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‘ rmageddon?”’ some-

one had said to me

.in amazement

before I left for

Israel. ““You can’t actually go
there, it’s not areal place.”

Happily it is (though it’s .

more commonly known as

| the clear, warm waters of the

- Red Sea. And what a racket
theymade. Click! Ping!. ..
Chirp! Crackle! Peep! Were
these two dolphins talking to
each other? Were they talking
to me? Should I reply?
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Megiddo) and here I was, -

standing atop its ruins, with
the wide expanse of Israel’s

Jezreel Valley fading away

below me into the heat-haze.
The first recorded chariot
battle took place here
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1 the extravagant African sunset the
Zambezi River was deep red, reflect- |-
ing the crimson sky, and it shimmered

in oxbows across the dusk-black Tand- |

scape of the flood plain like a vessel |

thick with blood. )
The Zambezi teems with life throughout

its 1,633-mile length. “This magnificent |

stream,” David Livingstone exclaimed,
when he first travelled down in 1853.
More tellingly, he called it “God’s high-
way”, an access route for Christianity and
commerce. Livingstone imagined the Zam-
bezi’s future as a vast thoroughfare, with
good-sized trading vessels plying up and
Jdown the river, bringing prosperity to the

interior of Africa. o o

here is a land of innocent

beauty and bounty, a blissful -

Eden. When ancient mariners

sought refuge here, after hunt-

ing Moby Dick, they called
heavenwards and fowls fit for a feast
would appear from the sky. Providence
provided: Providence petrels. They nest
on the peaks that keep watch over the
island. The sailors needed only make a
noise - a low hoot, a cawing note ~ and
the birds lagded at their feet. And were
swiftly dispatched to the pot.
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Maybe Copernicus got it
wrong and the world is flat
after all. A skein of sunlit,
blue water, level as a mirror,
stretches as far as the eye
can see. Mudflats cloaked in
sea-grasses break through
the shallows either side of .
the channel in which our
boat, the Eolo, is moored.

odney Marsh?” Frances
wants to know why we’re
visiting the blond ex-clown
prince of English football.
“No, dear. Romney Marsh. The areain
Kent between Hythe and Rye.” “Is he
- still playing?” she wonders. Welcome,
dear reader, to my life.
Romney Marsh turns out to be more
or less empty of ex-footballess, or
_anyone else, for that mattes:

Tramontane, Autan, Cers,
Marin and Sirocco are the
five winds that, depending on
the season, waft or howl
their way round the Langue-
doc in south-west France.
With an average 300 days of
annual sunshine, the main
criterion for an enjoyable
stay thus shifts perceptibly.
Rather than scanning the
horizon for clouds, poke a fin-
ger into the air to check.the
wind direction.

he icy breeze burnt our
faces and froze our
breath, weighing down
the delicate strands of
our wolf-fur hoods
with frosted beads and
turning our nostril
1 hairsintoicy needles. I
cried out with excitement as we shot
over the ice and immediately felt the
lining of my lungs freeze; I almost saw
the sound of our laughter shattering
into splinters in this frozen world.




