeing a suburban magnolia 
always gives me a thrilling burst of Earth history: 
dinosaurs once browsed among these trees!

William Blake famously observed that “the tree 
that moves some to tears of joy is in the eyes 
of others only a green thing that stands in the 
way”. The inexorable march of the technocratic 
metaphysic has widely reduced perception of 
the arboreal world to timber, lumber or obstacle. 

Bottom left: 
Palm leaf (Arecaceae)
The fan-like leaves of 
palm trees are extremely 
tough, enabling them 
to withstand the 
strongest winds.

Bottom right: 
The colourful, 
ornamental leaves 
of the maple (Acer).

Right: Autumn Foliage
by Tom Thomson, 1915
Oil on panel.
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Pinatubo Mouse:
Is the ground warm?
Does your heart sense
the volcano’s rhythms?
How do you know
when to run?

Darwin’s Racer:
you have no natural predators
on volcano island –
only the volcano.

*

Now in the blue light
the world is quiet:
the amaryllis opened overnight,
three flowers (pinkish red)
quietly look out –

the tiny flies
around its stalk
are sitting still.

*

In England the volcanoes 
are extinct:
they have been naturalised
to beauty spots,
a landscape for adventurers
to scale – and to admire:
Acadian folds
erupting into daffodils.
Underneath,
a memory of fire
solidified:
haematite,
cobalt, graphite,
magnetite.
The rocks are moving
at a different scale.

*

The daffodils beside the lake
were brought here by the Romans,
some say for their healing powers.

*

What is a native plant?
According to which scale of time?
Triassic ferns
(flowerless),
rows of russet spores –
braille to the wind.

*

Pleistocene fir trees
sending pollen
into future air,
into a forest
where wolves will track
the footprints
of two children
abandoned in the dark.

*

At night
the sky is glittering
with sparks –
between the darkness
and the dark,
the planets
with their quiet
moons appear.

from Scale
Carcanet, 
pbk, 56pp, 
£11.99

Wonder has been subdued by instrumentalism. 
One of the great contemporary challenges is now 
how to retrieve and popularise an almost-animist 
ontology, in which the lively, miraculous beinghood 
of species other than our own is recognised and 
respected. The structure of Smith’s work is a 
contribution to such a project. It organises itself in 
terms of the seven wonders – Seed, Leaf, Form, Bark, 
Wood, Flower, Fruit – that together conjure the 
magic of Tree. His book offers us a reminder that, 
as he puts it, “ultimately, we are all symbionts with 
nature”. Or, in the unforgettable phrase of Ursula K. 
Le Guin, “the word for world is forest”.
Robert Macfarlane, from the Foreword

Trees by Paul Smith
Thames & Hudson, hbk, 320pp, £40
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Field notes from the 
edge of a volcano
by Mina Gorji
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Two of a kind
Gift books don’t come with a more profound 
message for our times than Simon Barnes’ 
The History of the World in 100 Plants and Beatrice 
Forshall’s The Book of Vanishing Species. Simon’s 
book is filled with superb nature illustrations and 
striking art from the likes of Hieronymous Bosch, 
Breughel, Van Gogh and Chinese and Japanese 
masters and a smattering of photographs; 
while Beatrice illuminates her text with intricate 
portraits of each endangered animal, plant or 
insect using an intaglio press – first drawing, 
then engraving, printing and colouring by hand. 
Do you love anyone, and our planet, enough to buy 
them both? In their own words…

Plants give us the air we breathe. They direct the rain that 
falls and moderate the climate. Plants give us shelter, beauty, 
comfort, meaning, buildings, boats, containers, musical 
instruments, medicines and religious symbols. We use 
flowers for love, we use flowers for death.

We use the fossils of plants to power our industries and 
our transport. Across history we have used plants to store 
knowledge, to kill, to drive illegal trades, to fuel wars, to change 
our state of consciousness, to indicate our status. The first gun 
was a plant; we got fire from plants; we have enslaved people 
for the sake of plants. We have changed the world by planting 
some species of plant and by destroying others. We have used 
plants to understand how life on earth operates.

We humans like to see ourselves as a species that has risen 
above nature, noble in reason, infinite in faculties, in action 
like angels. We have become as gods, doing what we will with 
the world. But we still couldn’t live for a day without plants. 

Our past is all about plants; our present 
is all tied up with plants; and without 
plants, there is no future.

Here are a hundred reasons why.

The History of the World in 100 Plants
by Simon Barnes
Simon & Schuster, hbk, 432pp, £30

In the eighteen months it has taken me to research this book, 
107 species have been declared extinct. Though extinction plays 
a role in evolution, it is thought the current rate of extinction is 
happening a thousand times faster than before humans existed. 
Death is a necessary part of every species’ cycle of life; extinction 
ends this cycle. We are destroying without knowing the value of 
what we destroy – or worse, knowing full well. 

The vulnerability of the species we endanger, their inability 
to speak for themselves, is what first made me want to make 
engravings of them. As I did so, I was drawn into their lives, 
their mystery, their otherness and their similarity to us.

We confront the greatest challenge that has ever faced humanity, 
a drama in which each of us can choose the part we play. We can 
halt the rate of extinction and begin to reverse the damage we 
have done to the planet. It has often been said that what makes 
humans different from other species is our ability to imagine the 
future and turn an idea into a reality. Imagine a world with clean 

air, clean water, oceans of fish, wilderness. 
Imagine a world in which we did not 
have to worry about these things. We are 
all part of this story; it is up to each of us 
how we write the next chapter.

The Book of Vanishing Species
by Beatrice Forshall
Bloomsbury, hbk, 432pp, £30

Left: Some of the 
species affected by 
Australian bush fires.
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EXPLORING THE WORLD
by Alexander Maitland
Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 
hbk, 400pp, £25
Epic tales of endurance 
and perseverance 

celebrating adventurers driven 
by curiosity, wanderlust and the 
pursuit of knowledge over two 
centuries of exploration supported 
by the Royal Geographical Society.

HIMALAYA by John Keay
Bloomsbury Circus, 
hbk, 432pp, £30
A groundbreaking 
exploration of one 
of Earth’s most 

extraordinary geophysical, historical, 
environmental and social regions, 
where empires collide, cultures 
clash and wilderness reigns.

THE SHIP BENEATH 
THE ICE
by Mensun Bound
Macmillan, hbk, 
416pp, £25
A blow-by-blow 

eyewitness account of the two 
expeditions that finally located and 
surveyed Sir Ernest Shackleton’s 
Endurance, thought to be lost 
forever to the Antarctic ice.

THE LAST DAYS OF THE 
OTTOMAN EMPIRE
by Ryan Gingeras
Allen Lane, hbk, 
368pp, £30
A vibrant depiction 

of the fall of the Ottoman Empire, 
published to coincide with the 
centenary of its dissolution, 
the exile of the last Sultan and 
the creation of modern Turkey.

THE WORLD: A FAMILY 
HISTORY by Simon 
Sebag Montefiore
Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 
hbk, 1,344pp, £35
The story of humanity 

from prehistory to the present told 
through individuals and families who 
left their mark, from conquerors, 
queens and prophets to artists, 
scientists, charlatans and gangsters.

PHARAOHS OF THE SUN
by Guy de la Bédoyère
Little, Brown, hbk, 
576pp, £20
How the power and 
riches of the Pharaohs 

of the 18th Dynasty impacted Egypt’s 
enemies and most of its people in 
an age of absolutism, exploitation, 
extravagance and oppression.

ON SAVAGE SHORES
by Caroline Dodds Pennock
Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 
hbk, 320pp, £22
Stories of abduction, loss, 
cultural appropriation 

and apocalypse eloquently subvert 
European accounts of the Indigenous 
American presence in and impact 
on early modern Europe.

THE ELEPHANTS OF 
THULA THULA
by Françoise 
Malby-Anthony
Macmillan, hbk, 
320pp, £18.99

The joys and challenges of a life 
dedicated to conservation as 
Zululand’s Thula Thula game reserve is 
threatened by the pandemic, invasion 
by poachers, and a mining company 
demanding access to the land.

You might also like…
PLANTA SAPIENS
by Paco Calvo
The Bridge Street Press, 
hbk, 304pp, £22
A bold new perspective 
on plant biology and 

cognitive science using the latest 
scientific findings to challenge us to 
understand how plants communicate 
and shape their environments.

THE CLIMATE BOOK
by Greta Thunberg
Allen Lane, hbk, 
464pp, £25
The indomitable 
young activist 

gathers the wisdom of geophysicists 
and meteorologists, engineers, 
economists, philosophers and 
indigenous leaders to show us the 
way out of the climate crisis. 

SIXTY HARVESTS LEFT
by Philip Lymbery
Bloomsbury, hbk, 
358pp, £25
The author of 
Farmageddon

delivers an impassioned, balanced 
and persuasive examination of why 
future harvests matter more than 
ever, and how we can restore our 
planet for a nature-friendly future.

SWAMP SONGS
by Tom Blass
Bloomsbury, hbk, 
336pp, £20
An exploration of 
human life on the 

fringes of civilisation in watery 
landscapes from North Carolina to 
Lapland, the Danube Delta and the Bay 
of Bengal, where existence is shaped 
by myths and hidden histories.
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Two of a kind
Gift books don’t come with a more profound 
message for our times than Simon Barnes’ 
The History of the World in 100 Plants and Beatrice 
Forshall’s The Book of Vanishing Species. Simon’s 
book is filled with superb nature illustrations and 
striking art from the likes of Hieronymous Bosch, 
Breughel, Van Gogh and Chinese and Japanese 
masters and a smattering of photographs; 
while Beatrice illuminates her text with intricate 
portraits of each endangered animal, plant or 
insect using an intaglio press – first drawing, 
then engraving, printing and colouring by hand. 
Do you love anyone, and our planet, enough to buy 
them both? In their own words…

Plants give us the air we breathe. They direct the rain that 
falls and moderate the climate. Plants give us shelter, beauty, 
comfort, meaning, buildings, boats, containers, musical 
instruments, medicines and religious symbols. We use 
flowers for love, we use flowers for death.

We use the fossils of plants to power our industries and 
our transport. Across history we have used plants to store 
knowledge, to kill, to drive illegal trades, to fuel wars, to change 
our state of consciousness, to indicate our status. The first gun 
was a plant; we got fire from plants; we have enslaved people 
for the sake of plants. We have changed the world by planting 
some species of plant and by destroying others. We have used 
plants to understand how life on earth operates.

We humans like to see ourselves as a species that has risen 
above nature, noble in reason, infinite in faculties, in action 
like angels. We have become as gods, doing what we will with 
the world. But we still couldn’t live for a day without plants. 

Our past is all about plants; our present 
is all tied up with plants; and without 
plants, there is no future.

Here are a hundred reasons why.

The History of the World in 100 Plants
by Simon Barnes
Simon & Schuster, hbk, 432pp, £30
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happening a thousand times faster than before humans existed. 
Death is a necessary part of every species’ cycle of life; extinction 
ends this cycle. We are destroying without knowing the value of 
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five places that changed my life

Hues of awe and wonder
KONYA, TURKEY 
Konya, a city on the edge of the vast Anatolian 
Plateau, was the home of the 13th-century 
mystical Sufi poet Rumi, also known as Mevlânâ, 
who inspired the whirling dervishes who danced 
to free their souls for union with the divine. 
In Konya, I discovered and devoured Rumi’s poetry.  

Let the beauty we love be what we do.
There are a hundred ways to kneel and kiss 
the ground.

“Rumi. Please. Sweep me into the sublime. 
Teach me how to kneel and kiss the ground. 
Show me the way of love,” I prayed as I walked 
through the conservative Muslim town, 
my pashmina shawl thrown over my shoulders, 
following Alim. In the courtyard of the 
Mevlânâ Museum, he commanded attention 
with his eloquent descriptions of Islamic art. 
He seduced me with his waterfall of words. 
Alim was my Rumi.

JAISALMER, RAJASTHAN, INDIA          
Once on the Silk Route of central Asia, 
Jaisalmer was a town that in 1977 still seemed 
lost to antiquity. The Rajasthani men, proud 
and fierce descendants of Rajput warriors, 
wore voluminous turbans and large gold hoops 
dangled from their ears. The women wore long 
skirts in bold copper brown, mustard gold and 
saffron red. Not a single rickshaw waited at 
the Jaisalmer train station in the early dawn. 
Wheelbarrows for luggage were propped 
against the wall and some scruffy camels 
stood nearby. With a few fellow passengers, 
I walked down a dusty road through a scattered 
settlement of twig huts where families huddled 
around small fires. Beyond their encampment, 
the walled town of Jaisalmer rose like a citadel 
from the barren earth. Everything was the 
colour of camels.            

THE KALI GANDAKI, NEPAL 
In 1978, I trekked solo in this deep gorge located 
between some of Earth’s highest peaks. I was 
entering the semi-arid region of the Kali Gandaki 

canyon, the historic trade route between India, 
Nepal, Tibet and China. The trail wound through 
a forest of gnarled stumps with big black crows 
cawing, bad omens in Nepali folklore. A crackling 
in the bush, no doubt monkeys, frightened me. 
Clouds covered the sun, bamboo trees rustled 
in the strong wind and a lone buffalo bellowed. 
The panorama was wild, awesome and 
terrifying. I shuddered with cold when the sun 
disappeared behind a cloud, feeling too small 
in too big a place – big mountains, big skies, 
and everywhere big rocks. Each step tested 
my commitment to keep going. 

LAC ABBE, DJIBOUTI
We drove the five-hour rugged desert track 
to Lac Abbe, a saline lake on the Ethiopian-
Djiboutian border. It was a severe apocalyptic 
place at the centre of the Afar Depression 
where three tectonic plates of Earth’s crust 
were slowly separating. The Afar, the semi-
nomadic people of the region, walked in a slow 
noble stroll over their hot inhospitable land. 
As we approached, the lake lost its shoreline 
into undefined boggy salt flats. Geothermal 
limestone chimneys up to 50 metres high 
spouted clouds of steam that disappeared 
into a bright blue sky. Encircled by Lac Abbe’s 
eerie pinnacles, I had arrived at the farthest 
corner of our startling Earth.

KARNAK, EGYPT
Karnak, a complex of temples situated in Upper 
Egypt and built over two millennia, is considered 
the largest ancient religious site in the world. 
Under a brilliant blue sky, I walked through 
the grandiose complex, awestruck with the 
colossal columns and scribbled historical notes 
in my journal – details of design, dynasties 
and pharaohs, but the descriptions from our 
scholarly Egyptian guide eluded me. It was the 
colour that held my attention. The sun rendered 
everything a burnt yellow, rising from a desert 
of the same hue. In Egyptian mythology, yellow 
represented the eternal and indestructible, the 
colour of the sun god Ra, and made manifest 
with gold. Karnak dazzled me.

Ella Harvey revisits inspiring realms across Asia and Africa

Ella Harvey’s 
diverse career and 
adventurous spirit 
have taken her 
to many remote 
regions of the 
world, living on 
five continents and 
working on four. 
A Time of Light
and Shadow is 
published by Rocky 
Mountain Books 
(pbk, 312pp, £17.99).
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Inspired? A 9-day holiday to Vancouver is available from £2,805 pp. incl. fl ights, transfers, 7 nights accommodation & 
selected touring. For more details, visit wexas.com/184001 or call 020 7838 5958.

Vancouver is a city that wears its love 
of the great outdoors proudly on 
its sleeve. And, there are few better 
places to connect with local nature 
than on Grouse Mountain, found 
just 15 minutes from downtown. Not 
only does it afford stunning views 
of the city’s glass-and-steel icons, 
but plenty of excitement whatever 
the season, from winter sports to 
epic chairlifts and wildlife refuges. 
For more fun at altitude, consider 
heading slightly further north to the 
Sea-to-Sky Gondola – a cable car 
that brings you deeper into British 
Columbia’s wilds for quiet forest 
trails with giant sound views.

Then, there’s just as much adventure 
on the water. A lunch cruise to 

Indian Arm can see you right among 
the mountain fjord scenery that 
best characterises BC’s majestic 
coastline. Or, jump on a Zodiac for 
some world-class whale watching, 
with a near-guaranteed chance of 
spotting everything from orcas 
and humpbacks to sea lions and 
seals. These high-speed boats can 
also take you out to nearby Bowen 
for a taste of Canadian island life, 
enjoying forest hikes, cove kayaking 
and dinners with views of its scenic 
sound setting.

However, for a true bucket-list 
experience, catch a ride on a 
seaplane. Inspired by the mail run 
routes of yesteryear, you can hop 
between islands to take in quaint 

Positioned at the meeting point of mountains, ocean and cultures, it’s no surprise that Vancouver is invariably 
voted among the most habitable of world cities. And, while introductions are often made among its lauded 

microbrewery scene, the cobbled streets of its 20th-century Gastown district or the mountain-and-forest views 
of its beach-dotted waterfront, there’s so much more to explore – especially in its surroundings. A week is 

barely enough to get started.

seaside villages, green-carpeted 
bays and, yes, Vancouver’s enviable 
setting from the air.

At the end of it all, you’ll want to 
reward yourself with the city’s famed 
food scene. Think mouth-watering 
Chinatown delicacies and the fi nest 
just-caught seafood, washed down 
with local craft beer. These culinary 
delights are perhaps best sampled 
at Granville Island’s market, where 
guided tasting tours can bring you 
between everything from regional 
cheeses to elk salami and red wine 
prosciutto. After all, Vancouver’s 
cuisine is the perfect summation 
of its artisanal sensibilities – ever-
multicultural, with one eye always on 
those gorgeous, local surroundings.

A WEEK IN
VANCOUVER

Vancouver_01.indd   111 23/10/2022   11:51
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advertorial

Home to vast wilderness stretches of old-growth 
forests, snowmelt lakes and imposing mountains, the 
Yukon is delightfully untroubled by modern civilisation, 
tucked away in the Canadian northwest. And, its 
northerly latitude and distinct lack of light pollution 
makes it ideal for those wanting to combine classic 
Canadian pursuits with that great natural phenomenon 
– the Northern Lights. Think days spent ice fi shing and 
dogsledding and nights in a timber lodge, looking out 
for the aurora.

With its airport gateway and enviable position as some 
of the only bright lights on the storied Alaska Highway, 
introductions are invariably made in Whitehorse – the 
Yukon’s capital and only city. Once a vital hitching post 
on the Klondike Gold Rush of the late 19th century, 
Whitehorse’s pioneering history lives on today in 
restored stern wheelers, excellent museums and the 
world’s only log-cabin cathedral. And, alongside its 
heritage buildings, there’s a burgeoning arts scene 
that refl ects both contemporary sensibilities and the 
region’s rich, First Nations culture.

However, you’ll also want to get out to explore yourself. 
A mere 30 minutes’ drive out of the city limits will see 
you into a world of boreal forests that stretch across 
rolling valleys as far as the eye can see – views only 
interrupted by soaring mountain peaks.

THE YUKONTHE YUKON
Winter in the wilderne� 

It’s the perfect setting to be as adventurous or as 
relaxed as you wish, with a choice between everything 
from hot-spring dips and ice-fi shing sessions to husky 
safaris and snowmobiling adventures. Then, each night, 
your eyes will turn skywards in search of the dancing 
greens and ethereal reds of the aurora borealis. With 
inky-dark nights and a prime latitude, Yukon is ideal for 
watching this world-famous natural light show.

It’s all made possible with a stay in a classic Canadian 
timber lodge. The Northern Lights Resort & Spa is 
a prime example for its log cabins, Nordic-inspired 
saunas and its hearty dining. Think fi ne Canadian 
salmon, served by the cosy fi replace, before you retire 
for a drink around the bonfi re – luck permitting, under 
the aurora’s celestial display.

A 10-day tailor-made Yukon Northern Lights Break is available from £3,115 pp incl. fl ights, accommodation, 
selected transfers & activities. For a full itinerary visit wexas.com/152833 or call 020 7838 5958.
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editorial

Oh, the places you could go
Well, who would have thought this year would be as
odd, and as challenging, as the two before it? It’s just as 
well there are places where you can still either get away 
from it all or find adventures that are exhilarating. 
So much of the world awaits, with escapes that help us 
revive, reflect, to remember how much richness there is 
to be found in both likely and unlikely places. 

Simon Urwin, one of our regular writers, often opts 
for the unlikely places, heading off to Pakistan for 
Christmas, albeit not for this issue. It’s easier to 
list where he hasn’t been. He stays relatively close 
to home in these pages, with a glorious picture 
from Georgia, another of Budapest’s most admired 
pieces of architecture. In a longer piece, he takes us 
to Valencia, where there’s much unfurling of fans 
and not a little feasting.

Guy Everton, a former staff writer on Traveller, is 
another compulsive get up and go immediately to less 
explored places kind of wanderer, but this time he’s in 
popular Vietnam, although on a rather surreal island 
despite being as beautiful as almost all Vietnamese 
islands. The difference here is dogs, a rare species of 
Ridgeback, with a legendary story behind them.

Our distinguished lead guest in this issue is Barnaby 
Rogerson, who talks about an experience he had 
while researching his latest book, On Travel and the 
Journey Through Life:

“During Covid I looked at… old albums and felt almost 
travel sick with the dizzy amount of travelling I have 
achieved over the last fifty years, most especially across 
North Africa, the Sahara and the Levant.”

The book is to commemorate the 40th anniversary 
of Eland Books, who specialise in the erudite and 
exemplary, who have revived old classics that would 
have been lost to time without Eland. Traveller has 
been a fan of their work for years, not least as they 
are often willing to take the road less travelled. 

This is something that Bradt has also done, starting 
off as one of the very few guidebook publishers that 
would release books on remote and little covered 
places at the time. Their guidebooks have always 
been reliable as well as eminently readable, but they 
have added fiction and other imagenative titles.

Two of their books feature in this issue – a warming 
story from a sunny sojourn by a Greek seaside 
from Jennifer Barclay, a joy to read. The other is the 
focus of our Art of Travel feature, a Safari Colouring 
Book by Jonathan and Angela Scott. Jonathan and 
Angela were the inspiration behind our Wildlife 
Watch series, stressing the importance of saving 
species and environment in decline, their colouring 
book hopes to bring their message to children in 
an enjoyable way. Oh, and their drawings are as 
wonderful as their photography.

A most poetic piece on exploring Skagen in Denmark 
is quietly mesmerising, a place of solitude where you 
can only focus on the here and now. There are other 
places in this issue where you can also get away from it 
all, back to the theme of less travelled roads, including 
Mexico’s coastal route, a trek in Bolivia, and a spell 
on Fernando de Noronha, Brazil’s equivalent of the 
Galapagos, hard to get to, but ridiculously beautiful.

The Australian Outback is as stunning, but not the 
easiest of expeditions. The best way to observe 
it seems to be from the Ghan, a train that allows 
passengers to indulge in optional excursions into 
hard to reach attractions. Private compartments and 
delicious food making it one of the best train journeys 
in the world, but our piece on crossing the Atlantic 
on the only liner that does – the Queen Mary 2 – is 
something else. The levels of decadence on board 
were well and truly indulged in by Nick Maes and his 
husband, David, as were some divine meals.

We have some of those as well in our very special 
Feast feature, although this is a divinity of family, 
a homage to Parsi heritage and home cooking by 
Farokh Talati. He is currently Head Chef at St John 
Food & Wine, obviously an entirely different cuisine, 
but he felt compelled to collect recipes from his 
family culture before they were lost.

There are so many options in this little issue and 
out there in the big world that offer escapism, 
some adventurous, some decadent. Firmly in 
the latter category are three exceptional Italian 
hotels – pick from Puglia, the Tuscan coast or 
Sardinia. They all have their distinctive charms 
and are guaranteed to soothe away any stresses. 
Which is something to be welcomed right now.

Amy Sohanpaul 
draws inspiration 
from afar

3vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022 traveller

While encompassing everything from beach-dotted islands to wild, mountainous interiors, eastern Canada’s Atlantic 
provinces share a rich heritage, often best experienced in their unique accommodations. For just a taste, you’ll find four 

highlights on this page, from historic countryside inns to cosy coastal retreats.

Unique  Hotels of Atlantic Canada

A 14-day Unique Properties of Atlantic Canada self-drive starts 
from £2,555 pp incl. flights, accommodation & tours. For more 
information, visit wexas.com/136871 or call 020 7838 5958.

Neddies Harbour Inn, Newfoundland and Labrador
Poised on a secluded bay among Newfoundland and Labrador’s 
Gros Morne National Park, Neddies Harbour Inn is a slice of quiet 
respite, backdropped by deep-cut waterways and great, flat-
topped mountains. And, when you’ve returned from hiking and 
kayaking trips, you’ll be treated to fine, local dining, cosy rooms 
and spa facilities, ranging from a sauna and hot tub to a full menu 
of treatments. It all comes wrapped in pastel-coloured clapboard 
charm, complete with a fantastic bay-view deck.

Queen Anne Inn, Nova Scotia
Where the other accommodations on this page oer something of 
the understated, Nova Scotia’s Queen Anne Inn is a grand, Victorian 
mansion dating to 1865. Wrapped in manicured gardens, elegant 
rooms feature the likes of chaise lounges, breakfasts come in three 
courses and the quaint waterfront town of Annapolis Royal is just 
a stone’s throw away. Here, you’ll find historic gardens and the 
18th-century Fort Anne, with the serene Kejimkujik National Park and 
National Historic Site also within striking distance.

Quartermain House, New Brunswick
A history of hospitality awaits you at a local landmark once home 
to John B. McNair – the 23rd premier of New Brunswick. This 
Gothic-revival home continues to welcome guests in the finest of 
19th-century fashion, with heritage furnishings, charming gardens 
and wonderful river views from the front porch. The well-stocked 
library is a further favourite for its cosy fire. You’ll find this gem in 
Fredericton, where waterway walks, farmer’s markets and artisan 
crafts vie for your attention.

The Great George, Charlottetown, Prince Edward Island
Although the provincial capital of Prince Edward Island, 
Charlottetown swaps big-city extravagance for small-town charm, 
evident across its mock-Gothic spires and evocative Victorian 
homes. And, prime among them is the Great George – a unique 
hotel that spans no fewer than 17 historic buildings, dating to the 
city’s mid-19th-century heyday. It’s the opportunity to stay in one 
of the province’s largest private heritage development projects – 
something toasted each weeknight at its guest receptions.
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noticeboard

LATEST NEWS FROM OUR HONORARY PRESIDENTS

“In order to meet a tight publication date I started on the book of my latest journey 
almost as soon as I returned from Iraq,” says Sir Michael Palin. “This meant no long 
recovery to get the sands of Iraq out of my hair but it also meant that I could start 
while the memories were fresh. For me the real insights of travel are in the details 
– faces glimpsed, sounds caught on the wind, tastes of dishes you’ve never eaten 
before, words exchanged over a mug of sweet tea, the shocks and surprises round 
every corner. My diaries and tape recordings helped me experience again the day-by-
day details of our thousand-mile journey from Turkey through Iraq. But above all else, 
Into Iraq is a story. A story of the most amazing adventure.”

Into Iraq by Michael Palin
Hutchinson Heinemann, hbk, 176pp, £16.99
A journal of the adventurer’s travels the length of the Tigris, charting the 
course of one of the world’s great rivers, its proud history and precarious 
future as a scarce and contested resource. Accompanying the Channel 5 series, 
now available on catch-up.

Colonel John Blashford-Snell recounts 
epic adventures from over sixty years 
of intrepid expeditions forging a path 
through deserts, mountains and 
jungles, breaking barriers and setting 
records. Featuring cameos from a 
wealth of celebrities and royalty – 
from Sean Connery to Emperor Haile 
Selassie – jbs’s adventures are both 

hair-raising and heart-warming as he dodges gunfire from 
bandits on the Ethiopian Blue Nile, leads the first ever vehicle 
crossing of treacherous Darien Gap in Panama and Colombia, 
searches for the elusive ‘king elephant’ in Nepal, and even 
delivers a grand piano to a remote tribe in Guyana. Filled with 
humanity, beauty and peril, this is an extraordinary account 
of an action-packed life.

From Utmost East to Utmost West by John Blashford-Snell
Bradt, pbk, 560pp, £14.99

STILL GOING STRONG
“Life is too short to waste time on 
second-class ambitions. Go for the 
big ones.”

Now in his late seventies, Sir Ranulph 
Fiennes looks back on a lifetime of 
exploration, and draws inspiring 
lessons we can all use when faced 
by the tribulations of everyday life. 

Having crossed both Polar ice caps on foot, climbed Everest and 
the Eiger and circumnavigated the world along its polar axis – 
a 53,000 mile odyssey that has never been repeated – Ran looks 
back from the summit of an incredible life and teaches us how 
to learn self-discipline, master fear, plan for success, make our 
own luck, learn from failure, strive to succeed – and keep 
going,whatever life throws at you.

Climb Your Mountain by Ranulph Fiennes
Quercus, hbk, 256pp, £20

NO REST 
FOR THE WELL 
TRAVELLED

9vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022 traveller
An 8-day tailor-made Winter in Alberta holiday starts from £1,815 pp incl. flights 

For more information, call a Wexas specialist on 020 7838 5958 or visit wexas.com/104050

You might know Alberta for its world-class skiing, but there’s so much more to 
this Canadian province’s winter wonderland. Between nights spent in classic 

timber lodges, strike out to explore a mountain wilderness of frozen waterfalls 
and snow-carpeted forests, animated by unique wildlife. 

EXPERIENCE WINTER IN

Alberta
Winter in Banff
The log-cabin idyll of Banff’s eponymous mountain 
town is ideally poised for adventures in what is 
Canada’s first national park. You might want to 
focus on its wildlife, searching for everything from 
bighorn sheep to elk and deer among evergreen 
forests, hoodoo rock formations and frozen lakes. 
Otherwise, for the more active, strap on showshoes 
to trek out to Paint Pots mineral pools for an insight 
into the region’s fur trade history. Or, an icewalk 
tour along steel walkways built into the walls 
of Johnston Canyon will see you among frozen 
waterfalls, caves and ice walls.

Winter in Jasper
The journey along the Icefields Parkway from 
Banff to Jasper is one of North America’s most 
scenic, showcasing snow-covered mountains, icy 
waterfalls and broad valleys – glacier country. 
While Jasper town retains all of the understated 
charm of its railway heritage and alpine-village 
appeal, you’ll also want to explore what is the 

largest national park in the Canadian Rockies. 
Take in the great frozen cascades of Maligne 
Canyon’s 50m gorge on an icewalk. Head to 
Athabasca Valley to spot the likes of elk, wolves 
and coyote among mountain-backed, old-
growth forests. Or, Jasper Dark Sky Planetarium 
and Telescope makes the most of the dark sky 
preserve with stunning views of the Milky Way 
and, luck permitting, the Northern Lights.

Winter in Lake Louise
Returning along the iconic Icefields Parkway, 
you’ll arrive at Lake Louise – a natural wonder fed 
by ancient glaciers and ringed by an amphitheatre 
of high peaks. Explore on snowshoe trails, cable-
car rides or ice-skating outings on the lake itself. 
And, although it features some of the region’s 
most varied skiing, it’s perhaps the sleigh rides 
that offer the most in festive fun. At the end of it 
all, bed down in the landmark Fairmont Chateau. 
Its historic towers and grand facilities are set right 
on the lake itself.

Alberta winter_01.indd   111 23/10/2022   12:06
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Located at the confluence of the Mtkvari and Aragvi rivers some 
15 miles from the present-day capital Tbilisi, the Unesco-listed city 
of Mtskheta is considered the religious heartland of the Orthodox 
Christian nation of Georgia. 

Inhabited for more than a thousand years, it was once the capital of the 
East Georgian kingdom known as Kartli, and the sacred site where, in 
the year 337 ad, Christianity was first proclaimed the country’s official 
religion. The headquarters of the Georgian Orthodox and Apostolic 
Church ever since, the city’s centrepiece is the 11th-century Svetitskhoveli 
Cathedral, an outstanding example of religious architecture and 
undoubtedly one of most beautiful buildings in the Caucasus. 
Constructed in the form of a grand, elongated cross, Svetitskhoveli is 
also one of the region’s most hallowed locations. Here, amidst the fading 
frescoes and glittering icons, hushed prayers drift through the ether 
as worshippers slowly circle around a pillar in the central nave that is 
believed to be the resting place of Christ’s mantle.

According to one of the many versions of the legend that surround it, 
after Christ’s crucifixion in Jerusalem, a Georgian Jew from Mtskheta 
named Elioz purchased Jesus’s robe from a Roman soldier and returned to 
his native city with the garment. When his sister Sidonia laid her hands 
upon it, she immediately died in a paroxysm of fervent faith. The robe 
could not be removed from her rigor mortis clench and so was buried with 
her, its exact location lost to the passing of time until King Mirian founded 
the first church on the site several centuries later. 

During its construction, an enormous cedarwood column designed to 
stand in the church’s centre could not be lifted from the ground, but after 
an all-night prayer vigil led by St. Nino, it miraculously moved of its own 
accord, settling on a spot that revealed the location of the robe’s burial. 
The column subsequently produced many wondrous marvels including 
oozing a divine liquid that cured people of their diseases and so giving 
rise to the church’s name: in the Georgian language sveti means ‘pillar’ 
and tskhoveli means ‘life-giving’.

The Second 
Jerusalem words & picture

Simon Urwin

dream on / georgia
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One of the first quotes in the book that 
stopped me in my tracks is from Mark 
Twain: “Travel is fatal to prejudice, 
bigotry, and narrow-mindedness, 
and many of our people need it sorely 
on these accounts. Broad, wholesome, 
charitable views of men and things 
cannot be acquired by vegetating in 
one little corner of the earth all one’s 
lifetime.” Is travel more important 
than ever in today’s world?

I have just come up to our attic office 
from Exmouth Market, having had 
a mid-morning coffee with an 
enthusiastic young Eland reader from 
Pakistan who was passing through 
London. He spoke so quickly, and 
was so charged with enthusiasm 
for extending the readership 
within his homeland, that I briefly 
became quite optimistic about our 
global future. He has just finished a 
university degree in the Midwest of 
the usa, and was so funny about the 
differences between the passionate 

guest / barnaby rogerson

Passionately 
curious

mark reynolds catches up with publisher, writer and islamic expert
barnaby rogerson as he marks eland’s 40th anniversary with publication of 

on travel and the journey through life.

Eland E-letters edited by Stephanie 
Allen. For it has always been our 
policy to try and include other voices, 
not just our own authors, and other 
things (writing retreats, pilgrimage 
walks, esteemed bookshops, maps and 
book festivals) aside from trying to 
sell classic travel books. But as so often 
happens, there was a lot more work 
that needed to be done. 

Earlier this year we re-launched 
Veronica Doubleday’s Three Women 
of Herat with a concert of Afghan 
music, which felt like the first half 
of a celebration. This summer we 
pitched my old army tent amongst 
the vegetable beds in our cottage in 
Hampshire and invited forty old friends 
to sit along a homemade trestle table 
for a long, lazy all-day lunch. Many of 
them were writers who have helped 
Eland over the years, but we trimmed 
the guest list by keeping it to Wessex. 
So we are now done with celebrations, 
and back to business as normal.

Mark: How did On Travel come 
about? And how else are you 
planning to celebrate Eland’s 
landmark anniversary?

Barnaby: Our first plan was to 
celebrate this anniversary with 
a neat return to our origins. 
John Hatt, the founder of Eland, 
had volunteered to come out of 
retirement and edit the very best of 
Norman Lewis’s travel journalism. 
We fully expect this book will 
emerge next year, but John has been 
stricken by a dose of long Covid and 
we agreed not to hurry him. So one of 
my long-term ambitions to produce 
a book like this – a collection of travel 
wisdom – suddenly found itself at 
the top of the in-tray and with a 
deadline attached. 

It helped that I had already prepared 
a thick folder of my favourite travel 
quotations, partly for the fun of it, 
partly to ornament our monthly 
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has always been done by trusted 
freelancers working from home, 
so that continued virtually unchanged. 
So Eland office life boiled down to a 
husband-and-wife team who could 
walk to work, especially if equipped 
with our dog (always allowed her daily 
walk) or a plastic bag for shopping in 
the Co-op on the corner. 

So we got a lot done. Including the 
three great early classics of travel 
writing – Mary Wortley Montagu, 
Lucie Duff-Gordon and Alexander 
Kinglake – which I had always 
wanted to add to the Eland list, but 
they kept being shunted off in favour 
of something more immediate 
and commercial. We are often 
selling the Eland list as a complete 
library, and these three works 
really needed to be on board. 

I keep up the old tradition of pasting 
the best photographs into albums, 
complete with captions and dates. 

language, lancing pomposity and 
received wisdom, and allowing you 
to catch a glimpse of another way of 
looking at things. If I had to choose 
living writers from our own times, 
Paul Theroux and Jonathan Raban 
would top any list. But when it came 
down to the night of our book launch 
I chose Homer: “Is he not sacred, 
even to the gods, the wandering 
man who comes in weariness?”

How did the Covid pandemic 
and lockdown impact on Eland’s 
publishing programme and 
your personal travel plans?

At the height of the two lockdown 
periods, the big publisher and 
newspaper offices were all empty, 
the bookshops were closed, but we 
kept on trading, responding to isolated 
customers, often old and alone, 
who wanted the companionship 
of our books. We are lucky that at 
least two-thirds of our office work 

liberalism of his university and 
the surrounding sea of apathy that 
appeared to be proud of its ignorance 
about the rest of the planet. Mark 
Twain’s quote remains very relevant. 

What are your own favourite words 
of wisdom about travel, and why?

I am locked into a love-hate relationship 
with St Augustine, on one hand so 
humane and wise, yet on the other 
such a thug – using all his intellectual 
skills as an attack-dog on behalf of 
the Catholic Church. I also realise 
that although we have almost 
deified St Oscar, if he was alive today, 
his passion for rent boys from the 
stables would mean that he would 
probably be either behind bars as 
a sex pest or endlessly harassed by 
tabloid journalism. Mark Twain 
might also be under investigation...

Yet these three men always seem 
to get it so right when it comes to 
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newspaper offices were all empty, 
the bookshops were closed, but we 
kept on trading, responding to isolated 
customers, often old and alone, 
who wanted the companionship 
of our books. We are lucky that at 
least two-thirds of our office work 

liberalism of his university and 
the surrounding sea of apathy that 
appeared to be proud of its ignorance 
about the rest of the planet. Mark 
Twain’s quote remains very relevant. 

What are your own favourite words 
of wisdom about travel, and why?

I am locked into a love-hate relationship 
with St Augustine, on one hand so 
humane and wise, yet on the other 
such a thug – using all his intellectual 
skills as an attack-dog on behalf of 
the Catholic Church. I also realise 
that although we have almost 
deified St Oscar, if he was alive today, 
his passion for rent boys from the 
stables would mean that he would 
probably be either behind bars as 
a sex pest or endlessly harassed by 
tabloid journalism. Mark Twain 
might also be under investigation...

Yet these three men always seem 
to get it so right when it comes to 



My ambitions have always been 
to keep Eland exactly as John 
established it, but to slowly grow 
it so that we become the natural 
companion of any traveller. Pat your 
pockets to check: passport, wallet, 
tickets, Eland paperback.  

Chief landmarks? Dervla Murphy, 
Nigel Barley, Jonathan Raban, 
Nicolas Bouvier, Ronald Wright, 
Jan Morris, Mark Shand. They have 

guest / barnaby rogerson

successor at Eland. He had almost 
worked himself to death as a magazine 
travel editor, running Eland and setting 
up Cheapflights, but made a fortune 
as a web entrepreneur. We had some 
friends in common who looked at the 
suggested deal, and all agreed it was 
a very fair price, albeit calculated in a 
very odd way. It became a throwaway 
price when one of the last books that 
he selected to join the list became a 
runaway bestseller the next year.  

During Covid I looked at these old 
albums and felt almost travel sick 
with the dizzy amount of travelling I 
have achieved over the last fifty years, 
most especially across North Africa, 
the Sahara and the Levant.  

The international medical frontiers 
were always sporadic and unpredict-
able during Covid, but by ignoring all 
well-meaning advice and cracking 
into the online paperwork that was 
required, I managed to complete two 
more Roman road journeys across 
western Turkey with Don McCullin, 
taking advantage of periodic lulls in the 
lockdowns. Apart from the complete 
lack of any other tourists, there were 
some unexpected side effects. I was 
bitten by a dog, which led to a series 
of anti-rabies jabs, and Don was stung 
by a scorpion, which turned out to be 
merely VERY painful and not lethal. 
But all this work has now been hand-
developed by Don in his studio and 
will be published by Cornucopia next 
year as Don McCullin in Anatolia, 
a companion to Southern Frontiers, 
which surveyed the classical ruins 
of North Africa.  

You’ve been running Eland since 
2000. How did the acquisition come 
about? What were your ambitions 
for the list at that time, and what 
landmarks are you most proud 
of along the way?

I wrote a fan letter to John Hatt in 
green ink when I was a student at 
St Andrews.  I became even more of 
a long-term supporter of Eland when 
I wrote and researched guidebooks 
to Morocco, Tunisia, Cyprus and 
Istanbul as a young man. Then I set 
up Sickle Moon Books to reprint the 
North African books I had tried to 
encourage John to reprint but which 
he had declined. Nevertheless I 
wrote him a second letter, warning 
him what I was about to do. By some 
happy coincidence, this letter arrived 
when he was looking around for a 
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also been our dividends, talking, 
drinking and working with such 
exceptional individuals.   

You say you became a writer of travel 
guides after a chance encounter in 
the Outer Hebrides. What’s the story?

The mother of a friend from university 
had written a guidebook to Scotland, 
and when I looked interested over 
breakfast one morning she asked me 
to have a quick glance at the proofs, 
especially the history section. I was 
staying with them in the Outer 
Hebrides, so there was plenty of 
time to read and chat. Months later, 
I got a totally unexpected reward, 
as the publishing company she 
wrote for were looking for someone 
to write about Morocco, and she 
remembered my enthusiasm.  

You studied Medieval History at 
St Andrews. Did that spark your 
interest in the Islamic world, or had 
that fascination already taken hold?

I spent three years in Gibraltar when 
the frontier with Spain was sealed, 
so I explored Morocco as a teenager, 
both on family camping expeditions 
and on day trips to Tangiers. It was 
impossible not to notice how ignorant 
everyone was about Islam, if not 
actively hostile, which kick-started 
my own reading. I am afraid the 
principal topics within Medieval 
History, as then taught, were almost 
exclusively concerned with Western 
Christianity, basically secular 
Imperialists versus the Papacy.  

What can readers expect from your 
next book, A House Divided?

My best stories have always been told 
beside a camp fire flickering light onto 
the darkness of the sand dunes or on 
endlessly long coach journeys, where 
there have been no other distractions. 
I love the shift from the very intimate 
and precise, such as the last day of 

the life of the Prophet Muhammad 
(each hour loaded with critical 
importance for future generations) 
to the broad picture, when you hover 
high above the mountains and sketch 
out a few centuries of inhuman history, 
before descending to observe another 
critically intimate moment in the 
narrative: the death of Hassan, or the 
letters sent to the scholars of Jebel 
Ammar inviting them to bring their 
learning to Safavid Iran. 

Where in the world have you travelled 
that has since irrevocably changed?

I am not a fan of four-lane motorways 
which all over the world have drained 
small communities of their animation 
by directing trade into near-identical 
shopping malls filled with canned 
air and bored staff, all surrounded by 
hundreds of acres of bleak tarmac. 
This Mordor grows inexorably 
everywhere. Irrevocably?   

What is the most ambitious journey 
you are yet to make?

We hope to charter an old fishing boat 
to take us to three remote islands in 
the Outer Hebrides that we have been 
looking at for over twenty-five years 
as we walk the hills and swim off the 
beaches. But I am content to leave many 
continents blank, and just fill in the 
gaps in my personal jigsaw: especially 
eastern Turkey and western Iran.  

What’s next for Eland?

We have been talking to the literary 
heirs of Peter Fleming and Peter Mayne 
for many a year but have finally signed 
a pair of contracts. One that is well 
underway is to take extracts from all of 
Dervla Murphy’s twenty-five books to 
make a single narrative of her lifelong 
journey, in her own words. She was 
always a prescient and a precise 
observer, and in the last year of her life 
was interested in this project, boiling 
down the stock to extract the essence.  

barnaby rogerson / guest

Parallel to foreign travel we have a 
passion for deep travel, especially if the 
animated chatter of the educated is 
briefly silent and the forgotten people, 
the working class of the British Isles, 
are allowed to speak. We have slowly 
built up a dozen such books, and we 
want to find more. But they are rare, 
as Pliny explains: “The fortunate man is 
he to whom the gods have granted the 
power to write what is worth recording, 
or to write what is worth reading, 
and most fortunate of all is the man 
who can do both.”

Aside from publishing and writing 
books, you work as a lecturer, a tour 
guide, a tv presenter, journalist and 
reviewer. How do you find the time? 
And what are you up to next?

I vote but I do not watch television, 
I read widely but no newspapers, 
I respect the passion that others 
have for team sports and ball 
games (or for fishing, shooting 
and hunting) but they do not 
animate me in the slightest. 
This all helps me find the time to 
do things that really interest me. 

Is there a single thread that 
weaves together all your writings, 
activities and curiosities?

To follow in the footsteps of Albert 
Einstein might sound pretentious, 
except for his proscription, “I have no 
special talents. I am only passionately 
curious.” Further qualified by 
Apollinaire: “I love men, not for what 
unites them, but for what divides them, 
and I want to know most of all what 
gnaws at their hearts.” 
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more Roman road journeys across 
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taking advantage of periodic lulls in the 
lockdowns. Apart from the complete 
lack of any other tourists, there were 
some unexpected side effects. I was 
bitten by a dog, which led to a series 
of anti-rabies jabs, and Don was stung 
by a scorpion, which turned out to be 
merely VERY painful and not lethal. 
But all this work has now been hand-
developed by Don in his studio and 
will be published by Cornucopia next 
year as Don McCullin in Anatolia, 
a companion to Southern Frontiers, 
which surveyed the classical ruins 
of North Africa.  

You’ve been running Eland since 
2000. How did the acquisition come 
about? What were your ambitions 
for the list at that time, and what 
landmarks are you most proud 
of along the way?

I wrote a fan letter to John Hatt in 
green ink when I was a student at 
St Andrews.  I became even more of 
a long-term supporter of Eland when 
I wrote and researched guidebooks 
to Morocco, Tunisia, Cyprus and 
Istanbul as a young man. Then I set 
up Sickle Moon Books to reprint the 
North African books I had tried to 
encourage John to reprint but which 
he had declined. Nevertheless I 
wrote him a second letter, warning 
him what I was about to do. By some 
happy coincidence, this letter arrived 
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the Outer Hebrides. What’s the story?

The mother of a friend from university 
had written a guidebook to Scotland, 
and when I looked interested over 
breakfast one morning she asked me 
to have a quick glance at the proofs, 
especially the history section. I was 
staying with them in the Outer 
Hebrides, so there was plenty of 
time to read and chat. Months later, 
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as the publishing company she 
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interest in the Islamic world, or had 
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I spent three years in Gibraltar when 
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principal topics within Medieval 
History, as then taught, were almost 
exclusively concerned with Western 
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continents blank, and just fill in the 
gaps in my personal jigsaw: especially 
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a pair of contracts. One that is well 
underway is to take extracts from all of 
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who can do both.”
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reviewer. How do you find the time? 
And what are you up to next?
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I respect the passion that others 
have for team sports and ball 
games (or for fishing, shooting 
and hunting) but they do not 
animate me in the slightest. 
This all helps me find the time to 
do things that really interest me. 

Is there a single thread that 
weaves together all your writings, 
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except for his proscription, “I have no 
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“To say ‘I don’t trust you’, you place
the edge of the fan to your lips,” says 
Vicente Benlloch, who demonstrates 
by pointing a fan theatrically to his 
mouth. “To say ‘I love you’, the fan 
goes direct to the heart,” he adds, 
plunging it towards his chest as if it 
were a dagger. “This is the historic 
language of foldable fans that was 
once used in the Spanish royal courts. 
It’s how the women talked to the 
men. ‘Yes’, ‘no’, ‘I’m jealous’, ‘kiss me’ 
– they could all be said with the fan.”

Benlloch then picks up a paintbrush 
and returns to a semicircle of 
pleated silk on his workshop table to 
decorate it with an intricate garland 
of roses – a skill he learned from his 
grandfather, who established the 
family’s fan-decorating business 
in 1910. “The fan is often associated 
with the flamenco, but it is not just 
for dancing; they are used by lots 
of Spanish people because they are 
easy to carry and are perfect for the 
hot climate,” he explains. “People 
assume they are from Andalusia, 
but they have a long history of being 
made here in Valencia. It is the 
capital of foldable fans. And we have 
the Silk Road to thank for that.”     

The folding silk fan is thought to have 
been introduced to Spain in the mid-
15th century by trading ships from 
Japan. It grew in popularity, first 
amongst royalty and nobility before 
spreading to the wider population. 
Valencia’s position as a key trading 
hub along the Silk Road gave it ready 
access to the requisite raw materials 
and so over time it grew to become 
the leading centre of fan manufacture 
on the Iberian Peninsula.

The city’s Silk Exchange, La Lonja, 
constructed between 1482 and 
1533, stands as testament to this 
time – when the port city was 
booming, including the trade in 
woven silk and cocoons, and its 
arts and crafts were flourishing. 
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Previous spread:
Valencia skyline from 
the top of the 14th 
century Serranos 
Towers.

Clockwise from 
top left: Sign 
advertising Agua de 
Valencia – a cocktail 
made from cava, 
orange juice, vodka 
and gin; Interior, 
Central Market of 
Valencia; Paella, 
L’Establiment.

Now a Unesco World Heritage Site, 
the edifice’s most spectacular room 
is the Salón Columnario, a temple 
to commerce with twisted stone 
columns – carved so as to resemble 
silk thread – that soar fifty feet 
high to a vaulted ceiling once 
painted blue and dotted with stars 
to represent heaven on earth.  

The Silk Exchange is just one of many 
striking buildings in Valencia; its 
skyline boasts an eclectic mix of 
Gothic, Baroque, Modernista and 
Renaissance architecture that can 
be found right across the city from 
the characterful old quarter to the 
long stretch of golden beach. The 
most atmospheric is undoubtedly 
the art nouveau Central Market, a 
cathedral-like space of iron columns, 
painted ceramics and stained glass 
that dates back to 1928. The largest 
market with fresh produce in Europe, 
there are more than 1,200 stalls here, 
each bursting with the flavours 

and aromas of the Mediterranean 
– from spices, cheeses and seafood, 
to fruits, nuts and vegetables, many 
of which are produced in Valencia’s 
vast market gardens, including 
the famously plump and aromatic 
Perelló tomatoes which are grown in 
sandy soil close to the sea, resulting 
in a uniquely intense flavour. 

To sample the region’s extraordinary 
variety and quality of fresh produce, 
there is a small restaurant inside the 
market run by Michelin-starred chef 
Ricard Camarena: the Central Bar. 
I take a counter seat to order one of 
his famously indulgent sandwiches 
– settling for the Canalla, made with 
spicy morcilla sausage, scrambled 
egg and pickled pepper – and sit 
back with a glass of local red Safrá 
wine to watch the ebb and flow of 
daily life, which appears to involve 
as much talking as it does buying 
and selling. “I think it’s why there 
is a parrot symbol on the roof of 

the market,” says Valencia native 
Paloma Ceballos who sits next to me. 
“People love to talk and they chatter 
like parrots do in the trees. When you 
bump into someone, you don’t know 
when you might see them again so 
you make time to catch up, have a 
coffee, a snack or a glass of horchata 
(a traditional Valencian milk drink 
made from tiger nuts). It is all 
part of the Valencian good life.”

That ‘good life’ also includes benign 
weather, a vibrant arts scene and 
swathes of green space, of which 
the five-mile-long Turia Gardens 
best reflects the city’s spirit for 
innovation – created by diverting 
the flood-prone River Turia to the 
outskirts and transforming the 
riverbed into one of the largest urban 
parks in the country. Food remains 
a major highlight though, with 
first-class restaurants and year-
round gastronomic events; locals 
even enjoy an additional mealtime 
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time over the burning embers of 
orange tree wood. “The rosemary 
and the wood fire give you smoky 
and herbal touches – and pim, pam, 
poom! There you have it,” she says, 
finally delivering the pan to the table.
The paella is delicious: rich and meaty, 
with an earthy note from the beans 
and the snails, and a sweet, floral 
finish from the saffron. The highlight 
is the soccarat – a word derived 
from the verb socarrar meaning 
‘to burn’ – the moreish, crunchy 
crust at the bottom of the pan made 
up of caramelised and toasted rice. 
“Paella is more than a just a meal 
though,” says Giner, refilling my 
glass with a red Bobal, her personal 
recommendation for the best wine 
to accompany it. “The circular pan 
encourages sharing – like barbecue 
does. It takes a while to cook too, so 
it slows down time; you drink, you 
talk, you spend quality time with 
family and friends. In Valencia, 
paella signifies togetherness.”

– the almuerzo valenciano – 
traditionally eaten between 
breakfast and lunch at around 10am, 
and often accompanied with wine 
or beer. Of all the city’s culinary 
traditions though, its most renowned 
is paella valenciana – the pan-cooked 
concoction of rabbit, poultry, snails, 
beans and rice that is considered by 
many to be the national dish of Spain. 

Historically, rice has been grown 
in the region since the Moors 
introduced the crop over 1,500 years 
ago. Rice farmers would prepare 
their lunch in paddies over an open 
wood fire, combining grains with 
whatever ingredients they could 
find, and so giving birth to the paella. 
The dish was refined over time, and 
eventually took its name from the 
broad, shallow pan – the paellera 
– that was used to ensure the rice 
cooked evenly over a fierce heat.

Today, rice-growing in the province 
of Valencia is concentrated just 
12 miles from the city centre in La 
Albufera, Spanish for ‘lagoon’, one 
of the largest wetland areas in the 
country and home to more than 350 
species of birds. Locals also flock here, 
to the village of El Palmar, for some of 
the region’s best and most traditional 
paella, notably at L’Establiment, a 
restaurant built by the Giner Doñate 
family on the foundations of a two-
hundred-year-old farm building, 
where the hulls and brans were once 
removed from paddy grains by hand 
to produce polished white paella rice.

“The secret to good paella valenciana 
is fresh ingredients and not to 
mess with the traditional recipe 
of rabbit, chicken and snails,” says 
head chef Silvia Giner as she pours 
a glug of emerald-coloured olive oil 
into a paella pan in the restaurant 
kitchen. “You should never use 
onion or garlic, for example. That’s 
sacrilege, like serving pizza with 
pineapple. It should never end up the 

colour of sunshine either. That shows 
it’s full of artificial ingredients.”

After browning the rabbit and 
chicken, Giner – who was taught 
how to cook by her mother and has 
been making paella for over 40 years 
– adds the remaining ingredients, 
including tomatoes, saffron and butter 
beans, before filling the paellera to 
the brim with water. “It needs two 
or three reductions which takes 
around one and half hours, but good 
things come to those that wait,” 
she says. Rice is added thereafter 
and cooked for a further 15 to 20 
minutes. Giner swears by the Bahia 
and Senia varieties: “they have a lot 
of starch which gives the liquid broth 
real substance. But one important 
thing: never stir the rice. This is 
paella we’re making, not risotto.” 
She then transfers the pan from the 
stovetop to an open fireplace, adds 
a few sprigs of rosemary on top and 
gives it a final few minutes’ cooking 
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Falling for Phú Quôc

“Do you think it’s here we’re supposed to turn?”
Pulling over and planting my feet, I feel my partner’s phone 
pressing into my shoulder as she swipes into the map.

“It should be here. Can you see a driveway?”

I scan around, wiping a sticky aggregation of sweat, soot 
and sunscreen from the corners of my eyes. “Possibly… 
maybe where that bike’s going?” To my left, a wiry man 
churns through loose gravel and past an idle road-roller 
before bouncing down a dusty track of compacted clay and 
trash, flip-flops spread wide, toes pointing skywards.

We’re not sure. Ahead, a concrete factory belches smoke; 
teams of men in oily overalls buzz past; to my right a mangy 
monkey is chained to a pole outside a shack. This doesn’t look 
like the entrance to a tropical island resort.

Making the turning, we too bounce off down the track, 
a gauntlet of shuddering crevasses and slithery quagmires. 
This last kilometre takes fifteen minutes, but at the end, 
believe it or not, lies a coconut grove, a shimmering sea 
and, yes, a tropical resort.

In fact, almost the entire west coast of Phú Quốc is now 
tropical resort, but much to my partner’s disappointment, 
I have found the cheapest, a ramshackle collection of locally-
owned bungalows built inches from the surf long before 
such fancy neighbours as the Coral Peninsula and the Green 
Bay Resort & Spa were twinkles in a hospitality chain’s eye. 
I suspect it won’t be here for long. This island in the Gulf of 
Thailand, Vietnam’s more by a quirk of history than any 
obvious geographical connection, is developing fast.

It’s the largest island around, large enough to land jumbos 
from all over Asia. A shiny new airport has elbowed the old 
one out of the way and ushered in a construction boom of 
ersatz Mediterranean tourist towns, all pastel paintwork, 
Roman ruins and Venetian arches. Shelving gently from the 
shoreline, the water is warm, calm and crystal clear, and 
every evening it reflects a pinkish palette as the sun sinks 
below the waves. Why go all the way to Europe with this 
on your doorstep?

For a long time living in Saigon, with less garish tropical 
islands on my doorstep, I would ask a different question: 
why go to Phú Quốc at all? It started with my good friend 
Jon’s new puppy. Square jawed, lean and athletic, ears 
proud, his cinnamon eyes angular and alert, his coat 
a mesmerising velvet brindle, Dexter is leading-man 
material. But most eyecatching of all is the tufty mane 
of hair that runs the length of his spine. Dexter, I’d learn, 
is a Phú Quốc Ridgeback.

On the island, these dogs are everywhere, curled up 
on verandahs, rooting around rockpools, barking at 
motorbikes and even climbing coconuts; some are pets, 
some feral, all are gorgeous and gregarious. Their origin is 
a mystery, particularly the ridged back. “They’re survivors 
from the wreck of a Chinese merchant ship on its way back 
from Africa,” one waiter tells me. Whatever the truth, their 
existence is my gateway to getting hooked on Phú Quốc.

The island’s size may have brought the developers and 
tourists, but it also hides them. Theirs is the west coast;  
leave it, and a land spoken of wistfully by ageing hippies 
begins to emerge. Around the north and east, miles of lazy 
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beaches and sleepy fishing shanties hold back the jungle. 
Informal eateries are built out on stilts, and we spend 
boozy afternoons with grilled abalone, cobia hotpot and 
sea urchin congee as fluorescent fish flit beneath us and 
locals potter about on homemade rafts and crafts cobbled 
together from jetsam. The becalmed waters here blend 
with the sky in a haze, and Cambodia looms on the horizon.

It’s not just sunsets keeping the resorts hemmed in, for a 
tsunami of cliffs towers over the northeastern coastline, 
dividing the island and shielding a realm of cicada-
screaming forest. Here, I climb the steep trail and rickety 
ladders up to -Dı nh Tiên So’n peak for views of orchards 
and pepper plantations and both coastlines stretching 
away to the south; later I wash my dusty, aching feet in 
the cool pools at Suối -Dá Bàn, one of several waterfalls that 
tumble off the massif. In this lost world I meet giant alien 
centipedes with bright orange legs, and noisy racket-tailed 
drongos whose ridiculous appendages stream behind 
them like kites.

In patches of undergrowth in the rainforest, bushes bloom 
a rich purple, and I recognise their star-shaped flowers and 
racy stamens from labels on bottles in Du’o’ng -Dông, the 
island’s main town. The fruit of hoa sim, or rose myrtle, 
is made into sim wine, a sweet tipple islanders accompany 
with seafood. I pair it with goi cá trích, a local herring 
and coconut ceviche, and enjoy the match; though taking 
another bottle onto the beach after dinner is even better.

Despite being the pulse of the tourist heartland, Du’o’ng 
-Dông, with its snaking trawler-lined creek and rowdy 
nightlife, is also the best place to discover local delicacies. 
At a famous harbourside bistro I follow an island rite of 
passage, mixing my own ratio of msg, sugar, chilli and 
calamansi in a bowl to accompany bún quâ. y, a squid and 
fishcake noodle soup, and slurp until my lips can no longer 
take the tingle. On another morning in town I try a less 
heralded speciality, and with it my conversion to Phú 
Quốc-ophilia is complete. In bún kèn, noodles are topped 
with fresh herbs, crunchy cucumber and green papaya, 
before a lemongrass and fishmeal-infused coconut cream 
is dolloped over the top. An esteemed local writer calls it 
‘Phú Quốc in a bowl’ and I can’t beat his description.

On Christmas day we grill prawns and okra under the 
casuarina trees at our ramshackle resort. Far in the 
distance I see the boxy glints of garish hotels, but there’s 
enough wild shoreline between us for now. Ridgebacks 
splash in the surf, another bottle of sim wine is opened, 
and as the sun begins its descent I’m cruel enough 
to videocall family in England. This, I realise, is why 
you visit Phú Quốc.
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A new 90-minute documentary produced by
bbc/pbs called Lions: The Rise and Fall of the Marsh 
Pride provides a potent reminder of the plight of 
Africa’s last lions, reviving memories of an event 
that shocked Big Cat Diary’s (1996–2008) legions 
of fans that had made household names of these 
lions. On Sunday 6 December 2015 news broke of 
the poisoning of eight members of the pride that 
had killed cattle encroaching inside the Reserve at 
night. The carcass was then laced with the highly 
toxic pesticide Furadan. Three of the lions died – 
Sienna (aged 10), Bibi (aged 17) and a young male 
named Alan (Charm’s son). Graphic and harrowing 
imagery lies at the heart of the documentary 
that draws on a potent mix of stakeholders’ and 
witnesses’ voices to narrate the story. 

We have followed the fates and fortunes of the 
Marsh Pride since 1977. Our base at Governors’ 
Camp is set close to the glorious Musiara Marsh 
which gave the Marsh Lions their name and 
is the heart of their dry season territory. To the 
east, the intermittent watercourse known as 
the Bila Shaka Lugga has always been the pride’s 
traditional breeding site and resting place. Bila 
Shaka means ‘without fail’ in Swahili, testimony 

to the fact that you could always find lions here. 
That is no longer the case. Lions have lost 95% of 
their historical range, and since Disney’s The Lion 
King was aired in 1994, Africa’s lion population has 
halved. Loss of habitat, the bushmeat trade (killing 
wild animals for meat) and conflict with man are 
the major concerns. Today there are just 20,000 
lions remaining in Africa, whose 1.2 billion human 
population is due to double by 2050. 

People ask if we were shocked by the poisoning. 
No. Tens of thousands of cattle were being herded 
into the Reserve every night when visitors were 
safely out of sight – but when the likelihood of 
conflict with predators such as lions and hyenas 
was at its greatest. Night incursions makes no 
sense, not least when its iconic lions are the 
bedrock of Kenya’s tourism industry. However, 
from the herdsman’s perspective when a lion 
kills a cow it is as if someone has hacked their 
bank account with little chance of compensation. 
A number of initiatives such as the Mara 
Predator Conservation Programme (for which 
we are Ambassadors) are helping to address the 
problem at root cause, encouraging the provision 
of predator-proof stockades constructed from 
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recycled plastic poles, wire fencing and metal 
doorways. The installation of solar-charged 
flickering lights is another highly effective 
innovation to deter predators at night. But none 
of this helps if livestock is grazed at night.

Traditionally the Maasai were active during 
daytime, returning to their homes with their 
livestock before nightfall when predators such as 
lions, hyenas and leopards are most active. But as 
communally owned land has been subdivided 
into individually owned plots of 100–150 acres 
the Maasai have become more sedentary, 
constructing permanent dwellings and fences. 
Some landowners have opted to lease their land 
to tourism partners for a monthly fee per acre, 
creating Wildlife Conservancies where cattle 
grazing is permitted on a rotational basis and 
predators thrive. But others cling to a purely herding 
existence with the Reserve seen as additional 
grazing, a practice tacitly condoned by the local 
authorities. Deep tracks leading into the Reserve are 
visible from space, along with piles of cattle dung 
scattered deep inside it. The Musiara area is not 
alone. Guides from other parts of the Mara have 
been complaining about this situation for years.

The Marsh Pride has always been particularly 
vulnerable to conflict due to its territory 
spreading beyond the Reserve boundary. 
When Musiara Marsh becomes waterlogged the 
lions move to higher ground to north and east 
where they can find prey – either wild herbivores 
or livestock. Losing lions to poisoning or spearing 
is part of life for the Marsh Pride, and many of 
the stars of Big Cat Diary have been speared 
or poisoned over the years, such as the pride 
male Scruffy and the lionesses Lispy, White Eye 
and Red. In 2004 the pride numbered 29 lions. 
Today due to pressure from livestock invasions 
and a shortage of prey the core group of 11 lions 
have abandoned their territory and moved into 
the Mara North Wildlife Conservancy. Who knows 
when or if they will return. Eight years on it 
is time to act. The Maasai Mara is a priceless 
heritage that must be nurtured. There should 
be a strictly enforced embargo on grazing of 
livestock within the Reserve and a moratorium 
on any further tourism development. 
What a miracle it would be if the demise of the 
Marsh Pride became the catalyst for serious 
dialogue and change as to how the Maasai 
Mara is managed.
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greece / visions

The promise 
of summer
The valleys around Olympos were
lush and green, and once I reached the 
ridge, the land descended in tapering 
fingers towards the blue sea. I was free 
again – walking along the road for 
hours, with sea and hills and nothing 
else – as I headed to see Minas’s 
taverna at the beach.

I’d never seen a landscape quite as 
dramatic and empty; the wild north 
of the island was protected against 
development. Amid a heady scent of 
pines, I turned off the road on to a dirt 
track that wound around hillsides, 
whose slopes fell away steeply on 
either side to thick trees. It was so easy 
to be captivated by an unspoiled Greek 
island in early May, with the promise 
of summer in the air.

The track split into two, twisting down 
on either side into flat valleys filled 
with olive trees and dotted sporadically 
with tiny houses. I reached the white 
church dedicated to Ayios Minas, Saint 
Minas, after whom many men on the 
island were named, and looked down at 
a perfect curve of beach and clear blue 
sea. Dark grey cliffs covered in deep 
green mastic bushes enclosed the bay, 
with goats scaling the sheer scree.

Set back from the beach amid olive 
groves was a cluster of houses. Minas 
had told me his place was the closest 
to the beach. I followed the track past 
closed-up buildings until I came to 
what looked like a restaurant terrace 
strewn with kitchen equipment 
and surrounded by olive trees. 

Fridges and furniture were scattered 
haphazardly, and there was Minas 
looking more relaxed than I’d seen 
him before, dressed in old jeans and a 
Baltimore sweatshirt and a baseball cap 
covered in dust, plastering over holes 
in the walls.

“Sorry about the mess,” he said, taking 
a sip of his frappe. “I’ve got some 
improvements to make before we open 
up. Go see the beach, relax, swim.”

I walked through a field, past fig trees 
and more olive trees, heading for a 
gap in an old dry-stone wall, then 
stood and looked out across a stretch 
of pale grey pebbles gleaming in the 
hazy sunshine. As I took off my shoes, 
I realised the stones were flat and 
wonderfully smooth, becoming finer 
closer to shore, where the water, the 
clearest I’d ever seen, turned them a 
glossy black. What a magical place to 
have a taverna, in this isolated bay. 
There was no one at all around.

The sea hadn’t yet lost its winter chill, 
so I braced myself for the cool water 
and dived in, ducking under a few 
times until my body adjusted and 
then swam out further towards the 
empty horizon, exhilarated. Then a 
white fishing boat appeared around 
the headland and started gliding into 
shore. As I swam back to the beach 
to grab my clothes and get dressed, 
Minas appeared through the gap in 
the trees and walked down to the 
water’s edge to help the boat moor. 
He beckoned me over.
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Jennifer Barclay

33vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022 traveller

We used a wooden ladder to climb 
aboard, and he introduced me to the 
fisherman, Stamatis, a man in his forties 
with short brown hair, soft features 
and a kindly expression. They were 
friends but hadn’t seen one another all 
winter. Stamatis greeted me warmly 
and, seeing I was shivering, gave me 
a jacket to put on, asking his assistant 
to make me hot tea while they packed 
a big catch of fish on ice. The boat was 
piled high with coiled yellow nets and 
baskets and buckets, with a winch 
and a shade over part of the deck.

“You want to eat fish later?” 
asked Minas.

It seemed a wonderful idea. Since the 
only buildings allowed in the valley 
were agricultural, for people to stay in 
while harvesting their olives, Minas 
had rented an old farm building about 
six years earlier, he explained, and 
gradually adapted it into a taverna, 
adding a little each year. He’d dug out 
a lower floor to extend the ceiling 
height, and fitted out the kitchen to 
meet restaurant regulations so he could 
get a proper licence, as well as putting 
in a bathroom and laying a terrace for 
tables and chairs.

I offered to help clean up inside, not 
anticipating the extent of the chaos. 
I picked my way over broken glass and 
upturned equipment and old boxes. 
It was as if he’d thrown a big party, 
then closed the door and left everything 
for several months. A mouse or two had 
made its home there over the winter, 



visions / greece

32 traveller  vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022

greece / visions

The promise 
of summer
The valleys around Olympos were
lush and green, and once I reached the 
ridge, the land descended in tapering 
fingers towards the blue sea. I was free 
again – walking along the road for 
hours, with sea and hills and nothing 
else – as I headed to see Minas’s 
taverna at the beach.

I’d never seen a landscape quite as 
dramatic and empty; the wild north 
of the island was protected against 
development. Amid a heady scent of 
pines, I turned off the road on to a dirt 
track that wound around hillsides, 
whose slopes fell away steeply on 
either side to thick trees. It was so easy 
to be captivated by an unspoiled Greek 
island in early May, with the promise 
of summer in the air.

The track split into two, twisting down 
on either side into flat valleys filled 
with olive trees and dotted sporadically 
with tiny houses. I reached the white 
church dedicated to Ayios Minas, Saint 
Minas, after whom many men on the 
island were named, and looked down at 
a perfect curve of beach and clear blue 
sea. Dark grey cliffs covered in deep 
green mastic bushes enclosed the bay, 
with goats scaling the sheer scree.

Set back from the beach amid olive 
groves was a cluster of houses. Minas 
had told me his place was the closest 
to the beach. I followed the track past 
closed-up buildings until I came to 
what looked like a restaurant terrace 
strewn with kitchen equipment 
and surrounded by olive trees. 

Fridges and furniture were scattered 
haphazardly, and there was Minas 
looking more relaxed than I’d seen 
him before, dressed in old jeans and a 
Baltimore sweatshirt and a baseball cap 
covered in dust, plastering over holes 
in the walls.

“Sorry about the mess,” he said, taking 
a sip of his frappe. “I’ve got some 
improvements to make before we open 
up. Go see the beach, relax, swim.”

I walked through a field, past fig trees 
and more olive trees, heading for a 
gap in an old dry-stone wall, then 
stood and looked out across a stretch 
of pale grey pebbles gleaming in the 
hazy sunshine. As I took off my shoes, 
I realised the stones were flat and 
wonderfully smooth, becoming finer 
closer to shore, where the water, the 
clearest I’d ever seen, turned them a 
glossy black. What a magical place to 
have a taverna, in this isolated bay. 
There was no one at all around.

The sea hadn’t yet lost its winter chill, 
so I braced myself for the cool water 
and dived in, ducking under a few 
times until my body adjusted and 
then swam out further towards the 
empty horizon, exhilarated. Then a 
white fishing boat appeared around 
the headland and started gliding into 
shore. As I swam back to the beach 
to grab my clothes and get dressed, 
Minas appeared through the gap in 
the trees and walked down to the 
water’s edge to help the boat moor. 
He beckoned me over.

words & pictures
Jennifer Barclay

33vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022 traveller

We used a wooden ladder to climb 
aboard, and he introduced me to the 
fisherman, Stamatis, a man in his forties 
with short brown hair, soft features 
and a kindly expression. They were 
friends but hadn’t seen one another all 
winter. Stamatis greeted me warmly 
and, seeing I was shivering, gave me 
a jacket to put on, asking his assistant 
to make me hot tea while they packed 
a big catch of fish on ice. The boat was 
piled high with coiled yellow nets and 
baskets and buckets, with a winch 
and a shade over part of the deck.

“You want to eat fish later?” 
asked Minas.

It seemed a wonderful idea. Since the 
only buildings allowed in the valley 
were agricultural, for people to stay in 
while harvesting their olives, Minas 
had rented an old farm building about 
six years earlier, he explained, and 
gradually adapted it into a taverna, 
adding a little each year. He’d dug out 
a lower floor to extend the ceiling 
height, and fitted out the kitchen to 
meet restaurant regulations so he could 
get a proper licence, as well as putting 
in a bathroom and laying a terrace for 
tables and chairs.

I offered to help clean up inside, not 
anticipating the extent of the chaos. 
I picked my way over broken glass and 
upturned equipment and old boxes. 
It was as if he’d thrown a big party, 
then closed the door and left everything 
for several months. A mouse or two had 
made its home there over the winter, 



visions / greece

34 traveller  vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022

and mould was growing among the 
dirty dishes and glasses in the sinks.

“I had to work away last year and let my 
cousin run the place. He left it like this.”

There was hot water and two 
huge sinks, and it was satisfying 
transforming the filth and mess into 
something acceptable. Meanwhile, 
outside the evening was turning too 
cool for shorts. Minas asked if I’d fit 
into his clean jeans – he could keep 
wearing the work ones half-covered 
in plaster. I’m a little taller than the 
average, and he was a little shorter, 
and skinny, but I did fit into his jeans, 
just, and felt more comfortable.

Stamatis returned at dusk with 
heaps of little blue-striped fish called 
menoula, which I’d never eaten before 
– while Minas lit a barbecue and 
asked if I knew how to make a salad 
with tomatoes and onions and olives. 
He brought out clean glasses, ouzo and 
water. We’d cleared a little space in the 
corner of the open terrace in the middle 
of the valley, surrounded by the dark 
shapes of low hills. Minas put on some 
music and together he and Stamatis 
cooked the fish on the grill over 
charcoal with a little olive oil. We had 
a simple open-air feast in the empty 
valley as the stars appeared.

Minas suggested a toast. “To the 
new team.”

I laughed and gave him a quizzical look.

“If you decide to come back and help 
me for the summer,” he said. “With the 
taverna here and with the two rooms 
of the hotel in Olympos.”

Although I was already living on a 
Greek island, I’d been looking around 
for a place to live by the sea, perhaps 
somewhere that Lisa, my honey-
blonde golden retriever mixed with 
something slightly smaller and more 
annoying, could run around freely. 

With his reiterated invitation, Minas 
was offering just that. It would be an 
adventure and an opportunity to get 
to know the village better, too. As for 
Minas – I liked his creativity and drive 
and practicality, his cleverness and 
sense of humour; the way he loved 
his island, recognised it was special 
and wanted to build something 
with what he had here, despite the 
difficulties. We had both lived in 
Greece and elsewhere, spoke Greek and 
English, seemed to communicate well. 
There was some kind of good energy 
between us, an easy closeness.

When Stamatis returned to the boat 
to sleep so he could get up in the 
early hours and head straight out to 
his nets, Minas and I sat and talked 
a little longer. He wouldn’t open the 
taverna properly before the end of May: 
enough time for him to get the place 
into shape, and for me to go home and 
prepare if I chose to return. I didn’t 
want a job, I clarified – didn’t want to 
be paid and create tax complications, 
or make that sort of commitment 
– but I was drawn by the notion of 
living here for a summer, learning 
more about local food and being 
able to write about it. From my point 
of view he was offering a doorway 
into the community; a chance to get 
under the skin of the place; to stay 
for a while in an olive-filled valley 
populated only by goats, by a pristine 
beach with no development to spoil it, 
no rooms to rent, no way to stay here 
otherwise. In return for having all my 
expenses covered, I would work for free. 
Naturally, that suited him – especially 
since he was starting the season with 
pretty much no money.

Eventually he would fix up the little 
house nearby for me; I hadn’t seen it 
yet, but he said it belonged to one of the 
ladies of the village, who allowed him 
to use it. To start with, though, sleeping 
in a tent would suit. In the hot days 
of summer, my house on Tilos was so 
stuffy that I often slept outside on the 

terrace under a mosquito net, blocking 
out the bright streetlight with a 
rigged-up shelter of sheets. Lisa usually 
lay all day in the shade until it was cool 
enough for us to walk to a beach. She 
would love a summer by the sea too.

Minas was used to sleeping on a bench 
on the terrace when he stayed at the 
taverna, so that night he found some 
mattresses, pillows and sleeping bags, 
and cleared some space, and we fell 
asleep there – until we were awoken 
by raindrops in the middle of the night 
and had to make a dash for the kitchen.

In the morning, the sun was bright and 
the valley silent apart from the breeze 
in the olive trees and the occasional bird 
singing. Then a truck drove down the 
track and it was Minas’s cousin Evgenia, 
who kept the goats in the valley. I’d met 
her in the village; a few years younger 
than me with dark eyes and curly dark 
hair, she dressed in tight jeans and 
had a lovely, warm smile. He gave her 
some of the fish Stamatis had brought, 
and she was delighted. And from their 
farm she’d brought us homemade 
bread and the thick, pungent sour 
cream called dhrilla.

I was sure living here would teach 
me a lot. The leap I’d taken when I 
decided to work from home from 
a Greek island, followed by the step 
to becoming completely freelance, 
meant I could take chances like this. 
If Minas and I could get along well and 
help each other, that sounded good. 
Surrounded by such a landscape and 
culture, I couldn’t resist the idea: to live 
somewhere remote, by the sea, a truly 
different kind of life for a few months.

Taverna by 
the Sea by 
Jennifer Barclay
Bradt, pbk,
216pp, £9.99
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A cormorant sat on Grenen, the very northern
spit of Denmark. It was winter. It sat alone under 
its black cloak, turning in the wind, its face 
stiffened into a grimace of strident will. It turned 
from one body of water to the other. Looked at 
the Kattegat, at the Skagerrak, at me. This was 
just after New Year. I was out alone on Grenen. 
I wanted to stand there as I’d stood when I was a 
child, almighty, with a foot in each sea. The wind 
blew from the south-west. The cold was biting, 
and out there at Skagen Reef, the seas met like 
young lovers at a railway station. They ran along 
the platform, arms out, towards the person they’d 
been missing. Unable to contain the joy of being 
reunited, they ended up simply beating into 
one another. But there sat a cormorant with its 
determined face. It was resting out there, turning 
above the land beneath its black wingspan.

I watched it from a safe distance. Thought: Let it 
have its moment. Grenen will still be here in ten 
minutes, and in this cold, I can have it to myself 
once the bird has gone. While I waited, I observed 
the big cargo ships, the container ships, the 
coasters. They lay, as always, on the east side of 
the headland in poetic stasis. Like thousands and 
thousands of ships before them, they had been 
lucky getting north around Skagen Reef without 
going down. They’re exhaling, I thought. Or they’re 
steeling themselves to go back over the reef, who 
knows. They were in smooth waters, in any case. 
Like rocking caravans during a temporary stay in 
an oasis. That’s what they looked like, but in reality 
the ships are there, apparently, because they don’t 
know where they’re going next. They’re awaiting 
orders from their shipping companies. No point 
sailing down through inland Danish waters 
if you’re going back to Norway. So they wait. 

Recover, call home, play cards in their quarters. 
Or they walk around on deck with binoculars. 

“There’s a cormorant on Grenen,” a Russian voice 
might say out there. 

“Then we’ll wait,” another might respond. 

But then the bird flew off, and it was my turn. 
I approached the place where the two bodies of 
water met. Kattegat at my right foot. Skagerrak at 
my left. Year round, every minute of the daylight 
hours, a person stands at that point, sensing in 
their own body what it means to be all-powerful. 
What would it mean to be great? Surely, to be 
great is to stand at the northernmost tip of the 
nation, right at the very top, with a foot in each 
sea. Can you feel the potential? This is your 
country, your language. Your limitations. In this 
moment under your jurisdiction, and only yours. 

I stood there barefoot as a child. I was afraid of the 
waves and kept one eye on my mum. Assuming 
things went the way they usually did, I’d have 
had to move – first for one big brother, then 
the second. They’d have wanted to stand there 
too, and set their feet apart. Be photographed. 
One brother with chalk-white hair. The other 
squinting. Their thin arms, sunburnt knees and 
my feet in the sand, with nail varnish on the big 
toe. I remembered it the way you remember 
things you’ve seen on old photographic slides. 
On the screen in the living room, my dad in the 
light of the projector, his seven remaining fingers 
fumbling with the slides. I can’t always tell what 
memories are mine and what’s been told to me, 
I thought, planting myself in my hiking boots with 
one foot by each sea. I felt no almighty power. 
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steeling themselves to go back over the reef, who 
knows. They were in smooth waters, in any case. 
Like rocking caravans during a temporary stay in 
an oasis. That’s what they looked like, but in reality 
the ships are there, apparently, because they don’t 
know where they’re going next. They’re awaiting 
orders from their shipping companies. No point 
sailing down through inland Danish waters 
if you’re going back to Norway. So they wait. 

Recover, call home, play cards in their quarters. 
Or they walk around on deck with binoculars. 

“There’s a cormorant on Grenen,” a Russian voice 
might say out there. 

“Then we’ll wait,” another might respond. 

But then the bird flew off, and it was my turn. 
I approached the place where the two bodies of 
water met. Kattegat at my right foot. Skagerrak at 
my left. Year round, every minute of the daylight 
hours, a person stands at that point, sensing in 
their own body what it means to be all-powerful. 
What would it mean to be great? Surely, to be 
great is to stand at the northernmost tip of the 
nation, right at the very top, with a foot in each 
sea. Can you feel the potential? This is your 
country, your language. Your limitations. In this 
moment under your jurisdiction, and only yours. 

I stood there barefoot as a child. I was afraid of the 
waves and kept one eye on my mum. Assuming 
things went the way they usually did, I’d have 
had to move – first for one big brother, then 
the second. They’d have wanted to stand there 
too, and set their feet apart. Be photographed. 
One brother with chalk-white hair. The other 
squinting. Their thin arms, sunburnt knees and 
my feet in the sand, with nail varnish on the big 
toe. I remembered it the way you remember 
things you’ve seen on old photographic slides. 
On the screen in the living room, my dad in the 
light of the projector, his seven remaining fingers 
fumbling with the slides. I can’t always tell what 
memories are mine and what’s been told to me, 
I thought, planting myself in my hiking boots with 
one foot by each sea. I felt no almighty power. 

eyewitness / scandinavia
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Only cold and tenderness. Surrounded by my 
country, my language, my limitations.

The plan was to go up Skagen’s Grey Lighthouse 
this winter. I wanted to go up and see the line’s 
beginning with my naked eye. But I had driven 
all that way to Denmark’s northernmost point in 
vain. The lighthouse had closed for the season. 
I tugged handles all around the keeper’s cabin. 
I peered in through windows, read signs. Nothing. 
The lighthouse looked like the barrel of a gun, 
pointing in hot-tempered defiance at the sky. 
And open it was definitely not.

I was staying in a rented house in the village of 
Old Skagen, so I went to the museum instead 
and took an enjoyable look at the highly 
Instagrammable lives of painters in the area over 
the past century. I bought napkins printed with the 
joys of congregations of artists. Handmade soap. 
I thought of my mother, walking around Skagen 
Museum and dreaming of a studio with north-
facing windows. One like the artist Anna Ancher’s. 
She walked here dreaming of a life of grapes on 
pale dishes and Dad’s hunting dog at her feet, 
like Anna’s. But in reality, that dog ate our shoes. 
At some point it learnt to open doors with its paws. 
One time it mauled Dad’s poultry to death, and 
it wouldn’t listen to anyone, not anyone. But my 
mum dreamt of a life of contemplative beauty 
under a grand sky, with rose bushes in the garden, 
on her own terms, and I pottered around in my 
own dreams: of being like the ladies in the pictures. 
Yes, when you grow up, you will walk on eternally 
mild summer beaches. You will sit by the paraffin 
lamp and write while your lover is preoccupied 
with his own tasks in the background. You will 
become a real and beautiful person. You will, but 
you couldn’t, and so you became something else: 
a movement pinned in one place.

Winter on this line, from north to south, is not 
for the faint of heart. On the other hand, there is 
something starkly sober about it, and that was 
also why I drove to Skagen in January. I wanted 
to explore the tourist town out of season. 
I wandered around in the dark down the small 
gravel roads of Old Skagen. I saw the pretty yellow 
houses with the traditional white lace on their 
red roofs. So in there is where they live when the 
sun is shining, I thought. A single light in a house 
here and there, but otherwise wet and black, 
the way I wanted it: Skagen without its summer 

skirts. Everything except for the harbour and 
the adjoining local areas and homes reduced to 
scenery. A tourist town, a holidaymaker’s paradise, 
the metastasizing of the rich in the far-northern 
wilds of the Danish nation. I walked past the big 
beachside hotels. On one street: a Jacuzzi on the 
pavement. Put out to wait under a solitary lamp 
for repair or bulky-waste collection. A rough wind 
from the south-west. All the cables sticking out 
of it. God knows what’s gone on in there at the 
height of summer, I thought. Yes, what has it been 
offered, when the convertibles, the expensive 
white wine, the bubbles, the cocaine and the 
royals arrive. Maybe the Jacuzzi had seen famous 
bottoms? It wasn’t unlikely. It struck me as lonely 
and outlived, sitting there under the lamplight. 
Delivered from its suffering or robbed of 
its identity.

I found the Sunset Kiosk. I hadn’t been since I 
was little. Every night, people would meet at the 
kiosk to watch the sun go down. I remembered: 
we had ice cream. The more orange the sky 
became, the more people gathered. They drank 
from wine glasses with long stems, and then 
came the moment when the sun set in earnest. 
At the moment the last rind of fire was gone, 
they clapped. Yes, they clapped the sun in Skagen, 
and I felt ashamed; I remembered that. To clap 
the sun was to clap for themselves. Or I sensed 
that the clapping was ironic, distanced, and that 
was almost worse. It made the sunset into a piece 
of theatre, and if the sun was a piece of theatre, 
then humanity was separate from it: reduced to 
spectators. One day I would leave my own point of 
departure, where people never applauded nature. 
I sensed it as the ice cream’s yellow glaze ran down 
my fingers. What will become of me, I might have 
thought. But I can never tell what memory is mine 
and what’s been told to me. Including when it 
comes to the light in Skagen.

It was precisely the light and the raw landscape 
that attracted the artists and later the tourists 
to the headland. After his great trip to Jutland 
in 1859, Hans Christian Andersen praised the 
authentic, unforgettably windswept northern 
spit of land, Skagen. He encouraged artists to 
make a pilgrimage there in their hunt for subject 
matter. Presumably this was a kind of reckoning 
with the evergreen, cosy Biedermeier motifs from 
Copenhagen and the surrounding areas that he 
himself had so assiduously cultivated. Andersen 
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was now upgrading the land on the edges. 
He compared the desert between the two seas 
with something you’d otherwise have to travel to 
Africa to see, or Pompeii. After that, they began to 
drift in and out of the fishing village: the painters, 
the poets. In 1874, Michael Ancher arrived from 
Bornholm and settled down. He fell in love with 
the innkeeper’s daughter, the talented Anna. 
Later came P.S. Krøyer with his assured technique. 
The poet Holger Drachmann towered among the 
bright-yellow houses. They wrote poetry, painted, 
drank and attracted followers. They grew like 
strange plants up the dunes with their rickety 
easels. Their subjects: bright, warm, summer-
holiday-beautiful. They spent time painting 
the locals. They spent even more time painting 
themselves and each other. The infidelity, the 
alcoholism and the power struggles – those they 
did not paint. They stuck to mouth-blown bottles, 
dead-calm seas in the moonlight, ruddy-cheeked 
children and heavy, labia-like velvet curtains. 
They paved the way for a culture of pilgrimage to 
Utopia, and what must Anna Ancher, native-born, 
have thought as they stood there clapping the sun?

Today, the centre of economic power moves to 
Skagen to eat prawns with mayonnaise a few 
months out of the year. For the richest people 
in the country, the motivic reckoning with the 
evergreen beech forests never really reached any 
further south down the coast. Do you know this 
line because you’ve been on holiday to Skagen? 
No, I thought, and this was winter. The Sunset 
Kiosk was shut. The big beachside hotels were 
asleep among the dunes like hibernating bears, 
and I took the car. Drove into Skagen, down to the 
harbour. I walked, swaddled in my winter coat 
and big knitted hat, past the enormous trawlers. 
I enjoyed the pragmatism: the smell of fish, the 
oil, the petrol and the no-bullshit architecture. 
The young men walked shivering in joggers and 
puffer jackets. They were headed for the café, 
which stays open in winter. Inside, a girl is slinging 
coffees over the counter. She has a ponytail and 
a secondary-school certificate. He wants to 
join her and have the dregs from the percolator. 
Afterwards, she’ll come out for a ride in the car 
with him. They’ll drive around for a bit, and she’ll 
see his new tattoo. She doesn’t want to go; or, 
yeah, she does after all. So he drives her along the 
route past the Dune House, where the royal family 
once lived, to the Sand-Covered Church. In the car 
park near the forest, they sit in darkness, the two 

of them. He’s got to promise her he will do better. 
She’s got to promise she will never move to Aarhus 
or Copenhagen. Then they put the seats back in 
the dark, zigzagging down the platform. Arms out, 
towards the person they’ve been missing. Unable 
to contain the joy of being reunited, they end up 
simply beating into one another.

***

The year was new. My Toyota crawled down 
sunken roads, down side streets, along the edges 
of quays, and it shuddered in the car park in the 
shelter of the locked public toilets, ‘Closed until 
Easter’. And Easter came, the toilets opened, and 
I wanted to see the line, beginning or ending 
up there on the headland. I called the Grey 
Lighthouse. It was still shut. They were preparing 
to reopen late. I said I couldn’t wait. My year was 
running out. 

“Just come up here, and I’ll let you in,” said the 
caretaker, and so I drove. 

I drove north from the place where I live, up along 
the coast. I followed the line across the channel 
at Thyborøn, up across Thy through the wildlife 
reserves. I swung the car from Vigsø Bay to Misery 
Bay, up through Vendsyssel to Hirtshals. Along the 
way, I stopped to find amber-yellow oyster shells 
on the beach between Uggerby and Tversted, but 
then pushed onwards, further north, along Tannis 
Bay to Skagen in the swelling spring. I checked 
into a hotel close to the supermarket, unpacked 
and put my notebook in my bag. Then I set off for 
Grenen. I had my sights on the last lighthouse on 
the route. I parked the car between the keeper’s 
cabin and a funny little square black shed. It was 
so unassuming that I hadn’t seen it in winter, 
even though it had satellite dishes and antennae 
on the roof. There were ‘No Entry’ signs in several 
languages on the road that led up to it. Outside 
was a shiny blue car, but there was no glimpse 
of anyone through the windows. 

There was, however, a man in the keeper’s cabin. 
He was waiting for me among stuffed birds. The 
keeper’s cabin is a centre for migrating birds. 
Coffee pots stood in line on the counter in front of 
him, ready for a new season. 

“I can’t offer you coffee,” he said. “Technically 
we’re closed.” 



38 traveller  vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022

eyewitness / scandinavia

Only cold and tenderness. Surrounded by my 
country, my language, my limitations.

The plan was to go up Skagen’s Grey Lighthouse 
this winter. I wanted to go up and see the line’s 
beginning with my naked eye. But I had driven 
all that way to Denmark’s northernmost point in 
vain. The lighthouse had closed for the season. 
I tugged handles all around the keeper’s cabin. 
I peered in through windows, read signs. Nothing. 
The lighthouse looked like the barrel of a gun, 
pointing in hot-tempered defiance at the sky. 
And open it was definitely not.

I was staying in a rented house in the village of 
Old Skagen, so I went to the museum instead 
and took an enjoyable look at the highly 
Instagrammable lives of painters in the area over 
the past century. I bought napkins printed with the 
joys of congregations of artists. Handmade soap. 
I thought of my mother, walking around Skagen 
Museum and dreaming of a studio with north-
facing windows. One like the artist Anna Ancher’s. 
She walked here dreaming of a life of grapes on 
pale dishes and Dad’s hunting dog at her feet, 
like Anna’s. But in reality, that dog ate our shoes. 
At some point it learnt to open doors with its paws. 
One time it mauled Dad’s poultry to death, and 
it wouldn’t listen to anyone, not anyone. But my 
mum dreamt of a life of contemplative beauty 
under a grand sky, with rose bushes in the garden, 
on her own terms, and I pottered around in my 
own dreams: of being like the ladies in the pictures. 
Yes, when you grow up, you will walk on eternally 
mild summer beaches. You will sit by the paraffin 
lamp and write while your lover is preoccupied 
with his own tasks in the background. You will 
become a real and beautiful person. You will, but 
you couldn’t, and so you became something else: 
a movement pinned in one place.

Winter on this line, from north to south, is not 
for the faint of heart. On the other hand, there is 
something starkly sober about it, and that was 
also why I drove to Skagen in January. I wanted 
to explore the tourist town out of season. 
I wandered around in the dark down the small 
gravel roads of Old Skagen. I saw the pretty yellow 
houses with the traditional white lace on their 
red roofs. So in there is where they live when the 
sun is shining, I thought. A single light in a house 
here and there, but otherwise wet and black, 
the way I wanted it: Skagen without its summer 

skirts. Everything except for the harbour and 
the adjoining local areas and homes reduced to 
scenery. A tourist town, a holidaymaker’s paradise, 
the metastasizing of the rich in the far-northern 
wilds of the Danish nation. I walked past the big 
beachside hotels. On one street: a Jacuzzi on the 
pavement. Put out to wait under a solitary lamp 
for repair or bulky-waste collection. A rough wind 
from the south-west. All the cables sticking out 
of it. God knows what’s gone on in there at the 
height of summer, I thought. Yes, what has it been 
offered, when the convertibles, the expensive 
white wine, the bubbles, the cocaine and the 
royals arrive. Maybe the Jacuzzi had seen famous 
bottoms? It wasn’t unlikely. It struck me as lonely 
and outlived, sitting there under the lamplight. 
Delivered from its suffering or robbed of 
its identity.

I found the Sunset Kiosk. I hadn’t been since I 
was little. Every night, people would meet at the 
kiosk to watch the sun go down. I remembered: 
we had ice cream. The more orange the sky 
became, the more people gathered. They drank 
from wine glasses with long stems, and then 
came the moment when the sun set in earnest. 
At the moment the last rind of fire was gone, 
they clapped. Yes, they clapped the sun in Skagen, 
and I felt ashamed; I remembered that. To clap 
the sun was to clap for themselves. Or I sensed 
that the clapping was ironic, distanced, and that 
was almost worse. It made the sunset into a piece 
of theatre, and if the sun was a piece of theatre, 
then humanity was separate from it: reduced to 
spectators. One day I would leave my own point of 
departure, where people never applauded nature. 
I sensed it as the ice cream’s yellow glaze ran down 
my fingers. What will become of me, I might have 
thought. But I can never tell what memory is mine 
and what’s been told to me. Including when it 
comes to the light in Skagen.

It was precisely the light and the raw landscape 
that attracted the artists and later the tourists 
to the headland. After his great trip to Jutland 
in 1859, Hans Christian Andersen praised the 
authentic, unforgettably windswept northern 
spit of land, Skagen. He encouraged artists to 
make a pilgrimage there in their hunt for subject 
matter. Presumably this was a kind of reckoning 
with the evergreen, cosy Biedermeier motifs from 
Copenhagen and the surrounding areas that he 
himself had so assiduously cultivated. Andersen 
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was now upgrading the land on the edges. 
He compared the desert between the two seas 
with something you’d otherwise have to travel to 
Africa to see, or Pompeii. After that, they began to 
drift in and out of the fishing village: the painters, 
the poets. In 1874, Michael Ancher arrived from 
Bornholm and settled down. He fell in love with 
the innkeeper’s daughter, the talented Anna. 
Later came P.S. Krøyer with his assured technique. 
The poet Holger Drachmann towered among the 
bright-yellow houses. They wrote poetry, painted, 
drank and attracted followers. They grew like 
strange plants up the dunes with their rickety 
easels. Their subjects: bright, warm, summer-
holiday-beautiful. They spent time painting 
the locals. They spent even more time painting 
themselves and each other. The infidelity, the 
alcoholism and the power struggles – those they 
did not paint. They stuck to mouth-blown bottles, 
dead-calm seas in the moonlight, ruddy-cheeked 
children and heavy, labia-like velvet curtains. 
They paved the way for a culture of pilgrimage to 
Utopia, and what must Anna Ancher, native-born, 
have thought as they stood there clapping the sun?

Today, the centre of economic power moves to 
Skagen to eat prawns with mayonnaise a few 
months out of the year. For the richest people 
in the country, the motivic reckoning with the 
evergreen beech forests never really reached any 
further south down the coast. Do you know this 
line because you’ve been on holiday to Skagen? 
No, I thought, and this was winter. The Sunset 
Kiosk was shut. The big beachside hotels were 
asleep among the dunes like hibernating bears, 
and I took the car. Drove into Skagen, down to the 
harbour. I walked, swaddled in my winter coat 
and big knitted hat, past the enormous trawlers. 
I enjoyed the pragmatism: the smell of fish, the 
oil, the petrol and the no-bullshit architecture. 
The young men walked shivering in joggers and 
puffer jackets. They were headed for the café, 
which stays open in winter. Inside, a girl is slinging 
coffees over the counter. She has a ponytail and 
a secondary-school certificate. He wants to 
join her and have the dregs from the percolator. 
Afterwards, she’ll come out for a ride in the car 
with him. They’ll drive around for a bit, and she’ll 
see his new tattoo. She doesn’t want to go; or, 
yeah, she does after all. So he drives her along the 
route past the Dune House, where the royal family 
once lived, to the Sand-Covered Church. In the car 
park near the forest, they sit in darkness, the two 

of them. He’s got to promise her he will do better. 
She’s got to promise she will never move to Aarhus 
or Copenhagen. Then they put the seats back in 
the dark, zigzagging down the platform. Arms out, 
towards the person they’ve been missing. Unable 
to contain the joy of being reunited, they end up 
simply beating into one another.

***

The year was new. My Toyota crawled down 
sunken roads, down side streets, along the edges 
of quays, and it shuddered in the car park in the 
shelter of the locked public toilets, ‘Closed until 
Easter’. And Easter came, the toilets opened, and 
I wanted to see the line, beginning or ending 
up there on the headland. I called the Grey 
Lighthouse. It was still shut. They were preparing 
to reopen late. I said I couldn’t wait. My year was 
running out. 

“Just come up here, and I’ll let you in,” said the 
caretaker, and so I drove. 

I drove north from the place where I live, up along 
the coast. I followed the line across the channel 
at Thyborøn, up across Thy through the wildlife 
reserves. I swung the car from Vigsø Bay to Misery 
Bay, up through Vendsyssel to Hirtshals. Along the 
way, I stopped to find amber-yellow oyster shells 
on the beach between Uggerby and Tversted, but 
then pushed onwards, further north, along Tannis 
Bay to Skagen in the swelling spring. I checked 
into a hotel close to the supermarket, unpacked 
and put my notebook in my bag. Then I set off for 
Grenen. I had my sights on the last lighthouse on 
the route. I parked the car between the keeper’s 
cabin and a funny little square black shed. It was 
so unassuming that I hadn’t seen it in winter, 
even though it had satellite dishes and antennae 
on the roof. There were ‘No Entry’ signs in several 
languages on the road that led up to it. Outside 
was a shiny blue car, but there was no glimpse 
of anyone through the windows. 

There was, however, a man in the keeper’s cabin. 
He was waiting for me among stuffed birds. The 
keeper’s cabin is a centre for migrating birds. 
Coffee pots stood in line on the counter in front of 
him, ready for a new season. 

“I can’t offer you coffee,” he said. “Technically 
we’re closed.” 
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“That’s okay,” I replied. “I don’t want to put you out.”

But I wasn’t putting him out, I could tell, so I asked 
if he knew anything about the black shed north of 
the lighthouse car park.

“Ah, well, there’s a man in there,” said the caretaker. 
“He’s been there since the Cold War. Well, they 
probably send a new one every once in a while, 
but there’s always a man in there. At one point he 
kept an eye on Soviet submarines. Now probably 
just whatever’s going on over Skagen Reef. 
They’re among the busiest waters in the world.”

We went over to the cabin window and peered 
out together at the shed. There it was on its dune, 
not far from my car.

“So the Ministry of Defence sends a single man up 
here to keep an eye on national security from that 
thing?” I asked, pointing at the black shed.

“Yup. At one time there were two of them, 
apparently,” said the caretaker, “but then the 
Berlin Wall fell.”

The caretaker had a warm smile.

“It’s very Danish,” I said, “setting up something 
that looks like a camper van and sending a man 
with binoculars to guard some of the busiest 
waters in the world.”

“Not sure about binoculars,” said the caretaker, 
“but every now and then he goes out for a smoke.”

“Don’t tell that to Putin,” I said.

Then we smiled, and the caretaker showed me 
around his bird museum. There were golden 
eagles in the loft above him, pink-footed geese 
and a single wood pigeon. At one point, the East 
Atlantic migration route was visualised as a 
glowing line through the world, and as we walked, 
touching panels and plastered walls, I told him I 
had once lived in Copenhagen but now lived by 
the sea, only further down. And he told me he 
had once been a postman over there. Meaning 
in Copenhagen. “But the city does something to 
time,” he said. “It’s all so laborious. Here you’re 
never more than ten minutes from anywhere.” 
Where I live it’s a bit more, but otherwise it’s 
the same, and then we talked about the schism, 

the caretaker and I. The one in which all identity is 
formed, and which one must renounce or learn to 
live with at some point, when you’re born into a 
culture where you don’t applaud the sun.

“I move a lot,” I said.

“And I get the benefit of Copenhagen coming here 
three months out of the year,” he said. “The rest of 
the time it’s pretty peaceful.”

By now we’d reached the stairs, and he pointed up 
the tower.

“You’d best go by yourself,” he said, so I did, and 
now here I am.

It’s started drizzling, and the Grey Lighthouse 
is already damp. Pointing the barrel of its gun 
indefinitely towards the light, which is supposed 
to be so special in Skagen. Behind me, I have the 
dream of eternal summer, and from the harbour 
everything sets sail. I love the raw and practical 
lure of the foreign in this line, and before me the 
headland stretches its sandy tentacle across the 
water, becoming a branch in the rain. Such quiet 
spring rain in Skagen. It makes everything scented. 
I can smell the salt, the seaweed, the crowberry 
stalks. Steam rises from the line, and there it is, 
the cormorant, in the cold of winter. Its wilful face, 
its glossy feathered cloak. I shut my eyes in the 
Grey Lighthouse. I take my time; there’s nothing 
else I have to do. It’s Saturday night. My dad is 
fumbling in the light of the projector for the next 
slide, and then the next. My mum has baked cream 
puffs. The device smells metallic. It sounds like a 
dull knife being sharpened every time a new image 
is pushed in front of the light. There’s my brother 
with his white hair. There are the squinting eyes. 
The seas meet. A ship sails across the reef, and 
there’s the girl. Her hand is sticky with ice cream. 

She’s standing on a 
coastline with a foot in 
each sea. She will stay, 
she will go, she can do 
nothing else.

A Line in the 
World by Dorthe 
Nors, translated 
by Caroline Waight
Pushkin Press, hbk,
240pp, £16.99

41vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022 traveller

scandinavia / eyewitness



40 traveller  vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022

eyewitness / scandinavia

“That’s okay,” I replied. “I don’t want to put you out.”

But I wasn’t putting him out, I could tell, so I asked 
if he knew anything about the black shed north of 
the lighthouse car park.

“Ah, well, there’s a man in there,” said the caretaker. 
“He’s been there since the Cold War. Well, they 
probably send a new one every once in a while, 
but there’s always a man in there. At one point he 
kept an eye on Soviet submarines. Now probably 
just whatever’s going on over Skagen Reef. 
They’re among the busiest waters in the world.”

We went over to the cabin window and peered 
out together at the shed. There it was on its dune, 
not far from my car.

“So the Ministry of Defence sends a single man up 
here to keep an eye on national security from that 
thing?” I asked, pointing at the black shed.

“Yup. At one time there were two of them, 
apparently,” said the caretaker, “but then the 
Berlin Wall fell.”

The caretaker had a warm smile.

“It’s very Danish,” I said, “setting up something 
that looks like a camper van and sending a man 
with binoculars to guard some of the busiest 
waters in the world.”

“Not sure about binoculars,” said the caretaker, 
“but every now and then he goes out for a smoke.”

“Don’t tell that to Putin,” I said.

Then we smiled, and the caretaker showed me 
around his bird museum. There were golden 
eagles in the loft above him, pink-footed geese 
and a single wood pigeon. At one point, the East 
Atlantic migration route was visualised as a 
glowing line through the world, and as we walked, 
touching panels and plastered walls, I told him I 
had once lived in Copenhagen but now lived by 
the sea, only further down. And he told me he 
had once been a postman over there. Meaning 
in Copenhagen. “But the city does something to 
time,” he said. “It’s all so laborious. Here you’re 
never more than ten minutes from anywhere.” 
Where I live it’s a bit more, but otherwise it’s 
the same, and then we talked about the schism, 

the caretaker and I. The one in which all identity is 
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A Line in the 
World by Dorthe 
Nors, translated 
by Caroline Waight
Pushkin Press, hbk,
240pp, £16.99
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together a comprehensive collection of inspiring destinations off 

the beaten track. Here are some of our unspoilt favourites from 
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Why not give the Inca Trail a breather? Peru’s well-tramped 
route, which winds its way through scalloped mountains and 
steamy cloud forests, is always buzzing with backpackers. Few, 
however, know that just across the border, the snow- blanketed 
peaks of Bolivia’s Cordillera Apolobamba mountain range lay 
claim to some of South America’s finest and wildest hiking. 
This little-known area is a bewitching place. Sacred mountains 
and the remarkably unchanged world of the Andes’ Indigenous 
people await those keen to explore this less-travelled route. 

There’s a reason Bolivia is dubbed the Tibet of the Americas. 
The five-day (93-km/57-mile) Apolobamba trail passes through 
the heart of the Cordillera Apolobamba and the Apolobamba 
Integrated Management Natural Area, an area home to dozens 
of 5,000-metre-plus (16,400 ft) peaks. This high-Andean terrain 
is untouched by tourism – instead of the Inca Trail’s crowds, 
trekkers here have mirrored lakes, snow-polished mountains 
and friendly camelids for company. This is, you may have 
guessed, remote country; so be prepared for four nights of 

camping (but after one sleep beneath the vast and bejewelled 
skies you’ll hardly be complaining). 

While this path isn’t stone-laid like the Inca Trail, stretches of it 
have their roots in Inca times. The Apolobamba’s mountainside 
pathways were built to grant access to now-abandoned gold 
mines, worked first by the Inca and then by the Spanish – and 
believed by historians to have helped feed the gold-fuelled 
myth of El Dorado. Small Inca sites are part and parcel of this 
route, offering a glimpse into the ancient world of this pre-
Columbian civilisation.

The Apolobamba trail begins in the picturesque cobbled town 
of Curva, where members of the Kallawaya people reside. 
Tracing their roots to the pre-Columbian Tiwanaku civilisation 
and formerly employed as healers to the Inca, the Kallawaya 
use their remarkable ancestral knowledge of over 800 herbs to 
continue their craft, travelling village to village dispensing cures 
to the sick. It’s worth organising a guide (route-finding can be 

Apolobamba trek, Bolivia
As crowds march up the Inca Trail to Machu Picchu, another ancient route through Bolivia’s 

neighbouring mountains remains quiet. Only the most adventurous hike this dazzling path, 
encountering Inca ruins, rare wildlife and jaw-dropping scenery along the way.
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challenging on this path) and pack animals here at Curva to 
ensure takings are kept within, and reinvested back into, local 
Indigenous communities.

Climbing out of Curva, the route delivers its first stroke of 
magic: the snowy face of Akamani, the Kallawaya’s most 
sacred mountain, shimmers in the sunlight. As the days fold 
into one another, the path meanders across the very ceiling 
of the earth, persisting at soaring elevations above 4,000 m 
(13,125 ft). Yes, it’s an unruly altitude for the lungs, but these five 
lofty passes mean trekkers are greeted with incredible views 
every single day. Visible to the south is the serrated backbone 
of Bolivia, the Cordillera Real mountains, while the toothy, 
snow-snagged backdrop of the Cordillera Apolobamba rises 
up in the distance. Breaking up the majestic amphitheatres of 
mountains are deep valleys, where glassy lakes teeming with 
trout and dotted with the shocking pink of flamingos provide 
a welcome dash of colour.

As the hike progresses, you emerge into pleasant pastoral 
scenes and settlements subsisting at unimaginably high 
altitudes. Tiny, alpaca-herding communities of Indigenous 
Aymara people (who also trace their routes to pre-Inca times) 
live here. Raising their animals on rough bofedal marshlands 
and rich grasslands, they inhabit thatched cottages that are 
built at around 4,000 m. Beyond their pastures, the vicuña 

(the fine-haired, wild cousin of the alpaca) grazes, conservation 
efforts having swollen the population to over 2,500.

Camelids aren’t the only wildlife that hikers encounter. 
Rocky outcrops conceal skittery rabbit-like viscachas, while the 
luckiest of visitors may even glimpse the region’s most elusive 
resident: the jucumari, or spectacled bear, who inhabits the 
forests on the mountain’s lower elevations.

On day four, the trek reaches its climax at the highest of the 
passes, the Cumbre Sunchulli. This towering, rocky juncture 
grants (if you’re lucky with the weather) panoramas of a 
glaciated valley enveloped by jagged mountains and overhung 
with cerulean skies. A moment here makes it abundantly clear 
why Andes residents believe high elevations give you the closest 
proximity to the gods. Above you, Andean condors soar, their 
wide wingspans and white Tudor ruffs making them easy to 
spot against the blue.

After five days of climbing to the roof of the world, the trail 
comes to its close at Pelechuco. This huddle of tin-roofed 
dwellings dates back to the Spanish conquest, when it was 
founded as a gold-mining outpost; it now provides respite for 
weary hikers. Here, there’s time to pause and breathe in the deep 
mountain air, before the bus to La Paz (Bolivia’s capital) hurries 
your return to the city, and brings you right back down to earth.
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In the language of the Indigenous Warao peoples, the 
Orinoco means ‘a place to paddle’ – and it’s certainly 
just that. This vast river gives you more opportunity for 
up-close access to South America’s astonishing wildlife and 
landscapes than the more famous Amazon. Yes, the Amazon 
bursts with biological richness, but much of the river is 
either inaccessible or very expensive to reach; the Orinoco, 
on the other hand, is easier to get to and is navigable for 
most of its length.

Arcing across Venezuela past Colombia, the mighty 
Orinoco river system runs a breathtaking topographical 
gamut, from the tall Parima Mountains bordering Brazil, 
through tropical forests, humid llanos (seasonally flooded 
plains) and marshy deltas and mangroves, before finally 
emptying into the Atlantic. It has a mind-boggling diversity 
of microclimates, fauna, flora and terrain, all of which fall 
within its enormous basin, an area of more than 
880,000 sq km (340,000 sq miles).

Here you’ll find one of the last pristine ecosystems on the 
planet (though this might not last for long as it’s increasingly 
under threat from deforestation). Exciting new species are 
discovered regularly. At last count, this still largely uncharted 
river was home to more than 17,000 plant species, 1,400 bird 
species, 1,200 fish species, and at least 340 different types 
of mammal. Keep your eyes peeled and you’re likely to spy 
alligators, pink dolphins, boa constrictors, herons, toucans, 
howler and capuchin monkeys, and pumas – and that’s more 
than you can say for the Amazon, where foliage is so dense 
that it’s hard to see much of anything at all. For one of the 
best places to see this abundant wildlife, head to the Orinoco 
Delta, the swamp forest at the river’s mouth. It’s thought by 
many to be the richest area in aquatic life in the whole of South 
America. It’s time to pick up that paddle: you won’t find this 
kind of diversity anywhere else on earth.

The Amazon promises an epic adventure, there’s no doubt about it. Wildlife-
spotting opportunities, though? For that, make your way to the Orinoco, a river 

teeming with thousands of plants and animals.

The Orinoco, Venezuela
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There are few places in the world where you can drive for hours 
on end with the open expanse of the ocean on one side and 
everything from desert landscapes to tropical forests on the 
other. Of the handful of such routes that still remain, the little-
known coastal portion of Mexico’s Route 15 is one of the best. 
It’s a journey you can make in as little as five days or one you 
can savour for as long as six months. Along the way, you’ll pass 
tiny seaside pueblos (small towns), welcoming villages, endless 
fields of blue agave, prehistoric landscapes, Toltec ruins and, 
further south, several of the world’s most famous ocean resorts.

The first leg of the journey – if you choose to head south along 
Route 15, the approach favoured by most – begins in the inland 
border city of Nogales. From here, the road sweeps towards 
the Sea of Cortez, taking in the wild Sonora Desert scenery 
before cruising through the buzzing city of Hermosillo and 
skirting the brilliant blue sea at Guaymas. Making it this far 
is an adventure in itself: you’ll cross paths with venomous 
Gila monsters, watch roadrunners whizz past and spot the 

occasional vulture circling overhead. This is Mexico’s Wild West 
of legend, brought to life in front of your very eyes.

From here onwards, it’s mostly a coastal road, with the 
shimmering Pacific Ocean as your trusty companion. Your next 
city stop is Mazatlán – a hundred or so kilometres (around 62 
miles) on from Guaymas. Also known as the ‘Pearl of the Pacific’, 
Mazatlán features more than 20 km (12 miles) of uninterrupted 
beaches – one of the longest stretches of sand in the world. 
Quaint little fishing villages and plenty of classic Mexican 
scenery lie ahead before Route 15 veers inward again to the east 
and heads toward the city of Tepic. If you don’t fancy this interior 
stretch of the journey, continue south along the coast on Route 
200 until you reach the famous southern resorts collectively 
known as the Big Five: Puerto Vallarta, Manzanillo, Ixtapa, 
Acapulco and Puerto Escondido. Live it up in these bustling 
areas – unwinding on the beautiful beaches and enjoying the 
vibrant nightlife – before finally waving goodbye to Mexico and 
finishing your epic road trip at the border with Guatemala.

Coastal Route 15, Mexico
Think the fabled US Route 66 is the ultimate road trip? Think again: sun, 

sand and endless stretches of coastal beauty make Mexico’s Coastal Route 15 
the perfect choice for adventurers.
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The Atlantic twin to the Pacific Ocean’s Galápagos, the 
Fernando de Noronha archipelago of 21 volcanic islands and 
islets lies just south of the equator, some 360 km (216 miles) 
from mainland Brazil. Like the Galápagos, this island enclave 
offers fabulous wildlife encounters, but with visitors restricted 
to 500 per day it remains firmly off the tourist trail.

Unlike the organised cruises that predominate at the 
Galápagos, the perfect way to enjoy Fernando de Noronha is to 
settle into one of the small pousadas (hotels) on the main and 
only inhabited island, Ilha Fernando de Noronha. From here, 
you can make forays by wooden fishing boat to neighbouring 
isles, ride a dune buggy around pristine beaches or explore 
the trails and dirt roads on foot or by mountain bike.

Everywhere you turn, you’ll encounter glorious scenery. 
Rugged pinnacles pierce the sky and sheer-faced cliffs spill 
onto idyllic strands such as Praia do Leáo, where marine 
turtles crawl ashore to lay their eggs from December to May. 

Migratory birds flock in their teeming thousands, joining 
permanent residents including the magnificent frigatebird, 
red-billed tropicbirds and the endearing brown, masked, red-
footed and blue-footed boobies. In fact, Fernando de Noronha 
is home to the largest concentration of tropical seabirds in 
the western Atlantic.

And the Baía dos Golfinhos has the densest population of 
resident dolphins in the world. If you time it right and head 
out just after dawn, you should be lucky enough to see 
spinner dolphins and even whales frolicking close to shore. 
The crystal-clear waters of the islands teem with other 
marine life too. Giant shoals of brightly coloured fish dart 
around, rays and skates glide over the sandy sea floor, and 
turtles paddle under the waves. A top pick for snorkelling 
is Praia do Atalaia, which has some of the shallowest and 
calmest waters. But that’s only one of many turquoise 
natural pools backed by lush foliage in Fernando de 
Noronha. Here, tropical paradise is all around.

Fernando de Noronha, Brazil
Located off Brazil’s northeast coast, the archipelago of Fernando de Noronha is a near 

mirror-image of the Galápagos to the west of Ecuador. These untamed islands will make 
you feel like you’ve stepped back in time into pristine nature.
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around, rays and skates glide over the sandy sea floor, and 
turtles paddle under the waves. A top pick for snorkelling 
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natural pools backed by lush foliage in Fernando de 
Noronha. Here, tropical paradise is all around.
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you feel like you’ve stepped back in time into pristine nature.
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Hungary’s iconic parliament building – the Országház – is an
extraordinary edifice made up of some equally astonishing statistics: 
around 100,000 people were involved in its construction which took over 
17 years to complete. Forty million bricks, 40kg of gold and more than half 
a million precious stones were used in the structure, which opened in 
1904 to become the country’s largest. It rises 96 m (315 ft) high, is 268 m 
(879 ft) long and 123 m (404 ft) wide – a building so vast it houses 10 
courtyards, 691 rooms and more than 12 miles of ornamental staircases. 

Attracting more than 750,000 visitors a year, Budapest’s greatest 
landmark dominates the eastern bank of the Danube River. It was 
designed by the Hungarian architect Imre Steindl, the winner of 
an international competition that challenged entrants to imagine 
a parliament building grand enough to express the sovereignty 
of a proud nation. 

Steindl’s splendorous vision was particularly uninhibited: he proposed 
what would become the third-largest parliament building in the world, 
one constructed in an eclectic mix of neo-Gothic, neo-Romanesque 
and neo-Baroque architectural styles. It included decorative details 
inspired by the flora of the Carpathian basin, stained-glass windows 
decorated with royal coats of arms and hundreds of stone sculptures 
on the exterior walls of Hungarian and Transylvanian leaders and 
military figures from history. 

So detailed and extensive was the handiwork in Steindl’s design that 
nowadays the Országház is almost always under renovation, but the 
remarkable interior can be visited on a guided tour which includes 
the majestic Dome Hall where the crown of St. Stephen – the nation’s 
most important icon – is held. Outside, the building is best seen 
from a number of key viewpoints: Fisherman’s Bastion offers a fine 
panorama of the riverside setting from on high; another impressive 
and atmospheric perspective is from the 19th-century Margaret Bridge 
in the fading light of the afternoon sun. Perhaps most magical of all 
though is close up from the waters of the Danube itself, when, after dark, 
Steindl’s fantastical masterpiece is lit up in suitably spectacular style – 
resembling a palace from a fairytale.

A Political 
Masterpiece

words & picture
Simon Urwin

dream on / budapest
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cruise / queen mary 2

But what to wear? The prospect
of a week aboard the world’s only 
transatlantic liner threw up (ahem) 
no end of sartorial dilemmas for life 
upon the ocean waves.

I’d have to shop. And shop. And shop – 
part fashionista, part Hyacinth Bucket. 
Outfits for breakfast, lunch and supper 
as well as assorted lounge and formal 
occasion wear were summoned from 
dozens of websites and ticked off on 
a mental spreadsheet. The cost of 
this epic means of crossing the pond 
was spiralling.

But we had decided early on when 
booking this adventure to blow the 
budget. If we were going to slice 
across the Atlantic to New York on an 
aquatic juggernaut then we wanted 
unbridled style – and bought the 
biggest, glammest suite still available 
– the penthouse. We were lucky, the 
luxurious, and very expensive cabins 
generally book out months in advance. 
We were ready for the off.

The boarding outfit: a tailored azure-
blue Harris tweed check blazer, navy 
linen shirt, navy chinos and blue suede 
brogues – was just the right side of 
showy-off without being poncey. 
But embarkation was hellish. We were 
still at the back end of Covid rules 
when we sailed last May (2022) and the 
chaotic rigamarole of queues and health 
protocols blew any sense of art deco liner 
chicdom straight out of the porthole.

And schlepping along with a groaning 
luggage trolley piled high with cases 
didn’t help either; although we did 
put Nancy Cunard to shame when it 
came to the sheer amount of luggage 
we took on board. For me that was very 
much part of the experience. I’m used 
to carrying one bag on a flight, when 
else would I be able to dedicate a 
whole suitcase to shoes alone?

Eventually the magic of brandishing a 
red boarding card materialised and we 
were whisked into the bowels of the 
beast past a phalanx of scarlet bell boys 

sporting pillboxes and into the capable 
hands of our understudy butler. Up to 
the tenth floor and along a seemingly 
endless corridor we arrived at our cabin 
– or, as every berth is known, stateroom.

Statement room would better describe 
our lot. A long sleek black marble bar 
with a handsome Henry Moore-esque 
bronze statue ran down one side of the 
dining area. A huge sprawly sofa sat in 
front of an enormous tv screen in the 
lounge; the bedroom was dominated 
by a vast bed and another silver-
screen-sized telly; the dressing room 
was the size of a Tesco metro and the 
marble-lined bathroom had patently 
emptied a minor Italian quarry of all its 
stone. Half the ships crew could have 
squeezed onto our balcony. It was fab.

Succumbing to scurvy was unlikely, 
a vast harvest festival of improbably 
bright fruit weighed down on the 
dining table beside a welcoming bottle 
of chilled Laurent Perrier. A tap at the 
door and our butler, a giant of a man, 

High Style 
on High Seas

nick maes and his husband dave decided to push the boat out and throw themselves 
into the spirit of honeymooning in grand style on the queen mary 2…
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swished in to find out how we wanted 
our bar stocked. We might not have 
perished due to a vitamin C deficiency, 
but our livers baulked at our daily 
allowance of two litres of Grey Goose. 
Catnip for dipsos.

Day wear opportunity: flat fronted 
oatmeal tweed trousers, orange 
cashmere crewneck, orange Golas 
– and time to explore the leviathan. 
The qm2 is colossal. To our delight we 
discovered that the ship is the only liner 
in the world to have kennels on board 
(on deck 12) and momentarily regretted 
not bringing our pooch too. But for liner 
virgins like us, it took a bit of getting used 
to. Navigating from one end to another 
and then realising we were on the wrong 
deck was par for the course. Although 
we had no problem locating our allotted 
restaurant, the aptly named Queens Grill.

My land-lubber reservations about 
this trip centred around the food. 
I’d imagined vast American-sized 

portions of chow in a glutton’s temple 
– fortunately I was spectacularly wide 
of the mark. An army of perfectly 
uniformed waiters brought us a feast 
of fine dining (me in a purple checked 
suit FYI). The maitre d’ wanted to know 
if there was anything else we wanted, 
perhaps some delicacy off menu? 

And so we began each evening meal 
with bowls of caviare on ice. Lobster 
thermidor anyone? Steak Diane? 
Dover sole? You got it. A deliciously old-
fashioned menu perfectly fitted the 
nature of the boat, I wouldn’t have had 
it any other way. And the waiting staff? 
They were terrific to a tee.

cruise / queen mary 2

Another pre-boarding anxiety was 
cabin-fever – would we be bored holed 
up in a titanic gin palace? The amount 
of entertainment on offer was 
bewildering. Other than the various 
restaurants, bars and nightclub were 
hundreds of classes including vegetable 
carving if you will – an activity I could 

resist; any number of shows in the 
ship’s theatre and lectures delivered by 
the great and the good, and, strangely, 
Michael Howard and his wife Sandra. 
I was happy to veg out with a book back 
in our cabin on the huge sofa – and 
started to work my way through the 
vodka with a few tonics.

But to my mind the raison d’etre of 
this extravagant journey were the 
gala evenings, two black-tie events 
at the start and end of the voyage 
where the entire ship, staff and all, 
put on their very gladdest of rags 
for dinners that hark back to the 
golden age of transatlantic travel. 
White tux, black chiffon tie, black 
velvet trews and cummerbund 
the first night, black sequinned 
jacket and black wool pants for 
the second, I’d subconsciously 
channelled Shirley Bassey.

Dave had the time of his life, 
and was more than taken with the 
idea of booking us both onto the 
forthcoming world tour, a three 
month jamboree taking in the all 
the world’s greatest bits. Twelve 
weeks on board would be too much 
for me, I’d turn into an alcoholic 
blob snuffling up delicacies like 
a truffle pig. But eight nights to 
New York? Perfect.
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inside track / the ghan

Kangaroos? Yes. Koalas? Of course. 
But did you know that the Australian 
outback is home to wild camels? They 
were imported to Australia from the 
Middle East, India, and Afghanistan to 
aid exploration of the arid landscape 
– it is estimated that around 20,000 
camels arrived between 1870 and 1920. 
Able to travel for miles without water, 
the humped creatures were perfect 
for carrying heavy loads. However, 
these camels needed experienced 
handlers: migrant Afghans, or ‘Ghans’, 
who played an often overlooked but 
pioneering role in Australia’s history. 

During an inaugural sleeper train 
service between Terowie and 
Oodnadatta in 1923, an Afghan 

Into the Red
passenger was the first to disembark 
at the little station of Quorn, where 
a crowd had gathered to inspect 
the new arrival. It is believed that 
as he sped off in search of a place to 
say his prayers, a railway worker 
joked that the train should be 
named the Afghan Express, which 
was later shortened to the Ghan. 

After changing operators and 
extending its route from top to bottom, 
the train (which was once a much-
needed commuter service) has now 
evolved into a luxury service enticing 
passengers from all over the world 
to witness Australia’s landscapes 
from behind its curtained windows. 
Starting in Adelaide in the south, the 

train takes 53 hours to cut through 
the centre of the continent, passing by 
the sloping Barunga and Hummock 
ranges and the whispering white 
turbines of Snowtown’s wind farms. 

The following morning you will 
witness dawn break over the desert 
in the outback town of Marla, before 
a bang-up brunch of gammon 
steak, fried eggs and bubble and 
squeak. Then you travel on through 
a seemingly endless expanse of red 
rock to Alice Springs – the spirited, 
unofficial capital of the Red Centre – 
followed by Katherine, where you can 
explore the magnificence of Nitmiluk 
National Park, before terminating 
in the tropical city of Darwin. 

words
Monisha Rajesh
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the ghan / inside track

Over two nights and three days, 
passengers will experience a little 
bit of everything Australia has to 
showcase, from bush towns, national 
parks and indigenous townships to 
historic gorges, rainforests, sacred 
sites – and a camel or two if you 
look hard enough. Throughout the 
journey, there are options to include 
excursions in your itinerary, so 
take advantage of the fact that the 
train is burrowing into parts of 
the country that would otherwise 
be hard to reach, and that you 
might not visit again so easily. 

Consider cruising down the 
Katherine River in Nitmiluk National 
Park, home to the indigenous 
Jawoyn people, owners of the area. 
Here you can view ancient rock art 
on sandstone cliffs, learn how the 
land plays a role in their beliefs, 
and birdwatch. But be careful not 
to disturb Bolung, the rainbow 

serpent, which, according to 
tradition, still lives in the icy depths 
of the green pools. There is also the 
option to embark on the spiritual 
trails at Simpsons Gap in the West 
MacDonnell Ranges, a short bus 
ride from Alice Springs. If you 
prefer to spend your leisure time 
on the train, however, there are 
still several opportunities to hop 
off for a glass of wine beneath the 
stars, warm your palms at fireside 
gatherings, and gaze in sweet 
silence at sunrises – so pack plenty 
of layers to stave off the desert chill. 

Whether you choose to travel in 
Gold or Platinum class, you will 
have a private compartment and an 
attendant who will make up your 
bed during dinner, after which you 
can sway back up the corridor to bed 
while the train beats on through 
the night. With the focus on local 
suppliers, the train’s chefs are careful 

about sourcing their ingredients and 
have created a menu that reflects the 
regions through which you will travel. 
While enjoying a pre-dinner tipple in 
the lounge car, you might notice the 
warm smell of saltwater barramundi 
being grilled, along with crocodile 
boudin blanc. Unlike a number of 
luxury services, the Ghan is not merely 
a magnet for wealthy retirees: expect 
to meet travellers of all ages and 
backgrounds sitting by the windows, 
including families and train-loving 
loners. On arrival in Darwin, there is 
a distinct feeling of having made it 
through a marathon – and in the best 
way possible, you probably have.

Extracted 
from Epic Train 
Journeys by
gestalten & 
Monisha Rajesh 
gestalten, hbk,
288pp, £35

©
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EXPERIENCE CANADA

To start plannning your holiday to Canada, call a Wexas specialist on 020 7838 5958.

Whether it’s natural wonders, life-changing wildlife 
interactions or simply the ever-welcoming disposition 
of its people, it’s no secret that Canada is full of unique 
experiences. To inspire, we’ve picked out just a few below. 

Ultimate Aurora at Blachford Lake Lodge 
Located under the auroral oval and accessible only by bush 
plane, Blachford Lake Lodge offers some of the planet’s best 
aurora viewing, being far from any light pollution among the 
great forests and idyllic lakes of the Northwest Territories’ 
wilderness. Theatrical light displays are showcased 
everywhere from the hot tub and sauna deck to the fire-
heated tipi and your very own log cabin. And, with both a 
summer-autumn and winter-spring aurora season, you can 
choose between the likes of kayaking and swimming or 
snowshoeing and snowmobiling. For a sample itinerary, visit 
wexas.com/152581.

Grizzly bear watching at Knight Inlet
Accessible only by seaplane or boat, this remote fjord on 
British Columbia’s wild coast offers some of the world’s 
premier grizzly bear sightings, being perfectly secluded 
among old-growth forests backed by coastal mountains.
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To start plannning your holiday to Canada, call a Wexas specialist on 020 7838 5958.

Boat, kayak and hiking trips will also see you out in 
search of bald eagles and – from mid-July – pods of 
orca. Each day, you’ll return to a First-Nations-owned 
lodge that floats on the glacier-carved fjord itself. It also 
serves up the best in just-caught seafood. For a sample 
itinerary, visit wexas.com/152528.

The Calgary Stampede
Billed as ‘The Greatest Outdoor Show on Earth’, the 
Calgary Stampede is much more than the world’s most 
popular rodeo event. From performances by music 
legends and colourful parades to open tipis and native 
dances, it’s a celebration of both Western and First 
Nations culture. And, yes, there’s also plenty of time for 
daredevil chuckwagon racing, steer wrestling and finger-
licking barbecue. Each July its infectious spirit creates a 
city within a city in Alberta’s Calgary, where the Rockies 
are always within striking distance.For a sample itinerary, 
visit wexas.com/138002.

Birds, Bears and Belugas in Manitoba
With no roads leading to it, a flight north to Manitoba’s 
Churchill and the edge of the Arctic Circle rewards with 
a wilderness of barren bays and near-endless tundra. 
Here, you’ll spot otherworldly beluga whales on Zodiac 
boat trips and everything from wolves and polar bears to 
Arctic hare and fox on hikes or all-terrain tundra buggies. 

Then, come the evening, you’ll warm yourself by the roaring 
fire of your Nat-Geo timber lodge. For a sample itinerary, visit 
wexas.com/103853.

Torngat Mountain Base Camp & Research Station
Labrador and Newfoundland’s towering Torngat Mountains 
backdrop a coastal wilderness of turquoise lakes and mighty 
fjords. It’s all best showcased by its storied Base Camp. 
200km above of the region’s most northerly community and 
open only during summer, its simple tented accommodation 
and campfire salmon cooking are the perfect springboard 
for everything from waterfall hikes and wild beach picnics to 
ancient Inuit settlements visits. Keep your eyes out for seals 
and whales on the water or polar bears, wolves and caribou 
on land. For more information, visit wexas.com/137997.

Journey behind Niagara Falls
Put simply, Niagara Falls is an icon of world travel, and this 
is perhaps the most evocative way of experiencing it. You’ll 
descend nearly 40 metres below ground through century-
old tunnels carved right into the bedrock to gaze up at the 
crashing torrents from water level and get right behind the 
water itself with the cave-like portals. You’ll hear it before you 
see it, with over 2,800 cubic metres of water thundering over 
the precipice every second. Next door, there’s also world-
city Toronto and the region’s great wineries to explore. For a 
sample itinerary, visit wexas.com/103629.
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Whether it’s natural wonders, life-changing wildlife 
interactions or simply the ever-welcoming disposition 
of its people, it’s no secret that Canada is full of unique 
experiences. To inspire, we’ve picked out just a few below. 
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aurora viewing, being far from any light pollution among the 
great forests and idyllic lakes of the Northwest Territories’ 
wilderness. Theatrical light displays are showcased 
everywhere from the hot tub and sauna deck to the fire-
heated tipi and your very own log cabin. And, with both a 
summer-autumn and winter-spring aurora season, you can 
choose between the likes of kayaking and swimming or 
snowshoeing and snowmobiling. For a sample itinerary, visit 
wexas.com/152581.

Grizzly bear watching at Knight Inlet
Accessible only by seaplane or boat, this remote fjord on 
British Columbia’s wild coast offers some of the world’s 
premier grizzly bear sightings, being perfectly secluded 
among old-growth forests backed by coastal mountains.
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Boat, kayak and hiking trips will also see you out in 
search of bald eagles and – from mid-July – pods of 
orca. Each day, you’ll return to a First-Nations-owned 
lodge that floats on the glacier-carved fjord itself. It also 
serves up the best in just-caught seafood. For a sample 
itinerary, visit wexas.com/152528.

The Calgary Stampede
Billed as ‘The Greatest Outdoor Show on Earth’, the 
Calgary Stampede is much more than the world’s most 
popular rodeo event. From performances by music 
legends and colourful parades to open tipis and native 
dances, it’s a celebration of both Western and First 
Nations culture. And, yes, there’s also plenty of time for 
daredevil chuckwagon racing, steer wrestling and finger-
licking barbecue. Each July its infectious spirit creates a 
city within a city in Alberta’s Calgary, where the Rockies 
are always within striking distance.For a sample itinerary, 
visit wexas.com/138002.

Birds, Bears and Belugas in Manitoba
With no roads leading to it, a flight north to Manitoba’s 
Churchill and the edge of the Arctic Circle rewards with 
a wilderness of barren bays and near-endless tundra. 
Here, you’ll spot otherworldly beluga whales on Zodiac 
boat trips and everything from wolves and polar bears to 
Arctic hare and fox on hikes or all-terrain tundra buggies. 

Then, come the evening, you’ll warm yourself by the roaring 
fire of your Nat-Geo timber lodge. For a sample itinerary, visit 
wexas.com/103853.

Torngat Mountain Base Camp & Research Station
Labrador and Newfoundland’s towering Torngat Mountains 
backdrop a coastal wilderness of turquoise lakes and mighty 
fjords. It’s all best showcased by its storied Base Camp. 
200km above of the region’s most northerly community and 
open only during summer, its simple tented accommodation 
and campfire salmon cooking are the perfect springboard 
for everything from waterfall hikes and wild beach picnics to 
ancient Inuit settlements visits. Keep your eyes out for seals 
and whales on the water or polar bears, wolves and caribou 
on land. For more information, visit wexas.com/137997.

Journey behind Niagara Falls
Put simply, Niagara Falls is an icon of world travel, and this 
is perhaps the most evocative way of experiencing it. You’ll 
descend nearly 40 metres below ground through century-
old tunnels carved right into the bedrock to gaze up at the 
crashing torrents from water level and get right behind the 
water itself with the cave-like portals. You’ll hear it before you 
see it, with over 2,800 cubic metres of water thundering over 
the precipice every second. Next door, there’s also world-
city Toronto and the region’s great wineries to explore. For a 
sample itinerary, visit wexas.com/103629.
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Baglioni Resort
San Teodoro, Sardinia

Sardinia is famous for some of the most stunning beaches 
in Europe. The Baglioni resort sits on one of the most 
beautiful, Lu Impostu, part of the Tavolara Marine Area, 
paradise for divers and snorkellers, given the colourful 
richness of life beneath the waves. Not far away is Spiaggia 
La Cinta, with dazzling sand and sea, as popular with pink 
flamingoes, herons and kingfishers as it is with kitesurfers 
and of course bird watchers. 

It’s a wonderful natural landscape to be immersed in, 
and the Baglioni Resort offers a multitude of ways to enjoy 
it in style. All rooms and suites offer private verandahs 
or terraces to soak up views of glorious gardens or the 
captivating bay. One suite has the advantage of a rooftop 
terrace, a suntrap with outstanding views. 

Rooftop terrace or not, all accommodation is airy and 
bright, given their sliding glass doors and a décor that is 
light in tone but thoughtfully accessorised with sculpture 
and art and all the modern comforts you’d expect from 
the Baglioni Group.

Life here is mostly lived outdoors though, poolside or on 
the beach with riding and other adventures available too.  
A stop at the Spa, for a steam bath or sauna or massage 
at the end of the day sets guests up nicely for the superior 
dining experiences available. An Italian restaurant draws 
on classics based on the finest produce the Mediterranean 
has to offer, while Gusto under Claudio Sadler won a 
Michelin star just a year after opening.
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To book at any Baglioni hotel, contact a Wexas specialist on 020 7838 5958

With its impeccable Art-Deco spread of chandeliers and gilded 
mirrors, there’s perhaps no better representative of Italy’s mid-
century elegance than the Baglioni Hotel Regina. Once Queen 
Margherita of Savoy’s private residence, this grand landmark on 
Rome’s iconic Via Veneto invites in all of the city’s 20th-century 
grandeur. Expect everything from a city-leading restaurant and 
atmospheric bar to a world-class spa and period-furnished rooms 
bedecked in demure Murano lighting.

Then, just like its sister property, Baglioni’s Florence offering – the 
Baglioni Relais Santa Croce – plays a continued role in the history 
of its enviable setting. It’s housed in an 18th-century Florentine 
nobleman’s palazzo, complete with frescoes, stuccoed panelling 

When it comes to Italian cities, there’s not a more iconic pairing than Rome and Florence. Starting with the 
capital, you can trace the birth of civilisation in the likes of the Colosseum and Roman Forum before the 

Vatican’s great seat of the Catholic church provides a resting point on the journey on to medieval piazzas and 
Baro ue fl ourishes. hen, when it comes to  nding where to stay, as with all things in this country, it pays to 

go with something authentically Italian. 

Classic I taly wi t h Baglioni

and sweeping staircases  rst uilt for the pope s treasurer. t feels 
a genuine privilege to relax in the leather armchairs of the music 
room or dine on sophisticated Tuscan delights in its restaurant. 

With its rooms and suites immaculately dressed in the likes of 
four-poster beds and terracotta tones, you’ll also never forget 
that you have Florence’s richly varied highlights on your doorstep. 

etting lost among its ra it warren co led streets, you ll  nd a 
fresh wonder around each corner. While galleries house work by 
Michelangelo and Botticelli, medieval chapels, 15th-century palaces 
and the great marble façade of the iconic Duomo cathedral all vie 
for your attention.

Baglioni sgl_01.indd   1 23/10/2022   12:02
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nobleman’s palazzo, complete with frescoes, stuccoed panelling 

When it comes to Italian cities, there’s not a more iconic pairing than Rome and Florence. Starting with the 
capital, you can trace the birth of civilisation in the likes of the Colosseum and Roman Forum before the 

Vatican’s great seat of the Catholic church provides a resting point on the journey on to medieval piazzas and 
Baro ue fl ourishes. hen, when it comes to  nding where to stay, as with all things in this country, it pays to 

go with something authentically Italian. 

Classic I taly wi t h Baglioni

and sweeping staircases  rst uilt for the pope s treasurer. t feels 
a genuine privilege to relax in the leather armchairs of the music 
room or dine on sophisticated Tuscan delights in its restaurant. 

With its rooms and suites immaculately dressed in the likes of 
four-poster beds and terracotta tones, you’ll also never forget 
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Baglioni Masseria Muzza
Puglia
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A recent opening by Baglioni, the Mazzeria Muzza is a five-acre,
17th-century masterpiece. There’s nothing ordinary about this 
place. It’s not hard to imagine – in fact it is likely – that the mighty 
Carob tree at the entrance has been in situ for centuries itself. 

Rooms are set around a central courtyard, refashioned from 
former barns and stables, but true to traditional Puglian style, 
with white walls, distinctive ceramic work on display to offset 
the stark yet soothing style. All feature large rainfall showers, 

and air conditioning and Smeg fridges to take the edge off the 
legendary sunshine and heat that typifies Puglia. Most suites 
have a private courtyard or terrace, traditional whitewashed 
interiors and handcrafted furniture by local artisans.

On stepping out, as lovely as the views of nearby lake Alimini, 
is the heady fragrance of fig and lemon trees, with a touch of 
pomegranate. Ancient olive trees are in abundance, as they are 
throughout Puglia. Wander over to the immense adults-only pool 
after an al fresco breakfast at Mitro (which also serves lunch). 
Light lunches are also served by a smaller pool. Dinner is fine 
dining at Le Site, with high end local wines and some astonishing 
seafood, from oysters to octopus sourced from the Salento Sea, 
and refined takes on other local produce. There is also a pizza 
oven on a balcony with views of the setting sun over the lake.

In between all the delicious dining and glorious gardens 
and pools, there is much to do. The historical town of Lecce 
is nearby, a must visit, and beaches to explore, by kayak or 
sailing or swimming; either way all white sand and a sea 
that shifts from green to deep blue. Return to enjoy a spa 
treatment, an aperitif, or both.

A 17-day tailor-made New Brunswick self-drive starts from £2,800 pp incl. fl ights, car hire & accommodation.
For more information, visit wexas.com/146203 or call 020 7838 5958.

The perfect combination of urban amenities at nature’s 
doorstep, Moncton really is the hub of all things fun in 
the heart of the Maritimes. Whether that’s the Peticpdia 
River’s famed tidal bore or Magnetic Hill’s optical 
illusion. Then, as you turn north along the Acadian 
Coast, don’t forget to snap a photo with the giant Lobster 
in Shediac – the lobster capital of the World. Then, hop 
between the beaches of Kouchibouguac National Park 
and such idyllic coastal villages as Caraquet, with its 
1800s living museum and leading distillery. Be sure to 
also pause in Miramichi, a town situated alongside a 
famous salmon fishing river and known for its Gothic 
architecture and cove hikes, before arriving in Bathurst 
for everything from harbour walks to the superb Royal 
Canadian Legion War Museum and that favourite local 
past-time – ice hockey.

Turning inland with drives up into the Appalachian 
Mountains and the rugged plateau of Mount Carleton 
Provincial Park – a noted Dark Sky Preserve – you’ll 
move on to Edmundston, whose fine architecture 
is gateway to bicycle and hiking routes along the 
magnificent Madawaska River. Heading south, river 
valleys will then see you through the ultra-scenic Grand 

Falls Gorge and across Hartland – the world’s longest 
covered bridge. You’ll soon arrive at the province’s 
historic capital, Fredericton, where an extensive trail 
system points between everything from traditional 
farmer’s markets and cideries to the superb Beaverbrook 
Art Gallery and the vibrant Harvest Music Festival.

Returning to the coast with the beautiful seaside resort 
town of St. Andrews and its lauded Kingsbrae Garden, 
you’ll want to get out on the water, hopping between 
the pristine Bay of Fundy islands on world-class whale-
watching trips. Then, further along the bay, Saint John is 
home to Canada’s oldest continuous farmer’s market and 
waterfront walks among unique container villages. 

From here, you’ll strike out onto the stunning Fundy 
Coastal Drive to explore what are perhaps the province’s 
most iconic sights. Between Fundy National Park’s spread 
of coastal cliffs, backed as they are by rich valleys and 
forest-clad hikes, you’ll be brought among St Martin’s 
wild sea caves, past lonely lighthouses and on to the 
dramatic formations of Hopewell Rocks, home to the 
world’s highest tides. Explore it all on a kayak trip or, 
when the tide’s out, with a walk along the ocean floor. 

Naturally New Brunswick
Between its historic towns and cute seaside villages, the eastern Canadian province of New Brunswick stuns 
with truly wild coastal scenery, backed by the giants of the Appalachian Mountains. It’s all knitted together 
by scenic driving routes, picked out on this page.
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Baglioni Masseria Muzza
Puglia
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A recent opening by Baglioni, the Mazzeria Muzza is a five-acre,
17th-century masterpiece. There’s nothing ordinary about this 
place. It’s not hard to imagine – in fact it is likely – that the mighty 
Carob tree at the entrance has been in situ for centuries itself. 

Rooms are set around a central courtyard, refashioned from 
former barns and stables, but true to traditional Puglian style, 
with white walls, distinctive ceramic work on display to offset 
the stark yet soothing style. All feature large rainfall showers, 

and air conditioning and Smeg fridges to take the edge off the 
legendary sunshine and heat that typifies Puglia. Most suites 
have a private courtyard or terrace, traditional whitewashed 
interiors and handcrafted furniture by local artisans.

On stepping out, as lovely as the views of nearby lake Alimini, 
is the heady fragrance of fig and lemon trees, with a touch of 
pomegranate. Ancient olive trees are in abundance, as they are 
throughout Puglia. Wander over to the immense adults-only pool 
after an al fresco breakfast at Mitro (which also serves lunch). 
Light lunches are also served by a smaller pool. Dinner is fine 
dining at Le Site, with high end local wines and some astonishing 
seafood, from oysters to octopus sourced from the Salento Sea, 
and refined takes on other local produce. There is also a pizza 
oven on a balcony with views of the setting sun over the lake.

In between all the delicious dining and glorious gardens 
and pools, there is much to do. The historical town of Lecce 
is nearby, a must visit, and beaches to explore, by kayak or 
sailing or swimming; either way all white sand and a sea 
that shifts from green to deep blue. Return to enjoy a spa 
treatment, an aperitif, or both.

A 17-day tailor-made New Brunswick self-drive starts from £2,800 pp incl. fl ights, car hire & accommodation.
For more information, visit wexas.com/146203 or call 020 7838 5958.

The perfect combination of urban amenities at nature’s 
doorstep, Moncton really is the hub of all things fun in 
the heart of the Maritimes. Whether that’s the Peticpdia 
River’s famed tidal bore or Magnetic Hill’s optical 
illusion. Then, as you turn north along the Acadian 
Coast, don’t forget to snap a photo with the giant Lobster 
in Shediac – the lobster capital of the World. Then, hop 
between the beaches of Kouchibouguac National Park 
and such idyllic coastal villages as Caraquet, with its 
1800s living museum and leading distillery. Be sure to 
also pause in Miramichi, a town situated alongside a 
famous salmon fishing river and known for its Gothic 
architecture and cove hikes, before arriving in Bathurst 
for everything from harbour walks to the superb Royal 
Canadian Legion War Museum and that favourite local 
past-time – ice hockey.

Turning inland with drives up into the Appalachian 
Mountains and the rugged plateau of Mount Carleton 
Provincial Park – a noted Dark Sky Preserve – you’ll 
move on to Edmundston, whose fine architecture 
is gateway to bicycle and hiking routes along the 
magnificent Madawaska River. Heading south, river 
valleys will then see you through the ultra-scenic Grand 

Falls Gorge and across Hartland – the world’s longest 
covered bridge. You’ll soon arrive at the province’s 
historic capital, Fredericton, where an extensive trail 
system points between everything from traditional 
farmer’s markets and cideries to the superb Beaverbrook 
Art Gallery and the vibrant Harvest Music Festival.

Returning to the coast with the beautiful seaside resort 
town of St. Andrews and its lauded Kingsbrae Garden, 
you’ll want to get out on the water, hopping between 
the pristine Bay of Fundy islands on world-class whale-
watching trips. Then, further along the bay, Saint John is 
home to Canada’s oldest continuous farmer’s market and 
waterfront walks among unique container villages. 

From here, you’ll strike out onto the stunning Fundy 
Coastal Drive to explore what are perhaps the province’s 
most iconic sights. Between Fundy National Park’s spread 
of coastal cliffs, backed as they are by rich valleys and 
forest-clad hikes, you’ll be brought among St Martin’s 
wild sea caves, past lonely lighthouses and on to the 
dramatic formations of Hopewell Rocks, home to the 
world’s highest tides. Explore it all on a kayak trip or, 
when the tide’s out, with a walk along the ocean floor. 

Naturally New Brunswick
Between its historic towns and cute seaside villages, the eastern Canadian province of New Brunswick stuns 
with truly wild coastal scenery, backed by the giants of the Appalachian Mountains. It’s all knitted together 
by scenic driving routes, picked out on this page.
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Baglioni Resort Cala del Porto
Punta Ala, Tuscan Coast

While the wonders of Tuscany’s historical cities and hilltop
villages are well known, not as many travellers make it to 
the coast. This is a shame because it is extremely enticing, 
so much so that it is a favourite with Italy’s most glamorous 
elite, many of whom have second homes here and yachts 
docked at the picturesque marina. There’s a splendid view of 
the marina, Elba, and sometimes, on exceptionally clear days, 
of islands far in the distance, including Corsica.

Perched on a lofty cliff, Cala del Porto is positioned to make 
the most of numerous beaches, not least their private 
one. Seaside smells infuse the property, while seaside 
chic is part of the décor. Rooms mostly have sea views,  
some have balconies, while the Baglioni Suites have large 
private terraces with sun loungers. All are lined in soothing 
shades and while being laid back are opulent all the same. 
Toiletries by famed Sicilian perfumer lend a touch of 
further decadence.

Days here drift into decadence very easily. The figure of eight 
pool is striking and fun, the Spa is small but perfectly formed 
with an array of treatments and a Turkish bath. But really it’s 
all about beachlife, with a private shuttle down to the beach 
club. Sailing and boat tours can be arranged to explore the 
extraordinary coastline. Alternatively have a dip or two and 
enjoy lunch at La Spiaggia, set on the beach and while casual, 
the food is first class, focusing on seafood and pasta dishes.

At the resort, Belvedere provides a highly refined menu, 
perhaps after a bespoke cocktail on a terrace with a view.
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A 16-day Prairies & Rockies rail journey starts from £3,500 pp. incl. flights, 2 nights aboard The Canadian train, 13 nights 
accommodation, 3 days car hire & selected touring. For more information, visit wexas.com/183972 or call 020 7838 5958.

With its great plains, lake-dotted valleys and ever-creative pockets of humanity, the quiet beauty of Saskatchewan is Canada manifest 
– delightfully welcoming yet fiercely proud of its rich heritage and abundant nature.

the Canadian prairies
The city of Saskatoon is the perfect gateway to it all, not least 

because it wears the province’s love of nature on its plaid-

flannel sleeve. And. once you’ve enjoyed its pristine parks and 

walks along the South Saskatchewan River, don’t miss out on its 

vibrant cultural scene or the superb Remai Modern art gallery. 

An architectural marvel in its own right, it houses the world’s 

most comprehensive collection of Picasso linocuts.

Then, on the city’s northern boundary sits Wanuskewin Heritage 

Park. Here, among sweeping grasslands and roaming bison, 

you’ll be able to discover six millennia of First Nations history, 

today showcased in educational trails, archaeological digs and 

demonstrations of cultural traditions. Also within a couple of 

hours’ drive are the spa-like properties of Little Manitou Lake – a 

Dead Sea in miniature – and Prince Albert National Park. The 

latter impresses with 3,975 square kilometres of boreal forest as 

well as lakes, sandy beaches, trails and abundant wildlife.

However, for a true taste of prairies life, there’s the chance to 

channel your inner cowboy with a stay on a working farm. One 

such favourite is La Reata Ranch, where nights are spent in 

cosy wood cabins while days o�er everything from horseback 

rides and lake fishing trips to hikes in search of deer and golden 

eagles. Cap it all o� round the campfire or with a dip in the hot 

tub, under the stars.

And, with these wide-open plains, there’s perhaps no better way 

of travelling Saskatchewan than by rail. Plying its way between 

the Rockies and Vancouver in the west to Toronto in the east, 

The Canadian sleeper train is perfect for gaining an appreciation 

of Saskatchewan’s great scale. Admire golden prairie fields from 

glass-ceilinged carriages and cosy berths before tucking into 

traditional regional delicacies in the restaurant car. There are also 

musical performances and wine tastings on select departures – 

the perfect way to toast your adventure in this big-sky province.
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Baglioni Resort Cala del Porto
Punta Ala, Tuscan Coast

While the wonders of Tuscany’s historical cities and hilltop
villages are well known, not as many travellers make it to 
the coast. This is a shame because it is extremely enticing, 
so much so that it is a favourite with Italy’s most glamorous 
elite, many of whom have second homes here and yachts 
docked at the picturesque marina. There’s a splendid view of 
the marina, Elba, and sometimes, on exceptionally clear days, 
of islands far in the distance, including Corsica.

Perched on a lofty cliff, Cala del Porto is positioned to make 
the most of numerous beaches, not least their private 
one. Seaside smells infuse the property, while seaside 
chic is part of the décor. Rooms mostly have sea views,  
some have balconies, while the Baglioni Suites have large 
private terraces with sun loungers. All are lined in soothing 
shades and while being laid back are opulent all the same. 
Toiletries by famed Sicilian perfumer lend a touch of 
further decadence.

Days here drift into decadence very easily. The figure of eight 
pool is striking and fun, the Spa is small but perfectly formed 
with an array of treatments and a Turkish bath. But really it’s 
all about beachlife, with a private shuttle down to the beach 
club. Sailing and boat tours can be arranged to explore the 
extraordinary coastline. Alternatively have a dip or two and 
enjoy lunch at La Spiaggia, set on the beach and while casual, 
the food is first class, focusing on seafood and pasta dishes.

At the resort, Belvedere provides a highly refined menu, 
perhaps after a bespoke cocktail on a terrace with a view.
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With its great plains, lake-dotted valleys and ever-creative pockets of humanity, the quiet beauty of Saskatchewan is Canada manifest 
– delightfully welcoming yet fiercely proud of its rich heritage and abundant nature.

the Canadian prairies
The city of Saskatoon is the perfect gateway to it all, not least 

because it wears the province’s love of nature on its plaid-

flannel sleeve. And. once you’ve enjoyed its pristine parks and 

walks along the South Saskatchewan River, don’t miss out on its 

vibrant cultural scene or the superb Remai Modern art gallery. 

An architectural marvel in its own right, it houses the world’s 

most comprehensive collection of Picasso linocuts.

Then, on the city’s northern boundary sits Wanuskewin Heritage 

Park. Here, among sweeping grasslands and roaming bison, 

you’ll be able to discover six millennia of First Nations history, 

today showcased in educational trails, archaeological digs and 

demonstrations of cultural traditions. Also within a couple of 

hours’ drive are the spa-like properties of Little Manitou Lake – a 

Dead Sea in miniature – and Prince Albert National Park. The 

latter impresses with 3,975 square kilometres of boreal forest as 

well as lakes, sandy beaches, trails and abundant wildlife.

However, for a true taste of prairies life, there’s the chance to 

channel your inner cowboy with a stay on a working farm. One 

such favourite is La Reata Ranch, where nights are spent in 

cosy wood cabins while days o�er everything from horseback 

rides and lake fishing trips to hikes in search of deer and golden 

eagles. Cap it all o� round the campfire or with a dip in the hot 

tub, under the stars.

And, with these wide-open plains, there’s perhaps no better way 

of travelling Saskatchewan than by rail. Plying its way between 

the Rockies and Vancouver in the west to Toronto in the east, 

The Canadian sleeper train is perfect for gaining an appreciation 

of Saskatchewan’s great scale. Admire golden prairie fields from 

glass-ceilinged carriages and cosy berths before tucking into 

traditional regional delicacies in the restaurant car. There are also 

musical performances and wine tastings on select departures – 

the perfect way to toast your adventure in this big-sky province.
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With Oregon’s geography staggering from wild beaches and 
dense forests to undulating river valleys and snow-capped 
mountains, it’s no surprise that it hosts more scenic byways 
than any other state. And, in among it all, you’ll also find North 
America’s full spectrum of civilisation, whether sleepy fishing 
villages and award-winning wineries or frontier towns and the 
urbane cool of Portland.

Its residents, too, are just as diverse as their state, from 
indigenous tribes and old-school outdoorsmen to a new wave 
of artisan urbanites. But, one thing they all share is a fierce 
devotion to where they live and its natural world. Indeed, the 
best way to experience Oregon is through their infectious 
passion, by engaging with the state’s lauded network of local 
guides. Talk to your Wexas specialist about a naturalist-led 
hike, an insider’s tour of a top winery or a behind-the-scenes 
tasting at a regional producer. Each specialist will get right to 
their heart of their area of expertise, bringing it to life.

To inspire further, we’ve picked out seven regions that best 
demonstrate the state’s rich diversity. Remember, it’s just a 
direct British Airways flight away from London Heathrow.

The coast
Spanning nearly 400 miles, the rugged Oregon coastline is a 
wild affair of dramatic rock formations, whirlpools and a near-
endless spread of windswept beaches. It’s all interspersed with 
the likes of historic homes and lonely lighthouses, serving as 
waypoints to everything from fishing and whale-watching trips 
to hikes and rounds of golf.

INSIDE OREGON
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Portland
Surely inspired by its imposing mountain backdrop, Portland 
is one of America’s great centres of creativity – something 
realised across its craftspeople, musicians and culinary 
masters. It also invites its natural surroundings in, with more 
than 200 parks and gardens ideal for walks and bike rides. This 
really is a city alive.

Mt. Hood & the Columbia River Gorge
Positioned alongside the mighty Columbia River Gorge, you 
may know iconic Mt. Hood as the world’s second-most-
climbed mountain and the host of North America’s only 
year-round ski season. However, you should take the region 
as a whole, with its medley of forest-carpeted cliffs, giant 
waterways and, yes, snowy peaks setting the scene for quaint 
riverfront towns and a rich variety of outdoors activities.

The Willamette Valley
As it has been since the time of the pioneers, this is Oregon’s 
agricultural heartland. And today, while its gently undulating 
green contours make for ideal hiking or cycling, they’re also 
terraced into pretty vineyards. Don’t also miss out on the food 
markets and farm-to-table dining.

Southern Oregon
From high-desert country to lush valleys and clear-blue 
lakes, Oregon’s south is wonderfully varied. One moment 
you could be enjoying some world-class fishing or rafting, 
and the next mountain biking or hiking through beautifully 
barren shrublands. Then, relive the 19th century in gold-
rush-era towns, now home to excellent wineries and artist 
communities.

Central Oregon
A tale of two seasons, central Oregon’s sunny summers and 
snowy winters means plenty of adventure. That could be a 
full complement of snowy fun or cowboy dreams brought to 
life with mountain retreats and fly-fishing escapades. And, its 
convergence of mountain ranges and river plateaus is troubled 
by unique, volcanic features.

Eastern Oregon
The spirit of the West is alive and well in Eastern Oregon, 
where snow-capped peaks look down onto rolling hills, 
complex desert lands and wild, rushing rivers. The indelible 
footprint of Lewis and Clark, Chief Joseph and the Oregon 
Trail pioneers who lived in or passed through this region still 
permeate its unique culture. 

Oregon Fly-Drive
Discover the wonders of Oregon's unspoilt coastlines, 
pulsating cities and incredible landscapes as you hit the 
highway on a state-spanning road trip. Highlights include 
Portland – the 'City of Roses', Newport and its wine-country 
surrounds, historic Florence and the stunning beauty of the 
Oregon Dunes National Recreation Area. You'll also take 
in two of the state's icons, pausing to admire the riverine 
perfection of Grants Pass and the  always-spectacular 
Crater Lake National Park. 

Prices start from £2,380 per person incl. return flights, car 
hire & 10 nights accommodation.

For more information or to book, call a Wexas USA specialist 
on 020 7838 5958.

advertorial
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realised across its craftspeople, musicians and culinary 
masters. It also invites its natural surroundings in, with more 
than 200 parks and gardens ideal for walks and bike rides. This 
really is a city alive.
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may know iconic Mt. Hood as the world’s second-most-
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year-round ski season. However, you should take the region 
as a whole, with its medley of forest-carpeted cliffs, giant 
waterways and, yes, snowy peaks setting the scene for quaint 
riverfront towns and a rich variety of outdoors activities.
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As it has been since the time of the pioneers, this is Oregon’s 
agricultural heartland. And today, while its gently undulating 
green contours make for ideal hiking or cycling, they’re also 
terraced into pretty vineyards. Don’t also miss out on the food 
markets and farm-to-table dining.

Southern Oregon
From high-desert country to lush valleys and clear-blue 
lakes, Oregon’s south is wonderfully varied. One moment 
you could be enjoying some world-class fishing or rafting, 
and the next mountain biking or hiking through beautifully 
barren shrublands. Then, relive the 19th century in gold-
rush-era towns, now home to excellent wineries and artist 
communities.

Central Oregon
A tale of two seasons, central Oregon’s sunny summers and 
snowy winters means plenty of adventure. That could be a 
full complement of snowy fun or cowboy dreams brought to 
life with mountain retreats and fly-fishing escapades. And, its 
convergence of mountain ranges and river plateaus is troubled 
by unique, volcanic features.

Eastern Oregon
The spirit of the West is alive and well in Eastern Oregon, 
where snow-capped peaks look down onto rolling hills, 
complex desert lands and wild, rushing rivers. The indelible 
footprint of Lewis and Clark, Chief Joseph and the Oregon 
Trail pioneers who lived in or passed through this region still 
permeate its unique culture. 

Oregon Fly-Drive
Discover the wonders of Oregon's unspoilt coastlines, 
pulsating cities and incredible landscapes as you hit the 
highway on a state-spanning road trip. Highlights include 
Portland – the 'City of Roses', Newport and its wine-country 
surrounds, historic Florence and the stunning beauty of the 
Oregon Dunes National Recreation Area. You'll also take 
in two of the state's icons, pausing to admire the riverine 
perfection of Grants Pass and the  always-spectacular 
Crater Lake National Park. 

Prices start from £2,380 per person incl. return flights, car 
hire & 10 nights accommodation.

For more information or to book, call a Wexas USA specialist 
on 020 7838 5958.

advertorial

INSIDE OREGON

Oregon_01.indd   99 23/10/2022   12:12



Not all Zoroastrians are Parsis, but all
Parsis are Zoroastrians. Around the 
seventh century, during the Arab 
conquest of Persia, a small group 
of Zoroastrians fled persecution by 
sailing from what is now known as 
Iran and found themselves on the 
shores of India. After some movement 
around the islands of Gujarat they 
were granted asylum and settled in 
the coastal town of Sanjan, which was 
ruled over at the time by Jadi Rana.

Throughout the centuries, the Parsi 
community has interwoven itself 
into the community, adapting 
their language, approach towards 
religion and ways of cooking 
and eating, borrowing the best 
aspects and including them as 
part of their own identity, a sort 
of symbiotic relationship.

The community that originally settled 
in Sanjan became known as the Parsis 
because of their Persian heritage, 
and throughout the centuries they 
spread across India, finding homes in 
different towns and cities. When the 
British came to India, many Parsis took 
to learning English and moved away 
from small farming villages to city 
centres where they provided services 
and routes of trade with neighbouring 
countries. Here began the relationship 
with British, Portuguese and French 
merchants and the rise of the prominent 
Parsi industrialists and philanthropists.

My grandad settled the family in 
Gandhidham in the 1960s. He worked 
for the Kandla Port Trust as the chief 
architect. The town of Kandla was 
still in its infancy and the port had 
developed a large plot of land into a 
colony for port employees to reside, 
known as Gopal Puri. Bungalows would 
be assigned to the workers depending 
on their hierarchy within the port: 
A bungalows were assigned to the top 
management, B to the senior staff and 
C and D to the rest. As the architect 
who designed the bungalows in the 
colony, my grandad was offered a 
B-rated bungalow, but he turned it 
down in favour of a C bungalow. 

C17 was a modest bungalow with 
small rooms, a well-sized garden with 
lemon, banana and papaya trees and 
best of all, due to its location within 
the colony, it had uninterrupted 
views of the yet-to-be developed 
open plains of Kandla all the way to 
the next town of Anjar, 40km away.

It was here at C17 that my mother fondly 
remembers my grandad on his only 
mode of transport, his bicycle, taking 
her to the market for their monthly 
pantry top-up. Having to go to each 
individual vendor to buy their eggs, 
bread and milk. At the final stop on 
the trip there would be vendors selling 
hot foods. My mother remembers the 
gent with a huge tava (flat iron skillet) 
frying off aloo tiki, small patties of 

potato and spices coated in semolina, 
another with a sagdi, a very crude clay 
barbecue, on which he would cook 
huge rotli that would puff up entirely 
as it blistered on the grill, ‘smelling 
heavenly’. The last man would be 
serving patli dal, a thin soupy dal. All of 
these foods were parcelled up and taken 
home to be eaten by the family with 
delight, a sort of takeaway of its time. 

It was in this bungalow that my 
grandad would come home with 
fresh whole fish, either a surmai 
or rawas, and teach my mum how 
to scale, gut and cut up the fish to 
make a coconut and coriander curry. 
Sometimes my grandma would chop 
a drumstick down from the tree which 
she would wash, string, chop and tie 
and throw into the curry for bonus 
flavour. The leaves of the tree would 
also be added to the curry for the sabzi 
(vegetable) element of the dish. 

My grandparents did not have it easy 
in those days, bringing up a family of 
seven in a small bungalow on a modest 
salary. My mum recalls the convoluted 
procedure of just lighting their now 
vintage single burner Primus stove. 
My grandma would take a glass bottle 
to the pantry and fill it with kerosene 
which would then have to be poured 
into the stove, and, after a few pumps 
to get the kerosene all the way through, 
the stove could be lit. All this just to boil 
the kettle to make a simple cup of tea.

Food of my 
forebears

a moveable feast / farokh talati
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their language, approach towards 
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aspects and including them as 
part of their own identity, a sort 
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countries. Here began the relationship 
with British, Portuguese and French 
merchants and the rise of the prominent 
Parsi industrialists and philanthropists.
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C and D to the rest. As the architect 
who designed the bungalows in the 
colony, my grandad was offered a 
B-rated bungalow, but he turned it 
down in favour of a C bungalow. 

C17 was a modest bungalow with 
small rooms, a well-sized garden with 
lemon, banana and papaya trees and 
best of all, due to its location within 
the colony, it had uninterrupted 
views of the yet-to-be developed 
open plains of Kandla all the way to 
the next town of Anjar, 40km away.

It was here at C17 that my mother fondly 
remembers my grandad on his only 
mode of transport, his bicycle, taking 
her to the market for their monthly 
pantry top-up. Having to go to each 
individual vendor to buy their eggs, 
bread and milk. At the final stop on 
the trip there would be vendors selling 
hot foods. My mother remembers the 
gent with a huge tava (flat iron skillet) 
frying off aloo tiki, small patties of 

potato and spices coated in semolina, 
another with a sagdi, a very crude clay 
barbecue, on which he would cook 
huge rotli that would puff up entirely 
as it blistered on the grill, ‘smelling 
heavenly’. The last man would be 
serving patli dal, a thin soupy dal. All of 
these foods were parcelled up and taken 
home to be eaten by the family with 
delight, a sort of takeaway of its time. 

It was in this bungalow that my 
grandad would come home with 
fresh whole fish, either a surmai 
or rawas, and teach my mum how 
to scale, gut and cut up the fish to 
make a coconut and coriander curry. 
Sometimes my grandma would chop 
a drumstick down from the tree which 
she would wash, string, chop and tie 
and throw into the curry for bonus 
flavour. The leaves of the tree would 
also be added to the curry for the sabzi 
(vegetable) element of the dish. 

My grandparents did not have it easy 
in those days, bringing up a family of 
seven in a small bungalow on a modest 
salary. My mum recalls the convoluted 
procedure of just lighting their now 
vintage single burner Primus stove. 
My grandma would take a glass bottle 
to the pantry and fill it with kerosene 
which would then have to be poured 
into the stove, and, after a few pumps 
to get the kerosene all the way through, 
the stove could be lit. All this just to boil 
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Mum came to the uk in April of 1980 
at the age of 28, leaving the blistering 
34°c heat of Mumbai for the 4°c biting 
chill of a ‘dark and miserable’ London. 
One of my dad’s first jobs was at the 
Wall’s factory in Southall; he would 
bring home food from the staff shop – 
sausages, gammon, steak and kidney 
pies and ice cream – and all were enjoyed 
with fresh enthusiasm. But the novelty 
soon wore off and the desire to cook 
and eat homemade food settled in. 

Alperton, an area within Wembley, had, 
and still has to this day, one of the largest 
Indian communities within London. 
Here you could buy the vegetables, herbs, 
meats and dry goods to cook delicious 
and familiar foods with relatively similar 
results as that back home in India. 
My mum could always cook – her parents 
were very proficient in the kitchen, 
passing on those skills, and over time 
and with the help of some cookbooks 
and her mother-in-law, my mum started 
cooking Parsi food at home in London. 
Dal and rice, meat and vegetable stews 
all came back into the diet and so did 
the exploration of Parsi cuisine at 
home using the ingredients available 
to her at that time from the markets.

***

Growing up, it was clear to me that the 
food we ate in our home was different. 
I would go to friends’ houses and 
chips and burgers was the standard 
fare laid out on the dinner table. I 
would return home to be greeted by 
spicy lentils, steamed rice and stewed 
vegetables. Imagine my poor mother’s 
despair in trying to convince me to 
eat such food while my friends were 
tucking into their burgers and chips!

My first trip to India was at the age 
of six. Meeting my mother’s side of 
the family for the first time, we were 

adorned with garlands threaded with 
roses, honeysuckle and jasmine, and 
intricate chalk patterns tapped out 
on the marble floors of the doorways 
welcomed us into family homes. Upon 
entering, small squares of rock sugar 
were placed into our mouths as a way 
of wishing us good luck and prosperity 
on our trip. I can still remember the 
smell of burning sandalwood from the 
fire temple where we would go to pray 
every day, the fish swimming in the well 
in the temple, and taking home the 
blessed fruits to share with our family.

I visited India a few more times as I got 
older, and, although I was still not into 
food or cooking at that point, could 
not help being drawn in by the smells, 
flavours and colours. The ceremony 
surrounding food was enchanting and 
the anticipation and excitement for 
the next meal became a huge part of 
the day. The markets of fresh fruit and 

vegetables dazzled in vibrant colour; 
vendors selling unidentifiable hot fried 
snacks from cauldrons of boiling oil 
would summon you over to try before 
you buy; young coconuts being cut 
open on the side of the street for thirsty 
passers-by to nourish themselves with 
the sweet water. Sweets in all shapes 
and enticing colours laid out on huge 
trays in shop windows were enough to 
capture my young heart, and my loving 
uncles and aunties were more than 
happy to oblige my sweet tooth (on 
reflection a young child is a great excuse 
for an adult to buy lots of sweets!).

One thing that struck me, more than 
the odd cow ambling the streets with 
indifference, was that everywhere you 
looked people were eating or drinking. 
In every side street and at every corner, 
shop front and stall, people would 
gather to eat as if it were a national 
pastime. For many it was a way to catch 
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up with friends and family, for some 
a moment of self-reflection with a 
plate of deep-fried bhaja. And with 
the food being so fresh and so tasty, 
it seems like a logical pastime to have.

The mystery of the unknown can be both 
exciting and scary. As a Parsi growing 
up in the uk, I did not know how to 
cook any of the dishes I had tried on my 
many trips to India, or even what the 
ingredients involved to create these 
amazing flavours were. There were no 
aunties or uncles to ask at that time, 
as those family members who cooked 
the true Parsi food were in India and 
what was attempted here at home in 
the uk was a version with many key 
ingredients subbed out, often to the 
detriment of the original dish. What 
were these mysterious ingredients? 

An excitement grew inside of me, 
an urge to discover, like a long-lost 

language or learning one’s own mother 
tongue; food was now my conduit to 
connecting to my Parsi heritage. In one 
of my defining trips to India I stayed for 
three months, pestering every aunty 
and uncle to show me their cookbooks, 
teach me their tricks and let me cook 
together with them. I ate Parsi food for 
breakfast, lunch and dinner and when I 
wasn’t cooking or eating, I was fervently 
writing down every last detail of what 
I had seen, eaten and heard that day.

***

To be a Parsi is like being a member 
of a very special club, one that values 
humour and joviality, and holds food as 
an essential component of their culture. 
A respect for nature and one another 
is the order of the day. Zoroastrianism 
is based around a simple proverb, 
‘good thoughts, good words and good 
deeds’; a beautifully straightforward 

credo to live by. A simple ideology to 
follow and one that all Zoroastrians 
strive to adhere to in their daily life.

Researching, learning and cooking these 
recipes has demystified Parsi cooking for 
me, and it has highlighted the journey 
the first Zoroastrians took from Persia, 
then their journey through India and 
the cultures they met along the way, 
which can all be traced via their food.

But one thing that never left my mind 
while I was writing these recipes 
down was that with such a dwindling 
population in the Parsi community and 
a generation of Parsis growing up in 
India in a world of fast food, convenience 
over home cooking and food trends 
coming from the West, who will be left 
to remember these dishes, who will 
know how to make sambhar masala? 
Who will know the intricacies of dal ni 
pori? How will the flavours of dhansak 
my mother used to eat as a child stay 
true today and in the next 20 years? 

It slowly dawned on me that these 
recipes, if put together with enough 
knowledge, understanding and skill, 
could be a way to preserve one of the 
most important aspects of being a 
Parsi: bloody good food! As I hold my 
tattered copy of Vividh Vani, a book of 
Parsi recipes printed over 100 years ago 
to try and decipher recipes, this too 
could be a book that can be picked up 
in many years to come and represent 
a slice of our culture and heritage, 
so as not to be lost through the ages.

Parsi by 
Farokh Talati
Bloomsbury, 
hbk, 368pp, £26
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Previous spread 
(clockwise from 
top left): Farokh 
Talati; Parsi rice with 
the ‘(w)holy 4’: star 
anise, cinnamon, 
clove and cardamom; 
Maneck Aunty and 
Nergish Aunty; 
Badam ni marghi 
(Chicken in rich 
almond gravy).

Opposite: Iranshah 
Atash Behram, 
Udvada, Gujurat.

Left: First Dastoor 
Meherjirana Library, 
Navsari, Gujarat.
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Mum came to the uk in April of 1980 
at the age of 28, leaving the blistering 
34°c heat of Mumbai for the 4°c biting 
chill of a ‘dark and miserable’ London. 
One of my dad’s first jobs was at the 
Wall’s factory in Southall; he would 
bring home food from the staff shop – 
sausages, gammon, steak and kidney 
pies and ice cream – and all were enjoyed 
with fresh enthusiasm. But the novelty 
soon wore off and the desire to cook 
and eat homemade food settled in. 

Alperton, an area within Wembley, had, 
and still has to this day, one of the largest 
Indian communities within London. 
Here you could buy the vegetables, herbs, 
meats and dry goods to cook delicious 
and familiar foods with relatively similar 
results as that back home in India. 
My mum could always cook – her parents 
were very proficient in the kitchen, 
passing on those skills, and over time 
and with the help of some cookbooks 
and her mother-in-law, my mum started 
cooking Parsi food at home in London. 
Dal and rice, meat and vegetable stews 
all came back into the diet and so did 
the exploration of Parsi cuisine at 
home using the ingredients available 
to her at that time from the markets.

***

Growing up, it was clear to me that the 
food we ate in our home was different. 
I would go to friends’ houses and 
chips and burgers was the standard 
fare laid out on the dinner table. I 
would return home to be greeted by 
spicy lentils, steamed rice and stewed 
vegetables. Imagine my poor mother’s 
despair in trying to convince me to 
eat such food while my friends were 
tucking into their burgers and chips!

My first trip to India was at the age 
of six. Meeting my mother’s side of 
the family for the first time, we were 

adorned with garlands threaded with 
roses, honeysuckle and jasmine, and 
intricate chalk patterns tapped out 
on the marble floors of the doorways 
welcomed us into family homes. Upon 
entering, small squares of rock sugar 
were placed into our mouths as a way 
of wishing us good luck and prosperity 
on our trip. I can still remember the 
smell of burning sandalwood from the 
fire temple where we would go to pray 
every day, the fish swimming in the well 
in the temple, and taking home the 
blessed fruits to share with our family.

I visited India a few more times as I got 
older, and, although I was still not into 
food or cooking at that point, could 
not help being drawn in by the smells, 
flavours and colours. The ceremony 
surrounding food was enchanting and 
the anticipation and excitement for 
the next meal became a huge part of 
the day. The markets of fresh fruit and 

vegetables dazzled in vibrant colour; 
vendors selling unidentifiable hot fried 
snacks from cauldrons of boiling oil 
would summon you over to try before 
you buy; young coconuts being cut 
open on the side of the street for thirsty 
passers-by to nourish themselves with 
the sweet water. Sweets in all shapes 
and enticing colours laid out on huge 
trays in shop windows were enough to 
capture my young heart, and my loving 
uncles and aunties were more than 
happy to oblige my sweet tooth (on 
reflection a young child is a great excuse 
for an adult to buy lots of sweets!).

One thing that struck me, more than 
the odd cow ambling the streets with 
indifference, was that everywhere you 
looked people were eating or drinking. 
In every side street and at every corner, 
shop front and stall, people would 
gather to eat as if it were a national 
pastime. For many it was a way to catch 
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up with friends and family, for some 
a moment of self-reflection with a 
plate of deep-fried bhaja. And with 
the food being so fresh and so tasty, 
it seems like a logical pastime to have.

The mystery of the unknown can be both 
exciting and scary. As a Parsi growing 
up in the uk, I did not know how to 
cook any of the dishes I had tried on my 
many trips to India, or even what the 
ingredients involved to create these 
amazing flavours were. There were no 
aunties or uncles to ask at that time, 
as those family members who cooked 
the true Parsi food were in India and 
what was attempted here at home in 
the uk was a version with many key 
ingredients subbed out, often to the 
detriment of the original dish. What 
were these mysterious ingredients? 

An excitement grew inside of me, 
an urge to discover, like a long-lost 

language or learning one’s own mother 
tongue; food was now my conduit to 
connecting to my Parsi heritage. In one 
of my defining trips to India I stayed for 
three months, pestering every aunty 
and uncle to show me their cookbooks, 
teach me their tricks and let me cook 
together with them. I ate Parsi food for 
breakfast, lunch and dinner and when I 
wasn’t cooking or eating, I was fervently 
writing down every last detail of what 
I had seen, eaten and heard that day.

***

To be a Parsi is like being a member 
of a very special club, one that values 
humour and joviality, and holds food as 
an essential component of their culture. 
A respect for nature and one another 
is the order of the day. Zoroastrianism 
is based around a simple proverb, 
‘good thoughts, good words and good 
deeds’; a beautifully straightforward 

credo to live by. A simple ideology to 
follow and one that all Zoroastrians 
strive to adhere to in their daily life.

Researching, learning and cooking these 
recipes has demystified Parsi cooking for 
me, and it has highlighted the journey 
the first Zoroastrians took from Persia, 
then their journey through India and 
the cultures they met along the way, 
which can all be traced via their food.

But one thing that never left my mind 
while I was writing these recipes 
down was that with such a dwindling 
population in the Parsi community and 
a generation of Parsis growing up in 
India in a world of fast food, convenience 
over home cooking and food trends 
coming from the West, who will be left 
to remember these dishes, who will 
know how to make sambhar masala? 
Who will know the intricacies of dal ni 
pori? How will the flavours of dhansak 
my mother used to eat as a child stay 
true today and in the next 20 years? 

It slowly dawned on me that these 
recipes, if put together with enough 
knowledge, understanding and skill, 
could be a way to preserve one of the 
most important aspects of being a 
Parsi: bloody good food! As I hold my 
tattered copy of Vividh Vani, a book of 
Parsi recipes printed over 100 years ago 
to try and decipher recipes, this too 
could be a book that can be picked up 
in many years to come and represent 
a slice of our culture and heritage, 
so as not to be lost through the ages.
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art of travel / east africa

There is no greater adventure than a safari to the
Mara-Serengeti in East Africa where Angela and 
I have spent so many years immersing ourselves 
in the lives of the great predators – particularly 
the big cats that bring an exquisite tension to 
the landscape. This vast ecosystem of 25,000km2

includes the Maasai Mara National Reserve in 
Kenya and adjoining Serengeti National Park 
in Tanzania. It is home to the ‘great migration’ – 
the two million wildebeest, zebras and gazelles 
that criss-cross the grasslands and acacia thickets 
in their endless search for food and water.

This is a book for everyone to enjoy. We love to draw 
and hope you will join us on a virtual safari using 
your imagination to bring the illustrations to life by 
colouring them. They feature many of the animals 
and birds that you will see on your travels, as well 

as the Maasai pastoralists who have roamed these 
lands for centuries living side by side with the wild 
animals and relying on their livestock for all their 
needs. All of the species illustrated can be found 
among the iucn’s Red List that charts the status 
of the world’s most endangered species. It is our 
sincere hope that with greater awareness, and 
your help, none of these amazing creatures will 
disappear from the planet.

Sacred Nature Safari 
Colouring Book 
by Jonathan and 
Angela Scott
Bradt Guides, pbk,
56pp, £9.99
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Jonathan and Angela with their cameras and laptops. 29

words & illustrations
Jonathan and Angela Scott

Blending 
into the Wild

£9.99    US$16.99
Bradtguides.com
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Jonathan & Angela Scott

SAFARI
COLOURING BOOK

Adding colour to your
African safari 

Enjoy the ultimate African safari in the company of the Big Cat People - award winning 
wildlife artists and photographers Jonathan and Angela Scott - featuring many of

the stars of their hugely popular TV series Big Cat Diary and Big Cat Tales. Packed with 
spectacular animals and birds for you to bring to life in colour, plus visits to Giraffe Manor,

the Elephant Orphanage, a Tented Camp and Balloon Safari. 

9 781784 778606

51699
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Kike, star of Big Cat Diary. 41

Opposite: Jonathan 
and Angela with their 
cameras and laptops.

Above: Kike, star 
of Big Cat Diary.
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Female leopard at Mara Buffalo Rocks, Maasai Mara GR.14

Above: Female 
leopard at Mara 
Buffalo Rocks, 
Maasai Mara gr.
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Camp balloon safari.
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Philip Parker’s The Atlas of Atlases is a lavishly 
illustrated look at the most important atlases in 
history and the cartographers who made them. 
Atlases have changed the course of history. 
Pored over by rulers, explorers and adventurers, 
these books were used to build empires, 
wage wars, encourage diplomacy and nurture 
trade. This beautiful book will engross readers 
with its detailed, visually stunning illustrations 
and fascinating story of how map-making has 
developed throughout human history.

The Atlas of Atlases by Philip Parker
Ivy Press, hbk, 272pp, £28.00

Picturing 
the world

Left: World map based 
on Ptolemy’s second 
projection, Geography, 
c. ad 150 (Cosmographia 
Germanus by Nicolaus 
Germanus, 1482).



bookshelf

76 traveller  vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022

©
 b

ra
nd

m
ei

st
er

~c
om

m
on

sw
ik

i

bookshelf

77vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022 traveller

Philip Parker’s The Atlas of Atlases is a lavishly 
illustrated look at the most important atlases in 
history and the cartographers who made them. 
Atlases have changed the course of history. 
Pored over by rulers, explorers and adventurers, 
these books were used to build empires, 
wage wars, encourage diplomacy and nurture 
trade. This beautiful book will engross readers 
with its detailed, visually stunning illustrations 
and fascinating story of how map-making has 
developed throughout human history.

The Atlas of Atlases by Philip Parker
Ivy Press, hbk, 272pp, £28.00

Picturing 
the world

Left: World map based 
on Ptolemy’s second 
projection, Geography, 
c. ad 150 (Cosmographia 
Germanus by Nicolaus 
Germanus, 1482).



bookshelf

78 traveller  vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022

A leaf from nature
In my experience, to walk in a wood is to take 
issue with Socrates’ declaration that “Trees and 
open country cannot teach me anything, whereas 
men in towns do”. Time is kept and curated in 
different ways by trees, and it can be experienced 
in different ways when one is among them. 
It is beyond our capacity to comprehend that the 
American hardwood forest waited 70 million 
years for people to come and live in it – but the 
effort of comprehension is itself worthwhile. 
It is valuable and disturbing to know that big oak 
trees can take 300 years to grow, 300 years to live 
and 300 years to die. Such knowledge, seriously 
considered, changes the grain of the mind. 
My favourite genus of city tree is certainly the 
magnolia, with its gorgeous goblet-like flowers. 

The carpets of magnolias are unusually tough. 
It is theorised that that is because magnolias 
evolved in the late Cretaceous, around 90 million 
years ago. This was before bees existed, and so 
their carpets needed to be able to resist damage 
by the chitinous feet of the beetles that were their 
only pollinators. Seeing a suburban magnolia 
always gives me a thrilling burst of Earth history: 
dinosaurs once browsed among these trees!

William Blake famously observed that “the tree 
that moves some to tears of joy is in the eyes 
of others only a green thing that stands in the 
way”. The inexorable march of the technocratic 
metaphysic has widely reduced perception of 
the arboreal world to timber, lumber or obstacle. 

Bottom left: 
Palm leaf (Arecaceae)
The fan-like leaves of 
palm trees are extremely 
tough, enabling them 
to withstand the 
strongest winds.

Bottom right: 
The colourful, 
ornamental leaves 
of the maple (Acer).

Right: Autumn Foliage
by Tom Thomson, 1915
Oil on panel.
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Pinatubo Mouse:
Is the ground warm?
Does your heart sense
the volcano’s rhythms?
How do you know
when to run?

Darwin’s Racer:
you have no natural predators
on volcano island –
only the volcano.

*

Now in the blue light
the world is quiet:
the amaryllis opened overnight,
three flowers (pinkish red)
quietly look out –

the tiny flies
around its stalk
are sitting still.

*

In England the volcanoes 
are extinct:
they have been naturalised
to beauty spots,
a landscape for adventurers
to scale – and to admire:
Acadian folds
erupting into daffodils.
Underneath,
a memory of fire
solidified:
haematite,
cobalt, graphite,
magnetite.
The rocks are moving
at a different scale.

*

The daffodils beside the lake
were brought here by the Romans,
some say for their healing powers.

*

What is a native plant?
According to which scale of time?
Triassic ferns
(flowerless),
rows of russet spores –
braille to the wind.

*

Pleistocene fir trees
sending pollen
into future air,
into a forest
where wolves will track
the footprints
of two children
abandoned in the dark.

*

At night
the sky is glittering
with sparks –
between the darkness
and the dark,
the planets
with their quiet
moons appear.

from Scale
Carcanet, 
pbk, 56pp, 
£11.99

Wonder has been subdued by instrumentalism. 
One of the great contemporary challenges is now 
how to retrieve and popularise an almost-animist 
ontology, in which the lively, miraculous beinghood 
of species other than our own is recognised and 
respected. The structure of Smith’s work is a 
contribution to such a project. It organises itself in 
terms of the seven wonders – Seed, Leaf, Form, Bark, 
Wood, Flower, Fruit – that together conjure the 
magic of Tree. His book offers us a reminder that, 
as he puts it, “ultimately, we are all symbionts with 
nature”. Or, in the unforgettable phrase of Ursula K. 
Le Guin, “the word for world is forest”.
Robert Macfarlane, from the Foreword

Trees by Paul Smith
Thames & Hudson, hbk, 320pp, £40
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Field notes from the 
edge of a volcano
by Mina Gorji
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Two of a kind
Gift books don’t come with a more profound 
message for our times than Simon Barnes’ 
The History of the World in 100 Plants and Beatrice 
Forshall’s The Book of Vanishing Species. Simon’s 
book is filled with superb nature illustrations and 
striking art from the likes of Hieronymous Bosch, 
Breughel, Van Gogh and Chinese and Japanese 
masters and a smattering of photographs; 
while Beatrice illuminates her text with intricate 
portraits of each endangered animal, plant or 
insect using an intaglio press – first drawing, 
then engraving, printing and colouring by hand. 
Do you love anyone, and our planet, enough to buy 
them both? In their own words…

Plants give us the air we breathe. They direct the rain that 
falls and moderate the climate. Plants give us shelter, beauty, 
comfort, meaning, buildings, boats, containers, musical 
instruments, medicines and religious symbols. We use 
flowers for love, we use flowers for death.

We use the fossils of plants to power our industries and 
our transport. Across history we have used plants to store 
knowledge, to kill, to drive illegal trades, to fuel wars, to change 
our state of consciousness, to indicate our status. The first gun 
was a plant; we got fire from plants; we have enslaved people 
for the sake of plants. We have changed the world by planting 
some species of plant and by destroying others. We have used 
plants to understand how life on earth operates.

We humans like to see ourselves as a species that has risen 
above nature, noble in reason, infinite in faculties, in action 
like angels. We have become as gods, doing what we will with 
the world. But we still couldn’t live for a day without plants. 

Our past is all about plants; our present 
is all tied up with plants; and without 
plants, there is no future.

Here are a hundred reasons why.

The History of the World in 100 Plants
by Simon Barnes
Simon & Schuster, hbk, 432pp, £30

In the eighteen months it has taken me to research this book, 
107 species have been declared extinct. Though extinction plays 
a role in evolution, it is thought the current rate of extinction is 
happening a thousand times faster than before humans existed. 
Death is a necessary part of every species’ cycle of life; extinction 
ends this cycle. We are destroying without knowing the value of 
what we destroy – or worse, knowing full well. 

The vulnerability of the species we endanger, their inability 
to speak for themselves, is what first made me want to make 
engravings of them. As I did so, I was drawn into their lives, 
their mystery, their otherness and their similarity to us.

We confront the greatest challenge that has ever faced humanity, 
a drama in which each of us can choose the part we play. We can 
halt the rate of extinction and begin to reverse the damage we 
have done to the planet. It has often been said that what makes 
humans different from other species is our ability to imagine the 
future and turn an idea into a reality. Imagine a world with clean 

air, clean water, oceans of fish, wilderness. 
Imagine a world in which we did not 
have to worry about these things. We are 
all part of this story; it is up to each of us 
how we write the next chapter.

The Book of Vanishing Species
by Beatrice Forshall
Bloomsbury, hbk, 432pp, £30

Left: Some of the 
species affected by 
Australian bush fires.

©
 b

ea
tr

ic
e f

or
sh

al
l

bookshelf

EXPLORING THE WORLD
by Alexander Maitland
Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 
hbk, 400pp, £25
Epic tales of endurance 
and perseverance 

celebrating adventurers driven 
by curiosity, wanderlust and the 
pursuit of knowledge over two 
centuries of exploration supported 
by the Royal Geographical Society.

HIMALAYA by John Keay
Bloomsbury Circus, 
hbk, 432pp, £30
A groundbreaking 
exploration of one 
of Earth’s most 

extraordinary geophysical, historical, 
environmental and social regions, 
where empires collide, cultures 
clash and wilderness reigns.

THE SHIP BENEATH 
THE ICE
by Mensun Bound
Macmillan, hbk, 
416pp, £25
A blow-by-blow 

eyewitness account of the two 
expeditions that finally located and 
surveyed Sir Ernest Shackleton’s 
Endurance, thought to be lost 
forever to the Antarctic ice.

THE LAST DAYS OF THE 
OTTOMAN EMPIRE
by Ryan Gingeras
Allen Lane, hbk, 
368pp, £30
A vibrant depiction 

of the fall of the Ottoman Empire, 
published to coincide with the 
centenary of its dissolution, 
the exile of the last Sultan and 
the creation of modern Turkey.

THE WORLD: A FAMILY 
HISTORY by Simon 
Sebag Montefiore
Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 
hbk, 1,344pp, £35
The story of humanity 

from prehistory to the present told 
through individuals and families who 
left their mark, from conquerors, 
queens and prophets to artists, 
scientists, charlatans and gangsters.

PHARAOHS OF THE SUN
by Guy de la Bédoyère
Little, Brown, hbk, 
576pp, £20
How the power and 
riches of the Pharaohs 

of the 18th Dynasty impacted Egypt’s 
enemies and most of its people in 
an age of absolutism, exploitation, 
extravagance and oppression.

ON SAVAGE SHORES
by Caroline Dodds Pennock
Weidenfeld & Nicolson, 
hbk, 320pp, £22
Stories of abduction, loss, 
cultural appropriation 

and apocalypse eloquently subvert 
European accounts of the Indigenous 
American presence in and impact 
on early modern Europe.

THE ELEPHANTS OF 
THULA THULA
by Françoise 
Malby-Anthony
Macmillan, hbk, 
320pp, £18.99

The joys and challenges of a life 
dedicated to conservation as 
Zululand’s Thula Thula game reserve is 
threatened by the pandemic, invasion 
by poachers, and a mining company 
demanding access to the land.

You might also like…
PLANTA SAPIENS
by Paco Calvo
The Bridge Street Press, 
hbk, 304pp, £22
A bold new perspective 
on plant biology and 

cognitive science using the latest 
scientific findings to challenge us to 
understand how plants communicate 
and shape their environments.

THE CLIMATE BOOK
by Greta Thunberg
Allen Lane, hbk, 
464pp, £25
The indomitable 
young activist 

gathers the wisdom of geophysicists 
and meteorologists, engineers, 
economists, philosophers and 
indigenous leaders to show us the 
way out of the climate crisis. 

SIXTY HARVESTS LEFT
by Philip Lymbery
Bloomsbury, hbk, 
358pp, £25
The author of 
Farmageddon

delivers an impassioned, balanced 
and persuasive examination of why 
future harvests matter more than 
ever, and how we can restore our 
planet for a nature-friendly future.

SWAMP SONGS
by Tom Blass
Bloomsbury, hbk, 
336pp, £20
An exploration of 
human life on the 

fringes of civilisation in watery 
landscapes from North Carolina to 
Lapland, the Danube Delta and the Bay 
of Bengal, where existence is shaped 
by myths and hidden histories.
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Two of a kind
Gift books don’t come with a more profound 
message for our times than Simon Barnes’ 
The History of the World in 100 Plants and Beatrice 
Forshall’s The Book of Vanishing Species. Simon’s 
book is filled with superb nature illustrations and 
striking art from the likes of Hieronymous Bosch, 
Breughel, Van Gogh and Chinese and Japanese 
masters and a smattering of photographs; 
while Beatrice illuminates her text with intricate 
portraits of each endangered animal, plant or 
insect using an intaglio press – first drawing, 
then engraving, printing and colouring by hand. 
Do you love anyone, and our planet, enough to buy 
them both? In their own words…

Plants give us the air we breathe. They direct the rain that 
falls and moderate the climate. Plants give us shelter, beauty, 
comfort, meaning, buildings, boats, containers, musical 
instruments, medicines and religious symbols. We use 
flowers for love, we use flowers for death.

We use the fossils of plants to power our industries and 
our transport. Across history we have used plants to store 
knowledge, to kill, to drive illegal trades, to fuel wars, to change 
our state of consciousness, to indicate our status. The first gun 
was a plant; we got fire from plants; we have enslaved people 
for the sake of plants. We have changed the world by planting 
some species of plant and by destroying others. We have used 
plants to understand how life on earth operates.

We humans like to see ourselves as a species that has risen 
above nature, noble in reason, infinite in faculties, in action 
like angels. We have become as gods, doing what we will with 
the world. But we still couldn’t live for a day without plants. 

Our past is all about plants; our present 
is all tied up with plants; and without 
plants, there is no future.

Here are a hundred reasons why.

The History of the World in 100 Plants
by Simon Barnes
Simon & Schuster, hbk, 432pp, £30

In the eighteen months it has taken me to research this book, 
107 species have been declared extinct. Though extinction plays 
a role in evolution, it is thought the current rate of extinction is 
happening a thousand times faster than before humans existed. 
Death is a necessary part of every species’ cycle of life; extinction 
ends this cycle. We are destroying without knowing the value of 
what we destroy – or worse, knowing full well. 

The vulnerability of the species we endanger, their inability 
to speak for themselves, is what first made me want to make 
engravings of them. As I did so, I was drawn into their lives, 
their mystery, their otherness and their similarity to us.

We confront the greatest challenge that has ever faced humanity, 
a drama in which each of us can choose the part we play. We can 
halt the rate of extinction and begin to reverse the damage we 
have done to the planet. It has often been said that what makes 
humans different from other species is our ability to imagine the 
future and turn an idea into a reality. Imagine a world with clean 

air, clean water, oceans of fish, wilderness. 
Imagine a world in which we did not 
have to worry about these things. We are 
all part of this story; it is up to each of us 
how we write the next chapter.

The Book of Vanishing Species
by Beatrice Forshall
Bloomsbury, hbk, 432pp, £30

Left: Some of the 
species affected by 
Australian bush fires.
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five places that changed my life

Hues of awe and wonder
KONYA, TURKEY 
Konya, a city on the edge of the vast Anatolian 
Plateau, was the home of the 13th-century 
mystical Sufi poet Rumi, also known as Mevlânâ, 
who inspired the whirling dervishes who danced 
to free their souls for union with the divine. 
In Konya, I discovered and devoured Rumi’s poetry.  

Let the beauty we love be what we do.
There are a hundred ways to kneel and kiss 
the ground.

“Rumi. Please. Sweep me into the sublime. 
Teach me how to kneel and kiss the ground. 
Show me the way of love,” I prayed as I walked 
through the conservative Muslim town, 
my pashmina shawl thrown over my shoulders, 
following Alim. In the courtyard of the 
Mevlânâ Museum, he commanded attention 
with his eloquent descriptions of Islamic art. 
He seduced me with his waterfall of words. 
Alim was my Rumi.

JAISALMER, RAJASTHAN, INDIA          
Once on the Silk Route of central Asia, 
Jaisalmer was a town that in 1977 still seemed 
lost to antiquity. The Rajasthani men, proud 
and fierce descendants of Rajput warriors, 
wore voluminous turbans and large gold hoops 
dangled from their ears. The women wore long 
skirts in bold copper brown, mustard gold and 
saffron red. Not a single rickshaw waited at 
the Jaisalmer train station in the early dawn. 
Wheelbarrows for luggage were propped 
against the wall and some scruffy camels 
stood nearby. With a few fellow passengers, 
I walked down a dusty road through a scattered 
settlement of twig huts where families huddled 
around small fires. Beyond their encampment, 
the walled town of Jaisalmer rose like a citadel 
from the barren earth. Everything was the 
colour of camels.            

THE KALI GANDAKI, NEPAL 
In 1978, I trekked solo in this deep gorge located 
between some of Earth’s highest peaks. I was 
entering the semi-arid region of the Kali Gandaki 

canyon, the historic trade route between India, 
Nepal, Tibet and China. The trail wound through 
a forest of gnarled stumps with big black crows 
cawing, bad omens in Nepali folklore. A crackling 
in the bush, no doubt monkeys, frightened me. 
Clouds covered the sun, bamboo trees rustled 
in the strong wind and a lone buffalo bellowed. 
The panorama was wild, awesome and 
terrifying. I shuddered with cold when the sun 
disappeared behind a cloud, feeling too small 
in too big a place – big mountains, big skies, 
and everywhere big rocks. Each step tested 
my commitment to keep going. 

LAC ABBE, DJIBOUTI
We drove the five-hour rugged desert track 
to Lac Abbe, a saline lake on the Ethiopian-
Djiboutian border. It was a severe apocalyptic 
place at the centre of the Afar Depression 
where three tectonic plates of Earth’s crust 
were slowly separating. The Afar, the semi-
nomadic people of the region, walked in a slow 
noble stroll over their hot inhospitable land. 
As we approached, the lake lost its shoreline 
into undefined boggy salt flats. Geothermal 
limestone chimneys up to 50 metres high 
spouted clouds of steam that disappeared 
into a bright blue sky. Encircled by Lac Abbe’s 
eerie pinnacles, I had arrived at the farthest 
corner of our startling Earth.

KARNAK, EGYPT
Karnak, a complex of temples situated in Upper 
Egypt and built over two millennia, is considered 
the largest ancient religious site in the world. 
Under a brilliant blue sky, I walked through 
the grandiose complex, awestruck with the 
colossal columns and scribbled historical notes 
in my journal – details of design, dynasties 
and pharaohs, but the descriptions from our 
scholarly Egyptian guide eluded me. It was the 
colour that held my attention. The sun rendered 
everything a burnt yellow, rising from a desert 
of the same hue. In Egyptian mythology, yellow 
represented the eternal and indestructible, the 
colour of the sun god Ra, and made manifest 
with gold. Karnak dazzled me.

Ella Harvey revisits inspiring realms across Asia and Africa

Ella Harvey’s 
diverse career and 
adventurous spirit 
have taken her 
to many remote 
regions of the 
world, living on 
five continents and 
working on four. 
A Time of Light
and Shadow is 
published by Rocky 
Mountain Books 
(pbk, 312pp, £17.99).

82 traveller  vol 52 ·  no 2 ·  2022

Inspired? A 9-day holiday to Vancouver is available from £2,805 pp. incl. fl ights, transfers, 7 nights accommodation & 
selected touring. For more details, visit wexas.com/184001 or call 020 7838 5958.

Vancouver is a city that wears its love 
of the great outdoors proudly on 
its sleeve. And, there are few better 
places to connect with local nature 
than on Grouse Mountain, found 
just 15 minutes from downtown. Not 
only does it afford stunning views 
of the city’s glass-and-steel icons, 
but plenty of excitement whatever 
the season, from winter sports to 
epic chairlifts and wildlife refuges. 
For more fun at altitude, consider 
heading slightly further north to the 
Sea-to-Sky Gondola – a cable car 
that brings you deeper into British 
Columbia’s wilds for quiet forest 
trails with giant sound views.

Then, there’s just as much adventure 
on the water. A lunch cruise to 

Indian Arm can see you right among 
the mountain fjord scenery that 
best characterises BC’s majestic 
coastline. Or, jump on a Zodiac for 
some world-class whale watching, 
with a near-guaranteed chance of 
spotting everything from orcas 
and humpbacks to sea lions and 
seals. These high-speed boats can 
also take you out to nearby Bowen 
for a taste of Canadian island life, 
enjoying forest hikes, cove kayaking 
and dinners with views of its scenic 
sound setting.

However, for a true bucket-list 
experience, catch a ride on a 
seaplane. Inspired by the mail run 
routes of yesteryear, you can hop 
between islands to take in quaint 

Positioned at the meeting point of mountains, ocean and cultures, it’s no surprise that Vancouver is invariably 
voted among the most habitable of world cities. And, while introductions are often made among its lauded 

microbrewery scene, the cobbled streets of its 20th-century Gastown district or the mountain-and-forest views 
of its beach-dotted waterfront, there’s so much more to explore – especially in its surroundings. A week is 

barely enough to get started.

seaside villages, green-carpeted 
bays and, yes, Vancouver’s enviable 
setting from the air.

At the end of it all, you’ll want to 
reward yourself with the city’s famed 
food scene. Think mouth-watering 
Chinatown delicacies and the fi nest 
just-caught seafood, washed down 
with local craft beer. These culinary 
delights are perhaps best sampled 
at Granville Island’s market, where 
guided tasting tours can bring you 
between everything from regional 
cheeses to elk salami and red wine 
prosciutto. After all, Vancouver’s 
cuisine is the perfect summation 
of its artisanal sensibilities – ever-
multicultural, with one eye always on 
those gorgeous, local surroundings.

A WEEK IN
VANCOUVER

Vancouver_01.indd   111 23/10/2022   11:51
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advertorial

Home to vast wilderness stretches of old-growth 
forests, snowmelt lakes and imposing mountains, the 
Yukon is delightfully untroubled by modern civilisation, 
tucked away in the Canadian northwest. And, its 
northerly latitude and distinct lack of light pollution 
makes it ideal for those wanting to combine classic 
Canadian pursuits with that great natural phenomenon 
– the Northern Lights. Think days spent ice fi shing and 
dogsledding and nights in a timber lodge, looking out 
for the aurora.

With its airport gateway and enviable position as some 
of the only bright lights on the storied Alaska Highway, 
introductions are invariably made in Whitehorse – the 
Yukon’s capital and only city. Once a vital hitching post 
on the Klondike Gold Rush of the late 19th century, 
Whitehorse’s pioneering history lives on today in 
restored stern wheelers, excellent museums and the 
world’s only log-cabin cathedral. And, alongside its 
heritage buildings, there’s a burgeoning arts scene 
that refl ects both contemporary sensibilities and the 
region’s rich, First Nations culture.

However, you’ll also want to get out to explore yourself. 
A mere 30 minutes’ drive out of the city limits will see 
you into a world of boreal forests that stretch across 
rolling valleys as far as the eye can see – views only 
interrupted by soaring mountain peaks.

THE YUKONTHE YUKON
Winter in the wilderne� 

It’s the perfect setting to be as adventurous or as 
relaxed as you wish, with a choice between everything 
from hot-spring dips and ice-fi shing sessions to husky 
safaris and snowmobiling adventures. Then, each night, 
your eyes will turn skywards in search of the dancing 
greens and ethereal reds of the aurora borealis. With 
inky-dark nights and a prime latitude, Yukon is ideal for 
watching this world-famous natural light show.

It’s all made possible with a stay in a classic Canadian 
timber lodge. The Northern Lights Resort & Spa is 
a prime example for its log cabins, Nordic-inspired 
saunas and its hearty dining. Think fi ne Canadian 
salmon, served by the cosy fi replace, before you retire 
for a drink around the bonfi re – luck permitting, under 
the aurora’s celestial display.

A 10-day tailor-made Yukon Northern Lights Break is available from £3,115 pp incl. fl ights, accommodation, 
selected transfers & activities. For a full itinerary visit wexas.com/152833 or call 020 7838 5958.
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