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MY FaVOUrITE SMALLTOWN
Wanaka, New Zealand. Ridiculously stunning, and with 
the population of about a tenth of the seating capacity at 
Soccer City Stadium, Johannesburg, the small town of 
Wanaka in New Zealand was the best family holiday we’ve 
had. Here, there’s a little of everything for everyone. Your 
kids can climb trees, build leaf mountains, cycle safely, chase ducks or just chill by 
a fireplace. Film enthusiasts will love the local Cinema Paradiso, where the current 
attraction might be enjoyed while lounging feet up on faded red velvet sofas with 
a steaming cuppa. And yes, they’ll actually serve you a freshly baked soft-dough 
chocolate pecan cookie. Just in case you start getting soft from all that good living, 
there are glaciers to hike, Otago vineyards to keep the husband happy, bungees 
to jump, teeny planes to skydive out of and white waters to raft. Fly over the most 
heavenly snow-capped mountains to visit Milford Sound – which truly is the Jurassic 
land that time forgot. And you can fullfill your child’s lifelong dream of seeing a kiwi 
bird in the flesh at the fantastically run Kiwi Bird Park in, Queenstown. 

MY FaVOUrITE 
VILLAGES
Gandhi said something along the lines 
of how the soul of a nation rests in 
her villages. Village life denotes the 
gathering of a community around the 
fountain in the village square ‘a cote 
de la maire’. Ah yes, Provence, France, 
where the prettiest, tiniest villages (it’s 
an official beauty contest – there is a list 
– for the preservation of sites of historic 
and picturesque value) have a weekly 
highlight of daily markets. Tuesday in 
Gordes, Thursday in Roussillon, Friday 
in Lourmarin, and so on. Where so much 
pride is taken in trading in the best; in 
being des vrais artisans. The casual way 
the finest foie gras is to be found on the 
counters of a street stall; the generous 
chunks of perfectly ripened cheeses 
yours for tasting; and the even more 
generous pourings of wine to be quaffed 
before – only absolutely satisfied – you 
might want to purchase. Meander the 
streets and you’ll discover the softest 
linens, the creamiest artichoke spreads 
and the dreamiest ceramics. The beaded 
the bejewelled, the brew, the baubles. 
Touch, inhale, revel, indulge your soul.

MY FaVOUrITE 
END-OF-THE-EARTH 
EXPERIENCE
One of my greatest travel fantasies has 
always been “to go where no other has 
gone before”. Outer space aside there 
really haven’t been any final frontiers for 
the longest time now but there still remains 
that strong desire to just get away from it 
all. Northern Hokkaido in deepest winter is 
about as inaccessible and gorgeous as it 
gets. Tick and tick. Travellers are advised to 
wear bells when walking to scare away the 
bears. Tick! But when we tried to enquire 
and book the larger barriers of language and 
culture took over. “No, no, no, you do not come till springtime madam. Roads 
very dangerous. No public transport. No welcome now!” But we chanced 
it anyway. A little skiing followed by, who-knew-what, after? Away from the 

hordes of package skiers, snow-blanketed 
Northern Hokkaido is truly, madly, deeply 
beautiful. We serendipitously missed out 
on our accommodation of first choice and 
totally struck gold – or rather – insanely 
perfect white powder in Annapuri. It’s a wee 
village community with the friendliest folk 
where a single car on the snowy drifts would 
constitute, well, heavy traffic. You'll feel 
like you’re skiing in your private mountain 
backyard and the food at the tiny four table 
restaurant just across from our lodge was 
so stunningly good and simple. Here is 
where you can sit starkers in a fir-fringed 
onsen as baby snowflakes gently melt on 
your steaming skin. And yes, we headed out 
unscripted. Rusutsu, Lake Toya and further. 
And though we didn’t need to scare any 
bears away, it totally sometimes felt like the 
end of the earth.

MY FaVOUrITE  
KIDS GETAWAY
Who knows when my son Alexander's love affair 
with nature and animals began but at all of three-
and-a-half, it was never Disneyland or Six Flags 
Magic Mountain that appealed to him. Although 
we were told he was too young and largely 
unwelcome in the brush and savannah, we did a 
little research, found the sweetest lodge and off 
we traipsed. From the moment our little propeller 
plane skidded to a stop on that dirt landing-strip 
somewhere by the border of South Africa and 
Botswana, we fell in love with everything safari. 
It wasn’t just the thrill of stalking and spotting 
herds of antelope, exotically plumed birds, the 
strangest creeping creatures. It was the also the 
awesome privilege of visiting the animal kingdom. 
Learning about nature at work. The cycle of life; 
respecting the food chain. The dawn and dusk 
game drives for the adults were arranged so 
that the kids’ drive could happen mid-morning. 
And how thrilling was it for them! Spotting less 
dangerous game; collecting leaves and bugs. 
Role-playing, game-playing. Little eyes lighting 
up; drinking it all in. It was one of Alexander’s 
first magic moments tumbling with the lodge 
dogs; shrieking with the other kids. Chilling on 
the viewing deck whilst zebra and kudu came 
drinking at the waterhole. The wonder as a young 
lion lay across the rope bridge to our lodge. 

The enormous 
spreads at 
evening braais 
(roasts) made 
for happy, 
satiated 
exhaustion 
every evening. 
And yes, we 
loved Africa 
so much we 
returned the 
following year. 

Skydiving off a plane 
in New Zealand  

Wanaka, New 
Zealand

Freshly grown 
lavender

Olives for sale

An array of 
delectable spreads

Japanese 
direction board 
in Hokkaido

Sightless skiing in 
the mountains of 
Northern Hokkaido
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Heaven on 
earth, flying over 
Milford Sound

Alexander running 
through a vineyard

Safari picnic

Deer watching

The famous hairy 
crab, Japanese-style

Elephants out 
in the safari


