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9.11.06 Onthe way to LakeLouise

Driving along the icefields white is being blown
frenziedlyacrossthe road like swathesof dry ice at a
children's party. The blanknessof the glacial mists
headson and on up and down the mountains,through
the moraineshelvesandinto the icyvalleys.

We see a weeping wall, one of the frozen trickling
waterfalls beloved of crazy mountaineers. Mountain
sheepwith tremendouscurly horns grazeand wonder
about on the road; the pines stand bent and huddled
like a group of penguins,laden down with inchesof
snow.

I ŘƻƴΩǘthink I'll ever get usedto how manypine trees
there are here, or how vast, sweepingand numerous
the mountains are or how the almost monochrome
palette never bores; gradients of white, grey and
greensinterspersedwith the occasionalsparklingdeep
blueteal,descendinginto a snowencasedNarnia.

After a while staringconstantlyat the pinesit beginsto
feel like I am watchinga Blackand White television. I
come to, momentarily hypnotized, remembering the
world iscolour.

It is nearly RemembranceDay, the poppies here are
madeof a sort of strange,textured,velvetythin plastic
mouldedinto shape.



USA



15.11.06

Birthday Morning notes from the train on the way to
SanFrancisco

Theskyswimson the surfaceof mirror-still riversand
waterloggedfields.
Wispsof cirrus againstthe duck-eggblue, the colour
of a RegencyLivingRoom.
The terrain is flat and interspersedwith ploughed
fieldsandorchards.
Ahorsein the mist,beingturned in a trap.
Bee-peoplemovingaroundboxesin the garden,great
hatson their heads.
TheSunshroudedin thick fog becomesa paleoutline
of itself, its sides become clear; it has become the
moon.
White birdswith elegantneckscatchsmallmice,their
bodies still struggling, trapped in the beaks of the
birds.
Abandonedfarm machinery.
Epic,straightroadsleadingoff into the mist.
Longgrassandhayflattened in swirlslike greatshining
locksof golden hair snippedand left archingon the
groundlikeceremonialleftovers.
Gleaming,grassyplains,a line of mountainsfeint and
ruggedon the horizon. Sunhigh, cloudsmottled and
tiny andswarmingin clumps.
Amananda dogstandingin the sun.
A feint smellof lotion reachingmy nose.
Elegantwoodenhousesof assortedcoloursjostlingfor
positionon the hillsidenext to the lustrouspalmsand
shining,leafygums.
Shadyporcheswith delicatewoodentracery.







New Zealand





An early morning swim at the Cove, Hopewell Hostel, MalboroughSound.

Theovergrownpath leadingdown to the Soundis borderedwith fushcia-pink lupinsrearingup out of the greenlike longstandingsentries.
All aroundiscalmandcompletelystill.

In the distancethe mountainsseemis if awakeningfrom sleep,throwing off the ƴƛƎƘǘΩǎshawl of mist. The Soundlies clear, silent and
spread,undisturbedsavefor the occasional,almostindiscernible,splashfrom a fishor pieceof fallingvegetation.

Fromthe foresta Tuipipesup, its fluting two-tonesongdrifting out onto the water, into the morning.

Standingon the shorein Jandals, on either sidethe anoccasionalbuzzingof insects,I makeslowprogressfoot by foot into the coldshallows
so clearshellslie peacefullywhilst skeletalfish dart about,alertedto my presenceby the slightmovementof water. I launchmy body and
nowmy splashis the only thing to be heard.

Swimmingstealthily for a while peacereturns, the Tui pipesup and,surveyingthe vistaof tranquillity aroundme, I float and paddleout
towardsthe mountainbeforeturningandstrikingout backto shore.













Australia  
Sydney







4.01.07 Sydney

Late afternoon and Carrieand I are down at Collinsbeach,an idyllic
coveonly 5 minutes walk from the flat, around the headland. LǘΩǎlike
walkingsuddenlyfrom Putneyinto Dorset. A few scatteredbodiesand
family groups warm themselves on the golden sand where the
occasionalsprinkledline of shellsmarksthe passingof the tides.

I float in the shallowsbalancingon the warm currentsinterspersedwith
an occasional,suddencold,seaweedandpebblesbrushingmy legs,my
body immersed, feet up, sprinkling water, the early evening sun
sparkling.

Boatsof young men row into the cove and start doing fitness drills,
speedosout in force,crazyAustralians.
CarolandI areoglingά5ƛŘyouseeǘƘŀǘΚΗέ

5.01.07
LΩƳabsolutelylovingbody boardingthough and, in the corniestway, I
do actually feel ΨŀǘƻƴŜΩwith the sea having not felt this alive and
refreshedfor a longtime worn downby TheCity.



Australia  
Tasmania



Onthe Farm: Lilydale, Tasmania

Pussis recliningin the shadenear the wood. Hecomesto sit on me and then stretchesout, a languidwarm bagof happilypurring fur. A
lone,sleek,chocolate-colouredduckemergesfrom the longgrassfollowedhalf a minute later by the restof hisclan. Theflockbargesabout
in a frenziedflurry of quackingand honking. Mother ducksqueaksand wheezeslike an old puncturedball, her dappledchestand throat
inflatingup anddownin time.

Thecat staysnext to me demandingattention andthen settlesdown to perform hisself-sufficientablutionscarefullylifting and lickingone
legandthen the other beforelyingdownandstretchingout at peace. GeesescreechwhenI getnear. Thedry grasscreaksandcrackles.

Laterthe sunsetsbehindthe gumtreeson the ridgeandI canhearthe swamphensin the distancewith their callssqueakinglike old hack-
sawsout into the night.







Marawah, right up at the North West pinnacle of
Tasmaniahas an incredible long, sweeping beach
reminiscent of Western Ireland and is almost
completelydesertedbara campsite.

Twogirlssurf on junior waves. I splashabout entering
the first shallowlayersof water and am surprisedby
the lukewarm sensation I encounter. I run up and
downthe wonderfullysupportive,compactsand.

Furtheron is the isolatedwildernessof the West,and
a long, winding, unsealedgravel road stretching out
for manyhundredsof kilometres. It hadbeenmy plan
to take this road around a portion of coastand loop
back inland but the landscapeis getting mistier and
wilder; the colours,deeppurples,ambersand earthy
greys,are punctuatedmore and more by the rugged,
delicatebut somehowportentous silhouettesof gum
trees. I seethe large,greyform of a Wombatsniffling
about by the sideof the road anda kangaroohopping
awayup a sidetrack.

I decide the fear of getting a flat out here and the
reality of havingno suppliesor mobile phonesignalis
too strong and that it would be the most sensible
option to take the next crossroadsleading back to
almostwhere I started rather than risk an 100km odd
journey down this graveltrack into the unknownjust
asthe daybeginsto melt into the evening.

LΩƳpretty sure the right choicewasmade,especially
asI do get a flat tire a coupleof dayslater. Thedetour
alsomeansI discovera little town calledCressy,a fine
exampleof a linearsettlement,whichboaststhe great
accoladeof beingtheΨ¢ǊƻǳǘCapitalof¢ŀǎƳŀƴƛŀΩ.



One of my favourite 

photographs of my trip; time 

and tide combined for the 

perfect composition





Australia
The Bush 



²Ŝ ŀǊŜ ǊŜǘǳǊƴƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŦƛƴŘ ǘƘŜ !ǳǎǘǊŀƭƛŀƴ hǳǘōŀŎƪ ƻǊ Ψ.ǳǎƘΩΣ ŀǎ ǘƘŜȅ Ŏŀƭƭ ƛǘΣ ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎƛƴƎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǎǘǊŀƴƎŜǎǘ ǿŜŀǘƘŜǊ ǇŜǊƛƻŘǎin
its history. Rose says she has never seen this area so green, all the rivers have burst their banks, roads are flooded and great
ponds of water have settled on the usually scorched brick-red ground. There has been a drought here for a long time and 
suddenly there has been more recordable rainfall here in the last month than in the last 6 years. 

Rose and Anthony have a lovely house. It has the layout and space I would kill for in a first place of my own; smooth, clean 
floorboards throughout, a gorgeous kitchen/diner, a den/study, tranquil, decked porch and really quite a lot of space. 
Outside there is a swimming pool (everyone has one out here) and an aviary with doves (not so ubiquitous).It really makes 
me long for a place of my own and for somewhere to try out all my ideas.

tƻƻǊ wƻǎŜ ǘƘƻǳƎƘΣ ǎƘŜΩǎ ƴƻǘ ǘƻƻ ǎǳǊŜ ŀōƻǳǘ ǘƘŜ ΨǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜǎΩ !ƴǘƘƻƴȅ Ƙŀǎ ōǳƛƭǘ ƛƴ ǿƘŀǘ ƛǎ ŜǎǎŜƴǘƛŀƭƭȅ ƘŜǊ ƘƻǳǎŜ ǿƘƛƭŜ ǎƘŜ Ƙŀǎ 
been away travelling the world for this past year.Rose and I met about 10 months previously when I wandered into the 
meeting room at a hotel in Cape Town, the starting point for 10 days of adventure up through Southern Africa. She and her 
friend Emma gave me a lift back in their hire car to my hostel. Now I was here, in deepest, wildest Australia, seeing her home 
again at the same time she was after all this time. There are indeed a couple of surprises ςa car port for one, a puppy for 
another.

It is extremely humid here and the air conditioning has to be on permanently in the house. Cockatoos flit everywhere, 
screeching. There is a rasping frog making noises outside the window and gigantic ants seethe in mass, military formations on
the pavements.





Themencookup the mostfabulousBBQunderthe treesandwe gorgeourselveson meatandbeer.
We spendthe whole day thus. Someof the boyshavea boat and we take it in turns to jet-ski and bananaboat it alongthe creekwhich is
wonderfulfun. Melodie, a Frenchgirl who iswwoofingwith Jakeisalsothere.

At duskthe river is pure liquid gold. Theflaky barkof the gumsis hazyfrom the drifting smokefrom the fire, itself infusedwith the scentof
eucalyptus. We swimagainat sundown,the sceneis a painting,the coloursremarkable,andeverythingis doubled,a perfect visionof itself in
the mirror-still water.





Thailand



I love Bangkok. Everythingseemsto work and be convenientandcheap. Peopleseem,on the whole, verywelcoming. I want to find out more
about them and their strangebut admirablevenerationfor their RoyalFamily. It would take an eternity to take down and redo all the posters
and muralsand shrinesdevoted to His ExcellencyTheKing. Shopssell his photo and his crest; flagsbear his colour - yellow- explainingthe
earliert-shirts,apparentlydueto hisbeingbornon a Monday.

Hugecutouts of him and his wife can be bought to displaynext to the TVat home, his imageunfurls itself on great bannershangingfrom
buildingsor on centerpiecesof enormouspublic monuments. His face is there on the backsof t-shirts and on giganticplacardsover major
motorwayintersections; it peepsout of tiny gilt-edgedframeson roadsidestallsandloomsoverthe city on giantTVscreensin publicsquares.
Everywherethe wordsΨ[ƻƴƎLivetheYƛƴƎΗΩshineout for all to see.





Cambodia



This is the land of stunning temples and life shattering dangersstill
present today. The areasaround many of the outer temples of the
complexhavenot beencleared,visitorsmuststickto the officialpaths.

Onour seconddaythe othersopt to lazeaboutandexplorethe town. I
hire a tuk tuk for a few hoursandsetoff in searchof the lesserknown
templeshiddenin the jungle.

Theone I reallywant to visit, BantearySray,is one of the smallestand
oldest and has some of the finest, most intricate and impressive
carvingsof the entire temple complex. Unfortunately it is also the
furthest awayςa 37k journeyfrom SiemReap. I am told it would take
2 hours to get there by tuk tuk, which is too long. The only realistic
option is to go by motorbike. I ŘƻƴΩǘfancythe solitary,bumpyjourney
alonethoughanddecideto goby tuk tuk to explorea few more lesser-
knownbut still interestingtemplesnearerthe town.

Thefirst stop isBakong, a stunningtemplebuilt upwardson concentric
platformspeakingin anevocativeKhmerroof surroundedby gorgeous
pinkfrangipaniwhichdatesbackto 881AD.

Monks meander at random around the temple and a few visitors
explore,their driverswaiting in their tuk tuks,cool under the shadeof
trees.

As I sit drawing a Koreanman comesup to me and offers me his
opinionon the architecture,leavingme with hisgreetingsandhiscard.
HetellsmehissonisstudyingBusinessat the Universityof Swansea.
AThaimanalsostopsby andhasa chat.
A Cambodianguard in a khaki shirt laughs amicably as the wind
persistentlyblowsand bothersthe pagesof my book irritating me. He
sitsnearmeundera tree smokinga cigarette.

Now a rather beautiful Buddhist monk with luminescent skin the
colour of creamy coffee comes to exchangepleasantrieswith the
guard,their rowdysoundsreachingmeon the breeze.





It is difficult to try andpiecetogether the historyandhistoricalclueshereandget them into somesort of sensein your head. Wordsandevents
swarmthroughyourmind: Only30yearsago. TheKillingFields. HorrificStories. TheKillingTree. BabiesandBayonets.
Impossibleandtoo frighteningto imagine.

Therealityof TheKillingFieldstodayisoneof a reflectiveSanctuaryquiet with heatandhistoryanddotted with tiny pink flowers.
Butterfliesflit aboutandlandon us; localchildrenplayandshelterbeneaththe treeswhile at the sametime shardsof garmentsfrom the victims
clothesare starting to appearup through the soil, warn awaywith the footstepsof everyvisitor, a reminderof the bare nakednessof the still
veryraw,still verylivinghistory.



Vietnam



We beginthe ΨbŜǿ̧ŜŀǊΩwith a visit to the incredibleJadeDragonPagodawhich,thanksto the New¸ŜŀǊΩǎDayfestival,is packedwith people
tryingto get in andout of the entrancecreatinganenormousbottleneck.

Stallson the streetoutsidesellhugebunchesof incenseto burn andbright,shininggoldobjects,flowers,tree images,stars,sunsandbells.

Theair in placesis thickandpungentwith smoke,stingingyoureyesafter a time.

Insidepeopleoffer candles,incenseandgilt andstand,handstogether,bowing,lipsmovingsilentlyin hopefulprayerfor the NewYear.
Peoplewith bottlesof what looklikepetrol areherdedto the front placingthem in front of the giantstatuesof kingsanddragons.



India
Calcutta





SouthParkCemetery,Kolkata 19.02.07

Mina birds and rooks caw and hop about collectinga bounty of items
from the ground in their beaks. Women in saris kneel on the floor
weeding in tiny, exact and endlesslyrepeating movements. A man
patrols and smilesat me; άtŀƛƴǘƛƴƎΚέhe enquires. Straydogsand cats
weavetheir waysilentlythroughthe greattombs.

Thisis a tranquil and calmoasisoutsidewhich the city canbe heard; a
relentless, frenzied buzz of traffic and a cacophonoussymphonyof
hornsandcows.

It is rush hour in Kolkata,and I cant look! Similarto Ho ChiMinh, cars,
buses,motorbikes,walls of pedestrians,mopedsand bicyclesclog the
road. Half of them ŘƻƴΩǘhavelights,or a license,and havedouble the
amountof peopleon that would havepreviouslybeenthought possible.
Adda few cowsinto the mixandȅƻǳΩǾŜgot it.

Goingaround a roundabouton the way to HowraStationthe door on
my sideof the ubiquitousambassadortaxi swingsopen usheringin an
unexpectedbreeze and giving me a fine view of the filthy tarmac.
Quickly,I lean over and pull backthe door swingingoutwards into the
traffic on a teetering hinge while Nick graspsmy shoulders,a pose
whichheŘƻŜǎƴΩǘstopadoptinguntil we reachthe station.

Porters in dhobis push their faces through the cab window. We are
fresh white meat with nice big bagsto carry. We find our bunkseasily
enoughandsettle into the frenziedyet surprisinglywell organisedworld
of Indiantrain travel.

I think we are both a bit nervousabout how long it will take us, and
what awaits us when we get to Varanasi. We haveheard it is a crazy
place.







India
Delhi





25.02.07

Large British Hotels. The smell of polish on centuries-old wooden
banistersςof sausagescooked,residingin silver banquetingtrays, of
freshly toastedbread,alreadycooled,of brewed tea and little gingery
biscuits in packets. Of bracingwinds outside the door and acresand
acresof greenΧ
I am missingEngland,dreamingof home pasturesand Yorkshirefields,
stonewallsandcountryside.

Thereis just no respitefrom India. India.
Here,from the moment you wakeup till you finally get to bedǘƘŜǊŜΩǎ
somebastardshoutingor revvingup his motorbike in what soundslike
the next room. Hornsand bicyclebellsblare through the night and the
clatteringof mopedsisneverlongabsent.

If you happento be residingin no. 209of TheSheltonHotel,NewDelhi,
there is an addedfeature to haveyou blinkingawaysleepin the early
morning- the soundof Niagarain the bathroom. Yesterday: no water,
eachof the countlesstapsin the bathroomissuedforth a dribblebefore
drying; now an ever-presentconstantsound- the toilet cisternflowing,
a voluminousoutpouringgivingthe impressionof a smallwater feature
at work amongstthe grimytiles.



India
Varanasi



Varanasi 

Here the side streets are lit only by slim, solitary candles 
standing alone on flower and vegetable stands. 

Kitchen stoves and flagons seem almost eroded into the 
pavement, encrusted with limestone tears trickling down 
their sides in solid forms; little volcanoes erupting, the fires 
and coals of cooking burning brightly. 

Small boys waft the fires, kneed and spread dough and ladle 
rice onto leaf-like plates.

Workers and herds of young men sit in huddles on the 
pavement scooping food into their mouths with their right 
hands. 

Hugging the wall, camouflaged, stand their homes, the lairs of 
the poor, burrowed into the infrastructure, part of it, 
barricaded away from the elements.

A parade of sellers chant their wares almost musically like a 
call to prayer passing us, casting us into alternate light and 
shade.

άChai! Chai! Coffee! ChaiΗέ
ά{ŀƭǘŜŘ /ŀǎƘŜǿǎΣ {ŀƭǘŜŘ tŜŀƴǳǘǎΣ 5Ǌȅ aŀƴƎƻΗέ
άOmeletteέ
άIŜƭƭƻΗ .ǊŜŀƪŦŀǎǘΗέ
άChai! Chai! Coffee! ChaiΗέ

We are hanging out by the low tables and cushioned floors of 
the German Bakery , eventually located among  the 
labyrinthine street plan. 

Varanasi is not quite like any other place I have ever been to.


