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TRAVEL 2008:
Cowboy-wrangling, fjord-sailing, island-hopping, hippie trails,
elephant treks, road trips and big-game drives




No picture ina
| book or picce of
filmon TV can
rm ‘ prepare you for
the sheer power
and fearsome cnorr
ofa bull elephant up
close. It certainly scared
the hell out of our son
that first morning in
Zambia. Froma
distance, the bull and
its mate and their baby had made a cute-looking
nuclear family, traipsing across the plain towards
some tasty foliage. As we drew alongside, the bull
turned, reared its head and snort

Our own “baby”, Mackenzie,

his scat in terror and buried his |
r's lap. Great. We'd just travelled 5,000

, after many weeks of organising and
inoculating our four children: Sitira, 13,
Kitty, 11, Orealla, 9, and Mackenzic, 6. By the
time we left, they had become frantic with
excitement at the prospect ofa trip to Africa.
We had believed it could be a golden moment
of their childhood. But all the time there were
murmurs of anxicty in the back of our parental
minds: were they old enough to cope?

Well, here we finally were and now we knew.
Mackenzic was scared of the animals. He was
famously stubborn; slower than an oil tanker to
change direction. While his mother whispered
softly in his ear, [ panicked and wondered how
we would get through the next 10 days. Then
Mackenzie raised his head and returned his gaze
to the elephants. Less than 10ft away the b

clephant was feeding on the lower leaves ofa
bush, using its trunk as a swizzle stick. I could see
Mackenzie watching, still clinging anxiously to

his mother, but curious too. I knew then that we
would be okay. And we were. And then some.
Arriving in Lusaka, the Zambian capital, after an
overnight flight from Heathrow, [ was glad we had
56 taken the soft option of spending ewo nights 3>













