OPINION

16

CATALONIA TODAY
THURSDAY, APRIL 3, 2008

COMMENTARY
BY CLAIRE ELIZABETH TERRY. Travel writer

Africa’s beauty (by way of Barcelona)

S

ome places on this planet can
only be described as stunning.
Others, awe-inspiring. Yet
others still as thrilling, beautiful, breathtaking. But there is
only one continent that, in my experience, can lay claim to every superlative
in the book, and that is, quite simply, the
magical continent of Africa.
Having been a travel writer for the last
20 years, and having visited some of the
world’s most beautiful spots, I did,
finally, run out of adjectives when it
came to Africa.
My journey to Africa began 30 years
ago, when, as a young girl, I went to visit
my recently remarried mother who was
then living in the rusty suburbs of Johannesburg. Rusty, because it was the
kind of suburb where people had forgotten how to live. Dusty, too, due to the
dry, urban heat that filtered through
from the hubris that was the Big City in
those days.
It was only when we finally ventured
out to the remote village of Port St.
Johns, a still, quiet spot on the Indian
Ocean, that Africa began to open up her
mysterious self to me. (Being rowed across the Umzimvubu River in a raft by a
local tradesman to buy fresh supplies
from the local market is an impression
that has stayed with me forever.)
Because Africa will wait for you. Patiently, yes. But she will wait for you to
come to her.
Thirty years later, I crossed a river in
Africa again. But this time, it was thanks
to Barcelona’s incredible Karen Holladay, who had singlehandedly organised
this adventure for myself and a small

about sharing her "hidden Africa" with
small groups of people in what for them
will become, quite simply, the adventure
of a lifetime.
All of Karen’s trips are run during the
low season of July and August, when the
weather’s temperate, the crowds stay
away and the dense foliage that
normally blurs the view of the wildlife
does too. But her trips are only about experiencing big game close-up.
“It’s also the emotional adventure of
really feeling part of the land, in an intense experience that will leave its mark
on your soul forever,” Karen said. And
she was right.
I was reduced to the awe and wonder
of a child when seeing the elephants, giraffes, lions and rhinos close-up (it’s also
the best time of year in this part of Africa
for taking photos, due to the lack of humidity and the clarity of the light). And I
not only enjoyed all of the "must-sees" in
this part of South Africa, but the off-thebeaten-track "must-sees" that can’t be
found with any other tour operator. I
also revelled in the unbeatable juxtaposition of four-star accommodation
deep in the heart of nature, but, more
A view of South Africa’s Kruger National Park, the nation’s largest
than anything else, I was able to live,
More specifically, the northernmost really live, Africa in all her mystery and
group of friends, and to Laurence
Marks, our local guide (who also runs parts of South Africa, where she has im- beauty.
his own Safari Outfit and is one of South mersed herself in designing trips for a
Africa’s few qualified National and Na- handful of people to experience Africa’s Claire Elizabeth Terry is an award-winning
mysteries at an affordable price. As she travel writer who has written for "The Rough
ture Guides).
Karen, a longtime local resident, has told me one evening when we were sit- Guides" travel series, "Time Out," and numerous
been taking large groups of holiday- ting under a sky floodlit by stars in the other publications. For more information on
makers all over the world for most of the Bonamanzi Private Game Reserve, en- Karen’s tour or to attend her regular talk and
major tour operators for the past 25 joying Laurence’s home-cooked Afri- photo slides at the Asmat Café, contact Karen
years, and had also, finally, come to Af- can speciality, a potjie, these trips are not Holladay at: karen_holladay@hotmail.com.
about huge profit margins for her, but Tel: 34 646 573 490.
rica.

FRONT PAGES FROM HISTORY
BY JOSEP BOSCH. www.josepbosch.net

Baltimore News-Post, Monday May 7, 1945

W

orld War II had become a
long, terrible nightmare
and everybody was just
simply waiting to wake
up from it. It was an anxious wait for what
seemed like a very elusive end. People
were waiting to wake one day and discover that everything really had been a
nasty nightmare. And the end came at
2.41 am on May 7 in a small red schoolhouse in Reims (France) where General
Eisenhower, the Allied Supreme Commander, had his headquarters. There,
General Alfred Jodl, the German emissary, signed the instrument of unconditional surrender, delivering Germany
into the victors’ hands, represented here
by general Walter Bedell Smith, Eisenhower’s Chief of Staff. Shortly afterwards,
at 14:00 European time, the news was
broadcasted by the German Foreign

Minister who said that “after a heroic
fight of almost six years of incomparable
difficulty, Germany has succumbed to
the overwhelming power of her enemies.
To continue the war would only mean
senseless bloodshed and futile disintegration”. Germany was exhausted, defeated, unable to put conditions to its
final surrender and only eager to allow as
many soldiers and refugees as possible to
give themselves up to the Western Allies
rather than to the Russians who were
ready to destroy everybody and everything they found on their way to victory.
As this spectacular front page of the
Baltimore News-Post said: “Joy at the
news was tempered only by the realisation that the war against Japan remains
to be resolved, with many casualties still
ahead. The end of the European warfare,
the greatest, bloodiest and costliest war in

human history –it has claimed at least
40,000,000 casualties on both sides in
killed, wounded and captured—came
after five years, eight months and six days
of strife that overspread the globe.
Hitler’s arrogant armies invaded Poland
on September 1, 1939 beginning the
agony that convulsed the world for 2,319
days”.
Now that the Allies had a free passage
across the Reich, the horrors of the holocaust were beginning to emerge and the
world was shocked afresh to learn about
them.
In London, in the midst of the celebrations, Churchill was still grave: “We
might allow ourselves a few moments of
rejoicing but let us not forget the tasks
that still lie ahead”.
The war was still going on in the
Pacific. Japan had yet to be stopped.

