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Forthcoming Club Meetings

London Meetings take place on the first Saturday of each month when possible (or the second 
Saturday if the first falls on a bank holiday) except August. Meetings are held at the Church of 
Scotland, Crown Court, off Russell Street, Covent Garden, London WC2B 5EZ and start around 
2.45pm (doors open 2.15pm), finishing at approximately 5.30pm. Admission fee: members £7, 
non-members £10. Free tea, coffee and biscuits in the break between the two talks . For more 
information, email london@globetrotters.co.uk or visit https://globetrotters.co.uk

We still offer 'hybrid' meetings which means we can combine in-person live events hosted from 
the church hall in central London with Zoom. However we have returned to a mostly live 
attendance, with speakers presenting in person. Please see our website for full details and joining 
instructions.

Next London meeting dates:

- Saturday 3rd January 2026
 Around the World in 80 minutes: 10-min presentations with 10 slides
 Followed by the Globetrotters New Year's Party

- Saturday 7th February 2026
 Laura Coffey: Enchanted Islands
 2nd speaker tbc

- Saturday 7th March 2026
 Jon Beardmore: The Galapagos Postman Challenge
 2nd speaker tbc

Chester meetings are held on the third Saturday of every other (odd) month. They take place at 
The Grosvenor Museum, 25-27 Grosvenor Street, Chester CH1 2DD and start at 1.30pm (doors open 
1pm). The museum is a 15-minute walk from Chester railway station or you can catch the free bus 
into the city from the station by showing your rail ticket. Meeting entrance is £5 for members, £6 
for non-members, including refreshments (cash only). Social gatherings take place in the Golden 
Eagle between the main meetings. For more information, contact Eve MacPherson, 01606 301762. 
Email: chesterbranch@globetrotters.co.uk or visit chesterglobetrotters.co.uk.

Next meeting date:

- Saturday 17th January 2026

Toronto meetings. Meetings and travel presentations are usually held on the third Friday of 
September, November, January and March, but the fourth Friday of May at Old York Tower, 85 The 
Esplanade, Toronto. Public parking is available on Church Street right next to the Old York Tower. 
Meetings start at 8pm. For more information contact Svatka Hermanek at hermaneks@yahoo.ca or 
Bruce Weber - bruceaweber@hotmail.com. Tel: 416 203 0911. Everyone welcome, especially visiting 
travellers.

Next meeting dates: (contact above for speaker details)

- Friday 15th January 2026

- Friday 20th March 2026
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From the Editor, Mary Fogarty

Welcome to the Winter edition of 
Globe, which offers an exciting 
combination of worldwide travel 
memories and delicious descriptions 
of warming winter dishes.

We start a new series of interviews 
with our former Chair, Francesca 
Jaggs, on page 4. Francesca, who is 
currently confined to her home after 
suffering a stroke in Peru, has 
volunteered in various countries 
around the world, and begins with 
her memories of working in Sarajevo 
after the war for independence there. 

We also have a solo female traveller's 
reminiscences on the joy of border 
crossings; an all-female team 
climbing Mount Yala in memory of 
the first female Everest summiteer; a 
celebration of Singapore's 60th 
birthday; transformative travel in 
northern Sweden, and a festival of 
elephants in Sri Lanka.

Enjoy our Globe, enjoy the winter!



Healing hands in post-war Sarajevo
In the first of a series of interviews, former Globe Chair, Francesca Jaggs, talks 
to Mary Fogarty about using her shiatsu skills  in the capital of Bosnia after the 
war for independence ended.

I

We would sometimes work in a place in the centre 
of Sarajevo, but on other days they sent a car to take 
us to smaller villages outside Sarajevo. We didn’t 
always know where we would be going every day. 

They had wounds as well – that’s what I was treating 
them for. I used my shiatsu skills: this is a kind, 
gentle touch – always through clothing – all over the 
body. I was the only shiatsu therapist over there at 
the time.

The men were different – they usually had a limb 
missing – or had trauma from losing contact with a 
relative. One example was a young boy who had lost 
contact with his mother. The men were not nearly so 
open as the women – they didn’t tell me anything, 
but they definitely benefitted from the shiatsu and 
came back for more. 

MF: You went to work for the Helping Hands 
Network (HHN) in Sarajevo. How did you find out 
about them and can you describe what they were 
doing?
FJ:  I read an article in a magazine which described 
the work of the HHN. At that time, they were only 
sending volunteers to Sarajevo. They would recruit 
these people and send them out to help those 
traumatised by the war. But HHN became much 
more widespread in its (country) aims later.

MF: How much did the HHN help you with 
expenses? 
FJ: They didn’t help us with the flight out there – I 
had to save up for that. But then they gave us a block 
sum for the whole stay and they paid for the house 
where we lived – there were five of us, all women. 
While we were there, all transport to and from other 
locations was paid for by them too.

MF: How long did you go for and where did you 
stay? 
FJ: I went for two weeks and stayed in a big house, 
slightly out of the centre, but we could walk in to the 
treatment centre from there. We all had a bedroom 
each there. 

MF: What were you doing there on a daily basis?
FJ: I used my shiatsu skills with the women, most of 
whom had become diabetic after the war ended, 
because during the war they were eating very 
frugally, but afterwards they went completely out for 
anything they could get and ate loads of sugary 
foods. 

The local doctors didn’t tell the women how to 
change their diet – and so they were ending up with 
diabetes, which they didn’t understand: I had to 
explain it all to them and give them advice on diet. 
But they probably didn’t see a doctor much anyway – 
it cost too much money.

We would sometimes work in a place in the centre of 
Sarajevo, but on other days they sent a car to take us 
to smaller villages outside Sarajevo. We didn’t always 
know where we would be going every day. 

Top: Francesca with previous Globe editor Gavin Fernandez.
Bottom: The Muslim cemetery in Sarajevo.
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I also treated a young girl – who was having 
psychotherapy – who had turned to 
prostitution. She was very vulnerable, wanting 
care and some loving: I gave her as much TLC as 
I could – I felt great empathy for her.

In the case of the young girl, she could speak 
English, but this was not the case with 
everybody – so there was always a translator.

MF: What were the other volunteers offering 
– and how many were there? 
FJ: Most of the volunteers were reiki 
practitioners, offering healing hands all over 
the body – unlike shiatsu, they do the same 
kind of routine every time. Shiatsu is more 
tailored to the individual – I ‘feel’ what is best in 
each case. 

There were only about five volunteers there at a 
time – new people would arrive half-way 
through the time of the current group, so that 
they could learn from those already there.

MF: Did you have much time to explore 
Sarajevo? Was it still in a very bad condition 
post-war? 
FJ: We had lots of time to explore – often in the 
late afternoons and every evening. We ate out 
quite a bit in some very nice but cheap 
restaurants – there was always plenty of meat! 

The old centre was very vibrant and alive, even 
though it was only two years after the war. But 
many of the buildings were still very damaged 
by the war – there were bullet holes every- 
where, as most of the damage came from guns 
rather than bombs.

I loved the atmosphere of the old 
town, despite its war-torn state – the 
city was small, ‘walkable’ and very 
contained. I saw all the historic places 
of course – such as where the 
Emperor Ferdinand was shot by the 
river, causing the outbreak of the First 
World War.

I had two free days a week – on one of 
them we went to Mostar for a day’s 
excursion, where we saw the famous 
bridge, which was being restored by 
Italian money (see photo top right.)

(The other two photos show Francesca 
in action at the Adventure Travel Show 
a few years ago.)
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The thrill of crossing the border

My idea of de-cluttering is to find yet another 
box for the clutter. As the years roll by, 
finding somewhere to put another box is 
cluttering by another name. So the time 
came one day when I sat at the table, took a 
deep breath and started on the stuff hidden 
in drawers, under pieces of furniture and that 
old chestnut of having two rows of books on 
the same shelf so you can’t see it. 

Unfortunately, I came across a drawer 
crammed full with some old travel diaries 
and as I opened one to read, then another 
and another, I became lost in a world of 
reminiscence: a world when I was younger 
and fitter, a world of maps, guide books, 
rucksacks, cameras and hope … and I 
remembered what a thrill I felt crossing a 
border. 

Early morning sitting on a bus on a mountain 
road between Montenegro and Croatia, the 
sun starting to light up the day, no other 
vehicles, no queue, no smelly diesel fumes – 
just peace and bird song. A bird of prey flies 
by with a snake in its bill, breakfast for the 
chicks. 

Leaving Turkmenistan to go into Uzbekistan 
required me to visit three tiny, very hot, and 
stuffy sheds. In number one, I was asked to 
fill out quite a comprehensive, but 
incomprehensible, form printed in Russian: I 
don’t speak Russian. 

Hut number two was where my rucksack was 
searched, but hut number three was the 
worst! It was a very hot day, I was tired and 
getting annoyed, and seated behind a table 
were a uniformed man and woman. It was 
very James Bondish: the woman, who had a 
passing resemblance to Rosa Kleb, shouted 
at me: ‘Do you have any weapons?’ I 
grumpily (and stupidly) replied: ‘No, only my 
tongue’ – but she misheard and thought I 
said ‘only heroine’. 

By Sandra Reekie

After spending an age trying to explain our English 
sense of humour to a bad-tempered corporal, I was 
allowed in, walking the 1km of ‘no-man’s land’ into 
Uzbekistan after willingly paying a young lad with a 
wheelbarrow to take my rucksack. 

So very different from the joy of waiting in the early 
morning on the Indian side for the Wagah border 
(with Pakistan) to open after the razzmatazz of its 
closing ceremony the previous night. I sat alone in 
the shade of a tented food hall watching a chap wipe 
down each of the 20 or so tables in the ‘restaurant’ , 
along with the cutlery and the chairs and the 
windows too – all with the same cloth, which he 
periodically rinsed in a bucket of mucky water. When 
the border opened, as I walked across I was 
accompanied by a myriad of different bird songs and 
the heady perfume of jasmine before being offered a 
cup of tea in Pakistan. 

Every border is so much more fun than an airport. 
Whoever would think there would be several large, 
ornate and hideously painted casinos at the border 
between Thailand and Cambodia? Or believe the 
amount of goods one man could manoeuvre in 
Thailand as he weaved between diesel-belching 
lorries, cars and coaches? 
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Oh, and then there was the poor woman who 
was importing extra-large bags filled with plastic 
packets of sanitary towels into Turkmenistan 
from Iran. As she pulled the trolley into the 
customs hall with the last bag, it broke. As 50 or 
so plastic packets flew across the shiny marble 
floor, office doors around the hall opened, and 
people came out to see what the commotion 
was. No-one helped: they just watched as she 
scrabbled to collect her slippery-slidey 
merchandise. 

Changing money, applying for visas on the hoof 
– these can be fun or exciting, if only in 
retrospect in some cases. As a ‘mature’ woman 
travelling alone, I was helped and treated with 

 

respect many times, but sometimes the British 
passport I held was resented. 

In Chitral, in the Hindu Kush, I needed to get a 
pass to visit the Kalash villages: I went to the 
Chief of Police’s residence where I found dozens 
and dozens of men sitting on the ground in his 
garden and on any square inch of room in his 
house, wanting a visa to go on the Haj. 

They didn’t take at all kindly to me being taken 
ahead of them into the form-fillers’ office. The 
office was small, just enough room for a chair 
upon which sat a man who said and did nothing, 
a desk behind which sat the form filler and – 
when the door was closed – a chair for me. 

Left: the border 
between
Thailand and 
Cambodia

Right: The border between 
Laos and Thailand
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Having asked for what I wanted, the form-filler 
grudgingly set about looking for the correct form – oh 
dear, oh dear, there were so many shelves to search. 

The correct form, was found, but then he needed 
carbon paper for a copy. Great! It was found after only 
three drawers were searched, but I thought it must 
have been many years since it could be described as 
usefully functioning as ‘carbon’ paper. 

All this searching was interspersed with dirty looks in 
my direction. After all, I was an unaccompanied 
woman, I didn’t have my head covered AND I was 
British. 

But in between the looks he was still searching for 
something: what? Drawers were opened and closed, 
the pot on his desk was scrutinised, he even felt the 
lapels of his coat, but nothing. 
 

He repeated his search again and again, and then 
light dawned: he felt around the rim of his Chitrali hat 
and Bingo, he took a little pin from there with which 
to attach the carbon paper between the two forms! 

It was a dystopian experience finally meeting the 
Chief of Police, which ended with him wanting to take 
me home to meet his mother! But that’s another 
story. 

From having my application form typed on the 
pavement in Delhi by a little man with an ancient 
machine, to waiting in the shade of an almond tree by 
a babbling brook to get the OK for Krygyzstan, the 
experiences have been fantastic and I haven’t even 
mentioned the fun of changing money! 

But back to the de-cluttering.

On the right: Sandra outside the Pakistan 
Embassy in Delhi, with an elderly 
gentleman on an elderly typewriter 
typing up her visa application. After 
racing to the British Embassy for a 
document to verify her passport, she then 
had to return and wait outside until she 
was given a date for a visa interview. 
Fortunately, she was granted one –  
although the official was highly 
suspicious of her as she was travelling 
without her husband … 

On the left: One man crosses
the border in Thailand
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Happy 60th, Singapore!
Happy birthday Singapore! August 2025 saw the 
city state’s 60 years of independence. The post-war 
years created a demand for self-determination, and 
the astronomical foreign investment and 
industrialisation that has taken place since has 
created the impeccably clean, law-abiding, modern 
state we see today, with an affluence which is 
envied around the world.

From our giddying vantage point, 57 floors up, on 
top of the sci-fi inspired trio of the Marina Bay 
Towers, my wife Sarah and I sipped sundowners in 
the Cé La Vi SkyBar, absorbing the 360-degree 
panorama highlighting Singapore’s success. To one 
side was a landscape of high-rise, high-tech offices 
of international banks and insurers; to the other 
was an endless sea dotted with the glimmering 
lights of countless mountainous container ships. 
So much has changed since Sir Stamford Raffles 
landed on this muddy, backwater island in 1819, 
but he recognised its potential even then. 

Homage is paid to Raffles with statues, a medical 
clinic, and the world-renowned hotel in his name. 
We popped into its lively Long Bar for a cooling 
refresher (a Singapore Sling is not compulsory), 
and we lounged for longer in the cosier Writers 
Bar. The elegance of the colonial Tiffin Room was 
the perfect setting for the most exquisite Indian 
meal I’ve tasted.  

However, most evenings we couldn’t resist eating 
in one of the hawker markets. Originating with the 
new arrivals at the turn of the last century, they 
provided an affordable taste from home for the 
immigrant labourers. Today, Lau Pa Sat boasts 70 
stalls in its vast community eating hall. The smoke 
from the kitchens stung my eyes as we entered the 
vibrant, social bazaar of rainbow- coloured, 
neon-lit eateries. 

The city-suited locals feasted and chatted – as their 
forefathers had –  in Peranakan (a Chinese/Malay 
fusion), and in Indian, Thai, Korean, Japanese, and 
Vietnamese, all amid the constant clatter of trays 
and cutlery. We were  assaulted by a wall of 
fragrance – spices, herbs, coconut curries, 
wok-fried mixed veg, chillies, fermented red 

cabbage, crab, pork and chicken dumplings, wagyu 
beef, seafood scallops, tiger prawns, noodles and 
rice. The choice was too much. My mouth watered. 
It was all delicious. 

With the savings made in the hawker market there 
was really no excuse not to visit the Atlas Bar in the 
grand art deco Parkview Square skyscraper. It’s an 
incredible celebration of the decadent roaring ‘20’s 
with fantasyland stone sculptures outside and 
life-sized Daliesque bronzes in the lobby. It’s a 
cavernous bar/restaurant with murals on the 
15-metre-high ceiling and sumptuous furnishings 
throughout. All eyes are drawn to the three-storey 
gin tower with bottles retrieved from ladders to 
complete the perfect cocktail. Of course, you can 
visit just for a look, but the experience of a 
traditional afternoon tea or early evening tipple 
surrounded by the elegance of a by-gone era should 
not be resisted. 

By William Arthur

Singapore Supertree, 50 metres high
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Some of the shophouses in Pagoda Street – relics of 
opium dens and coolie (slave) traders – have survived 
from the mid-nineteenth century, when peddlers 
squatted at the side of the road hawking whatever goods 
they thought would sell. Witness to this desperate 
existence, still stands the magnificent Hindu Sri 
Mariamman Temple (top right photo).  

In today’s Little India, and around the Kampong Glam 
Arab quarter, there is a constant buzz of activity in the 
carpet shops, Islamic stores, cafés and restaurants. 
Dominating the area is the enormous gold-domed Sultan 
Mosque (on the right), Singapore’s largest, first built 
with grants from Raffles and the East India Company. 
  
We took a restful stroll around the waterfront, from the 
city’s Merlion mascot statue and through the Marina Bay 
Sands luxury shopping complex, to the Gardens by the 
Bay. Here are the aptly named Supertrees: 50-metre-high 
structures covered in rainforest orchids and climbers. 
We arrived in time for the dazzling sound and light 
performance that lit up the skyline – as if it were 
cheering: ‘Look at us! Haven’t we done well! We’ve so 
much to celebrate!’

Congratulations Singapore! You’re no 
longer a short stopover on the way to 
the antipodes or into Malaysia. You 
deserve – and today are receiving – 
more time. You have a rich history, a 
fascinating mix of cultures and 
cuisines, and so much more to offer. 
For us, there’s still the playground of 
Sentosa Island and the out-of-city 
Pulau Ubin island to explore. It’s time 
we planned our return ...

Singapore hawker market

The Atlas is a convenient resting point between the historic, 
cultural sights of Chinatown and Little India. Modern Singapore 
has not forgotten its past and information panels with photos 
from the National Archives are dotted around the streets. I had 
read about Lai Chun Yuen, the 19th century Chinese opera 
theatre where male patrons indulged in tea drinking, opium 
smoking, gambling, and the working girls. This hedonism ended 
on the theatre’s conversion to a cinema which sadly did not 
survive the Japanese occupation of the 1940s. Ironically, 
pre-war, the Japanese brothels in Trengganu (Japanese) Street 
were fund-raisers for the oncoming military invasion. The site of 
the Sook Ching inspection centre is marked as a memorial to the 
members of the Chinese resistance who were interrogated there.    
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Book review
In Green, by Louis D. Hall

This is a first for me – reading a book before seeing a 
presentation of same at Globetrotters by the author …

Louis clearly has a passion for horses and adventure; having 
ridden ponies in Mongolia at the age of 18, he decides to 
cross Europe from Italy over a route to Cape Finisterre (yes I 
have heard this mentioned on the shipping forecast but still 
had to look up where it is),  just south of Compostela de 
Santiago in NW Spain.

After his Mongolia adventure, Louis travelled on horseback 
over the length of the UK in memory of his friend Leo who 
had sadly died of cystic fibrosis.  So he has had plenty of 
experience, and is clearly a young man with a passion for 
horses and adventure.

He sets off on a Polish horse, whom he has named Sasha. He 
is travelling with an extremely tight budget and – just like 
Rory Stewart traveling across Afghanistan in The Places in 
Between – is relying on ‘the generosity of strangers for food 
and accommodation'. (The comparison with Stewart might 
sound like a lofty claim, but Louis is a young man who looks 
like he may achieve Great Things.)

Setting off solo on his Polish horse across Europe is quite the 
adventure, but Louis makes it all sound so simple: it's just a 
case of going ‘Via Francigena up through Tuscany over the 
Alps through France, across the Pyrenees and the north coast 
of Spain, where I aim to use the Pilgrims'  route to guide me 
West".
 
But after explaining that this is the route, Louis admits that 
he has an ‘appalling sense of direction’. Still, his attitude is 
admirable: he estimates the journey should be around 2,000 
miles and says there's enough budget for three months –  
although no extra for vet bills – but what could possibly go 
wrong? 

Louis is a brave chap who has many stories to tell from his 
trip along the route: camping in the snow with wolves 
walking around the outside of my tent would not be my first 
choice of accommodation. 

The book contains some excellent graphics, which almost 
make up for the fact that there are no photographs. There are 
also some terrific descriptions of the landscape and 
architecture he travels through and around, as well as 
amazing scenes from nature.

By Simon Finnamore

What really comes across most vividly, perhaps, are 
his tremendous descriptions of the interactions with 
the many many people he meets along the long, 
arduous route of his  journey.

Not all the interactions with people and wildlife are 
positive: there's a bit of a run-in with a farmer after  
Louis meets his bull ... as well as a slightly annoyed 
naked lady complaining about the interruption of her 
time on the beach. 

At times this is not an easy read, but it's a real 
traveller's tale of focus, determination and grit to 
cope with all weathers, while looking after Sasha and 
other fellow travellers Louis meets along the way.

The real heroes are the countless people who show  
interest and offer support through random acts of 
kindness in support of this spectacular quest over this 
incredible route, which includes the trails the Italian 
partisans took during the Second World War, in and 
across the Ligurian Alps.

In short, a great adventure and an excellent read.
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Junko Tabei was the first woman to 
summit Mount Everest, reaching the 
summit with Ang Tsering Sherpa on 16 May 
1975. Although Edmund Hillary’s first 
ascent is well known to many, few have 
heard of Junko’s triumph 22 years later.

To celebrate the 50th anniversary of this 
first female ascent, a group of British 
women retraced Junko’s 1977 ascent of 
5,550-metre Yala Peak in Nepal. Expedition 
leader Jo Bradshaw introduces us to 
Junko Tabei and shares the story of the 
trek.

Junko Tabei’s journey to the summit of Mount 
Everest was long and complicated; few 
thought she would succeed. Yet, owing to her 
utter tenacity, she became the first woman and 
the 40th person to stand on the top of the 
world.
 
Starting with Everest, she then climbed the 
highest mountain on the other six continents 
and became the first woman to complete the 
Seven Summits in 1992. In her lifetime, she 
scaled over 70 major peaks, and summitted 
the highest peak in 76 countries.

Her childhood, marked by bouts of 
pneumonia, offered no hint of the heights she 
would reach. That changed when she was ten. 
Her teacher, Mr Watanabe, took her class to 
climb Nasu-dake in Nikkō National Park. Junko 
learned lessons there she would apply to the 
rest of her life – and share with others. Her 
message was simple yet profound: ‘Only you 
make your legs move, only you can put one 
foot in front of the other.’ For seven decades -- 
one step at a time, on the planet’s highest 
peaks -- Junko did just that.

In 1970, she set up an all-female climbing club 
that led to the Japanese Women’s Annapurna 
III Expedition – they were the second team to 
summit the 7,550-metre peak, and the first 
female team to reach the top. Mount Everest 
was their next challenge. 

After years of fundraising and preparations, 
they began their quest in spring 1975. There 
were 14 female climbers, one female doctor, 
seven journalists, a team of climbing sherpas 
and 600 porters who carried 15 tonnes of 
equipment. 

The expedition almost ended in tragedy. 
Overnight on 4 May, an avalanche swept 
through Camp 2 (6,400 metres) bulldozing 
many tents and their inhabitants, including 
Junko. She was close to death. But despite 
injuries, the expedition continued. When 
Junko reached the summit with Ang Tsering 
she said: ‘Here is the summit. I don’t have to 
climb anymore.’ But Junko Tabei never quit 
climbing until cancer took her life on 20 
October 2016.

In the footsteps of Junko Tabei 
By Jo Bradshaw

The UK team of 15 women who summitted
Nepal's Yala Peak in memory of Junko Tabei
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To honour Junko, I set up my own all-female 
expedition to climb Yala Peak in Nepal’s 
Langtang Valley, following in her footsteps. We 
were also commemorating the 10th anniversary 
of the earthquake which rocked Nepal on 25 
April 2015. Langtang Village was destroyed, 
with great loss of life. At that time, I was at 
Camp 1 on Everest thinking that my life would 
soon be over too. It’s a day I will never forget.

Last spring, my UK team of 13 women aged 29 
to 71, plus myself and Sue Blunt – director of 
our tour operator Adventurous Ewe – set off 
with Nepalese guides towards Yala Peak. Each 
day the oxygen levels decreased, our pace 
slowed, and enjoyment levels grew as we 
spotted wildlife, including monkeys and 
mountain goats. 

Our trek gently traversed the mountainside 
whilst the river roared far below. Walking across 
the site of the former Langtang Village 
destroyed by the earthquake was both eerie 
and emotional. We paid our respects to those 
lost and spent the night in the new Langtang 
Village bravely rebuilt by survivors.  

After five days of continuous trekking, we 
reached our base camp at 4,800 metres, the 
same height as Mont Blanc. Everyone moved 
slowly to save energy for our summit bid. We 
practised technical skills, and before dinner 
held a briefing, then headed to bed. 

We left for the summit a little after midnight. As 
dawn broke, we reached the top with the 
mountain to ourselves. What a gift. We knew 
we had followed in Junko’s footsteps 
because her son, Shinya, had given us a 
copy of her Yala Peak diary. We could feel 
her spirit  was with us. 

Leaving base camp the following 
morning, we were filled with 
energy and memories that will last 
a lifetime. 

A team of strangers had become 
firm friends. We hailed our 
collective success and cheered the 
woman who brought us together. 

Thank you, Junko. We did it … one 
step at a time. 

More Than a Mountain: Our journey was captured in a documentary 
film which premiered at the Kendal Mountain Festival 2025.

The author, Jo Bradshaw, at the summit of
Yala Peak with Globetrotter Rosemary Brown
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Change your life with transformative travel

Sitting in the office and dreaming of a holiday 
is something all of us can relate to, but – like 
trying to live your best life – are you trying to 
travel your best trip? Perhaps you are part of 
the emerging trend of people who realise 
that sipping pina coladas by a resort 
swimming pool simply isn’t enough? More 
and more people today are treating each 
holiday is if it were their last, but how did we 
end up here?

Never before has humanity been subject to so 
much change. The 90s, 00s and 10s were 
relatively stable decades with ‘sleep, eat, 
work, holiday’ a welcomed routine lived by 
many. But then along came Covid and things 
changed. Freedom to travel anywhere and 
everywhere with relative ease was met with 
travel bans and travel restrictions. When the 
dust finally settled, travel was no longer a 
basic human right but increasingly a 
treasured privilege that could be revoked at a 
moment’s notice.

Covid made people reflect on many things – 
like taking better care of their health and 
valuing human connection. There was a shift 
towards doing things now, rather than 
putting things off for later. This idea of doing 
more now rather than later was exacerbated 
by the rapid rise of digitalisation and AI, 
which have made people feel more 
disconnected and made future careers less 
certain.

This uncertainty has given rise to demand for 
what I call transformative experiential travel. 
This means going on trips that leave the 
traveller with much more than candid snaps 
and a suntan: they gain knowledge, skills and 
experiences that continue to benefit them 
long after they return home.

For some, this type of travel consists of 
purchasing a backpack or campervan and 
spending 6-12 months having a grassroots 
experience travelling across multiple 
countries and living life one day at a time. 
However, not everyone has the courage and 
time to do this and so many are turning 
towards shorter, more intense trips.  

As a result, a whole new industry has 
blossomed with specialist knowledge from 
people like Wim Hof and Master Chia creating 
platforms for sharing their knowledge through 
travel experiences. The Wim Hof phenomenon 
is particularly interesting as it is focused on 
something as simple as breathing and the cold, 
and bringing this to the masses through travel 
experiences that enable seemingly ordinary 
people to unlock their true extraordinary selves.

By Alexander Pohl

The author 
(on the 
right) 
with 
Wim Hof
himself
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What is involved? Travelling to a remote village 
deep in the Swedish forest to live a different life 
for a week. A week filled with first-time 
experiences, opportunities to deepen your 
connection to yourself, eat good food, share 
space with good people and embrace the 
elements. You spend the week challenging 
self-limiting beliefs, stretching the envelope of 
what you thought possible, releasing 
deep-seated stresses and being so present that 
everything from the crisp fresh air, glittering 
snowflakes and a star-filled sky fills you with 
awe and wonder.

Imagine taking the energy of fear and 
transforming this into courage, realising that 
you can use this to turn all negative emotions 
into sources of energy that you can use to live 
your best life. This is possible and the Wim Hof 
Method is one tool available through 
transformative experiential travel for you to 
experience.

If the sound of this inspires you, think about it 
for your next trip! Be it a Wim Hof, 
nature-inspired trip in Sweden or something 
else. Travel has become a precious privilege, so 
make each trip matter!

www.behumannatural.com

For those not familiar with the Wim Hof 
Method, in brief it is a scientifically validated 
distillation of eastern wisdom and 
nature-based indigenous knowledge and 
practices. That might sound like woo-woo 
mumbo jumbo, but actually it is something 
accessible to everyone – from the scientific 
health fanatic, to the om-humming spiritualist 
and even the average Joe on the street. 

There are three pillars to the method: breath, 
mindset and cold, which when used in 
combination enable practitioners to better 
manage stress, improve their immune system, 
become more resilient and also to move away 
from procrastination towards action. And the 
best way to learn this is by living it though a 
travel experience.  

Am I biased? Definitely, given that I left my 
corporate job working for a global bank in 
London to move to the remote forests of 
Northern Sweden, where I set up a retreat 
business called Be Human Natural 
(www.behumannatural.com) based on this. 
For me, what started as a business has 
become my way of both sharing my 
knowledge with others while at the same time 
allowing me to continue doing it day in, day 
out, year in, year out.

Bathing in icy water with a backdrop of the Northern Lights - does it get any better than this?
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An elephant fiesta in Sri Lanka
By Mary Fogarty

all Sri Lanka. Another World Heritage site, this fortified 
city on a mountain summit was built in the 5th century 
to protect the evil King Kassapa, who had assassinated 
his father and deposed his brother. 

From here, it was a descent - from the dry north to the 
beautiful city of Kandy, built around a pretty lake with 
the famous Temple of the Tooth, visited by Buddhists 
from all over the world. Considered the spiritual centre 
of the island, this place has a truly magical feel and I 
wanted to spend much more time here. 

The climb up Sigiriya, lion's claws at  its base

Kandy, the spiritual centre

I first went to Sri Lanka in 1986, to visit my father who 
was working in Colombo. It was to be another 37 
years before I went back – I had no particular goal: I 
just wanted to see the place again and have a good 
time. But the country worked its magic on me: from 
glorious, palm-fringed beaches and fishing boats, to 
towering misty mountains, vivid green tea 
plantations, and lush river valleys below. 
Scrumptious curries and rice. Beautiful temples and 
picturesque little towns. And elephants all over the 
place - I have never seen so many! You see them in 
parks, you see them on the road, you see them in 
festivals ...

First I visited the ‘Cultural Triangle’, a hot dry zone to 
the north, home to the country’s earliest civilisations, 
starting with the vast ruined city of Anuradhapura – a 
UNESCO World Heritage site, founded about 500BC 
and enjoying a golden age around 260BC when the 
King and his people converted to Buddhism. Some 
amazing dome-shaped temples and many other 
ancient buildings still survive. I followed this with 
Mihintale Mount, where Buddhism began in 247BC, 
when the King was out hunting and came across 
Mahinda, the son of the great Buddhist emperor of 
India. You go up through a series of stairways cut into 
the mountain, monasteries and domes to the left and 
right, until you finally arrive at steps leading to a rock 
summit where Mahinda preached his first sermon. 

After this it was Dambulla, another World Heritage 
Site, a series of five caves tucked away in a 
mountainside containing the most amazing array of 
hidden Buddha images and sculptures of Hindu 
Gods. The story goes that the King at the time – 
Vattagamini 100BC – sought refuge in these caves for 
14 years from Tamil invaders. Once he regained his 
throne, he had the temples constructed in gratitude.

Another fantastic sight was Polonnaruwa, a great city 
in the 12th century, which lay hidden in the jungle for 
seven centuries. The Galvihara carved images of the 
Buddha here are simply stunning.

The final stop in the Triangle is the Lion Rock of 
Sigiriya, a spectacular citadel, built on the top of a 
mountain: this is probably the most stunning sight in  
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But on I went, via a stunning train journey 
through tea plantations and towering misty 
mountains, then an elephant park and 
orphanage, before hitting the gorgeous 
southern coast, all white beaches and fishing 
boats and palm trees galore, as well as some 
rather interesting fishermen who sit on tall stilts 
to catch their fish. The tour finished off at Galle, 
with its old 18th century Dutch quarter, built on 
the foundations of a Portuguese fort .

A fabulous train journey along the coast, 
passing fishing villages and more sunbleached 
beaches took me to Colombo, where I spent 
some days following the footprints of my father  
- but I didn't have enough time, and I returned 
to the UK knowing I had to go back: I particularly  
wanted to spend more time in Kandy.

So last December saw me flying over again, 
and taking a packed train to Kandy, full of 
workers going home for Christmas. I enjoyed 
walks by and round the lake, and I climbed up 
the hill behind the town to the site of the Great 
Buddha, but the strangest thing happened 
one morning as I was walking along by the 
compound of the Temple of the Tooth.

A truck passed me in there and I thought I saw 
an elephant inside! I ran after it and - sure 
enough - there was an elephant: in amazement I 
watched as he neatly backed down off the truck, 
and a lithe little mahout leapt onto his back. The 
elephant made his way to the gate - and exited.

But where did he go? I ran to the gate and asked 
pilgrims waiting there: 'Did you see an elephant 
pass?' And they nodded calmly, and pointed up 
a hill behind them. So I ran up there too, turned 
a corner ... and found an elephant bathing area!

Top photo: Queen's
bathing chambers by
Kandy lake; right: me 
by the Temple of the 
Tooth; below: the 
Great Buddha on the
hill

The Rajah 
elephant
enjoying his
bath 
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And here I met Rajitha, who explained to me 
that this was the pool for the special Rajah 
elephants, who lead all the Buddhist 
religious processions in the country. The 
most famous of these, he told me, is the 
Perahera festival, which takes place in 
Kandy at the end of June each year. For 
nine consecutive evenings, up to 70 
elephants parade through the streets of the 
city, the lead - cross-tuskered - Rajah 
bearing the Buddha's precious tooth. 

The Rajah elephants are all Sathdantha 
elephants,  which means that all seven 
parts of their body - four legs, trunk, penis 
and tail - must touch the ground when they 
stand upright. And they must reach a height 
of 12 feet. The Maligawa Tusker - the one 
who is chosen to bear the precious tooth - 
must have tusks which cross each other 
(see photo).

And reader, the rest is history.
This summer I went with a group 
of Globies on a memorable trip
to Sri Lanka. Naturally, we saw all
 the cultural highlights, but our 
most spectacular night was spent
watching the Rajah elephants: we 
were actually there on the opening
night and fought sternly to maintain
our vantage point (there is another
story there!)

I am planning another trip next  
June/July, so please do contact
me if you are interested: email me
at mfogtrips@gmail.com.

And a PS: if anyone is worried about how these elephants are
treated, I have found out all about that from Rajitha, and can
personally vouchsafe for their protected welfare and happiness.

A selection of images
from the festival, 
including the Maligawa,
on the right
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The dish arrives, releasing a strong aroma of 
garlic. I look down – and a pool of velvety 
butter shimmers back at me. I take a bite, 
hoping for the best.

To my surprise, it tastes wonderful – delicately 
tender, like high-quality chicken, the rich 
garlic butter enhancing every mouthful. But 
what is this mystery dish? 

My day exploring Niçoise flavours had started 
much earlier, on a perfect autumnal Saturday. 
Stepping out of the hotel, I found cloudless 
blue skies. For late October, the sun felt warm, 
but the gusty offshore wind kept me cool. 
Along a quiet shopping street, oak trees were 
still in full leaf, their greenery still holding on 
to summer. The enticing smell of coffee and 
pastries from a boulangerie drew me in. I sat 
down to a flaky almond croissant—the size of 
a small rugby ball—and a rich, strong café 
noisette.

I headed south, across Massena square, to 
Nice’s largest food market, Cours Saleya. I was 
greeted by a fragrant wall of mint, laurel, 
thyme, rosemary, and oregano—the full 
bouquet that makes Herbes de Provence, 
each scent fighting for my attention. I battled 
the crowds to the fruit section, admiring 
plump red Thomas de Prince apples, lemons 
from the Italian border, wrinkly to my 
fingertips, and juicy Corsican clementines. 
The vegetable stalls displayed cherry 
tomatoes from Brittany, giant white Cevenne 
onions like mini moons, and foot-long stalks 
of garlic. Finally, I spotted imposing wheels of 
Camembert and chunks of charcuterie.

The market sparked my appetite. In a 
nearby square, a stand was selling Socca, a 
Niçoise speciality: a savoury pancake made 
of chickpea flour, delivered fresh through- 
out the day by a man on an adapted

Eating my way round Nice
By James Merriman

bicycle with a front-mounted warming vessel. It 
was tasty, though my mind insisted it looked like a 
sweet crepe in need of Chantilly cream!

I walked off my snack along Nice’s famous 
Promenade des Anglais. The wide palm-lined 
walkway was full of couples, families, and tourists 
enjoying the sunshine. The pale-pebbled beach 
and the layered blue sea glinted in the sun. Four 
Mediterranean yellow-legged gulls bobbed on the 
water like life buoys. Rows of blue and white chairs 
with umbrellas lined the shore. I sat back, soothed 
by the sound of the lapping waves.

Leaving the promenade, I strolled into the old 
town. Narrow, car-free passageways, framed by 
grand 18th and 19th century churches and 
apartments painted in mustard yellow and 
terracotta red.

On a back street, I found a quaint delicatessen 
preparing Pan Bagnet, a French sourdough bun 
stuffed with slabs of tomatoes, thin wisps of spring 
onions and green peppers, generous amounts of 
tuna, tiny local olives, perfectly cooked hard-boiled 
eggs, and Provençal basil, all doused in peppery 
olive oil. The friendly owner added anchovies at no 
extra charge.

A nice plate of frogs' legs
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Eating a sandwich this size is a challenge, 
and the battered metallic table wobbled 
so much I had to steady it with my foot to 
save my lunch!

Craving exercise, I hiked up to the Colline 
du Château. The steep staircases 
climbing the hill presented a solid 
workout in the afternoon sun, but the 
views were worth it: I could see the entire 
length of the promenade stretching 
towards the airport in one direction, 
while in the other the food market, and 
the old town.

The bay of Nice with Promenade des Anglais

contrasting with the modern cordless USB 
lamps on the tables. The waiting staff wore 
wooden bow ties, and there was a wall-length 
chalkboard with ‘have a good meal’ written in 
at least 50 languages. Despite the cosmo- 
politan vibe, the cuisine was classic French.

A short while later, the dish I ordered arrived. 
The familiar aroma of garlic greeted me again 
… as I looked down at four frogs’ legs, served 
with a simple green salad.
A surprising, delicious, and quintessentially 
French finale to a day spent eating my way 
through Nice.

I headed down the other side on a 
much more gradual path which opened 
up at the port area. In the harbour, 
small traditional fishing boats were 
dwarfed by the towering superyachts 
moored beside them.

As the sun fades, I headed to dinner in 
the old town. In the restaurant, I 
noticed unusual lighting made with old 
wooden wine baskets hanging from the 
ceiling, 
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Globetrotter titbits 
Recipes from around the world
Stir fried chicken with cashew nut 
(Kai Pad Med MaMoang Him Ma Pan)

2-3 garlic cloves finely chopped
Baby corn, onion, mushroom, cut into 
bite size pieces
1 cup fresh cashew nuts
1 dried large red chilli – sliced
1 stapring onion – cut into 1 inch 
long pieces
50g chopped chicken

2 tbsp cooking oil
1 tsp sugar
2 tsp fish sauce
3 tsp oyster sauce The recipe and this book are from the cooking school 

that Cath and Simon Finnamore attended in Thailand
PREPARATION

1. Heat the oil in the wok over high heat.
2. Add cashew nuts and dried red chilli. Cook until light brown.
3. Remove from the heat. Add garlic and chicken, cook for 1 minute.
4. Then add all vegetables, except spring onions.
5. Add all seasoning and turn up the heat. Then cook for 1 more minute. Turn the heat off, add spring onion, 

cashew nuts and chilli.

...................................................................................................................................

Tuscan bean vegetable soup

1 tbsp olive oil, 1 red onion, 2 chopped 
celery sticks, 2 chopped carrots, 2 sliced 
cloves of garlic, 1 chopped medium 
courgette, 1 sliced red pepper, 1 x 400g can 
chopped tomatoes, 2 tbsps tomato puree,
1 tsp runny honey, 650ml vegetable stock,
1 tsp dried mixed herbs,1 x 400g cannellini 
beans, drained, salt and freshly ground 
black pepper 

In a large pan, heat the olive oil, then sauté onion, celery and carrots for 5-7 minutes until softened. 
Add garlic and courgette and continue to cook, stirring for 1 minute. Add red pepper, tomatoes, 
tomato puree, honey (if using), vegetable stock, herbs and seasoning. Stir well.  Cover and simmer 
for 20 minutes, then stir in beans and continue to simmer for 10 minutes. Taste and adjust 
seasoning if necessary. Enjoy with crusty bread.

This recipe was 
provided for us
by 
Doreen Tayler
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Adventure Mania 
Himalayan expeditions. Details: 15% 
discount (http://adventuremaniaindia.
blogspot.co.uk)
How to: Quote Globetrotters Club 
membership details and send a deposit 
amount of £50 for trekking trips, and 
£150 no later than 60 days before trip. 
Consult website for further booking 
terms and conditions.

Africa Trails
Africa Overland Tours
Details: 10 % off East Africa Tours, 5% off 
Trans-Africa and Nile Expeditions 
(http://www.africantrails.co.uk/)
How to: Quote Globetrotters

Angel Holidays
Tours
Details: 5% discount (http://
www.angelholidays.co.uk)
How to: Quote Globetrotters

Artisa: A retreat in Greece
Details: 5% discount off of all retreat 
programs, along with a free excursion to 
the ancient theatre of Epidavros. 
(http://www.artisagreece.org)
How to: Quote ‘Globetrotters’

Bloomsbury Travel Writing Workshops 
Details: 10% 
off(www.travelwritingworkshop.co.uk)
How to: Mention heard of workshop 
through Globetrotters 
deal@travelworkshops.co.uk
Tel no: 07771994496 P.O. Box 20479, 
London SE17 3WF
www.writeawaytravel.com

Epic Enabled
Guesthouse and ‘accessible safaris & 
travel in South Africa’ - ie, for disabled.
Details: 10% discount on Guest house 
and tours.
http://www.epic-enabled.com)
How to: Quote Globetrotters when 
booking.
.

Discounts and offers for Globetrotter members

Bradt Travel Guides
35% off all Bradt guide. 
(http://www.bradtguides.com/)
How to: Quote the code GTC

Eurotalk
Language learning products (DVDs/software etc.). 125 
languages. Details: 25% off (http://www.eurotalk.com)
How to: Enter offer code GLBTR25 at checkout

Footprint Books: Travel books
Details: 30% when ordered online (https://
www.footprinttravelguides.com/)
How to: Enter code globe2014 in the offer code
box and select the “update” button to calculate
the revised total.

Global Traveler, American travel magazine
Details: $10 off subscriptions 
(http://www.globaltravelerusa.com)
How to: Use http://gbt.magserv.com/PromoZ/
WEGTM or call 001 (818) 286-3134

Go Barefoot: Tours
Details: 5% discount on tailor made and no-fixed 
departure date itineraries, and 10% for group sizes 8+ 
(https://gobarefoot.travel/)
How to: Quote Globetrotters

Peter Sommer Travels
Expert-led archaeological tours, gulet cruises and
private gulet charters in Turkey, Greece and Italy.
Specialising in escorted food tours, family tours
and walking holidays.
Details: 5% discount to members (http://
www.petersommer.com)
How to: Mention GT membership

Undiscovered Destinations
Authentic experiences in some of the world’s most 
exciting regions. Offering guided small group tours, 
with an extensive choice of guaranteed departures, 
together with tailormade travel.
Details: 7% discount on our group tours only
(http://www.undiscovered-destinations.com)
How to: quote ‘Globetrotters’, to book: email
travel@undiscovered-destinations.com or call
0191 296 2674; it is very important that members
quote the deal from the outset and at the first
point of contact with Undiscovered Destinations.
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Travel Local
Tours. Details: £50 off per person on all 
tours (http://www.travellocal.com/)
How to: Quote Globetrotters

Travel Writing
Travel writing w/s’s with Peter Carty
Details: £10 off (http://
www.travelwritingworkshop.co.uk)
How to: travelshop@gmail.com and say you 
are a member of Globetrotters

TrekAmerica
10% discount on all TrekAmerica and Grand 
American Adventures trips
Details: 10% on all tours (http://
www.trekamerica.co.uk)
How to: Mention code 100914

Wanderlust Travel Magazine
Details: A FREE £50 travel voucher to save 
you money on your next trip when booking 
with a host of top tour operators including 
Exodus, Intrepid Travel and many others 
(http://www.wanderlust.co.uk/)
How to: Wanderlust Subscribers

RealEscapeTravel
Details: 15% discount (http://
www.realescapetravel.co.uk)

Ethiopia Travellers’ Handbook:
A travel guide for the group, package and 
independent traveller, by Trevor Jenner. Full 
colour, 448pp, over 600 images, published 
by Meru Publishing.
Details: 35% discount (http://
www.merupublishing.com)
How to: Quote “GTMember” when ordering 
by email: sales@vinehouseuk.co.uk or 
telephone: 01825 767396.

Jaipur Inn, Rajasthan, India
Accommodation 20% discount 
(http://www.jaipurinn.com/)
How to: Mention GT membership

Water to Go
Water-to-Go is a filtration system that 
eliminates over 99.9% of all microbiological 
contaminants, including viruses, bacteria, 
chemicals and heavy metals from any 
non-salt water source.
Details: 30% discount. 
(https://watertogo.eu/)
How to: Use the code ‘GLOBETROTTERS’ at
https://www.watertogo.eu/globetrotters

Due South Motorcycle Tours ~ South Africa
Details: Motorbike touring in intimate 
organised groups, on current model 
motorcycles,  through a part of the world 
that offers a truly unique blend of 
motorcycling tourism 
(https://www.due-south.co.za/)
How to: Mention Globetrotters Membership

YellowWood Adventures
An adventure travel company specialising in
Ethiopia, Kyrgyzstan, Iran, Mongolia, Ladakh,
Lebanon & Japan.
Details: 10% discount to Globetrotters 
members for YellowWood Adventures valued 
up to (but not exceeding) £1,500 (https://
www.yellowwoodadventures.com/)
How to: Enter the code ‘Globies10’ in the 
coupon section of our online Shopping Cart 
when purchasing  an adventure to receive the 
instant 10% discount.
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Write for Globe:

Globe magazine is published four times
a year. We welcome articles from members of up to 
750 words with photos. Please send copy 
(with hi-res JPG images if available)
to: globe@globetrotters.co.uk

All submissions will be acknowledged. Pictures,
photos and stories submitted or published in
Globe remain the copyright of the artist,
author or photographer.
The club reserves the right to reproduce items
submitted in print or online.

Write for the E-newsletter:

The free Globetrotters e-newsletter
is sent to subscribers on a regular basis. If 
you would like to submit an article for the 
e-newsletter, please send copy of up to 
750 words and three or four JPEG photos to
globe@globetrotters.co.uk

To subscribe to the e-newsletter, visit:
www.globetrotters.co.uk/register.html

Address for correspondence:
The Globetrotters Club, 
BCM/Roving,
London WC1N 3XX, 
UK.

As the club has no permanent
headquarters, this address is that of a
forwarding agency.
To email other club officials:
Membership queries:
gtmembership@globetrotters.co.uk 
See website for other contacts.
Website: globetrotters.co.uk
Copyright: The Globetrotters Club

Opinions expressed in Globe are those of individual
contributors and not necessarily those held by the
Globetrotters Club. While every effort is taken, no
responsibility can be accepted for any inaccuracy
in content or advertising.

Globetrotters Annual General Meeting
The Globetrotters Club AGM usually
takes place before the November
meeting in London. The meeting covers
crucial factors of the running of the Club,
so the more members that can attend, the
stronger we can be when making important
decisions about the future of the Club.
All paid up members are encouraged to attend 
and will have the opportunity to find out
about previous and future activities, as well
as ask general questions about the running
of the Club. Please remember to bring your
membership card with you to show
upon entry.

Globetrotters Club Officers
All officials are voluntary workers and
can change from time to time
Founder: Norman D Ford (1921-2009)
President: John Pilkington
Vice Presidents: John Ainsworth, Carol
Simonson, John Batchelor, Richard Snailham,
Tanis Jordan, Martin Jordan, Malcolm Keir,
Hilary Bradt, Sue Learoyd, Arthur Frommer,
Gill Ward, Matt Doughty, Paul Woodward,
Jacqui Trotter, Kevin Brackley
Directors of Globetrotters Club Ltd:
John Pannell, Doreen Tayler
Treasurer: John Pannell
Chair:
Committee Secretary: Kevin Brackley
Membership Secretary:
Catherine Finnamore
PR & Publicity:
Globe Editor: Mary Fogarty
Technical Coordinator and Webmaster:
Paul Roberts
London Meetings Organiser:
Mary Fogarty
Committee members: Kevin Brackley,
Paul Roberts, John Pannell, Gavin A Fernandes,
Catherine Finnamore, Mary Fogarty, Doreen
Tayler
Toronto contacts: Svatka Hermaneck
and Bruce Weber
Chester contact: Eve MacPherson
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