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Introduction 
 
This is a difficult part to write as I was always told that you should lay down 
your objectives of a book or report at the beginning and stick to them. 
 
I was also told by Mr. Riddell at Minchenden Grammar School in 
Southgate that my English Language was atrocious and that I wouldn’t 
pass my O-Level in the subject.  I actually did and got an E, but as it would 
be impossible to check that these days, I’ll stick with that. 
 
In fact my English was worse than poor until I worked at ICI Plastics at 
Welwyn Garden City, where I was sent on a Use of English Course.  The 
course was taken by Stephen Allender, who then worked for a company 
called OTMA.  I still have the notes and read them occasionally, as they 
are still as informative and as extremely funny nearly forty years later. 
 
So then what are the objectives of this book, other than massaging my ego 
and seeing my name in print? 
 
 
What is a Coeliac? 
 
A coeliac is someone who is intolerant to the gluten found in wheat, barley 
and rye.  Gluten is what makes bread have a good texture, but it also strips 
the villi in the small intestine of people like me, so that we can’t absorb 
various vitamins, such as B12, and all the other things, that we need for a 
full and healthy life. 
 
Coeliac disease has been called the Many Headed Hydra (Gluten 
sensitivity: a many headed hydra – BMJ 1999 – M. Hadjivassiliou, R. A. 
Grünewald and G. A. B. Davies-Jones) in that it creates all a large variety 
of symptoms, such as diarrhoea, bad skin, migraines, tiredness, mild 
depression, joint pains, gallstones and in my case, dandruff.   
 
Don’t laugh, but my dandruff was chronic! 
 
Is it no wonder that you get this wide variety of symptoms, when a lot of the 
important vitamins you need are not being absorbed into the body? 
 
As an aside here, this is what Wikipedia says about vitamin B12. 
 

Vitamin B-12 is important for the normal functioning of the brain 
and nervous system and for the formation of blood. It is normally 
involved in the metabolism of every cell of the body, especially 
affecting the DNA synthesis and regulation but also fatty acid 
synthesis and energy production. 
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Sadly many doctors look at the problems and the symptoms and not the 
cause.  I’ve heard of cases where people have been on anti-arthritis drugs 
for many years and have then been found to be coeliacs. 
 
There is no cure for coeliac disease, but you can keep it completely at bay 
by sticking rigidly to a gluten-free diet.  There are no drugs that can help, 
except for periodic injections of vitamin B12, which may be necessary in 
some cases such as myself.  But then I don’t class B12 as a drug, as it’s a 
natural substance found in such foods as liver, eggs and red meat. 
 
Studies from Nottingham University show that as many as one in a 
hundred of the UK population are coeliacs. 
 
 
First Thoughts 
 
The book had been in my mind long before my late wife, Celia’s, death in 
December 2007, as we both loved travel and we didn’t let my being 
diagnosed as a coeliac in July 2003 stop this from happening.   
 
The title would have been the same as it is a good pun.  That is if ever 
there is a good pun. 
 
It’s a pity though that I’ve had to use the American spelling of coeliac to get 
the pun correct. 
 
Why is it that they always seem to use a different spelling?   
 
My father, who was a printer and extremely pedantic with spelling and 
grammar, would say that it was down to the fact that there is an œ 
diphthong in there somewhere and the Americans don’t do diphthongs! 
 
The original idea was that it would be a series of notes about how coeliacs 
like me fare in various countries and places around the world.  Some that I 
know do not travel and generally have a fairly miserable time.  If I can help 
just one person to have that holiday of a lifetime by travelling somewhere, 
they never thought they could go then this book will have been worthwhile. 
 
I think it is true to say that the diagnosis didn’t cramp our style and if 
anything Celia and I went to more adventurous places as I got more used 
to coping with the diet. 
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The Militant Coeliac 
 
I can be opinionated and one of my gripes with the world is that coeliacs 
and coeliac disease are not taken seriously.  I’ve been accused of being a 
soft wimpy Southerner before because I can’t drink a pint! 
 
 
The Dreaded D-Word 
 
I believe that one of the reasons, coeliac disease is not taken seriously or 
perhaps too much so, is due to the word disease, which has all sorts of 
connotations.   
 
Sufferers from diabetes call themselves diabetics and the blind and the 
deaf don’t use the dreaded D-word either. 
 
In this book, I will always try and avoid that D-word. 
 
 
Vegetarians and vegans are quite rightly given the respect they deserve, 
but that is a lifestyle choice.  You don’t have to avoid meat and meat 
products, but if you’re a coeliac you do have to avoid gluten. 
 
One consequence of the d-word is that those in the media and sport would 
never say they are a coeliac.  They don’t want to be pigeon-holed as 
suffering from a disease.  I know of several personalities, who are 
rumoured to be coeliacs, but only one has come out and said so. 
 
And of course no self-respecting actor or actress would say they are a 
coeliac, in case in such a fragile profession, it cost them a film or a play.   
 
No-one employs the ill or someone suffering from a disease, do they?   
 
But an awful lot of the luvvies say that they have a wheat-intolerance! 
 
So if I can break down a few barriers that exist and get more people 
diagnosed, then I will be pleased. 
 
After all, I write this as a diet-controlled coeliac, who at sixty, feels very 
much better health-wise than I did at fifty, when I was undiagnosed. 
 
Every coeliac is entitled to the better lifestyle, that diagnosis will bring. 
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A Tribute to Celia  
 
This sub-title says it all. 
 
As I write this I’m lonely and I am finding putting the best bits down on 
paper to be a great help in trying to start a new life. 
 
But then! 
 
It may not work out that way and it might make things worse! 
 
 
My Coeliac Diary 
 
I started this on the Internet as a Blog in late July 2003, just before I was 
diagnosed. 
 
It can be read at http://www.jamesmiller.com/coeliac/blogger.html. 
 
Travel is just one of many topics, but there are also links to good coeliac 
blogs, tips on eating and drinking and notes on restaurants and hotels. 
 
 
The Book  
 
So have I met the objectives of informing coeliacs, publicising their cause 
and paying a tribute to Celia and the forty years of good times we had 
together? 
 
That is for you to judge! 
 
 
James Miller 
1st June 2008 
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“In America, there are two classes of travel – first class, and with children.” 
 
Robert Benchley  



Travels With My Celia(c) – I – Before Diagnosis 

15 

I 
 
Before Diagnosis 
 
Celia and I had always travelled a great deal.  It didn’t seem to matter 
whether we had enough money or a suitable car. 
 
Sometimes though, I found things like the sun too much to take and I often 
suffered from diarrhoea, which I always put down to the fact that I couldn’t 
take the sun. 
 
Little did I suspect what was the real problem! 
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Exuberant Travellers  
 
Before starting this book in earnest, I think it is fair to say that Celia and I 
were always exuberant travellers.   I 
still am!  Or I hope I am!  At least I 
intend to be! 
 
I suspect that our children thought 
we were mad, especially when all 
three were asked to pack into the 
back of our first Porsche 911 for 
trips to Scotland. 
 
The picture was taken in about 1974 
on the Isle of Skye.  I seem to 
remember we left London early and had breakfast at Gretna, after 
averaging ninety or more.   
 
Naughty!  Would I do that now?  Of course not! 
 
Recently, the current owner of the car in New Zealand saw the picture on 
the Internet and we are now in touch. 
 
But this was a small trip compared to what we did at that time.  Bandol, 
Perpignan, Crete, Syros and Rome were all driven with three kids and 
sometimes a nanny in the back.  (The kids were bigger then and the 
Porsche had gone!)  Connecticut to Minneapolis was also another trip 
suffered by the children. 
 
 
The Children’s View 
 
Recently, I asked our sons, Henry and George, what they felt of these long 
trips to Greece and Italy and down through Yugoslavia.   
 
I thought the kids had hated them, but they said although the journeys 
were tiresome and they were always asking how long before we would get 
there, they really loved the two or three weeks we spent in the sun. 
 
 
Many adventures were had, but looking back I can now see that I was a 
coeliac, as I often suffered from diarrhoea and peeled rather badly in the 
sun.  My temper could have been better too. 
 
The Crete trip stands out, where we crossed the Alps by the St. Gotthard 
Pass in August in a blizzard with deep snow on the ground.  We 
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descended the other side under a hail of stones and rocks brought down 
from the mountains by heavy rain.  It was then a long and very fast run 
down Italy to Brindisi to catch the ferry to Igoumenitsa in Greece.  
Eventually after a revolt led by several British and assorted Antipodeans 
and backed by Belgians, Dutch and a few Germans, the Italians 
capitulated, found us a ferry and we were on our way, several hours late.   
 
We never tried an Italian port and ferry after that! 
 
Later when there was just the two of us, we still travelled long distances.  
We regularly drove to the South of France, when we had a house there 
and in one memorable holiday we drove all around Malaysia. 
 
For some years I had a light aircraft and I flew Celia from the UK to places 
in France, Germany, Switzerland and Italy.  It was all great fun, pretty 
exciting and a lot less stress than driving.   
 
But one trip in Europe stands out! 
 
The approach into San Nicolo Airport in Venice, as you fly along the Lido is 
one of the most amazing in the world, running the old Hong Kong Airport at 
Kai Tak close.  Sadly, I didn’t have a camera with me to record it. 
 
The most adventurous was when I flew Celia all round Australia in a small 
single-engined Piper Arrow.  Only when you see the Outback from the air 
do you realise how large the country is.  But it was something that was 
never to be forgotten. 
 
Not like the incident, when I crashed and wrote off my Cessna-340A, G-
JMDD, whilst travelling to Bath racecourse.   
 
Luckily, no-one was hurt.
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Appalling Weather 
 
If there is one theme that will percolate through this book it is the appalling 
weather that Celia and I got on holiday. 
 
Only the Queen seems to get worse weather than we did.  But then she’s 
used to it, as she lives a fair bit of the time in Scotland.  Or at least the part 
of it, that is not blessed with the best of weather. 
 
As an example, Celia and I went to Ecuador and the Galápagos in 1996.  
The Galápagos were blessed with beautiful, but coldish weather, whereas 
in Ecuador, we never had one view of the massive and glorious volcanoes 
that abound in that country. 
 
It was the same in South Africa a few years later, where we spent most of 
the trip and especially our safari at Shamwari in the rain.  The latter 
incidentally is not so bad, as wild animals don’t bother too much and they 
do tend to laze around in the heat.    
 
Celia always said it was she that brought the bad weather. 
 
But now I know it is me, as in March 2008 I went on a horse-back safari in 
Kenya. 
 
Guess what! 
 
It rained and was very cold. 
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The Private Pilot 
 
I flew myself around the UK and 
Europe from about the late 1970s 
until I crashed G-JMDD in 1993, 
whilst going to Bath racecourse.  In 
the end I amassed nearly 1,100 
hours which is a lot for a private 
pilot, who didn’t have a full 
instrument rating. 
 
When I started flying, Celia would 
not fly with me and it was not until we needed to go to Scotland on two 
successive weekends, that after the first horrendous drive, she decided to 
bury her fears and fly in the Piper Arrow, G-JMTT that I flew at the time. 
 
She could have chosen a better time for a first flight. 
 
We were aiming for Prestwick, but the weather was bad and extremely 
bumpy, so instead of landing where I intended, I had to divert to Glasgow.  
By the time we landed, she was a distinct shade of green.  As we emerged 
onto the tarmac at the General Aviation Terminal, another pilot asked if she 
was OK.  She said that she was, but it had been her first flight.  All three 
hours of it from Ipswich!  He replied that given the weather, that she 
deserved a Purple Heart for that! 
 
Looking back, I think in some ways that this incident showed a lot more 
about the person she was, rather than the person many thought her to be.  
She had a good deal more courage than nearly everybody else and she 
used it to effect when she successfully fought her breast cancer and 
returned to a totally normal life.   
 
Unfortunately, it would never have been enough courage to fight the 
cancer that eventually killed her! 
 
But one incident changed the way she felt about flying with me. 
 
We’d flown to Prestwick in G-JMTT, so that we could see a horse we 
owned called Debach Dust run at Ayr.  It was not the best of results, but 
then you always win some and lose others.  This was one of the latter. 
 
Coming back the flight was extremely bumpy over the hills between 
Prestwick and Carlisle.  I thought nothing much of it at the time, but as I 
flew south towards Leeds, I noticed that the oil pressure in the engine was 
declining rapidly.   
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I would have to get on the ground as soon as possible, as with only one 
engine you have no alternative.  At least I had the advantage in that I was 
at 5,000 feet and with a good tail-wind I was doing about 140 knots 
towards the nearest major airport, which was Leeds, about fifteen minutes 
away to the south. 
 
I made a PAN call, which is one level less than MAYDAY and requested 
permission to divert to Leeds. 
 
It’s funny but very understandable, but at times like that professionalism 
kicks in.  Celia asked what she should do and I said that she should just do 
what I say and watch out in case another aircraft got in our way.  She said 
nothing more until we landed. 
 
I cut power to a minimum to relieve stress on the engine and its oil system, 
but also prepared us both for an emergency landing in case the worst 
happened.  Leeds meanwhile put a Boeing 737 into the hold and advised 
me to use the shorter cross runway 28, which would mean that I would not 
fly over houses and come in with just a turn to the right at the end.  This 
approach did mean a more difficult crosswind landing.  I would also fly over 
the escarpment at the threshold of the runway, which has accounted for 
more than one aircraft due to adverse wind conditions. 
 
Everything went well and the engine showed no signs of failing, but the 
landing was not the best.  As I hit the threshold and got all the wheels 
safely on the ground, I heard a great sigh of relief from my right. 
 
Celia never worried about flying with me after that. 
 
 
The End of G-JMTT 
 
Sadly in April 2007, the Piper Arrow crashed into a hillside near Oban in 
Scotland killing everybody on board. 
 
 
For ten years or so, we flew all over the UK and Europe in first the Piper 
Arrow, G-JMTT and later in the twin-engined Cessna 340A, G-JMDD.   
 
The picture on the previous page, shows me at the controls of G-JMDD, 
when we were en-route for Stockholm.  Note the exotic headwear of both 
myself and Dick Fox in the right hand seat make the headphones 
comfortable! 
 
G-JMDD was a real aircraft in that it was twin-engined, pressurised and 
equipped for flying in all weathers, with lots of instruments and full de-icing 
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equipment.  On some long trips such as the one to Stockholm, I would take 
Dick or another professional pilot, so that we could go right up into the 
airways at 20,000 feet or more.  It really was a great feeling to see ground 
speeds of up to 220 knots, when you had a suitable tail-wind. 
 
Perhaps, that exhilaration of speed is what I miss most, but I also liked the 
thrill of putting a light aircraft into a small field.  I once put G-JMDD into 
Bagby, which was probably the limit for the plane. 
 
Eventually that was my undoing as on a wet grass runway near Bath, I 
overran the field, jumped the plane over a wall and destroyed the 
undercarriage and propellers.   
 
The plane never flew again. 
 
But with the arrival of the low-cost carriers, such as Go, easyJet and 
Ryanair, the advantages of private flying to countries such as France, Italy 
and Switzerland has diminished.  The carriers fly virtually everywhere and 
the costs are so much cheaper than the five hundred pounds or so (Well 
over a thousand in 2008 money!) that a flight to Nice would have cost 
around 1980. 
 
So do I miss flying myself? 
 
A bit, but not as much as I thought I would. 
 
 
Where Did All the Money Go? 
 
Flying was expensive before the advent of the low-cost airlines.  But then 
fuel and other costs were cheaper and there were no security problems. 
 
So what happened to all the money, we used to pay for our flights?   
 
It certainly didn’t end up in airline profits, as several went bust.  They were 
either seriously inefficient or were managed very badly.  I suspect both! 
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Swimming 
 
If Celia and I had one major incompatibility, it was swimming. 
 
She was a very strong swimmer, who since the mid-1980s probably swam 
seriously at least five times a week.  I, on the other hand, avoid water, 
except when it is warm in a bath, like the plague.  We even had an indoor 
pool at Debach and I rarely used it. 
 
All hotels we stayed at always had to have a good pool or beach.  Celia 
always preferred to swim in the open sea, no matter how cold it was. 
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Luhmühlen 
September 1982 
 
At the time, our interest in horses 
was mainly confined to eventing.   
 
When the World Championships 
were held at Luhmühlen in 1982, 
we decided to take our Escort XR3 
on the ferry across to the Hook of 
Holland and then drive to north 
Germany.   
 
We stayed at rather a nice hotel in Bremen, but I can’t remember anything 
about its name.  It may have been a Relais & Châteaux. 
 
For a change, we were blessed with magnificent weather and the result 
was that the Germans turned out in unprecedented numbers to view the 
World Championships on their doorstep.  The organisers completed 
underestimated this and they ran out of food and drink. 
 
So much for German efficiency! 
 
Going into the show jumping, the 
Championships were finely 
balanced with Germany in gold 
medal positions in both the team 
and individual competitions.   
 
But Great Britain were only a 
couple of show jumping fences 
behind.  Or should I say beautiful 
show jumping fences behind, as no expense had been spared. 
 
The last German rider could have one fence down and still win the 
individual competition.  If he knocked three down, then he lost the team 
gold as well.  So it was very likely that with a careful round he would win 
both for Germany. 
 
As he knocked the third fence down, a good proportion of the crowd got up 
and left.  I asked the American woman, who was sitting next to me, what 
that unsporting behaviour was all about.   
 
She replied that it was the Prussians! 
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Artemis – I Wrote It! 
May 24th, 1985 
 
When they write the history of British computing in the twentieth century, it 
is unlikely that Metier Management Systems, the company started by 
Richard Evans, Robin Lodge, Roy Brown and myself will get any words at 
all, let alone a few paragraphs. 
 
But that would be very unfair, as the project 
management software for which I wrote the 
first few versions, Artemis, is credited on the 
current web site of having 600,000 users.  
That’s a lot more than some languages that 
are recognised by the European Union. 
 
The picture shows a collection of the 
Hewlett-Packard hardware that was used in 
the early systems.  Typically, they had 
64Kbytes of memory and a 10MByte hard 
disc.  They also cost about £14,000 a piece. 
Or about £30,000 in today’s money! 
 
So let’s say that programming them was not 
an easy matter! 
 
The software completely rewrote the methods for project management, 
allowed large projects to be successfully managed on-site and defined a lot 
of the rules for personal computers, software and business.  Artemis also 
predated Oracle as a relational database.   
 
So perhaps we actually failed, by not fulfilling the potential for the software 
that started life in a Suffolk attic. 
 
Did we? 
 
We certainly laid down principles for project management computing in 
1977 that still survive thirty years later.  Some say, that there is nothing as 
good now, as the systems we created all those years ago.  I can’t believe 
that, but it would be nice if it were true.    
 
We also created a system that in the early 1980s was used on about half 
of the major projects in the world.  The Channel Tunnel was one and every 
time I travel through it, I smile and say to myself that this was brought to 
fruition with the help of the powerful software I wrote. 
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So when Celia and I travelled with Richard and Gai to Los Angeles to 
receive the cheques for the sale of Metier Management Systems to 
Lockheed, it was one of the most surreal journeys we ever did together.   
 
 
British Airways 
 
We flew out First Class on BA and the long twelve-hour trip was enlivened 
by a priceless steward, who had being camp down to a fine art. 
 
Did we want to listen to the safety bulletin?  Of course we all knew what to 
do!  But be good and at least read it please! 
 
He also told the story of the lady who presented him with a very expensive 
fur coat, as she entered the plane.  He tut-tutted and asked how many poor 
animals had been killed to make her coat.  She just put her arm round him 
and asked him to think of all the animals she’d slept with to get it! 
 
 
It was all a last minute thing and Celia had packed hurriedly.   
 
She always claimed she’d taken the most inappropriate of clothes.  I can 
remember saying to her, that we’d just sold the company for umpteen 
millions of dollars, so I don’t think anybody would bother if she were to 
spend a few thousand on Rodeo Drive.  In the end all Celia bought was a 
very small handbag. 
 
We stayed in a suite at the Beverley Hills Hotel with two bathrooms and 
every possible convenience.  Celia always remembered that someone 
from her law course at University College in London met her in the lift, but 
she was too surprised and shocked at what was going on to say or do 
much.  Even then she couldn’t remember his name!  (I’d still love to find 
out, who he was!)   
 
Everything was a blur and we endured a luxury to which we were not 
accustomed.  But it was nice! 
 
I can only remember two things about the trip. 
 
There was a dinner in the California Club, where we sat with the wife of the 
Chief Executive of Lockheed and the final signing and transfer of the 
money early in the morning at the top of a tower block in the centre of Los 
Angeles.  I can still see Graham Johns from Lloyds Bank organising the 
hundreds of individual transfers like a circus ringmaster. 
 
But I can’t remember if the dinner or the signing was first. 



Travels With My Celia(c) – Artemis – I Wrote It! 

26 

It was very much a smash-and-grab raid, as we left Los Angeles for New 
York after only a couple of nights.  The intention was to have dinner with 
one of our old nanny/grooms Di, her husband Al and her parents in a 
restaurant in Central Park.  I think it was called something like Restaurant 
in the Park and had been chosen by Di’s boss, who happened to be 
Brooke Shield’s father. 
 
But it all went pear-shaped, as the weather was so awful, we couldn’t take 
the helicopter from La Guardia to the Ritz-Carlton and we got later and 
later.  In the end we couldn’t get a taxi from the hotel and the doorman 
hijacked a limo for us, finally getting to the restaurant about ninety minutes 
late.  In those days, there were no mobile phones, so we couldn’t phone to 
let Di and her party know what was happening. 
 
The meal, but not the company, was very mediocre. 
 
As in many of our trips, we were in a hurry to get back.   
 
Why?   
 
We now had all that money and didn’t really need to. 
 
So it was Concorde from Kennedy in the morning and a rush across the 
Atlantic.  I do remember that I blagged my way on to the flight deck and 
then fell asleep to miss the glorious sunset from the high altitude. 
 
This trip summed us up; high speed, long distances and very bad weather. 
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Hong Kong and Guangzhou 
September 21st to September 26th, 1986  
 
We both loved Hong Kong and 
went several times, often tacking it 
on to the beginning or end of a trip 
to the Far East. 
 
I’m including it here, just to put in 
this picture of Celia, sampling a 
Pimms (allegedly!) in the bar of a 
hotel in Guangzhou.  She seems 
very diffident about it. 
 
This was at the end of a day trip to 
the city from Hong Kong.  We’d 
seen two of the Terracotta Army, a 
golden panda and some of the 
sights of the city.  I also remember 
getting very cold on an over air-
conditioned train on the way back 
to the then colony. 
 
It also gives me a chance to lament 
about what was my favourite airline 
of the time, British Caledonian 
Airways.  We had flown out First Class into the wonderful Kai Tek airport in 
the then colony and on the flight deck I’d made contact with the guy, who a 
few months later sold be the Piper Arrow, G-JMTT. 
 
They had a great style, even if the tartan was a bit excessive, and it was a 
sad day, when they fell into the arms of British Airways. 
 
We also stayed in our (and now my) favourite hotel, the Mandarin Oriental.  
In those days you could look out over the amazing waterfront of Hong 
Kong, but now you do not get such a good view, because of the 
intervening skyscrapers built in the last twenty years. 
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Les Ondes 
1987 to 1993 
 
When I sold Artemis, Celia and I thought it would be a good idea to have a 
house somewhere abroad. 
 
Eventually in 1987, 
because we liked the 
South of France so 
much and kept visiting, 
we bought a house on 
the Cap d’Antibes called 
Les Ondes or The 
Waves, with a large and 
beautiful garden. 
 
It was just a few metres 
from a small beach that 
because there was no 
parking, was effectively a private one for the locals. 
 
We virtually rebuilt the house and it was absolutely perfect. 
 
My French even improved to the point where I hold passable conversations 
with the locals. 
 
We also had several idyllic summers in the house, with family and friends. 
 
So what went wrong? 
 
The house kept getting burgled.  We added shutters, alarms and every 
conceivable method to stop them.  But when we were there, we were 
constantly being monitored and if we made one slip, the thieves were in 
and anything worth stealing was taken. 
 
It got to the point that we didn’t go to the house at all. 
 
So when we moved to Newmarket and built the new Freedom Farm Stud, 
we sadly sold Les Ondes.  Thankfully at a profit! 
 
I would never have another house abroad, unless I lived there 
permanently.  If I did it would probably be in Italy.  Perhaps Venice or the 
Amalfi Coast! 
 
One legacy though the house left us with was a taste for good rosé wine.  
And especially, those of Domain OTT! 
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Australia 
February 5th to February 24th, 1989  
 
The further I go back in time, the more the dates and times become less 
accurate.  Here however, I got the entry and exit dates from Celia’s old 
passport.  I’m hazy about the internal dates of the trip, but not about the 
places we visited. 
 
The plan was simple. 
 
We would fly to Sydney on British 
Airways and then I would do 
everything I needed to get my 
Australian Pilot’s Licence, whilst 
Celia met a few friends in Sydney.  
 
We actually went to a production of 
an Alan Ayckborn play at the 
Opera House.  But as with many things, I can still remember the very good 
performance, but can’t remember what it was.    
 
Then we would fly around the country visiting places such as Adelaide, 
Yulara, Alice Springs and Brisbane, before collecting our eldest son, 
Edward, from Goondiwindi in northern New South Wales.  On the way we 
also intended to spend a week at Bedarra on the Great Barrier Reef. 
 
It sounded simple, but it didn’t take into account the Australian aviation 
bureaucracy at the time. 
 
Now let’s say you are an American with a Private Pilot’s Licence.  In those 
days you would just turn up at a flying school in the UK with your US 
Licence and after a bit of training, when they were satisfied with your 
competence, you would just take to the air and go.  If you were British and 
needed to fly in the US, the procedure meant you had to fill in a form with 
the FAA as well, but they just gave you a licence. 
 
In fact, I’d done just that to get my US Licence and I’d flown a few times 
over there.  Including once, in the depths of winter when I hired a plane 
from a small airport near Chicago and flew out across a freezing Lake 
Michigan.  I survived. 
 
But there was no such simple procedure in Australia.   
 
They also restricted flying much more than in the US or the UK.  For 
instance, they set a maximum height you can fly in an unpressurised 
aircraft and limit how far you can fly over water. 
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You also had to take your exams again and at a specific time that you book 
a few weeks in advance.  Even that wasn’t easy, as there was no Internet 
or e-mail to make the process simple. 
 
We decided not to think about failure and so we did not have a Plan B. 
 
 
The Australian Special Pilot Licence 
 
It’s all changed now and they operate a system very similar to the one that 
exists in the UK.  I’ve extracted the following from the CASA web site. 
 

Should you only wish to engage in private operations whilst in 
Australia, (for example, while on holidays) a Special Pilot Licence 
can be issued on the basis of your overseas licence, provided it is 
current.  If your overseas licence currency depends on the 
overseas medical certificate then it must also be current. 
Otherwise, you may use an Australian Class 1 or 2 medical 
certificate, with the special pilot licence.  
 
There is no requirement to pass any CASA examinations for the 
issue of a Special Pilot Licence.  However, you will be required to 
undergo a flight review with a local flying instructor before using 
the licence.  
 
Applicants for a Special Pilot Licence will be required to obtain a 
Security check. 

 
That all sounds very civilised. 
 
 
As it happened I passed all my exams and set off on a great adventure all 
round Australia in a Piper Arrow 
rather newer than my G-JMTT.   
 
I actually hired the aircraft from the 
Royal Aero Club of New South 
Wales, who appear to have closed 
some years ago.  This is a pity, as 
they were professional and lent me 
a very good and well-maintained 
aeroplane. 
 
The picture shows the plane in the middle of the country, probably at 
Coober Pedy. 
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The first night we stopped at Adelaide, after refuelling at Mildura in the 
heart of Victoria’s wine country.  To say it was hot in Mildura was an 
understatement, as we had to taxi with the door open to get any relief from 
the stifling heat of the airport.  But Adelaide is a pleasant city that seems to 
be rather frowned upon by Australians from other states.  Or is it just that 
South Australia wasn’t a penal colony, so it is rather a cut above the rest? 
 
Two things stick in my mind from that short and very enjoyable visit to 
Adelaide of over twenty years ago.  
 
The first was the mosque and museum dedicated to the memory of the 
Afghan camel drivers, who opened up the middle of Australia from the 
1840s onwards.  I can’t find any reference to the museum on the Internet, 
so I do wonder if this piece of Australian history is being quietly forgotten.  
At least the Australians have named the luxury train that runs through the 
heart of the country to Darwin, The Ghan. 
 
The second was the story and 
statue of Colonel William Light, 
who laid out the city of Adelaide, 
with its wide streets on a grid 
pattern and large areas of 
parkland.   
 
He was also the son of Francis 
Light, who had been born at 
Dallinghoo in Suffolk, just around 
the corner from Debach, where Celia and I used to live.  Francis Light had 
founded Georgetown in Penang. 
 
The inscription on the statue is shown. 
 

“The reasons that led me to fix Adelaide where it is I do not 
expect to be generally understood or calmly judged of at present.  
My enemies, however, by disputing their validity in every 
particular, have done me the good service of fixing the whole of 
the responsibility upon me.  I am perfectly willing to bear it; and I 
leave it to posterity, and not to them, to decide whether I am 
entitled to praise or to blame.” 

 
I believe he was right.   
 
We all have heroes who would appear to have been ill-judged by their 
contemporaries and rivals, mainly for reasons of simple jealousy or 
because they were just ahead of their time.  William Light is one of my 
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heroes, in a group that includes Lise Meitner, Rosalind Franklin, Lord 
Cochrane, Alan Blumlein, Charles Wheatstone, Terry Miller and IK Brunel. 
 
But Light died penniless and 
dejected of tuberculosis in 
Adelaide in October 1839 aged 54. 
 
No trip to Australia is complete 
without meeting a kangaroo or a 
koala.  I think these pictures were 
taken outside Adelaide. 
 
Note that koalas don’t have the 
best of odours. 
 
I have a feeling that in the second 
picture, Celia is wearing her 
father’s wide gold ring.  This was 
later stolen whilst on holiday in 
Tobago, which was something that 
upset her deeply, as she had been 
very close to her father. 
 
From Adelaide we headed north towards Coober Pedy.  This is a town, 
which bills itself as the Opal Mining Capital of the World and where most of 
the inhabitants seem to live underground.  We took a taxi into the town and 
had lunch at the underground, Desert Cave Hotel.  At least it gave some 
respite from the heat.  And I should add, the dust! 
 
As an illustration of how different 
flying is in the Outback of Australia, 
the picture shows the approach to 
Coober Pedy.   
 
There is no Air Traffic Control and I 
was being given useful information 
by the BAe 146 airliner, you can see in the bottom right of the picture.   
 
There is no problem with visibility, although taking-off and landing can be 
difficult because of the heat and in some cases the altitude of the airfields. 
As an example Alice Springs is nearly two thousand feet above sea level. 
 
When you take off in a high temperature, you need a much greater take off 
distance and when you land in these conditions, there are a lot of currents 
and updrafts near the ground.  You have to be very careful. 
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From Coober Pedy, we flew on to 
Yulara, which is the airport for 
Ayers Rock or Uluru, the Aboriginal 
name by which it is now generally 
known. 
 
The picture shows the famous rock 
under the wing of the Piper Arrow. 
 
It is one of those places in the 
world where everyone should visit.  
The light and colour of the giant sandstone monolith leave an impression 
that will never be forgotten. 
 
Alice Springs or Alice as 
everybody seems to know it was 
next and this was a fairly short hop 
from Yulara. 
 
We liked Alice as it had a rawness 
and life that seems to be lacking in 
many places in the world.  To us it 
was much nearer to the real 
Australia. 
 
The picture shows me on a camel.  I remember the camels, but I don’t 
remember getting on top of one.  Surprisingly, I actually look quite relaxed.  
Celia must have declined the ride. 
 
 
Australian Beer 
 
As a coeliac, I don’t drink beer now, not even the gluten-free stuff.  This 
seems to be much too far from the impeccable Adnams that I used to drink 
until I was diagnosed. 
 
In Alice I remember trying to drink a beer called a Red Centre.  What it was 
made of I do not know, but it was certainly the worst beer I ever tasted.  
But not by a long way, as all the beer I tasted in Australia was completely 
undrinkable. 
 
I just stuck to the wine. 
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We were now getting to the point, where we needed to turn east towards 
Cairns and the Great Barrier Reef and it would be a long flight from Alice 
Springs, with a stop for fuel halfway at Mount Isa. 
 
 
The Ghan 
 
Before leaving the centre of Australia, it is worth mentioning The Ghan.  
This is the train that connects Darwin with Adelaide, stopping for tours at 
Alice Springs and Katherine. 
 
It would be another interesting way to see the centre of Australia for those 
who have a couple of days to idle away. 
 
 
Mount Isa is the lead mining capital of the world and as we flew in it 
certainly had a black sky with chimneys belching all sorts of dark and 
noxious smoke into the sky.  I joked at the time that it made Scunthorpe 
look like a Garden City, but that was quite unfair, as I’d only passed 
through the steel-making town and had never spent any time there. 
 
Perhaps the lead had affected the population as the man in charge of the 
fuel, a certain Cliff, appeared to be drunk and he certainly didn’t want to 
interrupt his siesta by giving us any fuel for the Arrow.  I tried the tower of 
the airport and they said he was always like that and intended to get you to 
stay the night in the town.  In the end after a couple of hours, only a blazing 
row between Celia and our obstinate refueller got us anywhere and we at 
last were allowed to leave that ghastly place.   
 
Note that as a barrister, Celia could be very diplomatic, but when brute 
force was needed, she knew how to turn it on. 
 
I should say here that in all of our travels around Australia, we only found 
one rude and difficult Australian. 
 
Stand up and be counted, Cliff! 
 
We flew on to Cairns, which is on 
the east coast of Queensland.  As 
you can see the weather wasn’t as 
good as it should have been.  But 
I’ve said before that it was always 
a theme of our travels and it still 
seems to be of mine. 
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From Cairns we drove up the coast 
and stayed for a few days at an 
hotel called Reef House at Palm 
Cove.   
 
The hotel has now been there for 
fifty years and has probably moved 
upmarket to when we stayed there, 
but it was a pleasant base from 
which to explore the northern part 
of Queensland. 
 
It would certainly be a hotel to 
which I would return. 
 
Reef House made a very good 
base and we visited many places 
such as Cairns, the Daintree rain 
forest and the waterfalls in the 
Kuranda range. 
 
 
The Daintree Rain Forest 
 
The Daintree Rain Forest north of Cairns is a World Heritage Site and is 
one of the most diverse and beautiful places in the world.   
 
It is home to the largest range of plants and animals on earth, and all are 
found within the largest rain forest in Australia – an area spanning 
approximately 1200 square kilometres.  That is just a little bit smaller than 
the area of Greater Manchester. 
 
With all the pressures on rain forest in the world, I suspect that in not many 
years to come, that this small and important forest in Australia will be one 
of the few patches of true rain forest left. 
 
I hope I am wrong. 
 
 
It was just a short hop from Cairns to Bedarra, or rather the airport on Dunk 
Island, which is next to Bedarra.  We were collected by boat which took us 
to what was and probably still is, one of the most exclusive resorts in 
Australia.  We reputedly stayed in the same cabin on the beach that had 
been used by Fergie.  But then they probably told everybody that! 
 



Travels With My Celia(c) – Australia 

36 

I don’t know what Bedarra is like 
today, but then it was luxurious on 
the one hand and incredibly 
relaxed and friendly on the other.   
 
Everything was inclusive, so if you 
wanted a Coke or a glass of wine 
you just took it.  If you didn’t like it, 
no-one minded if you chose 
another. 
 
I hope it hasn’t changed as it was such an idyllic and relaxing place. 
 
In some ways after Bedarra, the holiday was almost an anti-climax.  We 
flew to Brisbane and then on to Goondiwindi, where we picked up Edward 
before returning the plane to Sydney. 
 
And then it was the long flight home to the UK. 
 
 
Strange Australian Time Zones 
 
All the Australian states have their own version of what the time should be.   
 
For example, at that time, Brisbane had a different time to Sydney despite 
being on a similar longitude and some cities were half-an-hour different to 
the next.  I was also flying on GMT, which meant I was completely out of 
phase with what I felt was normal. 
 
Coming out of Alice Springs, I asked what time it was in Queensland.  I got 
the reply “They’re half-an-hour ahead, but twenty-five years behind!” 
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Web Sites 
 
These are the web sites of some of the places mentioned.   
 
As to whether they are the same as when Celia and I visited all those 
years ago, I will offer no guarantee. 
 
Adelaide – www.adelaidecitycouncil.com 
Adnams – www.adnams.co.uk 
Alice Springs – www.thealice.com.au 
Bedarra – www.bedarraisland.com 
Cairns – www.cairns.qld.gov.au 
Civil Aviation Safety Authority – www.casa.gov.au 
Coober Pedy – www.cooberpedy.sa.gov.au 
Daintree – www.daintreerainforest.com 
Desert Cave Hotel – www.desertcave.com.au 
Piper Aircraft – www.newpiper.com 
Reef House – www.reefhouse.com.au 
Sydney – www.sydney.com.au 
Sydney Opera House – www.sydneyoperahouse.com 
The Ghan – www.theghan.com 
Uluru – www.environment.gov.au/parks/uluru 
 
 
In Conclusion 
 
This holiday was one of the best and it led to dreams of perhaps taking the 
Cessna 340A on a long trip to India or even further.  And why not Australia! 
 
But nothing came to pass! 
 
It is a regret that I have.  But I don’t have a plane now!  Or even a pilot’s 
licence! 
 
Looking back though, I just wonder what would have happened on that 
holiday, if I hadn’t passed my Australian pilot’s exams.  I think there would 
have been one hell of a row.  At least! 
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India 
January 20th to February 1st, 1990  
 
I am one day younger than modern India and some of my Indian friends 
say that I am one of Midnight’s Children.  They are just being charitable, 
but I have always been drawn to the sub-continent.  Perhaps what is 
happening when you are born does affect how you think! 
 
We flew out for a tour of Delhi and cities and other places in the north from 
Jodhpur and Jaipur to Agra and Varanasi. 
 
I enjoyed India, but Celia had all sorts of problems with the food and her 
gut was never really the same again.  I wanted to go back, but she didn’t 
really want to chance it! 
 
But there is nothing to compare anywhere with the sights and sounds of 
India!  I could spend hours showing pictures of the Taj Mahal, the 
seemingly infinite number of palaces or the crafts and the markets. 
 
But I won’t!  You should go and experience India for yourself. 
 

 
 
I will show this picture of the statue of Gandhi leading his people in a non-
violent way towards independence.  It is just one of so many wonderful, 
surprising and beautiful sites, buildings and monuments that you can see 
in India. 
 
I will go again! 
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Auntie Gladys 
August 26th, 1991  
 
There have been two Auntie Gladys in my life.  The first was my aunt, who 
was married to my mother’s brother, Leslie, whilst the second was a horse 
who was the last horse by that important stallion, Great Nephew, to be sold 
at public auction.  
 
When Celia and I got married we were flat broke.  This was often a 
constant theme in our married life, but it never stopped us travelling.  So 
Auntie Gladys loaned us the money for the marriage licence.  She said that 
she never wanted it back, but we were to pass it on to someone who 
needed it later in life. 
 
In one case, I gave a similar loan to a student to go on Operation Raleigh 
and a few years ago, he told me that he’d passed it on in the same way.  
Gladys would have liked that. 
 
The horse was very well bred and was given every chance to perform at 
any level.  But let’s say that she wasn’t the most genuine performer on the 
racecourse and only managed one second place at Wexford in only 
eighteen starts.  She did at least produce a very good winner in Family 
Man, when we retired her to stud. 
 
But overall she may have been a horse with a grand nature, but she had a 
not been a good investment.  Although on the plus side, she has to be 
credited with bringing my long-serving stud groom, Michael, to Freedom 
Farm, as he’d foaled her in 1986 at Shutford Stud! 
 
August the twenty-sixth was Celia’s birthday and in 1991, we spent it at 
Downpatrick racecourse in Ulster, watching Auntie Gladys run in the Ulster 
Cesarewitch.   
 
She was last! 
 
We flew from Ipswich to Portadown in G-JMDD and flight over was 
uneventful.  An old Irish friend, Mary, universally called Skoupye as she’d 
trained as a journalist and had been one of the first to interview Mick 
Jagger, came with us.  It had been her birthday the day before and we 
were intending to go out to a restaurant on our return to Ipswich. 
 
It was only when we were in the taxi from the airport to the racecourse that 
you started to appreciate how different Ulster is to the rest of the UK.  
Remember that this was at the height of the Troubles and there were flags 
and provocative gable-ends on buildings everywhere.   
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What a waste of time and money all of that violence was!   
 
Now the Troubles seem to have settled in Ulster, but they will not be fully 
buried for all time until Ireland is united economically.  Give people a good 
job and they usually forget about crime, bigotry and terrorism. 
 
Celia and I met in Liverpool and in the 1960s. The city could have gone the 
same way as Belfast, with the tensions between the Catholics and 
Protestants.  But Liverpool discovered itself through football and the 
Beatles.  Although tensions flared and I can remember the various parades 
in the city, with some government help the worst violence was avoided and 
now Liverpool is a city of which everyone can be proud. 
 
Ulster will get there, but only from its own resources and job spill-over from 
the Celtic Tiger in the south, as the travel links to the rest of the UK are 
inevitably much slower and more expensive. 
 
Downpatrick racecourse had all of the rural charm one expects at a tucked 
away course in the UK and Ireland.  They are all a unique institution that 
should be savoured before they get developed for the corporate market 
and the modern racegoer.  It is also no small wonder that racing 
enthusiasts from all over the world come and enjoy these courses where 
hospitality may be short from the racecourse, but not from the fellow 
racegoers.  Go and enjoy them! 
 
One funny incident was that Celia wanted an orange juice and those they 
had in the bar were so old that they had turned sour and fermented.  It just 
showed how little soft drinks were drunk in Ireland in those days. 
 
We left Portadown on time exactly as we’d planned, but without any Police 
check at all!  As on the trip over, we had a pleasant flight back.  We had 
the usual banter with Ronaldsway on the Isle of Man, where they tried to 
get us to land for cheap VAT-free fuel. 
 
We were looking forward to our dinner as we approached Ipswich. 
 
Until! 
 
When you land an aircraft with a retractable undercarriage like a Cessna 
340A, you make sure that you have three green lights showing which tells 
you that everything is down and locked. 
 
But as I prepared the plane for landing, I didn’t get them. 
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I was pretty certain the gear was down, but I needed to do a fly-by at an 
airport with a proper tower and the facilities to accept me if they weren’t.  
So it was off to Southend. 
 
They didn’t show three greens there either, but the tower confirmed that 
everything appeared to be OK.  As I touched down the errant light came 
on, which probably meant that it was the warning circuit was at fault rather 
than the gear itself. 
 
I then paid the landing fee and we all set off back to Ipswich. 
 
Where, guess what? 
 
I didn’t get three greens again, so I chanced it and landed safely.  But we 
were now too late for supper and went straight home, where Celia cooked. 
 
Now, when I flew an aircraft with Celia, I usually left her to sort out the 
passengers and tell them what to do. 
 
In this case, she’d made sure that Skoupye had the safest position nearest 
to the door, in case the worst had happened.  After all she said afterwards 
that Skoupye was the one with the young children and should be given the 
greatest chance of survival. 
 
Celia was always unselfish like that! 
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Singapore and Malaysia 
February 22nd to March 7th, 1992  
 
We flew to Singapore and stayed in the excellent Raffles Hotel in the city 
before driving all round the coast of Malaysia, with stops at Kuala Lumpur, 
Penang, the Cameron Highlands and Kuantan. 
 
It was a fascinating holiday and something that is a lot easier now, as 
Malaysia has a good motorway network, even if some of their drivers are a 
bit mad.  That was probably an understatement for those days. 
 
 
Car Hire 
 
The only problem we had was the hire car.  It was four years old at least 
and rubbish.  It had been arranged by the tour company and they’d 
obviously gone for the cheapest deal they could find. 
 
This was one of the last holidays, where we didn’t plan it all ourselves and 
then get the agent to book the bits we couldn’t. 
 
Never again, did we not hire a car from someone we could either trust, like 
Hertz, Avis or other well-known brand or from a local company, where we 
could inspect the vehicle first. 
 
The problem though was partially solved by our butler at the amazing 
Carcosa Seri Negara in Kuala Lumpur, who raced several examples from 
the hire company around the grounds of the hotel.  Only afterwards did we 
find out that he didn’t have a licence. 
 
 
This was a trip with many highlights. 
 
The Cameron Highlands are almost like an English village with thatched 
cottages, red phone boxes and cream teas.  The difference is that they are 
at a height of a couple of thousand metres and they also have tea 
plantations. 
 
Penang is a modern resort and we enjoyed our visit.  I remember that 
Lonely Planet recommended a Chinese restaurant there, as one of the 
best in Malaysia and they weren’t wrong.  But why in a crowded restaurant, 
were we virtually the only ones eating Chinese food?  And with chopsticks!  
 
It was a good strategy as the waitress kept bringing extra courses with the 
chef’s compliments! 
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Penang had been founded by Francis Light and 
I make no apology for showing his statue.   
 
His life shows how the orphan or bastard son of 
a Suffolk village could rise to great heights in 
those far off days of Empire. 
 
I also remember one meeting and subsequent 
conversation from Penang. 
 
Whilst waiting for the funicular to take us up 
Flagstaff Hill, we got talking to a Canadian 
couple and their three children, who were 
probably aged from about eleven to fifteen. 
 
Their tale was unusual in that they were 
teachers and had sold everything and were 
taking themselves around the world.  They’d 
crossed the Sahara in a truck, travelled through 
the wildest parts of Africa, sailed the Indian 
Ocean from Zanzibar to Bombay in a dhow and 
then had meandered down to Penang on buses and trucks.  As the father 
said, they were now staying in a two dollars-a-day flophouse.  He also 
added that it was friendly and scrupulously clean.  
 
The latter couldn’t always be said for some of the expensive hotels we’d 
stayed in! 
 
I asked if they’d had any problems.  The answer was a qualified no.   
 
Their son had broken his arm in northern Nigeria and it had been set by 
the local bonesetter without anaesthetic.  He did add, that in Lagos, an 
orthopaedic surgeon recommended by the Canadian High Commission, 
had very much approved of what had been done.   
 
Other than that they had had a few minor problems.   
 
Except for the baboons!   
 
At that time we had no experience of Africa’s hooligans.  But the 
Canadians did recommend carrying a catapult, when there were baboons 
about! 
 
I sometimes wonder what happened to those Canadians.  Did they ever 
write a book of their travels?  It would have been fascinating. 
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From Penang we went north and then crossed Malaysia from west to east 
along the road that follows the border with Thailand. 
 
 
A Fascinating Drive 
 
I’ve driven on some amazing roads in my time, but perhaps this east-west 
road across Malaysia that slices through the jungle was one of the most 
fascinating.  Stop and the sounds were incredible. 
 
I hope that this road hasn’t changed too much! 
 
 
The east coast of Malaysia was less developed in those days and we 
stayed in two hotels that couldn’t be more different.  One was a charming 
set of lodges set almost in the rain forest and the other was a crumbling 
dump of a concrete hotel at Kuantan. 
 
But the charm and humour of the Malaysians could even rescue that 
second hotel to one that we both looked back to with affection.  The food 
was superb even if a bit surprising. 
 
Here in the UK, lobster is very much a luxury, but there in Kuantan, they 
seemed to be surfeit of them.  So you were even having lobster pizzas as 
the lunchtime snack! 
 
 
Bribing a Policeman 
 
At one point as we wound our way down from Kuantan back towards 
Singapore, I was stopped by the police.  I was accused of crossing a 
double-white line, which I was pretty sure I hadn’t. 
 
So very much against my better judgement, I solved the problem with the 
bribe that he wanted. 
 
 
It had been a memorable holiday and as I look back on it from sixteen 
years in the future, I wonder whether it would still be as good. 
 
But it would be a pleasure to find out. 
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Melchett at La Bonne Auberge 
May 1993  
 
This was one of the last holidays we had at Les Ondes.   
 
I seem to remember that Celia had a case fold and she would be out of 
court for a few days, so we decided to take the Cessna 340A and fly to 
Cannes.  Martin, one of her colleagues from Chambers in Ipswich felt that 
he needed a holiday, so tagged along for the ride. 
 
 
Out of Court 
 
Celia hated not being in Court.  Usually it was because a case had 
collapsed and the clerks had been unable to find anything else for her to 
do.  I think it was mainly because she just hated doing nothing. 
 
 
Martin has a lived-in face, a very dry sense of humour and if you meet him 
you will probably guess that he is a barrister.  He’s also one of the best 
criminal barristers if you are in severe trouble. 
 
But Martin was very tired on that holiday, as I think was Celia and he spent 
most of it asleep on the small beach by the house.  He would occasionally 
wake up, turn over and look around before making some comment in a 
loud English voice like “Who is that great lump of lard over there?” 
 
One evening we decided to go to the best restaurant in Antibes, La Bonne 
Auberge.  We pulled up in our hired Escort behind a Roller and was looked 
at with disdain by those in charge of the Valet Parking. 
 
But it was a truly magnificent meal. 
 
However, the wine waiter, who was complete with his tastevin, was rather 
a sense of amusement for us.  The poor chap would have had no idea, 
why we were laughing so much.  And possibly at him! 
 
This was a couple of years after the last series of Blackadder, where 
Stephen Fry played the character Melchett.   
 
The waiter was the spitting image of Stephen Fry playing a wine waiter, in 
the character of Melchett. 
 
Celia and I always laughed as we remembered that meal! 
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Airfields and Airports 
1973 to June 1993  
 
I flew light aircraft for over twenty years, until I had an incident where I 
crashed my Cessna 340A, G-JMDD, when attempting a landing at a small 
field near Bath racecourse.  I flew a couple of times afterwards, but not 
having an aircraft meant that travelling long distances was no longer easy 
or economical. 
 
I’d flown into some marvellous airports, some of which were grand and 
others which were shabby or eccentric.  In the following ATC is used for Air 
Traffic Control. 
 

Bagby  – This is really a farmer’s field on the side of a hill in 
Yorkshire.  The strip was short for a Cessna 340A, but friendly 
and very welcoming. 
 
Cannes  – This is probably the most professional small airfield in 
the world.  They always did us proud when flying to Les Ondes 
and not once did we have to wait to leave because of 
bureaucracy or inefficiency. 
 
Denver  – Not sure the name of the field now, but we took off from 
a small general aviation field and flew through the peaks of the 
Rocky Mountains. 
 
Dublin  – To go racing or to the sales in Ireland, I’d regularly fly 
into the main Dublin airport.   
 
Although on one trip on July the first, 1990, when the Irish 
organised the Irish Derby, the homecoming of the World Cup 
Team and giving the freedom of the city to Nelson Mandela on the 
same day was trying to say the least.  We had to abandon the 
hire car and run two kilometres or so to the terminal. 
 
I also was once asked to hurry up by ATC, as there was a Jumbo 
on my tail.  I flew a fast approach in the Arrow, before landing and 
making a very quick exit onto a taxiway.  ATC then informed me 
that they’d give me ten out of ten for that.  You only got responses 
like that in Ireland. 
 
Haydock Park  – There is no better way to go racing, than to fly 
into the course itself.  I only did this once at Haydock and Big Blue 
was second on May the twenty-third, 1992. 
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Ipswich  – Before it was developed for housing, it was one of the 
best grass airfields in Europe.  I learned to fly there and have very 
fond memories of the field with its two long runways. 
 
London Stansted  – I can remember this when it was a sleepy 
airport with perhaps a few commercial flights a day.  Once I was 
passing in a Cessna-172 and ATC asked us to do an approach 
down the ILS as they were bored.  Those were the days! 
 
Mackay  – We flew into this airport on a day that all airlines in 
Australia were on strike.  There was virtually a fight between the 
rival refuellers for our business. 
 
Manchester  – Probably the biggest airport I flew into. 
 
Mount Isa  – I’ll never forget that drunken idiot who controlled the 
fuel.  Even ATC were frightened of him. 
 
Scilly Isles  – You don’t fly into this airfield without a briefing from 
ATC and a lot of nerve, as the strip is hump-backed and short.  
When you take-off in something like a Cessna 340A, you have to 
lose height over the sea to get a safe flying speed.  Thrilling!  But 
not that dangerous, although when we were there, there was a 
crashed plane at the end of the runway.  
 
Toronto Island Airport  – I flew out of this airport once for a trip 
over Niagara Falls.  Wonderful!  But I’ve lost the photos!  
 
Venice San Nicolo  – This is a superb grass field at the eastern 
end of the Lido.  The approach from the west is magnificent, as 
you look out from the pilot’s seat over one of the world’s finest 
cities. 

 
Writing this has made me nostalgic. 
 
I think though that I must resist it! 
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Hong Kong, Bangkok and Langkawi 
May 17th to May 28th, 1997  
 
This was another holiday that was typical of some of the holidays we used 
to take; a fair bit of very frantic action followed by some days lazing on a 
beach.  It was also several days shorter than it should have been! 
 
The reason for the first part of the trip was to go and see Hong Kong 
before the handover to China on June the thirtieth, 1997.  We flew into the 
old Kai Tak airport for the last time to go to one of the most vibrant cities in 
the world, let alone Asia.  We also stayed at the Mandarin Oriental, which 
is one of best hotels in the world.  If not the best! 
 
I should say that a few years later, I went to Hong Kong on business and 
little seemed to have changed.  So perhaps, as one of the managers in the 
Mandarin posed to us on that trip just before the handover, “Is it China 
taking over Hong Kong or is it a little bit of the reverse?”   
 
Certainly, China seems to have found its commercial footing since 1997. 
 
I’ll also remember those trips to Hong Kong with Celia.  Strangely, of all the 
foreign cities that we visited, it was one where we felt the most at home. 
 
Celia always tried to make holidays shorter, so that she didn’t have so 
much time off work, whilst on the other hand I tried to make them longer so 
we could relax more.  She won this time, so instead of perhaps three days 
in Bangkok, we crammed everything into an afternoon, an evening and a 
very early morning, before we caught the Eastern and Oriental Express 
south to Malaysia. 
 
 
Jim Thompson 
 
If there is one place you must go in Bangkok, then it is Jim Thompson’s 
Thai Silk shop.  We may not have seen much in the city, but we did get 
there and Celia bought a blue silk top, that she wore for the rest of her life. 
 
 
We stayed at the Oriental Hotel in Bangkok and it runs its sister in Hong 
Kong very close, with the superb levels of service and some of the best 
food that you will find anyway.  I can remember taking a boat across the 
river to the restaurant on the other side. 
 
We had intended to go back in February 2008, but that never happened. 
 
But at some time in the future, I will visit both of those superb hotels again. 
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The day we took the train south started early.  Not because the train left 
early, because I seem to remember it departed in mid-morning, but 
because we had an early morning tour of the canals and sights of 
Bangkok. 
 
One day I’ll do it at a more leisurely pace! 
 
 
The Eastern and Oriental Express 
 
This must be one of the most luxurious and romantic trains in the world.  
When we took the trip it only ran from Bangkok to Singapore, but now the 
routes include Chiang Mai in northern Thailand and Vientiane in Laos. 
 
 
To say the train is luxurious is 
rather a bit of an understatement. 
 
Look at this picture of Celia 
relaxing in our compartment.  Or 
should I say cabin, as the size of 
the room was much more like what 
you’d get on a ship.   
 
If I remember correctly, there was 
even a proper double bed! 
 
The train had everything you could 
want; a bar with a grand piano, an 
observation car and a superb 
restaurant. 
 
A curious thing about dinner on the 
train was that there were two 
sittings.  The Japanese on the train 
ate in the early one and generally 
kept themselves to themselves, 
whilst everybody else ate in the later sitting and had a serious party. 
 
If you look at the picture in detail, you’ll see that there is a lot of bread on 
the table and I’m eating it with gusto. 
 
I do wonder sometimes whether my life would have been different, if I had 
been diagnosed as a coeliac earlier. 
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As the train meanders its way 
down through Thailand towards 
Malaysia, there is just one major 
stop at the River Kwai.   
 
The picture shows the bridge built 
over the river and repaired after 
the Second World War with the 
Eastern and Oriental Express 
crossing. 
 
It is an emotive place, where 
thousands of conscripted Asian labourers and Allied troops died building 
the Burma railway.  Go to the Kwai or talk to those who actually built the 
railway and you will know that the famous film from the 1950s, may well be 
good entertainment, but it does not show the brutal reality of what 
happened. 
 
We stopped for a couple of hours 
at the Kwai and visited the 
cemeteries with a guide who pulled 
few punches.   
 
This was our first experience of a 
British war cemetery and we were 
surprised that every grave has a 
personal and very powerful 
message.   
 
Most of the deaths seemed to be from East Anglia, which is an area that 
we know well.  Many were still in their teens. 
 
We left the train at Butterworth and then took a flight from Penang to 
Langkawi, where we spent several days relaxing at the Datai.  This has 
regularly been voted the best beach hotel in the world. 
 
Those who did that were right, but that holiday was not remembered for the 
luxury, but for the suffering on the River Kwai, that left an indelible mark on 
our lives. 
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Diamond White 
October 3rd, 1999  
 
Of all the horses that Celia bred at Freedom Farm Stud, Diamond White 
was one of the worst for conformation and the best in terms of racecourse 
performance. 
 
She was the third daughter of the 
very temperamental racehorse, 
Diamond Wedding, who had the 
knack of always snatching defeat 
from the jaws of victory.   As her 
two elder sisters were even worse 
on the racecourse than their mother 
and Diamond White was such a 
scrawny and badly made individual 
as a yearling, Celia and Tattersalls agreed that it was best she didn’t go to 
the Sales.  
 
So she was sold out of the field to a man called Peter Scott, who was in a 
wheelchair after an accident, for a very paltry sum. 
 
Our bad luck with the horse didn’t stop there, as Celia sold her dam, 
Diamond Wedding, a few weeks before Diamond White won the Sweet 
Solera Stakes at Newmarket in August 1997.  I seem to remember we 
listened to the race on a mobile phone going to Heathrow for a holiday in 
the Far East. 
 
If only Celia had waited to sell Diamond Wedding.  But how many times do 
we say if only. 
 
Over the next couple of years Diamond White progressed despite moving 
from trainer to trainer at the whim of the owner.  Not that the trainers did 
little more than enter the horse and make it all legal, as a drunken lad, 
called Taffy, did most of it himself.  Often with bags of the cheapest feed 
he could find. 
 
Did underneath it all, Diamond White know exactly what was required?   
 
She wouldn’t have been the first horse who knew more about racing than 
her trainer and jockey! 
 
So it was on Sunday October the third, we found ourselves at Ashford 
waiting to board the Eurostar for Paris.  Celia was reluctant to go as she 
felt that Diamond White was out of her depth running in the prestigious, 
Prix de l’Opera at Longchamp on Arc day.  This is the best day’s racing in 
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France and one of the most important in the world, as it is effectively the 
French leg of the World Championship of horse racing. 
 
Celia hated photographs and when 
she found that I’d got the camera 
in my pocket, she made me take it 
back to the car.   
 
So the picture to the right taken on 
the bridge connecting the car park 
to the station at Ashford is the only 
one we have to celebrate the day. 
 
A pity really as it was wonderful day. 
 
Eurostar did the usual and whisked us to Paris on time.  That Sunday, it 
was full of expectant and reasonably happy English racegoers on their way 
to Longchamp. 
 
 
Prix de l'Arc de Triomphe 
 
The Prix de l'Arc de Triomphe is run over a distance of 2,400 metres at 
Longchamp Racecourse in Paris on the first Sunday in October.  Often just 
called The Arc, it is one of French racing's top races and is the major end-
of-season middle-distance race in Europe.  With prize-money of several 
million euro, the race brings together the top-class horses from England, 
Ireland, France and other parts of the world. 
 
The race was inaugurated in 1920 when it was run in celebration of the 
Allies' victory in the First World War. 
 
 
As ever the racing was good, we got much better food than you would ever 
get on a racecourse in the UK and we met a lot of friends.  But we didn’t 
expect much from Diamond White as she had been quoted at about twelve 
to one in the morning papers.   
 
But we were there to enjoy the day out! 
 
Mick Kinane on the great Montjeu won the Prix de l’Arc de Triomphe for 
Michael Tabor and I remember we watched that race from the paddock for 
some reason.  I’d always thought that this was because Diamond White’s 
race was the next one, but it was actually eighty minutes later.  It is another 
of those memories that will have to stay a mystery. 
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It was not just a surprise to us, when Tim Sprake brought Diamond White 
through to win the Prix de l’Opera, as the odds of 114/10 showed.   
 
After the race it was a rush to get to the centre of Paris for a meal and then 
to the Gare du Nord for the train back to Ashford. 
 
 
Fast Food, French Style 
 
The French are not noted for fast food, although they do have a taste for 
McDonalds.  But that day we walked into a brasserie near the Opera and 
asked if they could do us a quick meal as we had a train to catch. 
 
No problem we were told!  The waitress did add a few conditions about 
what would take longer to cook. 
 
She was right!  In just over an hour we were refreshed and on our way!  It 
was a very good meal too! 
 
 
On the train, Celia went and bought herself a coffee.  She found herself 
surrounded by punters, who’d bet on Diamond White to try to cover their 
losses of the day.  For once her usual modesty deserted her and she said 
that she had bred the horse.  But she declined all of the drinks that were 
offered. 
 
It had been a day at the races to remember.   
 
Even if we never got a picture of the race, as all the photographers had 
left, by the time the race took place! 
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Millennium in Deja 
December 30th, 1999 to January 3rd, 2000 
 
We’d had several holidays at Richard Branson’s wonderful hotel, La 
Residencia in Deja and we decided to go there for the start of the new 
century.  (I won’t go into the arguments about whether the millennium 
started in 2000 or 2001!) 
 

 
 
Note the bread that I now know that I shouldn’t have been eating and 
Celia’s undrunk champagne.  She couldn’t abide bubbles. 
 
The dress she is wearing was one of her favourites and one of mine too.  
Made by Sarah Spencer about 1980, it was all pinky-purple silk with a 
matching bolero.  It could also be crushed into a suitcase and come out 
pristine at the end of the journey. 
 
When I think of Celia, she is often wearing that dress.  And little else! 
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Vienna 
February 25th to February 28th, 2000 
 
This was an unusual and very enjoyable weekend in the capital of Austria. 
 
Diana’s daughter and son-in-law had invited us to the christening in Vienna 
of their youngest child.  It had also been decided that to take in one of the 
balls would not be a bad idea.  I can’t be sure, but I think this was probably 
the last outing of the Sarah Spencer pinky-purple silk dress. 
 

 
 
We stayed at a very pleasant four-star hotel called the König von Ungarn, 
which was close by the cathedral and definitely a convenient and friendly 
place to stay. 
 
But the odd thing about this weekend was the tension in Austria caused by 
the government of Jörg Haidar.  His views are well-known and they are not 
to my taste.  I think too, that the sermon of the African priest in the church 
where the christening took place, showed this unease. 
 
It brought home to me the persecution suffered by my Jewish and 
Huguenot ancestors in the eighteenth and nineteenth centuries.  
Admittedly that was very mild compared to what happened under the 
Nazis.  But then big things often start small. 
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Ecuador and Galápagos 
January 2001 
 
This trip was one that was completely different to anything we’d done 
before in that we were going to South America for the first time.  And not 
just that continent, but one of the most fascinating parts of it; the 
Galápagos Islands made famous by Charles Darwin.  We also intended to 
see Ecuador, its sites, people and volcanoes. 
 
Quito is a city of contrasts with 
magnificent architecture, foul 
slums, high pollution and religious 
art, the like of any of which you will 
find hard to surpass. 
 
Quito is the second highest capital 
city in the world at 2,850 metres.  
As she often did, Celia found this 
hard to cope with and suffered 
badly from altitude sickness, which 
rather spoiled her enjoyment of our time there, before and after our visit to 
the Islands.  The bad weather didn’t help and it meant we didn’t have one 
glimpse of the volcanoes that surround the city, with a ring of fire. 
 
The Galápagos were completely 
different.  You generally tour the 
islands on a ship and ours was 
friendly and comfortable.   
 
It was the one and only cruise we 
ever took.  Sadly Celia never got 
old enough! 
 
It is difficult to do justice to the 
wildlife of the Galápagos. 
 
Sealions are everywhere on all the 
islands.  Sit on a beach and they’ll 
come and sit beside you like a 
dog.  The population does vary, 
but can be as high as 50,000. 
 
You’ll see endless dolphins as you 
sail between the islands.  Many 
follow the ships and on one trip there were at least twenty hitching a lift 
from the slipstream at the bow. 



Travels With My Celia(c) – Ecuador and Galápagos 

57 

There are the birds and the 
amphibians and of course the giant 
tortoises.  We even saw some of 
the Galápagos penguins. 
 
We spent five days or so in the 
islands and this time was nowhere 
near enough.   
 
Next time, I’d cruise for a few days 
and then fine a hotel for another three or so on one of the bigger islands. 
 
The surprising thing about the islands is that the water is quite cold, when 
you consider they are on the Equator.  The water is cooled by the 
Humboldt Current, which brings cold water up from the Southern Pacific.   
 
The sad thing though, is that like many of the wonderful wildlife sanctuaries 
in the world, they are under threat from illegal fishing and farming 
practices, pollution and a lack of money to build on what must be saved for 
posterity.  The Galápagos also suffer from feral goats, who are destroying 
the habitat, so important to other species. 
 
Like Ecuador, this was a holiday of contrasts for us. 
 
I loved the country with its markets, mountains and people so different to 
anything I’d experienced before.  As an example, I drove a car at nearly 
4,000 metres above sea level as we attempted to see some of the 
volcanoes.   
 
We didn’t! 
 
But Celia was ill most of the time after we returned from the islands and 
didn’t really appreciate everything that we saw. 
 
South America is on my list of places to go.   
 
I shall return! 
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Amalfi Coast 
March 2001 
 
We went to the Amalfi Coast twice and loved it both times. 
 
The first time we flew ourselves to Naples in G-JMDD in July 1990.  That 
was an adventure in itself, as we did the trip from Southend in one very 
long flight.   
 
I remember watching the third place final of Gazza’s World Cup between 
England and Italy in the hotel at Amalfi.  Everybody agreed that that match 
should have been the final.  It was certainly better than the dull affair 
between Germany and Argentina. 
 
We also left that holiday early to see a horse called Secret Freedom that 
we owned, run in the Cherry Hinton at Newmarket.  We should have 
stayed in Italy.  Especially, as it was a nightmare getting out of Naples 
Airport as no-one seemed to want to sell us any fuel.  Luckily we were able 
to make up the time, by a very fast pit-stop at Cannes, which is the best 
General Aviation airfield we’d ever used.. 
 
This time the trip was 
much more relaxed in 
that we took advantage 
of a special offer from 
Palazzo Sasso in 
Ravello, which included 
dinner in their Michelin 
Starred Restaurant.   
 
They also ferried us to 
and from Naples Airport 
by a winding and rather 
frightening route 
through the mountains 
behind the Amalfi Coast. 
 
The Amalfi Coast is unique amongst places we have visited in that houses, 
farms and hotels sit tightly on a steep, south-facing mountain-side.  You 
can sit outside early in the year and soak up the sun.   
 
We certainly did on that trip. 
 
The Amalfi Coast is just a short trip away for an early spring break in the 
sun.  You can also visit Naples, Pompeii or Vesuvius for a contrast, by 
taking the train from Sorrento. 
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Crete 
July 2001 
 
This was the second time we had been to Crete. 
 
I told a little of the trip down the first time in Exuberant Travellers, where 
we drove down in a big Rover all the way to Crete to stay at a holiday 
cottage near Agios Nikolaos.  This time it was more relaxed in that we took 
a package tour from Stansted and stayed at the only Relais & Châteaux 
hotel on Crete; the Elounda Mare.   
 
But the charter plane was several 
hours late and we arrived in the 
middle of the night! 
 
The hotel made sure we were fed 
at two in the morning! 
 
As you can see from this picture, 
the hotel has stunning gardens, 
lots of pools and there is also a 
wonderful beach and several tennis courts. 
 
We had an idyllic holiday, even if as always it was far too short and we 
weren’t ready to come home. 
 
We also found the beach cottage 
that we had rented all of those 
years ago in about 1980.  
Surprisingly little had changed 
except for the addition of the 
beach shower in the foreground of 
this picture.   
 
Henry, George and myself, all 
remember that holiday with lots of 
fond memories. 
 
One great improvement between the two holidays was the quality and 
variety of the food and wine.  In 1980, milk was generally UHT from Austria 
and as undrinkable as the local wine, whilst twenty or so years later 
everything was as we would expect in the UK.   
 
A great surprise was a Cretan organic rosé.  Good but not cheap!  But 
we’ve always been consumers of good rosé wine. 
 



Travels With My Celia(c) – Prague 

60 

Prague 
September 6th to September 9th, 2001 
 
There are quite a few people, places and events that have radically altered 
the way that I think and how I conduct my life.  One event was the death of 
Jan Palach in Czechoslovakia.  He committed suicide by setting himself on 
fire in Wenceslas Square on January the nineteenth, 1969, as a protest 
against the Soviet invasion. 
 
I swore to Celia that one day, I would stand in Wenceslas Square in a 
totally free and liberated Czechoslovakia. 
 
With the coming of Go, British Airways low-cost airline started by Barbara 
Cassani, Prague was suddenly a short flight away from Stansted.  I should 
have gone earlier, as the Velvet Revolution that had ousted the Soviet-
backed Communist regime had been ten years before.   
 
But I hadn’t and I regret that. 
 
We stayed at the Hoffmeister, which has all the charm and service 
expected of a Relais & Châteaux hotel.  It was seriously good and from 
reading reports on the Internet, it still appears to be. 
 
The weekend was our thirty-third wedding anniversary, but I have no 
recollection of where or what we ate on the seventh.  All I do know is that 
the food and wine was excellent throughout the time we were in Prague. 
 
But it was to stand in 
Wenceslas Square 
that was one of the 
main reasons that we 
had gone to Prague. 
 
I cried!   
 
And I cried buckets! 
 
Will I ever be able to 
do the same in 
Harare, Rangoon and 
the many other places 
in this world, where people are oppressed and murdered by the state? 
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Moscow 
September 27th, 2001  
 
This day-trip to Moscow is not really about Celia, as she didn’t go, or about 
being a coeliac, as I hadn’t been diagnosed.  The trip is included as this 
year, the final of the 2007/8 UEFA cup is being held in the Luzhniki 
Stadium in Moscow. 
 

 
 
And this is the stadium where I went to support Ipswich in the 2000/1 
version of the same cup.  It was also the stadium where Moscow staged 
the 1980 Olympics. 
 
It was a great day and I think I paid 
just over £300 for the trip, which 
started very early on the Thursday at 
Stansted Airport.  Visas, tickets, 
flights, coaches and the excellent 
guide were arranged by the tour 
company.  All we had to do was 
follow the instructions.  We also had 
four hours to roam around one of the 
most interesting (and clean!) cities in 
Europe. 
 
I did Red Square, which is smaller 
than you think, the Museum of 
Communism, the former KGB 
Headquarters on Lubyanka Square 
and of course the Metro, for which 
Khrushchev was project manager. 
 
Ipswich won 2-1.  Yippee!
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South Africa 
January 2002  
 
South Africa is a great country for a holiday and we did a fly-drive to take in 
all the sites from Cape Town to Port Elizabeth, with some game viewing at 
the Addo Elephant National Park and Shamwari.   
 
We did all of the usual sites 
and the picture shows Celia 
at the Cape of Good Hope. 
 
You’ll notice here that the 
weather was good.  It was 
until we got a week or so into 
the holiday, when it reverted 
to its usual appalling self that 
we always seemed to get. 
 
One of the surprises of South 
Africa was the penguins.  I had 
vaguely thought there were few, 
but not that many.   
 
There were thousands and they 
have taken over the town of 
Boulder just south of Cape Town.   
 
If you ever go to the Republic, make sure you give the penguins a visit. 
 
South Africa now has a 
problem with elephants and it 
was there that I first saw what 
big herds look like and the 
sort of damage they can do.   
 
We have to make sure that 
we don’t conserve animals we like at the expense of ones that we don’t. 
 
The food and especially the venison in South Africa was superb, but it was 
there that my declining health due to being a coeliac started to assert itself.   
 
I just found the climb up Table Mountain too much! 
 
So when you think there is something wrong, go to the doctor.  I did!  And it 
wasn’t anything life-threatening. 
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Berlin 
November 2002 
 
This was my birthday present from Celia and I thoroughly enjoyed the trip.  
She was less enthusiastic than I was about this weekend visit to a city with 
so much history, both good and bad.  
 
Take the picture to the right of 
what looks to be a fairly 
anonymous street.   
 
The dome belongs to the Neue 
Synagoge, which was partially 
destroyed during Kristallnacht and 
eventually demolished in 1958.  It 
has since been rebuilt, being 
completed in 1995. 
 
As someone of mixed Jewish and Huguenot ancestry, buildings and events 
like this move me immensely and I get very angry at man’s continuing 
inhumanity to man.  We have enough problems in this world without 
creating more through intolerance, racism and religious bigotry. 
 
There is also the Berlin Wall or the 
few hundred metres of what is left.  
The longest stretch has been 
turned into an art gallery. 
 
We stayed in the Brandenburger 
Hof, which is close to the Kaiser-
Wilhelm-Gedächtniskirche.  The 
church is one of the city’s most 
famous landmarks, and was 
partially destroyed in 1943 by 
Allied bombing.  It was rebuilt by combining modern architecture with what 
remained of the old church and stands as a symbol to the destruction and 
pointlessness of war.   
 
We had a memorable meal in Die Quadriga restaurant in the hotel.  I 
suppose that it should have been, as it sported two Michelin stars.   
 
There were a few surprises though in that meal! 
 
The excellent German red wines and the fact that several of the diners had 
brought their dachshunds into the restaurant! 
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New Year in Venice 
January 1st, 2003 
 
At the New Year in 2003, Celia and I 
stayed at the Hotel Dei Dogi. 
 
Venice might not be everybody’s cup 
of tea at that time of year, but we were 
blessed with large amounts of 
sunshine and had a very good 
celebration.   
 
I should say that we had some awful 
ones too at other times.  Often that 
was because we stayed at home or 
went to expensive hotels when we had 
terrible flu. 
 
In 2003 we were lucky. 
 
The picture to the right shows Celia 
about to go down to a very relaxed 
dinner to bring in the New Year. 
 
But that happy picture tells a story. 
 
As anyone who knew Celia will testify, she liked to be well dressed. 
 
So to make this New Year memorable, she had bought an expensive 
Beatrice von Tresckow skirt, halter top and tasselled wrap. 
 
But the top didn’t fit and let’s say that we weren’t seeing eye-to-eye half-
an-hour before this picture was taken.  Celia was saying she had nothing 
to wear and I was thinking hard about what could be done instead. 
 
Now I have this habit of leaving the safety pins and cleaning tickets in my 
clothes, so I found four and pinned the wrap to a basque that Celia had 
brought more for warmth in the cold weather than anything else.  I tied the 
tassles together and who would have known that this wasn’t what the 
designer intended. 
 
Although in this tale, I may have been the hero, I think it is true to say that 
we dovetailed like pieces in a jigsaw and usually solved the other’s 
problems. 
 
But the moral of this tale is, make sure you carry some safety pins!
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Marrakech  
April 2003 
 
Marrakech was in those days a scheduled 
flight and we went for a long weekend 
staying at the Villa des Orangers, which is 
one of the famous riads. 
 
Everything about the hotel was good except 
that we had one of Celia’s nightmare rooms, 
where the bathroom was on a different level 
to the bedroom.   
 
It was only one of two phobias she had! 
 
The other was chickens. 

 
 
 
 
 
As you can see from this picture taken in 
Marrakech, it certainly wasn’t snakes. 
 
Marrakech is a very safe city and we walked 
everywhere to all of the sites of one of the 
most spectacular cities of North Africa. 
 
It also had some superb restaurants.  I just 
wonder whether it would be so good now, as 
I did seem to eat a lot of cous-cous and 
other foods that contain gluten. 
 
Marrakech would be one of the places on 

the list of where I would need to do extra investigation. 
 
We also took a trip up into the 
Atlas Mountains, which lie to the 
south of Marrakech. 
 
If you go to the city, then this trip is 
something you must do! 
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Mykonos, Delos and Santorini   
June 2003 
 
The computer program that I wrote for Metier Management Systems was 
called Artemis.  It is probably truthful to say that without Artemis, Celia and 
I would have lived lives that were a lot more ordinary. 
 
But when the program was originally written it was called Apollo.  We just 
needed a good name and we thought that fitted.   
 
The original Apollo was a PERT or critical path system, which worked out 
how you carry out a major project, by splitting it into a series of small tasks 
and then adding everything together.  PERT or Project Evaluation and 
Review Technique had originally been developed to implement the US 
Polaris program in 1958. 
 
When we added a relational database program to Apollo, we gave it a 
different name, Artemis.  This stood for A Real TimE Management 
Information System.  Some think I thought that up, but I’m not sure. 
 
But when we opened the US office in Houston, everything was called 
Apollo after the project to put men on the moon.  So there was a change of 
thinking and Artemis was applied to all the products.   
 
The name is still in use today. 
 
What we didn’t realise was that in Greek mythology Apollo and Artemis 
were siblings and that they had been born on the island of Delos. 
 
So why is that last part about Delos significant?   
 
Richard, Roy, Robin and myself, who started Metier all had connections to 
a company called Time Sharing Ltd., which incidentally was a computer 
company and nothing to do with holiday selling techniques.   
 
And what was the parent company 
of Time Sharing? 
 
Delos Computer Systems! 
 
So when we decided to go to 
Mykonos and Santorini for a 
holiday, we just had to visit the 
island that was so much the 
epicentre of the ancient Greeks. 
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An Explosion of Holidays 
 
Looking back, I am noticing that 
the number of holidays we were 
taking each year had started to 
increase dramatically in 2001.  
Nearly all the extra ones were 
short breaks taken using the low-
cost airlines, such as Go, Ryanair 
and Buzz.   
 
The destination of our holidays 
also changed.  Whereas there had 
been long haul holidays to the 
West Indies, Hong Kong, Malaysia, 
India, Australia and even the 
United States before the turn of the 
new century, we really didn’t travel 
that far with the exception of South 
Africa in the first few years of the 
twenty-first.  But we did tend to 
take two or even three week long 
breaks each year.   
 
I sense now that Celia was too tied to her work to take longer breaks, as it 
was always a struggle to get her to stretch things just that little bit further. 
 
I don’t think we actually flew with easyJet until they took over Go.  But then 
Go were so much better than all the other low-cost airlines as they steered 
a slightly up-market path with seat allocation, innovative food and good 
coffee and a friendly attitude.  Strangely, having just flown back on easyJet 
from Amsterdam, they seem to be getting closer to Barbara Cassani’s 
more relaxed way of running an airline. 
 
Barbara was (and still is hopefully) ahead of her time. 
 
I have not written all of our holidays up in detail and a list of the others and 
a few notes will suffice. 
 

Milan – May 2000  – We had intended to go to the Italian lakes, 
but the hotel was awful, so we went to Milan instead.   
 
Todi – September 2000  – We stayed in a villa with friends and 
family in rather a nice and reasonably unexplored part of Italy. 
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Bologna/Venice – June 2001  – Bologna is a city that people 
don’t think is worth a visit.  We went because we couldn’t get a 
flight to Venice and took in Bologna as an alternative.  It was 
worth it and the food was superb and not just the appropriate 
spaghetti. 
 
Milan – December 2001  – Another trip to support Ipswich.  They 
lost at the San Siro to Inter.  We showed how eight thousand 
English fans can take over a city and not cause any trouble at all. 
 
Tunisia – April 2002  – A short Spring break. 
 
France – June 2002  – We went to St. Tropez and the 
Porquerolles after an absence of some years.  We hadn’t been to 
the area since we sold Les Ondes on the Cap d’Antibes, as that 
house may have soured our love of France.  But everything 
seemed to have improved and the locals seemed to have lost 
their haughty attitude to tourists.   
 
On this holiday, Celia also started wearing bikinis again after ten 
years or so.  She was partly persuaded by the lady in St. Tropez, 
but mainly by the selection she carried in her shop. 
 
The picture on the previous page was taken in France at the time. 
 
Barcelona – August 2002  – This was another short weekend 
break and this time we flew Go from Stansted.  We stayed at the 
excellent Hotel Arts on the seafront. 
 
Sardinia – September 2002  – We flew to Alghero with Ryanair 
and stayed at a couple of nice hotels, one near Cagliari and the 
other on the Costa Esmeralda.  It was a good week in the autumn 
sun, but I won’t be going back in a hurry.   
 
A highlight of the Costa Esmeralda was that one of the major 
cosmetics companies were having a get together of the models 
they’d used throughout the year.  One, who I had recognised from 
the many adverts she had done, proved to me that there is no age 
limit to beauty, as she was absolutely stunning and probably in 
her seventies. 

 
That was a lot of holidays, but it does show the revolution that the low-cost 
airlines have created. 
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How to Complain   
 
I don’t complain in the normal way.   
 
I try to praise the good points and then put the boot in hard on things that 
didn’t work.  Despite my enthusiasm for the Internet, I generally use the 
old-fashioned method of writing letters. 
 
The best result I ever got, also illustrates how a company should respond, 
as I’ve told the story so many times, that they must have got extra 
business. 
 
Some years ago, the Mandarin Oriental Group took over the Hyde Park 
Hotel in London and a few months afterwards we thought we’d try the 
hotel, when we stayed in London for a night at the theatre. 
 
It was a complete disaster.  The room was too hot and noisy, the breakfast 
was bad, there were numerous service failures and the last straw was that 
we had to wait nearly an hour for our car to be retrieved from the parking.  
Looking back it perhaps wasn’t that bad, but it was not what you expect 
from one of the best hotel groups in the world, and certainly not what we’d 
experienced in Hong Kong, Bangkok and Penang. 
 
So I gave them both barrels with due force, absolutely no exaggeration and 
hopefully a bit of humour. 
 
The result was spectacular. 
 
I received a letter from them stating that would we like a free night at 
another weekend as compensation.  You don’t say no to such suggestions 
and a few weeks later, we left the car at Stansted and took the train into 
London.  We had decided that we weren’t going to take any chances with 
the parking! 
 
We were met in Reception by the Manager’s Secretary and she showed us 
directly to our room.  Room though would have been an understatement, 
as it was probably one of their largest suites.  Nothing was spared and no 
trouble was too small. 
 
For one brief moment, I felt slightly embarrassed at what a simple letter of 
complaint had achieved.  But then the room would have probably been 
empty and they knew how many people to whom I would repeat the story. 
 
I wonder why I have a very strong loyalty to Mandarin Oriental Hotels and 
always stay at their flagship hotel in Hong Kong. 
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“A hospital is no place to be sick.” 
 
Samuel Goldwyn  
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II 
 
Diagnosis 
 
In my experience, as one of the moderators of the UK-Coeliac Yahoo 
Group, which tries to give information to coeliacs and those who think they 
might be coeliacs, there are a lot of self-diagnosed coeliacs or gluten-
intolerants, who have never had an official diagnosis. 
 
There are two main reasons for this. 
 
A lot of people find that if they cut out wheat and foods that contain it such 
as bread, cakes, beer and pasta that their health and general well-being 
improves.  It’s just like Celia found that after the trip to India, she just didn’t 
get on with red meat. 
 
I think it is true to say that a coeliac diet is sometimes better for you than a 
normal one with bread.  For the last few years of her life, Celia became 
increasingly gluten-free at home, as she didn’t want to bother to cook two 
meals at times. 
 
She felt that her health improved and certainly she did have the ability to 
run five kilometres in just over twenty-five minutes.  Not bad for someone 
in their late fifties. 
 
There are also a lot of people, who believe that they are coeliacs, but are 
frightened of having probes stuck down their throat and into their 
intestines, which is the only way to get an official diagnosis.  That is 
needed, if you are going to get free prescriptions of gluten-free bread, 
pasta and other products. 
 
In this section, I will detail the diagnosis procedure that I went through. 
 
 
UK-Coeliac Group on Yahoo 
 
If you want to join this group, all you need to have is an interest, however 
loose in coeliac disease.  You don’t have to be a coeliac and we have 
chefs, parents, partners and food manufacturers amongst our members. 
 
To join, you must first get a Yahoo ID and then it is simple process of 
visiting the group and signing up. 
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Coeliac Symptoms 
 
Before detailing how I was diagnosed, I will go through a list of symptoms 
that coeliacs can suffer from. 
 
Coeliac disease has been called the Many Headed Hydra by doctors 
because it produces so many different symptoms.  I think that this is 
because gluten strips your gut and then you don’t take up the vitamins and 
nutrients that you need.   
 
Consequently, you will get a problem in any organ that needs that nutrient. 
 
It’s a bit like expecting your car engine to run with low engine oil.  You can’t 
be sure where the problem will manifest itself.  
 
I have taken this quote from the précis of a paper by M Hadjivassiliou, R A 
Grünewald and G A B Davies-Jones called Gluten Sensitivity: A Many 
Headed Hydra, that appeared in the British Medical Journal in June 1999. 
 

Marsh's "modern" definition of gluten sensitivity is to be 
recommended: "a state of heightened immunological 
responsiveness to ingested gluten in genetically susceptible 
individuals."  Such responsiveness may find expression in organs 
other than the gut.  Gastroenterologists, dermatologists, 
neurologists, and other physicians need to be aware of these 
developments if the diagnosis and treatment of the diverse 
manifestations of gluten sensitivity are to be advanced.  The 
aetiology of such diverse manifestations presents the next 
challenge. 

 
I would endorse that as my experience of moderating the UK-Coeliac 
Yahoo Group gives me the impression, that a lot of coeliacs are 
misdiagnosed in a first instance, because of their symptoms.  The real 
cause is sometimes not found until many years later. 
 
So what symptoms can you get? 
 

Abdominal Distension in Children 
Amenorrhea – Absence of menstrual periods in a woman 
Bone and Joint Pain, and Arthritis 
Constipation 
Dandruff  
Depression – Generally mild, but not always 
Dermatitis Herpetiformis – A serious skin disorder 
Dry Skin 
Failure to Thrive in Children 
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Feelings of Inadequacy 
Gait Ataxia/Apraxia 
Gallstones 
Gum Disease 
Gut Problems – Abdominal pain, bloat, diarrhoea and wind 
Heartburn 
Inability to Lose and Gain Weight 
Infertility and Recurrent Miscarriage 
Itchy Scalp 
Lactose Intolerance 
Lightheadness and Fainting 
Low B12 and Folate Levels – Leading to anaemia 
Migraine or Persistent Headaches 
Mood Swings 
Mouth Ulcers 
Muscle Weakness 
Osteoporosis 
Sinus Problems 
Sleep Disturbance 
Small Stature 
Thyroid Problems 
Tinnitus 

 
You can almost play that well-known game called Name That Symptom! 
 
But whatever you say it’s a lot of possible things you can suffer from. 
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My Health at Fifty 
 
At fifty, I was not as well as I should have been.  Or truth be told I was 
rather jealous of Celia’s good health! 
 
She could outrun me for speed and distance and on one holiday in 
Majorca, I’d nearly collapsed on a walk from Deja to Soller.  I’d put it down 
to the heat on a very hot day.   
 
I think it was probably in the New Year of 1997 or 1998 that I went to the 
doctor complaining of being tired and run down.  I had also found that I 
could not shake off a bout of flu. 
 
I didn’t see my usual doctor, but I saw an elderly locum, who asked me if 
I’d ever had a blood test.  He felt that now I was fifty, perhaps I ought to 
have a bigger check-up. 
 
The outcome was that I was found to have low folate and B12 levels, so a 
series of injections were started to redress the balance. 
 
Looking back and judging myself against the list in the previous section, I 
did seem to have quite a few of the symptoms.  I had joint pains, chronic 
dandruff, mild depression, dry skin, gallstones, gum disease, bloat, 
diarrhoea and wind, low B12 and folate levels, migraines, mood swings 
and sinus problems.  I had also failed to thrive as a child and I am built like 
a flat jockey. 
 
Not a bad list, but no-one made the connection.  I started to redress the 
balance in the B12 and folate levels by making sure that I ate lots of liver, 
red meat and eggs. 
 
The latter was funny, because as a young child, it was known that I had 
some sort of problem.  My GP, one Dr. Egerton White, put it down to too 
many eggs.  He could do no better as coeliacs could not really be 
diagnosed until the late 1950s. 
 
But I had grown out of the problems and it was all forgotten.  Now at fifty 
they were coming back. 
 
In the last year or so things had got worse.  This was very noticeable when 
I climbed Table Mountain in South Africa and Celia thought I might be 
having a heart attack or something equally bad. 
 
I wasn’t a complete wreck but I thought that age was taking its toll. 
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The Diagnosis 
July 2003 
 
I am going to refer to my Coeliac Diary blog here, as this was written at the 
time and it is as accurate as I can get it.  Only a few words have been 
changed, mainly to correct spelling and punctuation. 
 

Preamble  – Friday, Friday, July 25th, 2003 
 
This diary was started because on July 24, 2003, I received a 
letter from Addenbrooke's Hospital saying that I might have 
coeliac disease.  
 
 
Why is the Hospital called Addenbrooke's? 
 
The hospital website explains the history on its web site. 
 

"Addenbrooke's was one of the first provincial, voluntary 
hospitals in Britain and as such has a long and important 
history. It opened in 1766 in Trumpington Street, 
Cambridge. Dr John Addenbrooke left just over £4500 in 
his will "to hire and fit up, purchase or erect a small, 
physical hospital in the town of Cambridge for poor 
people"." 

 
 
Perhaps, I'll start with a bit of background. 
 
About five or six years ago at a routine blood test, it was found 
that I had low levels of vitamin B12.  This is in fact quite common 
and makes you feel a bit run down, lacking in energy and sort of 
depressed.  Nothing that serious but annoying none the less. 
 
After feeling a lot better by eating 'B12-rich' foods such as liver, I 
finally decided in January 2003 to start having injections of the 
vitamin.  It was something I hadn't wanted to do, as it was almost 
accepting defeat that I was ill! 
 
Since the first injection, I have felt a lot better, but my GP and I 
decided we ought to get to the bottom of what was causing the 
problem. 
 
So an appointment was made to see a consultant at 
Addenbrooke's in Cambridge, which is the nearest big hospital to 
where I live.  It is also one of the best in the UK, with Mary Archer 
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(Yes! The 'fragrant' one!  Jeffrey's wife!) as Chairman!  (She is not 
a 'Chair' or 'Chairwoman'!) 
 
First Appointment  – Friday, July 25th, 2003 
 
The appointment was very far from the stereotype of a typical visit 
to the NHS! 
 
I had prepared for it though, taking an unread copy of New 
Scientist (Always take intelligent reading when you visit a doctor, 
so they don't think you're a moron!) and the day's Guardian, which 
headlined how if you go to Guinea on business, you can end up in 
Guantanamo Bay, with little chance of release! 
 
I walked into the hospital and the first surprise was that I was 
approached by an elderly man was a happy face and a badge, 
who asked where I was going and could he help.  He then 
showed me to the clinic.  'Meeters and Greeters' – What Next? 
 
Next turned out to be an appointment with the consultant (A 
professor actually!) that was only fifteen minutes late and took a 
full half hour.  The questioning and examination was very 
thorough and except for no electro-cardiogram, was as extensive 
as many that I've had for a pilot's licence. 
 
The consultant prescribed a few blood tests and a chest X-ray for 
now and a stomach ultrasound for later.  He said that he'd write 
when he had the details of the tests. 
 
The consultant had said that, if I booked in at X-ray, I could then 
go and have the blood tests. 
 
What?  Parallel processing in the NHS?  Never!  But it certainly 
looks like it! 
 
Now in common with most people (And especially men!), I don't 
like blood tests.  Celia hated them too!  I was to provide six 
samples!  I'd waited about a minute for the blood tests, when I 
was called by a nurse.  Oh! dear, that was a bit quick!  Couldn't I 
have composed myself better? 
 
I tried the usual routine of chatting about all and nothing, whilst 
reading the Fire Instructions on the wall.  I felt a prick and before 
I'd got to the first real paragraph after the introduction, the nurse 
had said I could go. 
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Where was the pain?  Nowhere!  But there were six full syringes 
on the side, with what looked like blood in them.  Perhaps it was 
mine! 
 
The chest X-ray was routine and quick, too! 
 
A point here, is that the radiographer said that the lungs of the 
average couch-potato are a third the size of someone who is fit!  
A good reason if ever one is needed to exercise! 
 
So I left Addenbrooke's about an hour after I first walked in.  Not 
very stereotypical! 
 
 
Parking at Addenbrooke's Hospital 
 
This is virtually non-existent. If like me you don't have a problem 
with walking and exercise, then park at the Babraham Road Park 
and Ride and the hospital is a ten minute walk. 
 
 
The Letter – Friday, July 25th, 2003 
  
I got the letter from Addenbrooke's today. 
 
It said :- 
 

"The blood tests suggest that you are malabsorbing 
Vitamin B12 and that you have coeliac disease." 

 
Just like that! 
 
Not much further explanation, although he did say I should 
continue with the injections.  No suggestion I ring or visit my GP! 
 
I do know about coeliac disease having met several in the last few 
years and also a friend of ours had a son that way in the 1970's. 
 
It really is a gluten intolerance, where gluten irritates the small 
intestine and causes it to not work properly.  As gluten is found 
mainly in wheat, barley and some other cereals, you just avoid 
them.  This means basically no bread, cakes, biscuits, puddings, 
pasta and beer! 
 
Cakes, biscuits and puddings are not that important to me, I like 
pasta, but beer and bread will be the difficult ones. 
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In many cases the Internet is a good resource for this type of 
problem.  Type 'coeliac disease' into Google and you get a lot of 
results, mostly from the States and a lot of them commercial and 
fear-inducing. 
 
The Coeliac UK site is a rather flash site with music, which always 
puts me off.  Too many sites like this are all 'Style and no 
Substance'.  Their site is not, but to join and get the information I 
want you have to be a registered sufferer! 
 
The latter just annoyed me! 
 
I've definitely got something wrong as I don't absorb B12.  But 
then I always claim I'm a scientist and engineer, who likes to do 
research, so why don't I just work it all out for myself! 
 
First research showed that at least wine, provided it was from 
grapes, was OK, so at least I wouldn't have to become tee-total! 
 
Telling Celia – Friday, July 25th, 2003 
  
I told Celia, when she returned that evening and as one of her 
friends is a serious coeliac, I don't think she was too pleased! 
 
That evening we went to the Star at Lidgate, a pub recognised for 
its good Spanish food.  As I don't have puddings, the only change 
I made was to avoid the bread at the start.  But as I'm putting on a 
bit of weight, it probably wasn't a bad idea! 
 
The asparagus and the lamb with blackcurrant, that I ate was very 
good. 
 

So that was that!  I was a coeliac.  So I switched to a gluten-free diet. 
 
But!  This is how I put it in the Coeliac Diary. 
 

A Letter From Addenbrooke's  – Friday August 1st, 2003 
  
I got a letter today from Addenbrooke's. 
 
It said :- 
 

"It is important that you do not cut out gluten from your 
diet until this diagnosis has been confirmed." 

 
My first reaction was to say 'Stuff it!'.  
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My second was is it ethical? 
 
As it's my body, I just sent an E-Mail to the hospital, saying :- 
 

"I have already switched to a gluten-free diet and feel 
much better for it." 

 
The latter is not so difficult for me, as I haven’t eaten cakes or 
puddings for something like 30 years. 
 
So all I have done is cut out bread, dropped the odd bottle of 
Adnams and substituted Crunchies for Dairy Milk. 
 
The reply was of the original vein :- 
 

"You will need to carry on with gluten in the diet until you 
have an endoscopy done." 

 
I'll accept that, but as I've not been given an appointment and 
may have to wait some time, I'd prefer to be well rather than not-
so-well. 
 
Despite what I said yesterday, I did cook lunch! 
 
You always have to do something more positive as the simple 
ham sandwich is out! 
 
So I reverted to egg and bacon!  Cooked of course with olive oil!  
You can even add a tin of Heinz beans and still be 'gluten-free'.  
No fried-bread though! 
 

Well!  At least I knew what the problem was. 
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The Ethics of Diagnosis 
August 2003 
 
I wondered about this, as I was now sure that I was a coeliac, so what was 
the problem.  Especially, as I would have to eat gluten again to prove that I 
was affected by it.   
 
Wasn’t eating it going to make me ill? 
 
Here’s the piece I wrote at the time from the Coeliac Diary. 
 

Ethics of Diagnosis – Monday August 18th, 2003 
  
Celia wants me to keep to the gluten-free diet. 
 
I can see her point as it makes me feel better.  But then they have 
to see if I actually have the disease.  It really is a strange concept 
though to make you ill, to see if you have a disease. 
 
Is it ethical? 

 
Celia was actually a lot more forceful than that. 
 
I found this message that I wrote on the UK-Coeliac Yahoo Group after 
someone had asked a similar question. 
 

“My wife who is a barrister, reckons that it is outrageous and may 
even be actionable to force someone to go on gluten to prove 
they have an intolerance, they have already proven by cutting it 
out of their diet.” 

 
All I can say is that it is a difficult one, but writing from four and a half years 
on, I feel that if doctors can prove you are a coeliac, without expensive 
procedures, then generally it is a good thing. 
 
After all there are many self-diagnosed coeliacs, who live normal lives with 
great health.  Their only disadvantage is that they don’t get free 
prescriptions for gluten-free bread, pasta and other goods, because they 
haven’t had the Gold Standard diagnosis of endoscopy. 
 
Is that right? 
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My Endoscopy 
October 3rd, 2003 
 
I finally had the endoscopy seven weeks after I’d got the letter saying that I 
was probably a coeliac.  Here’s the detail from the Coeliac Diary. 
 

My Endoscopy  – Friday, October 3rd, 2003 
  
I have written this in quite a lot of detail so that it can help others 
who are undergoing the procedure. 
 
The only thing I might say, is that I am a reasonably fit, fifty-six 
year old, who has a strong scientific training.  So on the one hand, 
my body should be able take most things and on the other I do 
have a basic understanding of what's going on! 
 
Before 
 
I wasn't that sure to expect when I went for an endoscopy. 
 
I am also not the bravest where hospitals or operations are 
concerned! 
 
I had the instructions, which said that there was a 1-in-10,000 
chance of something going wrong, that I was to wear comfortable 
easily washed clothes and that I wasn't to eat or drink anything for 
six hours before. 
 
It also said that there was the choice of a sedative or a throat 
spray and if I had the first I wouldn't be able to drive, use 
machinery or drink alcohol for 24 hours. 
 
Hmm! 
 
Would I be brave enough to have the throat spray, as it would 
also mean I wouldn't have to find someone to go with me?  Not 
easy when your wife works full time and your children live miles 
away! 
 
It said phone if you wanted any help.  So I did! 
 
I was given a direct line by the receptionist and after a couple of 
tries, I got through to a helpful nurse who said that most people 
are alright with the throat spray. 
 
So it was to be the throat spray! 
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I also remembered the advice given to me by a scientist who 
created some of the world's best anaesthetics.  He said to avoid 
them at all costs! 
 
I didn't sleep too badly the night before, but I did get up about six. 
 
Nothing unusual here, as Celia is often out by half past on her 
way to all Courts east, west, north and occasionally south.  I also 
find that the early morning is the best time to work! 
 
But I did want to have a last drink of a cup of tea before the 
requisite six hours of abstinence arrived at half past six. 
 
It was a long wait, as I am one of those who just like others have 
a thinking cigarette, when I work I have a thinking drink, or a 
snack.  I did bite my fingers a bit, until I realised that could count 
as food! 
 
In the end I gave up on work about twelve and disappeared off on 
a series of useful, but on the whole rather time-wasting errands. 
 
I had tried to arrange a game of tennis before, but that all came to 
nothing.  I was dressed for the game though, as the clothes fitted 
the requirements. 
 
I drove all the way to Bury St. Edmunds to collect my spare car 
keys from last night and then wasted a good fifteen minutes 
talking to the salesman about the new higher powered MG-ZT-T-
230.  (I would have bought one a few years ago, but now cars are 
just a means of getting around.  Well not quite, but they aren't so 
important!) 
 
I then picked up the enlargements of the family photo taken at 
Imogen's christening.  I think I paid a cheque into the bank! 
 
All things that needed to be done, but they could have waited until 
the Saturday! 
 
Finally, about two I parked the car in the lane that leads to 
Addenbrooke’s. 
 
When I visit the hospital I tend to do that, as on a sunny day (It 
was!) it is a nice walk and you avoid all the hassle of finding a car 
parking space. 
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Procedure 
 
If you don't know Addenbrooke’s it is not the most attractive of 
buildings, being a 1960's, brutal construction designed by an 
architect, who probably designed down to a cost, rather than up to 
a standard. 
 
It's also rather a maze, so when I entered the Out-Patients I 
looked around for someone to give me directions.  As when I 
came for my first appointment, I was given proper directions to 
Endoscopy, which seemed to be rather an afterthought for the 
building, reached up what looked to be a fire-escape! 
 
As I had forgotten to bring some suitable reading, I bought a 
magazine.  I think it was Autocar. 
 
Often when I go to the doctors, I'll take a rather academic book, 
so that I don't get treated like an idiot.  Also something with 
substance and length as that seems to ensure I get seen quickly! 
 
I waited for perhaps half an hour until twenty minutes after my 
appointment before I was seen by a nurse, who then asked 
whether I was taking the sedative.  I said not, but I got the 
impression that most of the others were taking one. 
 
She also said that as I have a crown on a front tooth, I was less 
likely to break that if I had a spray, as I wouldn't bite so hard on 
the mouth piece through which the probe would pass. 
 
Then at about a quarter past three, I was called in by the doctor. 
 
The doctor, a Mr. Hardwick, again asked about the sedative and 
then outlined the procedure. 
 
I did question him, as to why the consent form asked so many 
silly questions!  I really don't care at all about what happens to my 
body after I die, so long as it gets the respect it deserves.  If it 
deserves any that is! 
 
A few minutes later and he walked me through to the room where 
the procedure was to be carried out. 
 
Now I realised that except for the facts that a camera was being 
passed down my throat, through the stomach and into the 
duodenum, before a biopsy was to be taken, I didn't know much 
else. 
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Would I be standing, sitting or lying?  How big was the camera 
tube?  After all I did know that sword swallowers appeared to take 
something substantial! 
 
It's funny, but whether because I was apprehensive or whether I 
didn't want to interfere with the procedure, I didn't take a look at 
the equipment out of my normal rather excessive curiosity.  All I 
can remember is that it was made by Olympus.  I hoped it gave 
better pictures than the last camera I bought of that make! 
 
I was told that the throat spray was rather unpleasant and tasted 
of bananas.  Why should bananas be unpleasant?  I've always 
eaten at least one a day since I first saw one at the age of about 
five!  (There weren't any in London for several years after the 
war!) 
 
The spray was fine and after a couple of sprays, I could feel my 
throat going numbish.  But I still had full control and could swallow 
as required. 
 
I was then asked to lie on the trolley and then I was turned onto 
my side. 
 
Other instructions were given to try and swallow the probe and 
also to breathe normally.  He also said that it was easier as I had 
not had the sedation and could co-operate with him.  That 
sounded very reasonable! 
 
I now had the mouth piece between my teeth and the doctor 
started to pass the probe down into my stomach. The probe was 
perhaps three to four millimetres in diameter.  In other words 
considerably smaller than the occasional mint imperial, that I have 
swallowed by accident. 
 
At this point, I should say that I am predominately a mouth 
breather and even with the mouth piece in, I was still breathing 
almost normally through my mouth, rather than the nose.  
Although I was trying to use it!  I don't think I was very successful! 
 
As the tube progressed, I was asked to swallow and after a few 
attempts was able to progress it down my throat.  I didn't swallow 
more than about six to eight times. 
 
I had also been worried because dentists have told me I have a 
strong gag reaction.  It didn't seem to be a problem! 
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Obviously, I was quiet and couldn't talk.  However, I did have a 
rather macabre thought as to whether they used the same probe 
if they were looking from the other end!  I never asked the 
question! 
 
It wasn't that unpleasant and was no worse than having teeth 
drilled!  It was a lot quieter and I only dribbled a very small 
amount. 
 
It was also certainly better than the day in a dentist's surgery in 
Smithdown Road in Liverpool, when I had the first crown fitted on 
my front tooth.  I can still remember the smell of burning teeth! 
 
I had been warned to expect wind as the probe entered my 
stomach, but really didn't notice much and after perhaps two to 
three minutes the probe was in the duodenum.  I hadn't felt 
anything inside as the probe progressed.  Was this due to the 
spray?  I suspect it was. 
 
So the first part was over and it wasn't too bad at all!  I hadn't 
broken out in a sweat or anything like that, but I did find a bruise 
later on my knee, where the other one had been pushing into it, 
whilst I was trying to lie still! 
 
They then took two biopsies by passing a tool down the probe.  I 
thought I might have felt a slight prick as each was taken, but it 
may be that I was looking for something! 
 
And that really was that! 
 
A couple of minutes later, the probe had been removed and I was 
sitting on the trolley. 
 
I was told that everything appeared normal and that they had got 
a couple of good biopsies.  What constitutes a good one? 
 
I was then told not to drink or eat anything before twenty to four 
and after a few minutes sitting on a chair, I walked out of the 
department, out of the hospital and back to my car. 
 
My throat seemed slightly sore, but after a drink and some crisps 
as I filled up with petrol at the garage, everything seemed fine! 
 
I ate a hearty meal that evening. 
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Conclusions 
 
I think the first thing I should say, is that everything at 
Addenbrooke’s was very professional and I would have no 
complaint as to care. 
 
Or any complaint about anything else for that matter! 
 
Take the case of phoning before the procedure for advice about 
the throat spray! 
 
This should always be available and I certainly found it very 
helpful as looking back, I think I made the right decision to have 
the spray rather than the sedative :- 
 

1. The very fact that I was awake and fully conscious 
during the procedure must be a help to the staff, as they 
could tell me to do things and at least I could try to carry 
them out! 

 
2. This must make the procedure quicker and more 

efficient, especially as there is no need for a recovery 
bed. 

 
3. The nurse also told me that as I have full control of my 

jaw, which I wouldn't have with the sedative, that there is 
less chance of dental damage. 
 
Now having crowns fitted is definitely not pleasant! 

 
4. But the biggest advantage to me of the throat spray, is 

that I walked out a few minutes later, drove home and 
within half an hour I was almost back to normal. 

 
There is only one thing I would do to improve the system and that 
is to give more information to the patient. 
 
If I had known more before I went to the hospital and had perhaps 
read an experience like this, I would have been less 
apprehensive. 
 
It probably didn't make any difference to me in the end, but 
someone of a more nervous disposition than myself, might just 
decide to be sedated rather than choose the spray. 
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So looking back about a week later as I write this, it doesn't seem 
terrifying at all and I would recommend anybody who is asked to 
have an endoscopy, to have one without worrying too much! 
 
And have the throat spray rather than the sedative! 
 
Just relax and let the doctors and nurses get on with the job! 
 

Looking back at that day, there are certain other things that can be said.   
 
I have since had a further endoscopy, where they also took some stomach 
fluid for research purposes and I took it very much in a routine manner. 
 
But I have also found out that Mr. Hardwick has an enormous reputation as 
being a very humane and extremely competent surgeon. 
 
Perhaps, if we are going to improve the NHS, we should ensure that all 
surgeons are trained to his high standards.  And every other type of doctor, 
nurse, pharmacist, radiologist or hospital professional for that matter! 
 



Travels With My Celia(c) – The Confirmation 

88 

The Confirmation 
October 2003 
 
The endoscopy confirmed that I was a coeliac, but I had not waited one 
meal before I was back on the diet. 
 
I knew anyway and I just carried on with the gluten-free diet and the 
vitamin B12 injections every three months.  It is now totally managed 
without any visits to the hospital and a yearly check-up with my GP. 
 
I can think of a lot worse conditions to have, than this diet-controlled non-
illness. 
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“To travel is to discover that everyone is wrong about other countries.” 
 
Aldous Huxley  
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III 
 
After Diagnosis 
 
You will notice that A First Coeliac Holiday in this part of the book is 
actually before the endoscopy and the confirmation of the diagnosis at the 
beginning of October. 
 
I wasn’t going to wait. 
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A First Coeliac Holiday 
September 6th to September 12th, 2003  
 
I’m putting this in as the set of boring notes that I wrote at the time and 
published in my Coeliac Diary on the Internet.  In some ways, they are 
quite bland, but I think they show my diffidence about how I was going to 
cope with my problem. 
 

Off To Italy  – Saturday, September 6th, 2003 
 
We flew out with easyJet from Stansted to Bologna, which is a 
sensible and uncrowded airport.  Our son, Henry, and his friend, 
Emma, came with us. 
 
No snacks on the way out!  Just a few crisps and a Crunchie! 
 
We all met for lunch at a small town called Sansepolcro.  
Problem!  It was either pasta or ham and melon! 
 
But it was only a small restaurant with a limited lunch menu! 
 
The villa turned out to be a nice comfortable house, but it was at 
the end of a rough track that was nearly a kilometre long.  We 
were also only given one set of keys, so we had to come and go 
carefully.  Luckily Henry and Emma were very reliable and turned 
up when they said they would! 
 
That evening we went into Citta di Castello, bought some food for 
the morning and had a meal at a rather poor restaurant.  I think 
they were spending more time watching Italy beat Wales at 
Rugby! 
 
No sign of any gluten-free pasta in the supermarket! 
 
Cortona  – Sunday, September 7th, 2003 
 
We spent a pleasant day in the sun at Cortona, a town which 
once used to be a rival to Sienna and Arezzo.  Lunch was on the 
terrace of a very popular and good restaurant. 
 
This was our 35th wedding anniversary and Henry bought us a 
fabulous meal at a restaurant called Il Postale in Citta di Castello. 
They knew all about gluten-free foods as Italy is one of the places 
where the disease is commonest. 
 
But again it was a bit limiting for me. I had rabbit terrine and lamb. 
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Gubbio  – Monday, September 8th, 2003 
 
Gubbio is a town we'd not really heard of, but it followed the 
pattern of many Italian cities.  Historic walled centre with a duomo 
and a lot of nice shops. 
 
Saw a launderette with the name of Eurospin!  Unfortunately, I 
was driving at the time and couldn't get the camera out! 
 
That night we shared antipasti at a restaurant called L'Osteria in 
Citta di Castello.  I would have liked to have had Celia's pizza 
though! 
 
Interestingly, the owner decanted the wine.  Fairly unusual these 
days especially in a very basic but reasonably good restaurant! 
 
Perugia  – Tuesday, September 9th, 2003 
 
Perugia is a slightly unusual town in that they have installed a 
large number of escalators to move people from the parking to the 
town centre.  It is a very interesting idea, which makes for a very 
pleasant town centre. 
 
It also rained heavily and we didn't have an umbrella! 
 
That evening we decided to eat in! 
 

Looking back, I think I was a bit dismissive of Perugia, as I have a lot of 
good memories of the city. 
 
As an example, many of my pictures of Celia have her in a light blue tee-
shirt dress that she bought at Benetton there.  This was because Go lost 
our bags and she had nothing to wear for a previous holiday at Todi. 
 
So perhaps good memories do come out of cock-ups! 
 

Sienna  – Wednesday, September 10th, 2003 
 
We've always liked Sienna and one day I'll go there for the Palio 
on my birthday. 
 
If you can't go in August, then go in September or early October 
and the cathedral has all of the most spectacular marble floor 
uncovered.  We must have spent an hour there! 
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We had lunch in the main square and watched the oddest street 
performer we'd ever seen.  Difficult to describe as he had 
everybody in fits, just playing pranks on passers-by!  Most saw 
the joke as they were sprayed from a water pistol or tickled with 
brushes or a feather duster. 
 
It was back to the L'Osteria in the evening and more antipasti. 
 
Assissi  – Thursday, September 11th, 2003 
 
Assissi is a town where everybody should go at least once!  This 
was our second visit. 
 
The sun shone too!  But it wasn't that warm! 
 
I'm not a religious person, but I doubt that no-one is not moved by 
the beauty of the frescos in the church of San Francesco. 
 
We skipped lunch as we'd been eating too well this holiday and 
had a very good dinner at Il Bersaglio in Citta di Castello.  Again, I 
shared a plate of antipasti. 
 
Florence  – Friday, September 12th, 2003 
 
As we would have had problems convincing the housekeeper to 
get up early enough to check us out before going to Bologna, we 
decided to spend today in Florence at the Villa Belvedere. 
 
It is a pleasant hotel which is convenient for the autostrada and 
only about two km. from the city centre.  It has a swimming pool 
(Celia did!) and tennis counts too!  And a St. Bernard of a friendly 
disposition!  Very quiet which is important to us as we live in the 
country. 
 
But if you are spending a weekend in Florence, you may find that 
it is too far from the city centre. 
 
We know Florence fairly well, so we didn't do too many of the 
tourist sites except for Santa Croce and the Science Museum.  
The latter has a wonderful collection of scientific instruments. 
Including Galileo's! 
 
We marked the end of the holiday with a meal in Paoli, a 
restaurant with frescos in the centre.  The guide said the 
atmosphere is brilliant.   
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It was!   
 
But it also said the food 
was suspect.   
 
It wasn't!  I had some of 
the best liver I'd had in 
years! 
 
 
Disappointing Italy  – Sunday, September 14th, 2003 
 
Italy was disappointing for several reasons. 
 
The weather wasn't very good.  The villa was good, but in the 
wrong place and we stayed too far from a major town. 
 
But the major disappointment was that I couldn't find any gluten-
free pasta in any shops, something that is quite easy even in our 
small Waitrose.  And there was no sign of any of Italy's gluten-free 
beer! 
 
Restaurants were fine though, but it does seem that the better the 
quality the more choice I had.  It was also a good idea to share a 
plate of antipasto, as the partner could then have the bread bits! 
 

 
Confidence 
 
Looking back on this trip, from four and a half years later, I notice how 
more confident I’ve become. 
 
Then I wouldn’t have dreamed of sending anything back, but now I would. 
 
Interestingly though, I can still remember the meal for our wedding 
anniversary at Il Postale in Citta di Castello.  That was probably the first 
restaurant I’d visited, where the staff were fully coeliac-aware. 
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Web Sites 
 
I’m only naming one as many are probably out of date.  I was also 
bumbling around, as if I was blindfolded, and much of what I said can 
probably be discounted. 
 
Il Postale – www.ristoranteilpostale.it 
 
I’ve tried to find a link for Paoli but can’t. 
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Edinburgh and GNER 
January 5th, 2004  
 
Just after the New Year, we went to Edinburgh for a wedding. 
 
Not for us the joys of the hanging around airports for planes, but a leisurely 
run up from Peterborough to the Scottish Capital on GNER.  Because we 
were able to book early, we actually paid less for two tickets in First Class.  
The journey might be a little bit slower, but then as we were staying in the 
Balmoral Hotel, above the station, the difference was marginal. 
 
 
Eating on GNER 
 
We didn’t eat on the train that trip, but a few months later I took the train up 
for a meeting with a possible client and had dinner on the way down. 
 
The waiter was unsure as to what I could eat, but he felt that the salmon 
was fine.  To make sure he fetched the chef and he said that it was 
completely gluten-free and would make sure he personally cooked it 
separately to avoid any cross-contamination. 
 
That is the way it should always be done. 
 
 
Emma’s wedding was a poignant affair for us.   
 
She is the youngest of the three daughters of old friends that we have 
known since the mid-1970s, when all our children were young.  Eric had 
been a customer of both the project management computer systems that I 
wrote at the time.  In fact he was the first customer for Artemis.  The 
families have remained firm friends. 
 
We had been to the wedding of their eldest daughter in 1988 and then 
sadly to Eric’s funeral a couple of years later. 
 
Now, it is just Diana and I left of our generation and we are reduced to 
swapping texts full of double entendres, as we both travel the world 
independently. 
 
It could be worse.  We’re both still here!
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Dubai 
April 7th to April 12th, 2004  
 
This was one of Celia’s surprise holidays for me at Easter and we stayed 
at the Ritz-Carlton.  They are generally a reliable chain of hotels and this 
one was up to the usual high standards. 
 
 
Surprise Holidays 
 
She probably organised about six or seven surprise holidays for me, but I 
never did one for her, as she hated surprises.  Or so she said! 
 
But did I miss out there?  Should I have organised one?  I can never know. 
 
The most difficult she ever organised was one to the Lancaster Hotel in 
Paris, which may not sound too hard.  But it involved getting the flight plan 
for G-JMDD filed, by a pilot friend.  I suspect that a few aviation rules might 
have been broken. 
 
But who cares, as it was a good weekend in Paris. 
 
 
Dubai was a good and welcome break in the sun.  Especially, as it is only 
about seven hours in the air, which is just about bearable in steerage! 
 
We both felt that Dubai was not 
really for us.   
 
I like modern cities, but except for 
the river, the Arabs dhows and the 
unusual ferries, very little seemed 
to remain of old Dubai.  To us, they 
seemed to be removing the very 
soul of the city. 
 
Don’t get me wrong, we had a good holiday, I didn’t get glutened, we had 
some good meals and a very good trip into the desert to see the dunes, 
camels and a town and park that was much more to our liking. 
 
I doubt I’ll ever go there again, except as a transit passenger or because I 
have to do business in the Emirate.  Unless of course I breed a horse good 
enough to run there in a big race!   
 
I can dream.  But we never thought we’d breed a horse like Diamond 
White, who was good enough to run and win on Arc Day in Paris! 
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Trulli and Taranto 
May 14th to May 16th 2004  
 
This was a typical weekend break in Southern Italy that many of us seem 
to take these days, now that the low-cost airlines have opened up different 
and interesting places all over the continent. 
 
We’d never been to Puglia, which is the heel of Italy, before and were 
surprised at how different it was to the parts we knew.  The food was 
different too and looking back, I don’t remember any problems at all.  One 
of the reasons was that there 
appeared to be much less pasta 
than you would find in the north. 
 
The distinctive feature of the area, 
are the trulli, which are buildings 
with pointed roofs.  They are 
charming and you find them used 
as houses, shops and businesses. 
 
It is definitely an area, where 
anybody can go for a good holiday, whether they are a coeliac or not. 

 
We also drove to Taranto.  Most 
don’t and for good reason, as it is a 
rather drab industrial city, port and 
base for the Italian Navy tucked 
under the sole of Italy. 
 
But to many it is also important as it 
is the site of the most significant 
(and probably to many unknown!) 
battle fought by the Royal Navy in 
the Second World War. 

 
The Fleet Air Arm staged the rehearsal for Pearl Harbor in this city, sinking 
a good proportion of Mussolini’s fleet on the night of November the 
eleventh, 1940.  Despite facing an immense anti-aircraft barrage, only two 
of the twenty obsolete Swordfish bi-plane torpedo bombers failed to return 
to HMS Illustrious. 
 
The lessons of the attack were not lost on the Japanese. 
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Sun and Sensitivity 
May 24th, 2004  
 
I wrote this in the Coeliac Diary and it is something that may affect coeliacs 
in taking their holidays in the sun. 
 

Sun and Sensitivity  – Tuesday, May 24th, 2004 
 
We are all at different levels of sensitivity.  
 
After all I wasn’t diagnosed until I was 55 and had eaten bread for 
those years.  Basically the only symptom I had was tiredness and 
very low B12.  But I was fit and healthy in many other ways.  I’m 
not fitter and my real tennis handicap has improved about four 
points. 
 
So I can as you put it take the odd breadcrumb and not really be 
bothered.  But that still doesn’t mean that I go after them.  In fact I 
now have a totally bread-free diet, preferring to eat potatoes for 
bulk.  (But then I always liked my spuds.  Especially, new and 
plain or covered in tomato sauce!) 
 
So I’ve never really had any trouble in PizzaExpress as I stick to 
the salads, the tuna and beans and the ham and eggs.  I can also 
confirm that they have told me to bring my own base in.  To me 
though, as with bread they’ve gone! 
 
The funniest thing though is that since I’ve been on a gluten-free 
diet, I have no problem working in the heat or sitting reading in the 
sun.  These are both things I couldn’t do before. I suspect, it was 
due to some problem with lack of vitamins or something else my 
body couldn’t absorb. 

 
I suppose it is all fairly logical. 
 
If you are short on vitamins, you often have bad skin.  It is often a symptom 
of being a coeliac and I suffered from it, just as I had chronic dandruff. 
 
So I suppose that your skin is in better condition it must be more able to 
withstand the rays of the sun, especially if you use a decent protective 
sunscreen. 
 
I also think that there is a strong link between my feeling tip-top and the 
sun.  Perhaps, now my general health has improved, there are more uses 
in my body for the vitamin D that the sun produces? 
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Olympic Airlines 
June 27th, 2004  
 
Now don’t get me wrong, but I love Greece!  
 
You can’t say though that Celia and I have any affection for their national 
airline! 
 
We flew to Thessaloniki for a week’s holiday at a resort called Sani, which 
is about 45 minutes south of the airport.   
 
The hotel was excellent and I had only one reaction in the whole holiday, 
when I inadvertently ate a small cake, which Celia thought was rice-based. 
It wasn’t.  One memorable meal was a superb fish grilled in a little olive oil 
with a couple of tomatoes.  The fish cost about six euro, which isn’t much 
at all! 
 
So if you’re a coeliac and are thinking of going to Greece then if you’re 
careful it isn’t too difficult to stick to a gluten-free diet, especially as a lot of 
chefs will show you the kitchen. 
 
But the airline! 
 
I requested a gluten-free meal directly with them and their people in 
London said this would not be a problem.   
 
On the flight out, the stewardess said that they hadn’t been told and that I 
couldn’t have ordered one.  So she served me nothing!  Not even coffee or 
a drink!  I was a troublemaker!  
 
Coming back, I thought I’d chance it as I suspected there would be a limp 
salad and perhaps some orange juice. Guess what! The starter was pasta 
and so was the main course! 
 
So Olympic go down as one of my airlines of last resort! 
 
 
Olympic Holidays 
 
This excellent tour company, who we used a couple of times, is not to be 
confused with Olympic Airlines. 
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North Norfolk 
October 2004 
 
If we made a mistake buying Les Ondes at Antibes when Metier and 
Artemis was sold, we made another by not buying a holiday cottage on the 
North Norfolk coast.   
 
In 1985 they were just a few thousand pounds and now they are a few 
hundreds of thousands!  
 
But we used to go 
regularly to walk the 
dogs on the beach or 
along the coastal path. 
 
In this picture I’m with 
the two bassets, Lizzie 
and Mary.   
 
It is anybody’s guess 
where Rosein, the red 
and white Irish setter 
was at this time.  She 
enjoyed the beach as 
much as Celia and I. 
 
The other reason to go to North Norfolk is the food. 
 
There seem to be an increasing number of restaurants and hotels in the 
area, that cater to those that stay and those that just visit for the day.  Most 
too, including such as the Victoria at Holkham, the White Horse at 
Brancaster and the Hoste Arms at Burnham Market know about coeliacs 
and do gluten-free food well. 
 
 
Aspall Cyder 
 
Increasingly in Norfolk and Suffolk, you’ll find Aspall Cyder on draught.  Be 
careful as it may be a wonderful drink but you’ll get addicted.  It will 
continually draw you back to East Anglia.  
 
 
The one problem with North Norfolk is that you now must book all of the 
best restaurants several weeks in advance. 
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Leicester City 
October 20th, 2004  
 
Leicester isn’t the most exotic of places, but I went to see Ipswich play and 
documented how bad motorway service areas and football clubs are for 
coeliacs in the Coeliac Dairy. 
 

Not So Welcome Break  – Wednesday October 20th, 2004 
  
I came down the M1 last night from Derby to Leicester to watch 
Ipswich. 
 
Feeling peckish, I went into the Welcome Break at Leicester 
Forest, to look for something like bacon and eggs.  The reason I 
went there was about six months ago, I had done this and the 
manager cooked them for me personally.  He knew all about 
coeliac disease and acted properly. 
 
No such luck this time, as the irritable cow said they were off. 
Everything else was not gluten-free.  Except possibly faggots, but 
I don't know about them, let along fancy them! 
 
Finally when I got to the Walkers Stadium, there was only pies to 
eat.  Not even chips, either inside or outside.  The only thing with 
any nourishment was a normal Pepsi. 
 
I shall be complaining!  

 
I did write to Leicester City Football Club at the Walkers Stadium and I 
received a reply.  Which is something I suppose! 
 

“I am sorry that there were no chips available at The Walkers 
Stadium.  There are a variety of food and drinks available inside 
and outside the Stadium and I am sorry that on this occasion you 
could not find anything suitable.” 

 
In other words, “Hard Luck!” 
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A Shock 
October 20th, 2004  
 
On this day, I had a fearful shock when Celia returned from work. 
 
She told me she had been diagnosed with breast cancer. 
 
Her reaction was typical in that she appeared to be sorrier for me than 
herself.  I remember that she said she would never be able to wear a bikini 
again. 
 
I think though that she (and the cancer) were underestimating her 
determination.   
 
Celia was not a woman to pick a fight with! 
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Celia’s Breast Cancer 
October 2004 to January 2005  
 
I did think that this might be separate section, but I think that would make a 
lot more of it than Celia did, so all I’m going to do is put down the bare 
facts in a few pages. 
 
Gordon Wishart performed the operation almost immediately in Cambridge 
in early November, after a night of some of most forceful, lust-driven, long 
and satisfying sex we ever had.  But afterwards to say the least Celia (and 
myself for that matter) didn’t get on with the oncologist at the Nuffield.  So 
in typical fashion, Celia phoned round and on advice from my friend Alex, 
she went to see Neville Davidson in Chelmsford.  He recommended a 
course of chemotherapy at home, followed by radio therapy at the Harley 
Street Clinic in London. 
 
I should say that Celia was absolutely adamant about not losing her hair, 
so the chemotherapy used drugs that avoided this problem.  They are 
available and are used by some hospitals, even on the NHS, so don’t be 
fobbed off, when you are told they are not available. 
 
Everyone is entitled to their dignity. 
 
The pictures opposite, taken before going to Lanwades Stud for a dinner 
on November the twenty-eighth, illustrate two things; how well Celia looked 
just a few days after the operation and how she hated having her 
photograph taken. 
 
She did start the chemotherapy on December the seventeenth, but only 
lasted for one session.  She just had such awful hallucinations and fears 
that she decided to abandon the treatment.  But then, it would probably 
only have raised her five year survival figure by a few percentage points. 
 
I should say though that three days after she had the chemotherapy she 
drove herself to Peterborough to act for a client in Court.  I offered to drive 
and virtually told her to bring in another barrister, but she was adamant, 
she would do it herself. 
 
She got the result at Court she wanted! 
 
But if chemotherapy was not for her, she then embraced radiotherapy with 
an utter vengeance.  She may not have been the only barrister to have 
carried out a full program of Court work and a five day radiotherapy 
schedule at the same time.   
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But she was certainly the only one who did it, by working all over East 
Anglia and having the radiotherapy in London! 
 
We all berate the trains in this country, but Anglia Railways and WAGN 
played their parts in delivering her on-time every day to London.  Only 
once was she late, due to a train from Norwich to London getting stuck 
outside Liverpool Street but she still made it to the clinic by the skin of her 
teeth. 
 
This was definitely a battle Celia won. 
 
A few weeks before she died in December 2007, she went to see Gordon 
Wishart again and she was still clear of the breast cancer and it had 
nothing to do with her death. 
 
It had also been an aggressive form of breast cancer that she believed had 
been brought on by an impact with the air-bag in the Mercedes SLK she 
was driving at the time.  The site of the cancer was in exactly the same 
place where the bag had caused a bruise on her breast.  This is not 
unusual, as if you read some of the breast cancer forums, you will find 
incidents, where claims are made of a similar nature. 
 
But perhaps the biggest testament 
to Celia’s courage and 
determination was in July of 2004, 
when she entered the Race for 
Life.  She is seen here at the finish. 
 
Never having run any race before, 
she completed the five kilometre 
course in under twenty-seven 
minutes.   
 
Not at all bad for someone just a month or so short of her fifty-sixth 
birthday! 
 
And a grandmother too! 
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Paris 
March 11th to March 13th, 2005  
 
This was to be our second trip on the Eurostar to Paris, but our first and 
last from Waterloo.  We also timed the trip, so we avoided the Congestion 
Charge in Central London, by going early on Friday and back on Sunday!  
It was also to be our first trip after Celia’s skirmish with breast cancer. 
 
Almost like two new lovers we took two pictures of each other on 
Montmartre looking out over the city.  The cancer had scared us both and I 
think the photos show our tiredness and strain.  Certainly Celia’s does but I 
suspect I’m just my usual scruffy self. 
 

 
I do sometimes wonder if you should take more care when you take this 
type of photo.  Often they are a unique memory for children, grandchildren 
and friends and when you try to format them as a pair, you can never get 
them absolutely right. 
 
We stayed at the Hotel de Vigny (another Relais & Châteaux!) in the centre 
of Paris and despite the nearness of Celia’s surgery we were just as 
energetic in our sightseeing and our enjoyment of the restaurants. 
 
In the latter a change had come over Paris! 
 
Usually non-smokers and especially militant ones like us got the rotten 
tables upstairs or by the kitchens.  But in two of the restaurants we visited, 
the tables had been turned.  Non-smokers now had the best room and 
smokers were despatched out of sight.  Paris also seemed to be accepting 
that being a coeliac and wanting gluten-free food was not unusual and you 
didn’t treat coeliacs as lepers. 
 
It was our last trip to Paris.  We had another planned on the first weekend 
of the service from St. Pancras, but Celia was too ill to go. 
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Punta Ala, Livorno and Pisa 
May 5th to May 8th, 2005  
 
This was another long weekend trip with Henry and Emma to get some 
early sun.  We flew to Pisa with Ryanair and as usual they were on time.   
 
Why do we always complain about 
Ryanair?  Or is this part of Michael 
O’Leary’s strategy and we all fall 
for it? 
 
As ever it was a Relais & 
Châteaux!  This time it was the 
Cala del Porto, which overlooked 
the port.   
 
Excellent as ever! 
 
South of Punta Ala is the nature reserve 
at the marshes of Maremma. They are 
well worth a visit and when we were 
there on the Saturday, the area was very 
busy with both tourists and locals. 
 
Looking back, it was a holiday that gave 
us hope that Celia had got through the 
breast cancer.   
 
She certainly appeared to be as healthy 
as she looked in the photograph.  We 
had walked in a great circle through the 
marshes for a couple of hours. 
 
She was definitely fitter than me! 
 
Livorno is a city that is usually missed by 
tourists and except for a few canals and a few restaurants, there is little for 
the tourists.  But for those with an interest in history, you can still see the 
port constructed by Sir Robert Dudley, the son of the Earl of Leicester, who 
was Queen Elizabeth’s favourite.   
 
Dudley is one of those forgotten men of history. 
 
We did spend a few hours in Pisa.  But then everybody should! 
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Skiathos and Athens 
June 18th to June 28th, 2005  
 
Greece is not a bad country for coeliacs, as this holiday illustrated. 
 
We flew out easyJet to Athens and then hopped on an Olympic Airlines 
turboprop to Skiathos.  As ever the Olympic pilots couldn’t seem to get the 
two engines to be in phase to cut the annoying low frequency beat.  As 
someone who flew several hundred hours on a twin, I know that this is not 
difficult, especially if the plane has an automatic synchroniser.  Either it 
wasn’t fitted, didn’t work or the pilots couldn’t be bothered to get it right.   
 
Skiathos is a pretty little island, 
tucked into the eastern side of the 
Green mainland, with a reputation 
for hedonism and quite a bit of 
luxury.  As we tended to do, we 
didn’t bother with a hire car, but 
explored by bus, on foot and with 
the occasional taxi.   
 
I suspect that I didn’t have any 
food problems, as I can’t 
remember any, although I do remember a lot of good food and especially a 
lot of very fresh fish.   
 
And if you do get glutened you certainly remember it! 
 
For the last twenty years or so, I’d suffered quite badly with seasickness in 
smallish boats.  I didn’t seem to suffer in small planes, but then I was 
usually the pilot. 
 
On this holiday, for the first time 
since I had been diagnosed, I went 
out on a 16 metre yacht.  I didn’t 
have a problem at all.   
 
The sixty-year-old Greek who 
owned the boat, reckoned that 
many are seasick on empty 
stomachs, so perhaps the fact that 
I now have a calm gut helped. 
 
Celia and I certainly enjoyed that sail from an island that really does 
deserve a visit. 
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This book seems to be taking a 
pop at Olympic Airlines with every 
chance it has.  When we went to 
leaving the island, they did their 
best to ruin our holiday.   
 
The staff of the airline did what 
they are good at.   
 
They went on strike. 
 
So we made the trip by ferry and coach to Athens. 
 
In Athens we stayed at the Grande Bretagne in Constitution Square.  It is 
one of those old grand luxury hotels that you find in every large city.  Some 
are overblown and past it, but although the Grande Bretagne is expensive, 
it is good value. 
 
Or it was on this trip. 
 
Athens is one of those cities that 
has got so much better since we 
were there in I think 1980 at the 
time of the Moscow Olympics.   
 
I say that as I can remember 
reading about the peerless Seb 
Coe in a paper on a news stand.  
We stayed in the Grande Bretagne then and I seem to remember the 
kitchens were on strike. 
 
Don’t get me wrong, I love Greece, the Greeks and especially their laid 
back attitude, but sometimes they can be infuriating. 
 
 
John Major 
 
Coming down in the lift of the Grande Bretagne, we shared it with John 
Major and his host from the British Council, as he was speaking later. 
 
Years before, I’d seen him talk to the Cambridge Chief Executives Club.  
Never before or since, have I ever seen anybody hold a meeting 
spellbound as he did, by accurately predicting what would happen in the 
mid-1990s.  He was a very underestimated Prime Minister. 
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I remember that we ate extremely 
well and very expensively on that 
brief visit to Athens.   
 
Perhaps very different to our first 
visit to Greece in 1978, when we 
had driven down to Crete and had 
seemed to live on a diet of 
spaghetti Bolognese, Greek salads 
and bread.   
 
Not that there seemed to be much 
more in those days.   
 
If you want a much better account 
than I can ever produce of Greek 
food in those days, read Gerald 
Durrell’s account in The Maiden 
Voyage. 
 
It is both factual and funny. 
 
I’ve included the picture, as it seems to show a change had come over 
Celia.  On this trip there are perhaps fifteen or so photographs, where she 
has posed.  Normally, I had to persuade her with threats or take it 
surreptitiously to get anything at all. 
 
Was it the scare from the breast cancer that had changed her? 
 
 
Booking Independently 
 
We booked this trip totally over the Internet.  The Aegean Suites Hotel on 
Skiathos and easyJet were booked directly in January, whereas we used 
LastMinute.com to book the Grande Bretagne.   
 
The only thing we didn’t book the ferry on-line as they preferred cash! 
 
But more importantly we found that others in the Aegean Suites had paid 
about two hundred pounds more by booking an inclusive tour. 
 
They also didn’t get the our upgrade to a suite with a Jacuzzi! 
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Trafalgar Square 
July 6th, 2005  
 
I was there and took this photograph of the celebrations when London, my 
London, won the 2012 Olympics. 
 

 
 
Nelson must have enjoyed it all immensely as he looked down on another 
famous victory over the French! 
 
In this area, I used to eat at a bar/restaurant called the Tappit Hen, where 
in addition to excellent wine, there were very good gluten-free salads.  
Sadly it is now closed, but it was part of chain run by Davy Brothers, who 
still have several other establishments in the centre of London. 
 
But this euphoria from the Olympics didn’t last long. 
 
Deranged criminal psychopaths misled by malevolent bigoted cowards, for 
that is what terrorists usually are, killed fifty-two innocent people on the 
London Underground and a bus in Holborn.   
 
Violence rarely gets you anywhere.   
 
Certainly not in London!  Ask anybody who survived Hitler’s Blitz in the 
Second World War. 
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Ancona 
September 8th to September 12th, 2005  
 
Ancona would not be everybody’s 
choice for a weekend away.  To 
most people in the UK, it is a port 
on the east coast of Italy, from 
where you get ferries to Greece. 
 
But it is a lot more than that! 
 
It has some marvellous buildings, 
the usual crop of excellent 
restaurants you get in any Italian 
city and a very good museum. 
 
The life-size sculpture of two 
horses and two figures is 
magnificent and was totally 
unexpected.  A copy is on the roof 
of the museum and dominates the 
skyline of the town. 
 
If I had to compare Ancona to an 
English town or city, I would say that it is very similar to Ipswich, in that it is 
a port, with some old buildings.   
 
But Ancona has really tried to make the most of the limited number of 
tourist sites in the city.   
 
 
Real Italian Gluten-Free Pasta 
 
We stayed at the excellent Hotel Emilia, which was a few kilometres 
outside of the town, with a superb restaurant, an Olympic size swimming 
pool and a large collection of modern art. 
 
One day at the pool, the waiter asked if I’d like some pasta for lunch.  I said 
no, as I couldn’t eat it.  No problem he said, as the hotel has proper gluten-
free pasta and he fetched a box of Dr. Schär.  That lunch was very good. 
 
I now get the same pasta from my doctor and I can’t tell the difference. 
 
 
Ancona is one of those surprising places well worth a visit.  Especially if 
you’re a coeliac! 
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Egypt 
February 13th to February 20th, 2006  
 
At school in the 1950's and 
60's, we all used to learn 
about the civilisations of the 
Nile in Ancient Egypt. 
 
Did I think that as we drew 
pictures of the Temple of 
Karnak all those years ago, 
that one day I would go and 
see it for real?  
 
I doubt it!   
 
Britain was in the grip of post-war austerity and foreign travel was 
something that not many people ever did.  I think that as we learned and 
drew with Miss Kirkpatrick, in Minchenden Grammar School in North 
London, that few of our class of about thirty had ever been abroad.   
 
Things were so different! 
 
Now nearly fifty years later, Celia, and I had travelled a great deal.   
 
We'd been all over the Far East, to the Antipodes, South Africa, the 
Caribbean, the Galápagos, and many other places that are mostly good, 
but sometimes not so good.  In the last few years, we had avoided the 
United States as we didn't see eye to eye with Mr. Bush and especially his 
support for that cruel and outdated punishment of the death penalty. 
 
Coeliacs tend to suffer vitamin shortages especially if they are 
undiagnosed.  In fact I was diagnosed, because I had a lack of vitamin B12 
in my body, giving me symptoms of excessive wind, bad skin, dandruff, 
migraines, tiredness and mild depression.  Before diagnosis, I hated being 
in the sun, but now I find a week or so of sun in mid-winter, is like a dose of 
some super-tonic. 
 
So to boost my vitamin D and top up our weak tans, we booked a cheap 
holiday in Egypt for the second week in February.  We chose the wrong 
week in some ways, as it was half-term, but this fitted with Celia's work. 
 
The plan was to fly by the charter airline, Monarch, to Luxor and stay at the 
Sheraton, for a week of sunbathing and sightseeing.  I was also preparing 
myself for a week of bad, inedible and unsuitable food and not too much 
alcohol. 
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When I had booked the flights, I'd asked for a gluten-free meal. Mostly I get 
something acceptable and sometimes it goes missing.  So I always travel 
prepared with a few gluten-free snacks. 
 
With Monarch they were not needed, as I was served early with a perfectly 
acceptable meal, even if it had been left a bit long in the warming oven, 
which gave the salmon a rather dry and surreal smell.  The roll with a brick-
like texture, confirmed my belief that unless gluten-free bread is still hot, it's 
not worth bothering with, unless you are absolutely starving or need 
something handy to throw.  So I was pleased with the rather good start. 
 
Celia wasn't that happy as her meal was pretty inedible, so she made do 
with my fruit.  It always amazes us, that airlines produce a load of rubbish, 
when perhaps a smaller but better snack with a nice hot drink, could be 
produced for the same money.  It also seems most people use a lot of 
alcohol to make the food palatable. 
 
 
Bargaining and Egyptian Taxis 
 
If you don't like to bargain, then don't go to Egypt independently as we did! 
 
We knew that it should have cost about thirty Egyptian Pounds to get us to 
our hotel.  In the end we paid about fifty.  Later in the holiday, we learned 
to bargain harder and would even get out of a taxi and go for another one, 
but this time we gave in. 
 
I should also say here that the average Egyptian taxi is an exceedingly 
clapped Peugeot 404, usually with non-existent shock absorbers, lumpy 
seats, non-working seat-belts and whining gear-boxes.  For the 
squeamish, they may be best avoided, as they are not the best vehicle to 
weave through coaches, trucks, horse drawn carriages and the inevitable 
cart drawn by a pair of donkeys. 
 
 
After a drive that gave a glimpse of the sights and smells of Luxor, we 
arrived at our hotel.  But the Luxor Sheraton has seen better days.  But it’s 
since been updated, so I suspect it’s now a lot better. 
 
We were hungry after the flight and had a choice in the hotel of a buffet, 
Indian or Italian restaurants. Nothing was really Egyptian!  Sad! 
 
We choose the Italian and got a pleasant surprise. 
 
I had lentil soup, but one that was much more Italian than Egyptian and a 
steak in a pepper sauce.  Perhaps, I should have asked more about gluten, 
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but I didn't, as I was tired. But I got no reaction at all, so my assumption 
that the food didn't contain wheat flour was correct.  I enjoyed my meal, 
although Celia chose a meal that wasn't completely to her taste. 
 
 
Egyptian Wine 
 
As Egypt is a Moslem country with just a Coptic Christian minority, I'd 
expected that hotels would sell bad and overpriced, imported plonk.  They 
may have done, but I didn't try it.  Instead we had a very acceptable bottle 
of Egyptian Red Wine called Obelisk. 
 
Note that later in the week I had a glass of Rose Obelisk. Don't!  I drunk it, 
but then I can drink most things alcoholic. Except beer of course! 
 
 
I think it is true to say that I didn’t have any problems with food at all on this 
holiday.  I did have some of CeliacTravel’s excellent Arabic gluten-free 
cards with me and they were always shown to the chef by the waiter.  And 
then the chef would always rewrite it! 
 
The main thing you have to watch is that in Egypt they mix vermicelli into 
the rice, so it is not gluten-free, but we didn’t find a restaurant that wasn’t 
pleased to cook an absolutely plain rice. 
 
One thing we did though was to 
swap hotels from the Sheraton to 
the Winter Palace.   
 
The latter had a lot more comfort 
and we had a room in the block at 
the left that overlooked the Nile.   
 
The hotel had a lot of style and a 
tie-compulsory restaurant, where I 
had one of the best gluten-free meals of my life.  I even got told off by the 
head waiter because I was pinching fruit out of Celia’s brandy snap basket. 
 
I would stay in that hotel, if I took another trip to Luxor. 
 
We also took a train trip up to Aswan and whilst in that less hectic city, we 
had lunch in the Old Cataract Hotel.  This seemed to offer the same level 
of service and understanding of food of the Winter Palace. 
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Temples, Museums, Trains and the Nile 
 
I couldn’t talk about Egypt without talking about the things that you can see 
and visit.  But then there are very much better guide books than this, which 
is only intended to give a flavour of the country and is aimed more at my 
diet and my relationship with Celia. 
 

Aswan  – As I said much less hectic than Luxor and very much 
worth a visit.  Use the train from Luxor. 
 
Colossi of Memnon  – These are two giant statues that guard 
Amenhotep’s temple. 
 
Feluccas  – Take a ride in one of the sailing boats on the Nile.  
But bargain hard!  
 
Hatshepsut Temple  – This is a breathtaking temple hewn into 
the rock.  Sadly this was the site of the massacre of 63 tourists in 
November 1997. 
 
Karnak Temple  – To the north of the city it is everything that Miss 
Kirkpatrick said it was.  And immense!   
 
Luxor  Temple  – Set right in the middle of the city, surrounded by 
shops, hotels and restaurants. 
 
Museums  – There are several and all seemed to be well-laid out, 
understandable and very worthwhile visiting.  Two you must visit 
are the Luxor Museum and the Nubian Museum in Aswan.  We 
missed out on the Mummification Museum. 
 
Nile Cruises  – There are masses of boats that can take you up 
and down the Nile.  I met a lady who’d been on one and she 
found that they had handled a lot of dietary problems well.  But 
how they would handle coeliacs, I would not know. 
 
Son et Lumière  – We went for a Son et Lumière at the Karnak 
Temple and that is a must. 
 
Trains  – Egyptian trains are an experience, but we safely bought 
tickets and survived a railway experience.  Next time I go to 
Egypt, I’ll take the train all the way up the Nile from Cairo to Luxor 
and Aswan. 
 
Valley of the Kings  – This is on the far side of the river and is 
about an hour away in a tour bus.  When we were there, they’d 
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just found a new tomb and everybody was excited.  One thing that 
surprised me was how small the valley is compared to photos and 
films that I’d seen. 
 
Valley of the Queens  – This is famous for the tomb of Queen 
Nefertari. 
 
Workmen’s Village  – Often missed by many, this village contains 
the tombs made by the workmen for the Royal tombs.  They didn’t 
stint on the workmanship. 

 
This is only a small sample of the sights you can see in this part of Egypt.   
 
 
The Brooke  
 
As horse owners we had known for years about the work of the Brooke 
Hospital and how it cared for horses and donkeys in Egypt. 
 
But only when I went looking for their hospital in Luxor, did I find out how 
much respect that the carriage drivers and others have for this 
quintessential British charity founded in 1934 by Dorothy Brooke. 
 
I was given a lecture by a driver about how the Brooke looked after his 
horse and how they had trained the farrier, who as we spoke, was putting a 
new set of shoes on the horse.   
 
The Brooke meant he could work. 
 
If anything makes me proud to be British, it’s little things like this. 
 
 
We did not visit the Brooke as it is now outside of the centre and a taxi ride 
away.  But it is just another of the things to see and do in Luxor.   
 
There are so many. 
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Security 
 
The Egyptians have a lot of worries about security in Luxor, with lots of 
Police and security guards everywhere. 
 
But we didn’t feel unsafe at any time.  Partly this is because the Egyptians 
are a friendly and welcoming people, even if at times, they do pester you 
too much to sell you some of their goods. 
 

 
 
A lot of the Egyptian worries stem from the massacre at the Hatshepsut 
Temple on November the seventeenth, 1997, when 63 people died.  This 
attack together with the attacks in the United States in September 2001, 
made an enormous hole in their tourism. 
 
So I suspect they don’t want to lose it again. 
 
But the main and long-lasting reaction to the massacre appears to be a 
complete revulsion on the part of the Egyptians that something like that 
should ever happen.  In the years preceding the attack, over a thousand 
were killed in Egypt by terrorists.  In the last few years, attacks have almost 
completely ceased. 
 
I think it shows the common sense and kind nature of nearly all the 
Egyptian people.   
 
But we all have a few rotten apples. 
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Web Sites 
 
CeliacTravel – www.celiactravel.com 
Luxor – www.luxor.gov.eg 
   The official site – Beware the loud music 
Old Cataract Hotel, Aswan – www.sofitel.com 
   It’s easy to find on their web site 
Seat61 – www.seat61.com 
   Details on Egyptian trains and others all round the world 
The Brooke – www.thebrooke.org 
Tour Egypt – www.touregypt.net 
   A useful site with details on museums and temples 
Winter Palace, Luxor – www.sofitel.com 
   It’s easy to find on their web site 
 
 
In Conclusion 
 
This was a holiday that surpassed my expectations in so many ways. 
 
The sights were unbelievable and much more extensive than I would have 
ever thought.  The Karnak Temple on its own would have made a holiday, 
but it was just one of many. 
 
But it was the food that cheered me most. 
 
I’d come expecting the worse and prepared to grin and bear it for the sake 
of the sights.  But Egypt is a country, where coeliacs can enjoy 
themselves.   
 
We both had a marvellous holiday and I will return. 
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Rockwell Hotel and the River Cafe 
September 7th, 2006 
 
This was our thirty-eight wedding anniversary and as we were flying out 
from Gatwick in the morning, we decided that it would be a good idea to 
spend the night in London and go to a decent restaurant.  We also were 
going to a book launch, where Celia was making her debut as a cover girl. 
 
The Rockwell was in 2006 a new boutique hotel in the Cromwell Road and 
we got a very sensibly priced and comfortable room through Late Rooms.  
We did not regret the choice, which is not something you can always say 
for some of the hotels we’ve used in London.   
 
I can think of one famous five star hotel, where I was constantly being 
woken in the night, as someone from South Africa was sure that a James 
Miller was staying in the hotel.  I was, but I wasn’t him. 
 
I can also think of another five-star and very the well-known hotel that was 
plagued by traffic noise, when we spent the night there.  So don’t stay 
there either, unless they’ve sound-proofed it. 
 
The parking is tricky at the 
Rockwell, but if you come after 
seven and leave early, then you 
can generally park on Cromwell 
Road outside. 
 
The book launch was in Clapham, 
which was appropriate for a book 
called Battersea Girl, about the life 
of a young girl growing up by the 
Thames in the fifties. 
 
The author, Martin Knight, was 
having difficulty finding a suitable 
cover image, until I mentioned that 
we had a series of photos of Celia 
taken by her father in the early 
1950s.  With judicious use of the 
Paint program, I was able to create 
something that worked. 
 
Fancy becoming a cover girl at fifty eight!   
 
She got paid for it too! 
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As to the River Cafe, it is superb.  Here’s what I said in my Coeliac Diary. 
 

River Cafe  – Wednesday, September 20th, 2006 
  
It was one of the best meals we've ever had and although it was 
expensive, it wasn't that so. 
 
But what marked it out was their attitude to me as a coeliac. I said 
I was when I booked and this was picked up immediately by the 
waiter, when we sat down. The menu was then gone through by 
the head waiter, who marked it so there would be no mistakes. 
Interestingly, only the four pasta dishes were completely off limits, 
with three other dishes being simply modified. 
 
So if you are in West London and want a really special lunch or 
dinner, I can really recommend the River Cafe. 

 
You can understand why we went again in 2007. 
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Turkey 
September 8th to September 18th, 2006  
 
After Egypt we decided that Turkey might be worth a visit. 
 
It was.  But I found it was not the best place for a coeliac.   
 
I had another of the CeliacTravel cards!  But the restaurants either ignored 
what the card said and gave me food I couldn’t eat or decided that I 
couldn’t eat much at all and gave me virtually nothing.  In the end after 
getting glutened a couple of times, I was getting confused and a bit 
paranoid about any food I was given. 
 
At least everything was fine in the Ada Hotel at Bodrum, which is yet 
another Relais & Châteaux and also at the Ritz-Carlton in Istanbul, but I 
was beginning to get a bit peckish by the time I got home. 
 
We did see two of the seven 
wonders of the ancient world; the 
Temple of Artemis at Ephesus and 
the Mausoleum at Halicarnassus 
or modern-day Bodrum. 
 
The picture shows all that is left of 
the Temple of Artemis. 
 
But the detour to Ephesus was 
worth it, as Ephesus itself is a 
magnificent site that is a real delight. 
 
If you are thinking of visiting Istanbul, then make sure that you are in the 
centre, as travel around the city is a nightmare.  The Ritz-Carlton was 
close to the end of a tram line and upgraded us to a suite, as we’d booked 
the hotel directly on an Amex card.   
 
Istanbul is one of those cities, 
where there is too much to do, so 
make sure you’re fit to run 
everywhere or plan for a second 
visit.   
 
And don’t forget to visit the Roman 
cistern that was used as a set for 
From Russia with Love. 
 
I will go back to Istanbul to see more.  If I last that long! 
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Southampton West Quay Shopping Centre 
December 10th, 2006  
 
This tale illustrates a lot of the problem that coeliacs have when they want 
to go out with the family. 
 
I went Christmas shopping with Celia, our youngest son, George, 
daughter-in-law, Amanda, and grand-daughter, Imogen, at the West Quay 
Shopping Centre in Southampton. 
 
They have spent all of this money on the place and then they fill the Food 
Court with crap.  In addition, they didn't provide a parking system that was 
fit for purpose either. 
 
We decided to eat in the Cafe Giardino, because I had noticed I could get 
an omelette.  
 
However, in the words of that truly wonderful British catering phrase, 
"Omelette is off!"  Oh!  Well!  I'll have the baked potato.  But then I realised 
this was the same chain where I'd had a totally inedible one in Ipswich 
which may have glutened me!  So I passed and had a packet of Kettle 
Crisps, which were stale, but still inside their sell-by date and a tasteless 
banana.  The only compensation was that Celia's panini used cardboard 
instead of bread and was inedible, so she got less than me. 
 
Still if we don't complain, then we'll get this rubbish.  At least if you go to 
some of the slightly more upmarket chains, they at least know what gluten 
is and tell you where it's in the food.  There was no chance in Giardino, as 
when I asked I got a totally blank look.  I don't think the chef spoke English 
past the menu. 
 
To make matters worse, we had to leave early as one of our basset 
hounds was unwell and didn't eat before we left.  Would you believe that 
between Winchester and Newmarket, there is only one Service Area, 
Fleet, which is truly one from the Dark Ages?  It doesn’t have a decent 
coffee shop or an M&S Simply Food.  The latter is always good for a salad 
with cutlery.  They do have a large selection of amusement machines, so I 
can see they have got their priorities right. 
 
It was good to get home! 
 
It is unlikely we will be going to Southampton and the shops again. 
Bluewater, Bicester and Meadowhall are so much better! 
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The Gambia 
December 29th, 2006 to January 6th, 2007 
 
The Gambia was another eye-opening holiday, very much in the mould of 
Egypt.  There was lots to see and do, good sun and excellent food.  But 
this time there was also the wild Atlantic Ocean and masses of amazing 
birds thrown in. 
 
This was the view from our room in 
the Ngala Lodge looking out over 
the gardens and the pool towards 
the ocean.  The only noises were 
the birds and the waves. 
 
The hotel didn’t have any real 
problems with my gluten-free diet, 
but sometimes they made an 
elementary mistake, like putting 
bread under the scrambled egg at 
breakfast.  Once I pointed this out, it never happened again! 
 
 
Malaria 
 
Some are put off going to the Gambia and other places because they need 
to take protection against malaria.  We went to see a specialist clinic in 
Cambridge and they gave us all the jabs that the NHS won’t do and 
prescribed a course of Malarone for protection against malaria. 
 
We didn’t have any problems and weren’t even bitten as we slept under a 
mosquito net.  That gives a very high protection in itself. 
 
 
The main reason people go to The Gambia, other than for a cheap beach 
holiday is for the birdlife.   
 
If you go there and don’t take an 
excursion a few kilometres into the 
interior, you are missing one of the 
best visual treats within six hours 
of London. 
 
The picture shows our party in 
canoes in the rain forest. 
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Before I went to The Gambia, I was a bit worried about the food and 
whether it would be gluten-free.  But not as much as I would have been, 
had I not been to Egypt. 
 
We ate in several restaurants in addition to the hotel and had no trouble at 
all.  This was mainly because food was often just meat or fish and 
vegetables, with none of the hidden gluten you tend to get in the UK.  Also, 
if there was a sauce, it was maize or millet based. 
 
In The Gambia, the staff generally spoke very good English.  No offence 
was ever caused by asking politely about the food.  In fact, they would 
often be genuinely interested in why I couldn’t eat bread. 
 
 
Trufree Crackers 
 
I always travel with a box of Trufree Herb and Onion Crackers.  They are 
ideal with butter to eat with a cooked breakfast and they’re not bad with 
jam or marmalade either.  
 
I am allergic to the wheat-based glucose often found in preserves, but I 
have never had this problem in Africa.  They make jam properly with sugar. 
 
 
It was a very good holiday, that was made better by Gambia Experience, 
who rightly have a solid reputation as an operator to The Gambia.  I also 
liked the meals on the flights and said so in my Coeliac Diary. 
 

Astraeus to Gambia  – Monday, January 8th, 2007 
  
A quick post to say that the GF meals were actually quite good. 
 
We flew what they call Star Class, which is a bit more upmarket 
but they made a mistake with the meal on the way out and I got 
one for steerage. It was a Citrus Ginger Chicken the CFH Group 
in Wrexham. It was very nice, even if it had too much coconut for 
my liking. 
 
Coming back I got the Star Class meal, which was again chicken 
and very good. 
 
The only problem I had was they gave out nuts mixed with the 
odd biscuit. I didn't need to eat them and mistakenly ate a biscuit. 
Serves me right for being greedy! 
 

It was a really good holiday to start 2007. 
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Nice 
May 17th to May 20th, 2007 
 
The South of France was one of our favourite places and by May we were 
ready for a weekend away.  We flew easyJet from Stansted and stayed in 
the Hotel Windsor in the city.  This is very much a favourite of the British 
and you can understand why, as it is comfortable, convenient for the 
sights, shops and seafront, and 
extremely helpful and friendly.  The 
hotel also has the most amazing 
photo-luminescent ceilings in the 
bedrooms, which give the 
impression of starlight.  
 
We had not actually stayed in Nice 
before, so we fully explored the 
city in what was a really sunny 
weekend.  The port is to the east 
of the city and is a great place to 
eat very good fish. 
 
Celia also spent a couple of hours in Galleries Lafayette buying her bikinis 
for the summer.  She usually bought them in France or Italy as she found 
that they fitted a lady of her age so much better. 
 
 
Sunflower Books – walk & eat NICE 
 
We used this little walking guide on this holiday and they are worth using if 
you are a coeliac, as one of the authors is too! 
 
They also recommended a restaurant called Le Pot d’Etain as knowing all 
about gluten-free cooking.  It does!  Superb! 
 
 
We also travelled using the trains to Beaulieu and Antibes, where we ate 
well and walked to places that brought back memories of holidays that 
were both good and bad.   
 
Unfortunately, I got glutened in Antibes.  I blamed the chips, as often oven 
chips are coated in flour to make them better and much more difficult to tell 
from real chips. 
 
Campaign for Real Chips anyone? 
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The Aeolian Islands and Palermo 
June 23rd to July 1st, 2007 
 
If you’d asked Celia or myself around Christmas 2006, where the Aeolian 
Islands were, we probably wouldn’t have had a clue.  I had heard of the 
volcano called Stromboli, because I do have a rather strong fascination for 
volcanoes.  But I did not know it was one of those islands that lie between 
Naples and Sicily. 
 
So when Celia read about two hotels on the islands in the Mr. and Mrs. 
Smith Guide and suggested that we visit in the summer, I thought that this 
would be a holiday worth trying.  I like islands, volcanoes, good hotels and 
something different.  Even if some of the logistics of getting to the islands, 
were rather complicated and perhaps a bit daunting!   
 
The plan was simple in essence, but there was a possibility of failure. 
 
We would fly from Stansted to Palermo and with any luck we’d have about 
three hours to get into the capital of Sicily and catch the hydrofoil to the 
first island where we were to stay, Panarea.  Ryanair have a bad and 
probably undeserved reputation, but I couldn’t ever remember being let 
down in at least twenty flights to and from Europe. 
 
So we decided to take the chance with Ryanair. 
 
The bigger problem was getting the tickets for the ferries, as this seemed 
almost impossible.  Until that is, American Express and a very forceful 
Italian lady in their travel department took charge.   
 
Why is it that ferries in Europe are so difficult to book? 
 
In planning the holiday, we also decided to spend a night in Palermo on 
return from the islands. 
 
On June the twenty-third, we left 
Stansted on time and after an 
uneventful flight and coach into the 
centre of Palermo, we walked to 
the ferry terminal with over two 
hours before our ferry left. 
 
So much for worrying about 
Ryanair! 
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Panarea 
June 23rd to June 26th, 2007 
 
Panarea is an island that has left 
an indelible mark on my life.   
 
It was the first of three islands in 
the Aeolians we were to visit and in 
some ways the most unusual as no 
cars at all are allowed.  Most of the 
sophisticated transport was 
provided by electric golf buggies. 
 
The Caribinieri have smart ones in 
a fetching dark blue, whilst the taxis 
are yellow. 
 
I’ve now bought a white one for the 
stud, which we use to move feed, 
hay, straw, tools and other goods 
around.  Every time I see the buggy, it reminds me of the lovely holiday on 
that wonderful island of Panarea.   
 
You have to remember that they are designed not to disturb the grass of a 
golf course, so they tend to damage the land less than other vehicles, such 
as a 4x4.  I obtained my buggy second-hard and fully reconditioned with 
new batteries for just two thousand pounds. 
 
 
Organic Food is always OK!  Wrong! 
 
We stayed in the Hotel Raya, which had a small problem with my gluten-
free diet.  They tended to believe that if food is organic, then how can it 
hurt you?  It’s always good for you.  Isn’t it? 
 
In this case, this may have been due more to my Italian, rather than their 
views, but it is a view that has been stridently put to many coeliacs. 
 
At the time, I had not learned how to say celiachia properly. 
 
 
Excepting the quirky attitude to food, the Hotel Raya was comfortable, 
clean and very friendly.  However, if you do stay in the hotel, insist that you 
are in the main part and not the annexe, which is two hundred metres or so 
up a steep hill.  The annexe does have stunning views to compensate. 
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Celia was also a bit 
miffed as the pool had 
been converted into a 
spa and treatment 
centre.   
 
At least she was a 
strong enough 
swimmer to swim in the 
sea.  But not everyone 
can do this! 
 
The island is stunning 
and you can understand why it is considered to be one of Italy’s most 
exclusive, but unknown hideaways. 
 
The island also had a most superb 
and reasonably unspoilt sandy 
beach called Zimmari, which is 
overlooked by a very good 
restaurant of the same name.  The 
fish were fresh, the wine was clear 
and good and everyone was 
friendly.  We also ate twice in the 
evening at a restaurant called Da 
Pina, where they knew all about 
coeliacs and gluten-free food. 
 
So the food was very good, the sun was very good, the beach was good 
and the shopping was very good.  What more do you want from a holiday 
on such a lovely island? 
 
 
Gluten-Free Nibbles 
 
One night we went to the bar in the port for a drink and the waitress asked 
why I had left all of the nibbles.  I explained about being a coeliac and 
within a few minutes some obviously gluten-free ones arrived. 
 
Guess where we had our evening drinks for the rest of the time on 
Panarea! 
 
 
Those nibbles summed up the attitude of nearly everyone that we met on 
the island.  One day I’ll return. 
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Two Pictures of Celia 
June 25th, 2007  
 
I make no apologies for putting these two pictures into the book. 
 

 
Both were taken in Panarea and show Celia looking very fit and well.   
 
She liked the image on the left.  But she wouldn’t accept that she had such 
a nice bottom in the picture on the right, which was taken on the sandy 
beach at Zimmari!  The bikini was one bought in Nice. 
 
But then what did Celia know about men like me and ladies’ bottoms? 
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Salina 
June 26th to June 30th, 2007 
 
If Panarea was mainly about style, 
then Salina was typically about 
substance, with the style being 
much more restrained and 
practical. 
 
But we stayed in what we thought 
was a much better hotel, the Hotel 
Signum at Malfa. 
 
Celia liked the pool with its views 
of the ever-threatening Stromboli, 
but it was the food that was a 
superb revelation.  They also made special gluten-free bouts de chef for 
me at all the meals, which we always ate in the hotel.   
 
Never before or since have we ever done that! 
 
 
Capers 
 
Salina means salt and the island used to be a source of salt for many 
centuries, but now it is one of the places where capers are grown. 
 
Capers certainly taste so much better on the island. 
 
 
We made only two excursions from the hotel. 
 
We climbed the extinct volcano in the middle of the island and went down 
the other side into Marina Salina.  I found it difficult on the way up, but 
Celia took it like the fit lady she was.  Going down she slipped and fell 
several times, as the going was not as easy as it might have been, and 
when we reached the town, she was covered in cuts and bruises. 
 
We also visited the largest island in the Aoelian Islands, Lipari.  This was 
very much worth a visit, as it has lots of alleys filled with good shops and 
restaurants, more than a few ruins and interesting sites and a good 
museum.  The hydrofoils took about half-an-hour for the trip. 
 
Just like with Panarea, I will return. 
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Palermo 
June 30th, to July 1st, 2007  
 
We didn’t actually stay in Palermo, 
but a few kilometres away in the 
seaside resort of Mondello, which 
was bustling with people, 
restaurants and bars.   
 
The picture shows the Kursaal 
bathhouse built around the 
beginning of the twentieth century. 
 
We stayed in the Mondello Palace 
Hotel which although the public 
rooms, the pool and the gardens were good, the room we had was rather 
tired and in need of refurbishment.  
 
I don’t remember too much about the food in Mondello, except that the 
evening meal on the port was pretty poor, but at least it didn’t gluten me. 
 
However I did find this picture of a 
rather unappetising looking 
scrambled egg and bacon that I 
must have had for breakfast. 
 
It must have been bad! 
 
At least the table-cloth looks clean. 
 
I wouldn’t stay in Mondello again, 
as Palermo itself is a city, with 
many things to see and do and 
some excellent shops, restaurants 
and street cafes. 
 
Our flight home was quite late, but 
we left our bags at the station and 
spent a very enjoyable day 
wandering the city.  The picture 
shows the cathedral which is well 
worth visiting.  
 
Finally, the train took us efficiently 
to the airport. 
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Ferries, Hydrofoils and Helicopters 
June 23rd to July 1st, 2007 
 
I said that buying tickets for the ferries to the Aeolian Islands was not an 
easy process from the UK.  But then it’s not easy to buy tickets for Greek 
ferries either.  The Greeks also seem to distrust credit cards and cheques, 
which does make things difficult. 
 
But the hydrofoils were efficient 
and you can get the timetable from 
the Ustica Lines website on the 
Internet.  On this trip we took six 
separate ferries and not one was 
more than a few minutes late.   
 
The downside though, was that the 
trip from Palermo to Panarea took 
nearly four hours, but at least you 
could walk about the boat and 
observe the various stops along 
the way at the smaller islands of Alicudi, Fillicudi and Salina. 
 
If you feel all of this travel is too much, then you can always take the 
helicopter from Reggio Calabria.  For some this is the only way to travel, 
but for me, I always feel that a helicopter is rather a complicated and 
inefficient method, with prices to match. 
 
Perhaps, though the best way to see the Aeolian Islands would be to fly to 
Naples and spend a couple of days in that wonderful city.  A ferry from 
Naples will take you to Stromboli and its volcano, from where you can 
island hop to Salina or Lipari, before taking a last ferry to Palermo. 
 
But don’t try and do this trip in under two weeks.   
 
One mistake we made was not to allow long enough. 
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Web Sites 
 
These are the web sites that you can use for the Aeolian Islands.   
 
Air Panarea – www.airpanarea.com 
   Helicopters to Panarea and around the Aeolian Islands 
Da Pina Hotel, Panarea – www.dapina.com 
   A very friendly hotel and restaurant on Panarea 
Hotel Raya, Panarea – www.hotelraya.it 
   An excellent hotel, but not coeliac friendly 
Hotel Signum, Salina – www.hotelsignum.it 
   One of the best hotels, where we ever stayed 
Palermo – www.comune.palermo.it 
   The official site for Palermo in Italian and English 
Palermo Cathedral – www.cattedrale.palermo.it 
Ryanair – www.ryanair.com 
Ustica Lines – www.usticalines.it 
   Ferries to the Aeolian Lines 
 
 
In Conclusion 
 
Mondello aside this trip was a wonderful and magical holiday that I’ll 
always remember.  The Aeolian Islands were certainly the best place I’ve 
ever found for gluten-free food. 
 
They can be expensive, as obviously a lot of food, fuel and even water has 
to be shipped to the islands.   
 
But then perfection rarely comes cheap. 
 
If ever there was a list of must-go places in this world, then the Aeolian 
Islands would be in the top ten.  As a coeliac, they’d at least be second.   
 
But what would beat them I do not know! 
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My Sixtieth Birthday in Majorca 
August 14th, to August 18th, 2007  
 
I knew I was going somewhere for my birthday, but I didn’t know until the 
last minute, that we were going to the Gran Hotel San Julio in Majorca.  It 
is a fairly new hotel converted from 
a palace and it was very much the 
place to celebrate my sixtieth 
birthday.  I even had champagne 
for breakfast!  And a gluten-free 
cake with dinner on my birthday! 
 
They had not spared any expense 
on building the hotel.  Just look at 
this picture of the enormous pool, 
where Celia was really at home as 
she swam up and down.  Not me 
though, as I gave up trying to swim at about my fortieth birthday.   
 
But now that I’m diagnosed as a coeliac, I can sit in the hot sun and read 
or sunbathe, whereas before I used to hide in the cool all the time.  That is 
not to say I sunbathe to excess, 
but I do find that I can bear the hot 
temperatures better in the summer, 
even if I prudently sit under a large 
umbrella. 
 
Palma is the sort of lovely Spanish 
city that you would think you 
wouldn’t find on Majorca.  After all 
it is not so long ago that the island 
used to suffer from a rather 
unsavoury reputation. 
 
But then I think a lot of people who visit the island spend most of their time 
in a villa or hotel and never visit Palma.  They are missing a lot. 
 
Perhaps that is why it is such a nice city and was very much one of our 
favourites!  We tended to have a rule of not going back, but Majorca (and 
Palma) was one of the exceptions. 
 
On this visit we visited a couple of times to see the cathedral, the lanes 
and alleys with their shops and also to eat in the evening. 
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On my birthday, the sixteenth, we took the narrow gauge railway from 
Palma to Sóller in the north of the island.  When we first visited just under 
twenty years ago, it was the only 
railway on the island, but now they 
have built a Metro that radiates 
from Palma, partly along the 
disused lines of an old railway 
closed in 1981. 
 
The Sóller railway is the typical 
tourist railway, with beautiful 
wooden carriages and electric 
traction.  At Sóller you can change 
onto an elderly electric tramway to 
get to Puerto de Sóller. 
 
It is a trip worth taking. 
 
The four-wheeled trams are rather 
reminiscent of those in Lisbon and 
may have come from the same 
British factory about a hundred 
years ago.  They seem to be in 
very good condition, with fine 
paintwork and they have the proper 
polished metal that befits a tram of 
the period. 
 
As an electrical engineer, I believe strongly that we must keep these trams 
and other old trains running, as this is the sort of engineering that inspired 

me to become an engineer.  But 
remember now, that if you apply 
modern technology to well-made 
vehicles from the past, they often 
perform as well as or sometimes 
better than those we design today. 
 
As we’d done several times before 
in the past we ate in the square at 
Sóller and Celia took an even rarer 
picture of me. 
 

And I complain that she never wanted her photograph taken! 
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A London Indulgence 
August 31st, 2007  
 
I’m a proud Londoner and I love the city.  And especially its transport links. 
 
I use the word indulgence, as it has nothing to do with Celia and nothing to 
do with being a coeliac.  Other than that, I probably ate a rather nice 
gluten-free meal at Carluccios in Canary Wharf. 
 
I had two appointments, that day; one in Hampstead and one at Canary 
Wharf.  So instead of the more traditional route using the Northern Line of 
the Underground and then changing to the Jubilee at Waterloo, I walked 
down the hill to Hampstead Heath 
station on the old North London Line 
and went to Stratford.  I then 
completed my journey using the 
Docklands Light Railway. 
 
This route goes through some of the 
most visually interesting parts of 
London.  The first picture shows the 
entrance of the Channel Tunnel just 
to the North of Kings Cross. 
 

You then travel over streets of 
houses and get a really good view 
of how a city like London functions. 
 
Finally as you approach Stratford, 
you go right through the site of the 
London Olympics in 2012. 
 
Recently, the North London Line 
has been incorporated into a new 
railway system called the London 
Overground.  Only a little runs in 

dark tunnels! 
 
It is essentially a rebranding exercise, but train frequencies have been 
increased to four an hour and now it is one of the quickest ways to get from 
the area around Gospel Oak and Parliament Hill Fields to central London.  
It’s not obvious from the map, but you just change at Highbury and 
Islington. 
 
Ignore some of London’s lesser known and used railways and you’re 
missing a real treat. 
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A Last Holiday Together 
September 21st to September 24th, 2007  
 
We had not intended to go on 
holiday again in 2007, especially 
as Celia had already booked a fly-
drive holiday in Thailand for 
February 2008.  But Celia suffered 
the worst professional nightmare a 
barrister can!  A case settled 
unexpectedly and she had a hole 
in her diary.  So she felt that a 
weekend away before winter set in 
would not be a bad idea. 
 
So why did we go to Valencia? 
 
I searched easyJet and Ryanair for what was available at a sensible price 
from Stansted in three or four days time. 
 
Valencia was either first or second for value and convenience and there 
appeared to be a good five star hotel called Las Arenas on the beach.  The 
value for that was good too. 
 
So we booked and flew out at 
lunchtime on Friday.  The hotel, 
which is shown in the top picture, 
was stunning, friendly, extremely 
comfortable and very much worth 
the hundred and fifty pounds a 
night we were paying.   
 
But you couldn’t say that for the 
weather!  It rained cats, dogs and 
hippopotami until the Monday 
morning, which was the first day 
Celia was able to have one of her 
beloved swims. 
 
Valencia is an architectural gem, 
with buildings ranging from the 
classical and religious to the ultra 
modern. 
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Valencia is unusual in that after 
catastrophic floods in the 1950s, 
they diverted the River Turia 
around the city and created a linear 
park that runs from the city centre 
to the coast. 
 
The picture shows the park from 
the old embankment.  Note the 
ground after the heavy rain and 
Celia walking boldly along. 
 
It would be interesting to know what fuss would be created if a city these 
days decided to divert a river as big as the Turia. 
 
We ate very well in Valencia. 
 
The most amazing and perhaps one of the best restaurants we ever visited 
was Ca Sento, which according to the guides is one of the best in Spain, 
let along Valencia.  I can’t remember what I ate, but it was a spectacular 
gluten-free meal without any compromise to taste. 
 
But we also ate in a tiny tapas bar behind the cathedral, where we 
sheltered from the rain.  Superb red wine was a couple of euro a glass, 
food was tasty and wholesome, and the atmosphere was best described 
as Spanish and local.  They knew about gluten too! 
 
And then there was the incident in another fine seafood restaurant in the 
city centre.  Celia was wearing the red tee-shirt dress with the stars, she’d 
bought in Nice.  When we had finished, she needed to pay a visit and 
climbed a spiral staircase at the side of the dining room to the toilets 
upstairs.  As she came down, I walked over to meet her and I heard a fat 
English lady at my side say something like, “Who does she think she is in a 
dress like that?  She must be nearly fifty!”   
 
Not a bad compliment for someone of fifty-nine. 
 
I shall always remember Valencia.  But I may never go back! 
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A Last Picture 
September 23rd, 2007  
 
Not the last picture, but one of the last passable pictures of Celia doing 
what she liked to do best. 
 

 
 
I would have chosen a better one from Valencia, but the only one that 
showed her face, shows her scowling at something.  For some reason, I’d 
tried to get a nice picture as we’d walked through the market and there are 
a series of photographs of her very much like this one. 
 
I do wish she hadn’t hated having her photograph taken.  She did get 
better as the years rolled on and especially after her victory over breast 
cancer.  But she still didn’t like it. 
 
But this picture sums her up.  Celia is observing the things around her. 
She’s in a comfortable tee-shirt dress with a cardigan around her 
shoulders.  She’s striding out in a sensible pair of flat shoes that she 
bought for a few euro in Majorca. 
 
She also is carrying a present for our grand-daughter. 
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“A dying man needs to die, as a sleepy man needs to sleep, and there 
comes a time when it is wrong, as well as useless, to resist.” 
 
Stewart Alsop
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IV 
 
A Brave Passing 
 
This has been a very difficult section to write. 
 
There are so many questions that need to be asked and only Celia can 
answer them.   
 
And she is not here! 
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Declining Health 
October 2007 
 
Celia had been pretty healthy during the summer, except for one bout of 
cellulitis that she may have caught in the Aeolian Islands.  Most people get 
this on their arms and legs, but Celia got it around her midriff.  After a 
couple of courses of antibiotics, it was probably cleared up. 
 
But was this something that led to the cancer that killed her?  Unlikely! 
 
By my birthday, she was a lot better and was swimming long distances in 
the pool in Majorca, so all seemed to be well. 
 
She’d walked long distances in Valencia without any reaction and she 
seemed to be her normal self, but gradually she was losing her breath, so 
she went to the doctor’s and they sent her to have a scan and a series of 
blood tests at the hospital in Bury St. Edmunds. 
 
The results were inconclusive, saying that her heart was slightly enlarged 
and that the blood tests weren’t quite right. 
 
But as the month of October wore on, she was getting more out of breath 
and found that climbing stairs was getting difficult.  She would make sure 
that she only went upstairs once in the evening for her bath and if she 
needed anything she would ask 
me to get it. 
 
Look at this picture from 
Halloween, which we spent with 
Goerge, our son, and his family.   
 
She is looking strained, drawn and 
tired.   
 
This is not the Celia that I had 
known and loved for over forty 
years. 
 
Something was wrong. 
 
But what? 
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Diagnosis at Papworth 
November 13th, 2007 
 
Papworth is one of the best heart hospitals in the world and Celia went 
there to see one of the best and most knowledgeable surgeons. 
 
I think it is best if I use extracts from their notes from an oncology clinic on 
November the thirteenth to describe Celia’s actual condition.  I make 
apologies to those who are medically qualified or more knowledgeable 
than myself, if I do not get my conclusions right. 
 
Celia went into the hospital in early November for a series of teats and the 
diagnosis was a squamous cell carcinoma metastatic to mediastinal nodes 
and heart.   
 
Her notes describe her history as follows. 
 

Mrs. Miller gives a history of an unusual history of cellulitis, dating 
back to the summer.  Since then she has been progressively less 
well, her main symptoms being tiredness and breathlessness.  
She has also been severely troubled by drenching night sweats.  
The condition has fluctuated a little, in that in September she lost 
her voice, but when this improved she felt better.  However, she is 
now short of breath on walking around 400 metres on the flat and 
half a flight of stairs.  She described the shortness of breath as 
being associated with chest tightness and has a mild non-
productive cough.  She also has some pain in her lower left neck.  
She described having no energy, but has normal appetite and 
stable weight. 

 
The notes also give a brief and matter-of-fact medical history of her breast 
cancer. 
 

She had a grade 3 invasive carcinoma of the left breast in 
November 2004, treated by wide local excision and axillary 
clearance.  She was offered chemotherapy and had one cycle, 
under the care of Professor Davidson at Harley Street, but 
declined further treatment after receiving one cycle.  She had 
post-operative radiotherapy also in Harley Street.  She is on no 
medications and has no allergies.  She tells me that the tumour 
was ER and HER2 negative. 

 
The summary is the most interesting and I will not add it entirely.  I’ve also 
split it into short pieces so that I can add relevant comment. 
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This lady has a very unusual presentation of a tumour.  A biopsy 
from the right ventricle reveals a moderately differentiated 
squamous cell carcinoma.  Histologically distinct from her breast 
cancer. 

 
Squamous cell carcinomas are typically lung or skin cancers and have 
nothing to do with the breast cancer she fought successfully in 2004.  In 
fact Celia was given an all clear on the breast cancer the day before she 
went into Papworth.   
 

CT shows a mass, which occupies most of the right ventricle, 
infiltrating the myocardium and involving the pericardium. 

 
Basically, the cancer was filling the right ventricle of the heart and 
strangling the life out of Celia. 
 

The scenario of a squamous cell carcinoma metastasing 
extensively to the heart, is extremely unusual. 

 
My research on the Internet showed that perhaps four people died in the 
United States last year of such a cancer and Celia may well have been the 
only one in the UK. 
 

The site of the primary tumour is unknown and there is no obvious 
primary lesion, although anatomically a lung lesion must be 
considered likely, even in a never smoker. 

 
Lung cancer!  Neither of us had ever smoked, but all our children do.  The 
diagnosis hurt her more than anyone can think. 
 
The first statement of the treatment plan sums up everybody’s feelings in 
the room at the time. 
 

Mrs. Miller and her husband were extremely shocked to hear the 
news of this diagnosis and the fact that no treatment is going to 
be curative.  In discussing her life expectancy, I had to inform her 
that it was in the order of a year. 

 
Treatment options were discussed, but nothing firm was put forward except 
to discuss her case with colleagues and to prescribe a drug to help boost 
Celia’s sodium levels, so that she could drink more. 
 
I think that the oncologist was just as desperate as we were, having been 
faced with a cancer he admitted he had never seen before. 
 
I just wish he’d been right about the year!
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Preparations 
November 2007 
 
Whether Celia knew she would die so quickly after the diagnosis of the 
thirteenth, I do not know.  She was a very private person and some things 
she just didn’t talk about.  Death was one of them and it was probably only 
a few days before she died, that she actually admitted to me that knew she 
would not make the New Year. 
 
She was an example to everyone who has to face death and you just 
wonder if Samuel Johnson was absolutely right when he said “When a 
man knows he is to be hanged in a fortnight, it concentrates his mind 
wonderfully.” 
 
Celia knew that within twelve months she would be dead and did as many 
things as she could.  She wrote letters to her children, grandchildren, 
godchildren and friends.  She bought presents for everyone and she even 
made me a gluten-free Christmas cake. 
 
Can anyone ask for any more? 
 
 
Leaving Your Body to Medical Science 
 
On November the twenty-second Celia signed her body over to medical 
science. 
 
If you want to do this contact :- 
 
     London Anatomy Office 
     Division of Basic Medical Sciences 
     St. George’s University of London 
     Cranmer Terrace 
     London SW17 0RE 
 
     Tel: 020 8725 5196 
      
 
As the good lawyer she was, she also resigned from the Bar, allocated 
some of her clothes to friends and colleagues, and made sure that her will 
was up-to-date and correct. 
 
She also tried to tell me to enjoy myself. 
 
But whatever she did as the inevitable approached, she did it with a calm 
dignity and a very strong sense of purpose.  
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Treatment 
November 19th to December 11th, 2007 
 
When we returned to Papworth it was decided that the best thing for Celia 
would be for her to try a course of Tarceva.  This drug would hopefully stop 
or even reverse the growth of the tumour and perhaps give her a few more 
months of life. 
 
Whether it was Celia’s reaction to the drug or whether it was the drug itself, 
she did get on at all well with the Tarceva.  It made her very sore all over 
inside and out, and looking back with the benefit of 20-20 hindsight, I don’t 
think it prolonged her life at all. 
 
But then she was in a desperate situation and it was thought that anything 
was worth trying. 
 
Would I take the drug?  No!   
 
I’d try and keep going for as long as I could without it and try to enjoy life.  
Celia still had her mind, but the Tarceva took away all her enjoyment of 
food and drink, so her last few days were a misery. 
 
At one point, she asked me to take her to Switzerland.  I refused because I 
felt that she would not last long enough to go.  She sensed that too and I 
was never asked again. 
 
Such was her bravery. 
 
Every day until almost the very 
end, she came downstairs and 
managed to do something.  Even if 
for perhaps the last three weeks, 
she had to be carried up by either 
Henry or George. 
 
On the fourth she struggled into 
Newmarket to the hairdressers and 
to have a massage.  The latter was 
one of the few things that helped her in her predicament.   
 
And there was always time to walk the dogs using the stud’s golf buggy.  
 
She wasn’t going to give up without a fight. 
 
I treasure those last few weeks as although they were extremely stressful 
and distressing, we would lie in bed telling stories, watching banal night-
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time television, listening to music and Dotun Adebayo on BBC Radio 5.  
Some of the bizarre things he dug up at four in the morning helped us keep 
our sanity.   
 
It was only in the last two nights that I didn’t sleep with her and took to 
another bed in the house.  I felt I was betraying her. 
 
For the last three weeks, Henry and George were nearly always at the 
house and I couldn’t have carried on without them.  I think though they 
didn’t like my cooking and I hope it has improved since. 
 
But where was their elder brother?   
 
No call!  No letter!  No sympathy!  Nothing! 
 
On the other hand, Celia was very much helped in that fight by our GPs, 
the Macmillan Nurses, the District Nurses and even our dentist who offered 
advice on how to cope with the Tarceva.  Nothing was too much trouble for 
anybody and I don’t think any more could have been done to make Celia’s 
last days any better. 
 
One important thing must be said. 
 
Soon after the chilling diagnosis of November the thirteenth, the GP sat 
with Celia and myself and went through all of the unpalatable options that 
would present themselves in the future.   
 
She made sure that we were both in agreement. 
 
I hope that when I’m dying I get the same service and the privilege of being 
able and allowed to die comfortably in my own bed. 
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Death 
December 11th, 2007 
 
On December the tenth, Celia had not been able to get downstairs and she 
died the next night.  The next day, I described that last twenty four hours in 
an e-mail. 
 

Celia finally succumbed to her cancer at one fifteen this morning. 
 
Yesterday, Henry, our middle son, and myself had lifted her from 
her bed at home with its beautiful views of the Suffolk countryside 
and sat her in a comfortable chair.  Most of the morning she had 
chatted with the nurses and doctor from the surgery, those from 
Macmillan, and family and friends. 
 
Just after lunch, we lifted her back into bed and she fell into a 
sleep induced by the morphine she was taking. 
 
Except for one or two brief moments, where she spoke lucidly and 
calmly, she did not really wake up until she passed away. 
 
It has been a short but difficult illness for her as she has visibly 
declined day by day and even hour by hour.  At the end of 
September, we’d had the wettest holiday of our lives in Valencia 
and she’d walked miles in the rain with no ill effects.  Six weeks or 
so later and she could hardly walk up stairs.  For the last two 
weeks even that had been impossible unaided. 
 
But she bore it all with a massive bravery and very few tears. 
 
Now she is gone and we must all carry on without her.   
 
For some it will be harder than others, but then she would not 
want people to dwell too long on her passing.  They must 
remember all of the good times and handle problems in the same 
sympathetic and practical way she always did. 
 
I sensed that in some ways, Celia was overwhelmed by all the 
cards and messages she received and I thank everyone for what 
they did.  She never felt that so many could feel so much for her. 
 

Looking back from almost five months since she died I really don’t think I 
can say much more. 
 
Except that I miss her terribly. 
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Goodbye 
December 17th, 2007 
 
Celia had given her body to medical science and that meant that we had 
complete freedom as to what to do as a celebration. 
 
The body had been collected from the undertakers on the Thursday in mid-
morning and I was not the only one who shed a tear at her last lonely 
journey down the M11 to London. 
 
On the Sunday we had a celebration of Celia’s life at the house.  She had 
lost all the religion, she had had as a child and as we’ve all experienced 
the smelly, damp, cold soullessness of crematoria, I wasn’t going to put her 
friends and family through it. 
 
Everyone gathered in the drawing room, with unseasonally glorious 
sunshine pouring through the windows and the beautiful smell of roses. 
 

 
 
People spoke fondly and with passion. 
 
Celia and all the many good times we had all enjoyed with her were 
remembered. 
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“Travel can be one of the most rewarding forms of introspection.” 
 
Lawrence Durrell  
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V 
 
Alone 
 
I spent a difficult Christmas, where I deliberately decided that perhaps it 
would be best if I did something totally different.  So I helped out at the Old 
Peoples’ Christmas Dinner in Bury St. Edmunds. 
 
I think it helped me too, as I met a guy who was suffering from Parkinson’s 
and instead of just curling up and waiting until the end, he’d decided to 
treat it as an opportunity.  He had thrown himself into all sorts of charity 
work and was now busier than ever. 
 
He was right. 
 
We must treat everything that life throws at us that way. 
 
Or at least we must try! 
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Letters and E-Mails 
December 2007 
 
Before this book continues I must thank everybody for all of the letters and 
e-mails I received after her death.  There were even some from clients, 
who lived far away. 
 

 
 
I am grateful and I still shed a tear as another one arrives.   
 
It’s sad, that even in this day of universal communication, there is still no 
foolproof message that ensures that everybody gets an important 
message. 
 
You can only do your best. 
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Football 
December 2007 onwards  
 
At Celia lay dying, she told me firmly to go to the football, whenever 
Ipswich were playing.   
 
It may seem heartless but I hardly missed a match, home and away, from 
the time that she had been diagnosed with the cancer that took her life. 
 
But football became a crutch that I clung to as the anonymity of the crowd 
allowed me to think clearly on the one hand and escape from the pain on 
the other.  Other supporters were good too and I even got a big hug from a 
female steward. 
 
The next section, which describes a trip to Liverpool, came about because 
on the one hand I wanted to see Celia’s cousins in Blackpool and on the 
other I could see Ipswich play in the famous seaside resort. 
 
The travel to football helped me a lot and I say thank you to everybody. 
 
 
Football Food 
 
It gets no better. 
 
Most grounds don’t have anything that a coeliac can eat and often all the 
crisps seem to be those that, Walkers make which are not suitable for 
people like me.   
 
Let’s have some plain Kettle crisps!  Please! 
 
I discussed this with Delia Smith on BBC Radio Five in March this year and 
she appeared to not have an idea about my needs for gluten-free snacks 
like nuts, acceptable crisps and baked potatoes. 
 
But then she is chairman of Norwich City. 
 
 
But sometimes it’s odd little incidents that cheer you up. 
 
For instance at Hillsborough, I bought an eleven pound Senior Ticket for 
ten, as the tout couldn’t shift it. 
 
Ipswich won there too! 
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Liverpool – Where James Met Celia 
January 17th, 2008  
 
I met Celia in Liverpool in early 1967, so we knew each other for over forty 
years and probably lived with each other for a ruby anniversary.  We were 
planning a proper celebration when Celia was struck down by the cancer. 
 
I’d made short trips back to Liverpool since we left in 1970, but nothing 
really in the last few years and not without Celia or since I have known I 
am a coeliac. 
 
It is a fine city and now that it is the European Capital of Culture for 2008, 
there are a lot more reasons to visit.  I think though, it might be better to 
wait until later in the year, as some 
of the best bits are at present just a 
great big building site. 
 
Liverpool has changed a lot in 
those years since I left and 
perhaps in terms of personal safety 
that you notice the greatest 
improvement.   
 
In the late sixties few would 
venture alone into the cemetery of 
Liverpool’s great Anglican Cathedral.  But now it is one of the places of 
choice for family picnics. 
 
So don’t take everything you read in the tabloids about violence in 
Liverpool at face value. 
 
The big disappointment for me was 
that because of the rebuilding, I 
couldn’t get down to the landing 
stage at the Pier Head to see the 
ferries to Birkenhead.  Sadly these 
days, they are not used as much 
as they used to be and the walk-up 
fare of four old pence has gone 
forever. 
 
But wait until it is finished and they 
have extended the Leeds and Liverpool Canal to the Albert Dock in front of 
the Liver Building.  It will truly be a waterfront that Liverpool deserves. 
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The new shopping centre, called Liverpool One, will open later in the year, 
so that is another reason to delay your visit. 
 
But that is not to say that Liverpool is a city without anything to do.  Far 
from it, as it has several large museums and galleries, including the 
Walker, the Tate and the Maritime 
Museum.  It is also a city with lots 
of parks and walks. 
 
This picture shows early morning 
fishermen at Otterspool 
Promenade along the Mersey.  In 
the sixties, they started to build this 
walk along the river, which was 
then so polluted, that there were 
few fish.  Now, whiting and codling 
are regularly taken. 
 
Perhaps, we overestimate the damage we do to the planet and don’t 
publicise our successes. 
 
I couldn’t help but remember the good times I’d had with Celia in the city. 
 
I’ve already mentioned the Anglican Cathedral, where we’d spend the 
occasional hour, as it is such a glorious monument to everything and 
especially Liverpudlian excess.  In those days, Celia may have had a small 
amount of religion, but I lost any that I had in my teens.  But I still marvelled 
at the building.   
 
And cried on this visit for Celia! 
 
As I walked along Princes Avenue 
to see the dreadful flat, where I 
lived with two Grahams and an Ian, 
I noticed that the large houses 
were now refurbished and many 
were in single occupancy. 
 
That was a big change from the 
sixties, as the picture shows. 
 
I also remembered the morning 
when we all walked in formal dress 
after a university ball back to that flat.  All we got was typically Liverpudlian 
comments from the few drivers and others walking about.   
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But not one piece of aggravation! 
 
Liverpool has always been a city of humour, but have we reined back 
some of the exuberant excesses, that used to be a prominent feature of 
student life at the time. 
 
As an example, I remember the rag week or Panto Week as it was then 
called.  This was because it used to coincide with the end of the Panto at 
the Liverpool Empire, where often the incomparable Ken Dodd took on all-
comers late into the night.  Having heard one of his performances at the 
University, many don’t realise just how good Ken was and probably still is! 
 
It was probably in 1966, when during Panto Week, several hundred of us 
boarded a Mersey ferry and proceeded to run from side-to-side at the 
frequency of the boat.  In the end we chickened out, as we didn’t want to 
sink it.  But we could have done!  I was possibly relieved as I can’t swim. 
 
I was also once heavily drunk on a Mersey Ferry and that is something that 
I would never want to repeat.  Especially, as at the time the Mersey was 
suffering from a gale and a very heavy swell. 
 
Regularly too during Panto Week, we’d march down Brownlow Hill to the 
city centre on the Wednesday.  This was early closing day, so at least it 
minimised disruption.  We’d then pay homage to Phred on Lewis’s building, 
sing songs and chants around the streets and if we were lucky, we would 
steal a rope from the Pier Head and tie the buildings together. 
 
Would such behaviour be tolerated 
today? 
 
There was also the year, when the 
University  block-booked the 
Everyman Theatre, that lies in the 
shadow the Catholic Cathedral, for 
a performance of Dylan Thomas’s 
Under Milk Wood. 
 
The theatre struggled in those 
days and I suspect that they were 
glad of a full auditorium.  But they weren’t, as they didn’t like the heckling 
and the air-horn someone had brought with them. 
 
Why is it that the luvvies are so fragile? 
 
After all we generally subsidise them through our taxes!  Or lottery tickets! 
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How I Met Celia  
 
Celia and I met because of one of those formal balls at the University. 
 
Mike Davidson, who was the Social Secretary of the Undergraduate Guild, 
was trying to drum up extra students to go to the Guild Ball.  It was also at 
a time when computerised dating was starting to emerge, through a 
company called Operation Match.  It was a total failure. 
 
So Mike had the idea, that everyone who wanted to go, should put their 
name and contact details in his pigeon-hole in the Students Union and he’d 
match everybody up. 
 
I thought this was a bit random, so I asked if I could have first pick and I 
chose Celia.  Mainly because she had a room in Dale Hall, which had good 
en-suite bathrooms, and because she came from Barnet, which was near 
where I used to live in London. 
 
I made an excellent choice. 
 
 
One memory of Liverpool we both remembered well, was the infamous bus 
strike of 1968, when the drivers went on strike for an extra pound.  The real 
cussed nature of the city then asserted itself and everybody walked. 
 
The result was that the drivers went back some weeks later without any 
extra and all of the special buses for such things as students, shopping 
and football were withdrawn to save money. 
 
Are strikes ever a good idea?   
 
Rarely do they ever produce a result that is better for the customers, let 
alone the employees or the company involved. 
 
Celia hated football, but when we were students in Liverpool, she used to 
go occasionally with me to Liverpool or Everton.  That is until one day, she 
passed out at Anfield, whilst we were standing in the main stand.  (I can’t 
remember what match it was!) 
 
She was passed down the stand until two policemen took charge and took 
her to the First Aid Room, where she recovered.  We all think that in those 
days, the emergency services didn’t respond well to incidents, but they 
couldn’t be faulted.   
 
We just think too much about the disasters and not about what went right!   
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The latter may well be the best way of avoiding the disasters. 
 
 
Robert Kilroy Silk 
 
You may wonder what Kilroy has to do with Celia. 
 
Celia did politics at Liverpool and he was her tutor.  He really got up her 
nose, both metaphorically and physically, as he used to chain smoke 
Capstan Full Strength all through the tutorials. 
 
As Celia probably died because of secondary lung cancer and this was the 
only time she was ever exposed to large amounts of cigarette smoke, he is 
a good person to blame for her death. 
 
 
In the sixties, Liverpool was the entertainment capital of the world and I 
think that we all underestimate the part that the Beatles and all the other 
bands and singers of the time played in halting the decline of the city. 
 
At the time, Liverpool was a city with a deep religious divide between the 
Catholics and the Protestants.  If the Beatles had not arrived would the city 
have gone the way of Belfast? 
 
But it didn’t and to a certain extent the city transferred the rivalry to the two 
football clubs, who face each other across Stanley Park. 
 
I actually didn’t see the Beatles in Liverpool, but I did catch them at 
Hammersmith at Christmas 1964, whilst I was still at school.  It was a 
never to be forgotten experience. 
 
On the other hand I saw most of 
the bands of the time in the 
Students Union at the University.  
Celia also visited the original 
Cavern Club, which is something I 
never did. 
 
Our musical tastes were in some 
way, stuck at that time, with always 
a Beatles tape or CD in the car. 
 
Such a hold did Liverpool have over both of us.  But then as John Lennon 
said, all you have to do is Imagine.  I don’t know how he would have felt 
about the renaming of the airport in his name. 
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You can spend a whole day in 
Liverpool picking up references to 
songs of the time.   
 
Strawberry Field (not Fields), 
Penny Lane and the Ferry Across 
the Mersey all exist.  There were 
no Penny Lane signs in the sixties 
as the students nicked them. 
 
There are also statues of John and 
Eleanor Rigby, and a Yellow 
Submarine built by Cammell Laird in Birkenhead for the Liverpool Garden 
Festival in 1984. 
 
Liverpool is a city that gets into your blood.  And for Celia and myself it 
entered in the mid-sixties and never left. 
 
On this trip, I didn’t actually stay in the centre of Liverpool, as I had Anna 
and Lizzie in tow, but I did go in for an evening meal at the London 
Carriage Works in Hope Street.  It was an excellent meal, but I did wonder 
if some gluten had got into the liver.  Next time, I’ll make sure that I check 
harder. 
 
But then I do get a bit paranoid about my food, when I travel to unfamiliar 
territory.  It is quite likely the problem had nothing to do with the restaurant. 
 
And it does seem that the further I move towards the North, that the more 
likely I’m going to have problems.  I sometimes believe that Northerners 
and the men especially, think it a bit wimpy, that a man doesn’t eat bread 
and drink beer! 
 
But times are changing. 
 
I went and had a drink in one of the 
most glorious cathedrals to drink in 
Hope Street, the Philharmonic 
Dining Rooms.  Smoke free, clean 
and very pleasant! 
 
They don’t make pubs like that 
these days. 
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Ten Best Free (or Almost Free!) Attractions 
 
Birkenhead Ferries  – Take a trip across the Mersey and don’t forget to 
sing Gerry’s song. 
 
Cathedrals  – Liverpool has one to spare according to the famous song by 
Pete McGovern. 
 
Hope Street  – The link between the two cathedrals has now developed 
into a road of hotels, restaurants and places of entertainment.  Don’t miss 
the Philharmonic Dining Rooms or Phil to everybody. 
 
Otterspool Promenade  – Not what you expect to find in a big city.  A 
pleasant walk along the river, that now connects to the city centre. 
 
Penny Lane  – Immortalised by the Beatles. 
 
St. George’s Hall  – Liverpool at its most decadent brilliance.  Recently 
refurbished, it is now a wonderful centrepiece to the city. 
 
Sefton Park  – Liverpool’s largest park complete with the Palm House and 
the other Eros or Shaftesbury memorial. 
 
The Waterfront  – Liverpool will have a magnificent waterfront, when they 
finish the new Pier Head and the Leeds and Liverpool Canal extension, to 
compliment the Liver Building, the other Graces and the Albert Dock. 
 
Victoria Building and the University  – Liverpool University is the original 
Red Brick University.  At least they have the crossing we campaigned for 
on Brownlow Hill. 
 
Walker Art Gallery  – Sometimes called the National Gallery of the North 
and well worth that accolade. 
 
 
Eating  
 
I didn’t spend long in Liverpool, but as in any city or motorway services, 
there is Marks and Spencer  for eating as you travel around and there are 
several good restaurants in the Hope Street area. 
 
I only tried the London Carriage Works  at the Hope Street Hotel . 
 
40 Hope Street, Liverpool L1 9DA 
(0151) 705 2222 
www.tlcw.co.uk 
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Web Sites 
 
Albert Dock – www.albertdock.com 
Anglican Cathedral – www.liverpoolcathedral.org.uk 
Beatles Story – www.beatlesstory.com 
Catholic Cathedral – www.liverpoolmetrocathedral.org.uk 
Cavern Club – www.cavernclub.org 
European Capital of Culture – www.liverpool08.com 
Everton FC – www.evertonfc.com 
Late Rooms – www.laterooms.com 
   Good affordable deals for Liverpool and everywhere 
Liverpool City Council – www.liverpool.gov.uk 
   Information on parks, gardens and other leisure attractions 
Liverpool FC – www.liverpoolfc.tv 
Liverpool Museums – www.liverpoolmuseums.org.uk 
   There are eight major museums in the city 
Liverpool One – www.liverpool-one.com 
Liverpool University – www.liv.ac.uk 
   The original redbrick University, where Celia and I met 
Mersey Ferries – www.merseyferries.co.uk 
Palm House, Sefton Park – www.palmhouse.org.uk 
St. George’s Hall – www.stgeorgeshall.eu 
Tate Liverpool – www.tate.org/liverpool 
Visit Liverpool – www.visitliverpool.com 
Walker Art Gallery – www.liverpoolmuseums.org.uk/walker 
 
 
In Conclusion 
 
Liverpool made me. 
 
The city was raw then, but I survived four years in the sixties without any 
trouble. 
 
It has changed, but it’s still got the parks, the walks, the beautiful houses, 
the two cathedrals and lots of interesting buildings. 
 
When they complete the new shopping centre and finish the Pier Head and 
the canal, it will be a wonderful place for a weekend. 
 
I’ll have to check out some the gluten-free food offerings though. 
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London – A Weekend in February 
February 15th to February 17th, 2008  
 
London is my city, as it was the city where I was born, where Celia was 
born and where all of our parents and children were born.  It is also the big 
city where I have spent the largest amount of my life.  At the present time, I 
usually visit about once a week. 
 
But it is also the greatest city in the world, although I will admit that some 
like Hong Kong and Liverpool come close.  But they don’t have the sights, 
theatres, museums, restaurants and parks that make London what it is.  
Perhaps compared to Hong Kong, London doesn’t have the vibrancy and 
life, but it’s not far away. 
 
Some weeks previously, I had been invited to attend a dinner on Friday the 
fifteenth with several of the people on my course at Liverpool University in 
the 1960s.  Celia and I had tried to go to the dinner last year, but we were 
on holiday in the Aeolian Islands at the time.  I’d also been invited to a 
black tie dinner and dance on the Saturday. 
 
So it seemed a good idea to make a weekend of it and spend a couple of 
nights away. 
 
I chose to stay in the Radisson SAS Portman hotel on Portman Square, 
where the dinner was being held.  This was fine, but I suspect the hotel 
was in need of a bit of a makeover, even if it didn’t need a full rebuild.  As 
an example, the main lifts packed up on Saturday and we all had to use 
the service ones.  The decor was rather tired too, but with a bit of money 
and some effort, it could be a lot better. 
 
This was to be the first time I had stayed in London without Celia for many 
years and that made it poignant and a bit disappointing.  I wandered along 
Oxford Street and especially Bond Street alone and with no appetite for 
shopping.  She’d always been a great one for that, and I almost hated 
passing shops with a long dress or a suit in the window, that I knew would 
have suited her down to the ground. 
 
Friday night started in a very unusual way in that I met the son of one of 
my long-lost first cousins.  Nothing perhaps funny there, but she is a few 
years older than myself and we’d never met before.  And I certainly had 
never met her son.  So Danny and I had a long chat and a couple of drinks 
in a pub and tried to get to know each other. 
 
We made a resolution to meet again.  Good! 
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The University reunion dinner was in Farringdon, just a few stops from 
Baker Street along the route of the old Metropolitan Railway, which was 
the first Underground Railway in the world.  (Look at the stations on this 
line as there are some beautiful examples of Victorian brickwork, still 
standing after the better part of two centuries!)  But I did have to walk 
about a thousand metres up Baker Street to get to the station.  However, a 
train arrived within a few minutes and I was soon meeting people, most of 
whom I hadn’t seen in the thirty-nine years since Celia and I left Liverpool 
University. 
 
London can be an expensive city, but the centre is also flat, so walking, as 
I did that night, is a sensible option, buses and the Underground go most 
places you want to go and rarely do you need to take a taxi.  I haven’t 
taken a taxi in London since Celia’s breast cancer of a few years ago, but I 
regularly take them in Cambridge and Suffolk.   
 
There just is no alternative and especially if you are drinking.  But there is 
in London and I’ve never had any incidents on public transport at night. 
 
 
Oystercards and Maps 
 
If you’ve never been to London, you should make sure you understand 
how the Underground and the buses function and get yourself a map and 
an Oyster card.  The latter enables you to do all your journeys on a 
cashless basis.  You just touch the reader and walk through. 
 
But even if you don’t, you can still buy the Oyster card when you arrive and 
every Underground station and bus stop has a very good local map and 
details of all the local buses. 
 
As a child fifty or more years ago, you always knew that if you were taking 
the Underground to an aunt or a friend, you travelled to the relevant station 
and then looked at the map.  The tradition of those maps lives on. 
 
 
We ate in the TAS restaurant on Farringdon Road, which is Turkish, and I 
was a bit dubious at first, as one of the group had asked about gluten and 
had not got the most favourable reply.  But I’d eaten Turkish food in 
London before, and thought I’d take a chance. 
 
I was not disappointed, as the menu was pretty comprehensive about what 
was in the dishes.  Neither the Zeytin Yagli Bakla or the Choban Kavurma 
seemed to have gluten and I was right in that I didn’t get any after effects.   
 



Travels With My Celia(c) – London 

168 

But if a restaurant can tell whether the dishes contain nuts or are suitable 
for a vegetarian, then why don’t they know if they contain gluten or the 
other allergens.  Remember that there are restaurants that are confident 
enough to state it on the menu. 
 
It is often said, that the best way to see London is from the top of a London 
bus.  But there is actually a better way and that is to do this in the early 
morning. 
 
I don’t actually mean that early as I 
left the hotel about nine and 
wandered down to a quiet Oxford 
Street (See right), where I caught 
the number 15 towards the City 
and the east.  It should be noted 
that part of this service is a 
Heritage Route that uses London’s 
traditional bus, the Routemaster. 
 
The bus wandered through the 
streets at a fairly fast pace, due to the lack of traffic at this hour in the 
morning and I alighted at Limehouse with the attention of taking the 
Docklands Light Railway (DLR) to Canary Wharf. 
 
The driverless trains of the DLR 
are a very good way of seeing the 
eastern reaches of London, as they 
wind their way through the 
buildings.   
 
The line was built originally to 
regenerate East London and they 
made a lot of decisions to cut 
costs, which meant that in the early 
days it was rather unreliable and 
ran for only limited hours.  But in recent years, it has been upgraded and 
extended, so that it is now a major part of London’s transport infrastructure. 
 
I use the line whenever I can, as the views are so much better than the 
Underground, with a much lighter and airier feel. 
 
If ever a duck had been turned into a swan, then it is the DLR. 
 
But on Saturday, taking the DLR was a mistake, as it was closed due to 
engineering works to accommodate the longer trains that will be needed in 
the future.  (London is getting a lot of the Olympic works under way, so 
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sometimes you get this sort of problem.  But you can always check about 
engineering works at any station.) 
 
But another bus took me to 
Blackwall, where I changed plan 
and decided to take the new 
extension of the DLR to the City 
Airport and the Thames Barrier.    
 
The line offers wonderful views of 
the O2 Arena (the Dome!) and 
Canary Wharf.  I wasn’t the only 
person taking the ride on the 
driverless trains to see the views. 
 
The complete line will be opened to Woolwich Arsenal in February 2009, 
which will give a whole load of new reasons to use the line for sightseeing.  
(Typically with DLR openings, they quote a date and stick to it!) 
 
I’d never seen the Thames Barrier from close by, so I got off the train at 
Pontoon Dock and walked through a new park to the river.  The Thames 
Barrier Park was clean, graffiti-free, well laid out with trees and contained 
rather a nice cafe, where I had tea, a smoothie and a banana. 
 
Why don’t more cafes have more 
fruit in them?   
 
It fills a hole for coeliacs like me 
and counts as one of your five-a-
day ration of fruit and vegetables.  
The bananas in the cafe were 
Fairtrade too! 
 
The Thames Barrier was 
completed in 1984 and is London’s 
main flood defence.  It is increasingly being closed as the years progress, 
which makes you wonder if it’s a consequence of global warming. 
 
From the Barrier, I moved on to Canary Wharf which is much more than 
just a business district.  It has some very good shops and restaurants and 
perhaps the most spectacular Underground station in London, if not the 
world.  (People may rave about Moscow, but the stations there have 
nothing on Canary Wharf.)  I would put the station as one of the top ten 
sights to see in London. 
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From Canary Wharf I took the Jubilee Line back to Green Park and did 
some shopping as I walked the couple of kilometres or so to the hotel. 
 
I had intended to have lunch in one of Carluccio’s cafes in the West End.   
 
But all were full! 
 
It just shows that if you serve good food at a reasonable price, with 
excellent service you can be very successful. 
 
But for me there is another advantage.  They know their allergies. 
 
 
Formal Dinners 
 
Formal dinners in hotels can be nightmares for those with allergies, but the 
Portman Hotel got it right.  I perhaps go to three or four formal dinners a 
year and in the five years or so since I was diagnosed, I’ve never had a 
problem personally. 
 
But then I make sure before I go, that everybody knows I’m a coeliac. 
 
The best formal dinner I had was at Kings College in Cambridge.  Forget 
the setting that must be one of the most spectacular halls in the UK, but all 
of the food except for the bread was gluten-free.  Even all the pre-dinner 
nibbles were that way. 
 
So it can be done! 
 
But only if you ask! 
 
 
Sunday was another glorious, but cold day and I took the Underground to 
Kings Cross for the train home.  Incidentally, the ticket from the local 
station at Dullingham had cost less than the diesel my car would have 
used. 
 
It had been a weekend of meeting new people and those with whom I 
should have kept in touch.  But it was also a weekend of reflection and 
thinking about what I will be doing in the future. 
 
That is an open question. 
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Ten Best Free (or Almost Free!) Attractions 
 
British Museum  – Go for the roof, the Mildenhall Treasure, the Hoxne 
Hoard and Sutton Hoo.  Underground to Holborn or Russell Square. 
 
Greenwich  – Lots of attractions and museums in a parkland setting.  
Docklands Light Railway to Greenwich. 
 
Hampstead Heath  – Walks and views almost in the heart of London.  
Underground to Hampstead and then walk. 
 
National Portrait Gallery  – Real pictures of real people.  Underground to 
Trafalgar Square. 
 
North London Line  – London’s forgotten railway with superb views that 
links Kew in the west to Hampstead and then Stratford in the east.  It’s on 
all the Underground maps as the London Overground. 
 
Primrose Hill  – Free views all over the city.  Underground to Camden 
Town and then walk. 
 
Saint Bartholomew-the-Great  – Tucked away in Smithfield, this is one of 
London’s oldest and best churches.  Underground to Barbican. 
 
Saint Pancras Station  – Barlow’s masterpiece transformed for the twenty-
first century for trains to Paris and Brussels.  Underground to Kings Cross 
Saint Pancras. 
 
The Thames  – Just walk along the river from Parliament to the City. 
 
Thames Barrier  – London’s protection from the sea.  Docklands Light 
Railway to Pontoon Dock. 
 
 
Eating for Sightseeing 
 
Carluccios  – They have several cafes in the centre, where they know 
what is gluten-free and what isn’t.  They will do a very nice coeliac-friendly 
calves liver to top up that B12. 
 
Marks and Spencer  – Their food shops are everywhere.  Buy a prepared 
salad from a selection, add some ham or cheese and eat in a park or a 
square.  M & S give out free cutlery. 
 
Prêt à Manger  – Everywhere and look for their no-bread sandwiches 
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Eating for Pleasure 
 
Arbutus  – A very good restaurant in Soho that knows its allergies.  
Expensive, but very much a gastronomic treasure for coeliacs. 
 
63-64 Frith Street, W1D 3JW 
(020) 7734 4545 
www.arbutusrestaurant.co.uk 
 
Fish Shop  – An excellent fish restaurant by Saddlers Wells. 
 
360-362 St. John Street, EC1V 4NR 
(020) 7837 1199 
www.thefishshop.net 
 
Fishworks  – A chain of fish restaurants that are appearing everywhere. 
 
www.fishworks.co.uk 
 
Latium  – A very good Italian restaurant just north of Oxford Street by the 
Sanderson Hotel and the old Middlesex Hospital. 
 
21 Berners Street, W1T 3LP 
(020) 7323 9123 
www.latiumrestaurant.com 
 
River Cafe  – On the river at Hammersmith, this is the restaurant where 
Celia and I spent our last two wedding anniversaries.  Expensive, but it 
can’t be beaten for gluten-free food. 
 
Thames Wharf, Rainville Road, W6 9HA 
(020) 7386 4200 
www.rivercafe.co.uk 
 
Sardo  – In an unfashionable area at the top of Great Portland Street, it 
serves Sardinian food at its best.  A good choice of gluten-free items 
including an exquisite tuna carpaccio. 
 
45 Grafton Way, W1T 5DQ 
(020) 7387 2521 
 
Two Brothers  – A good fish restaurant in North London. 
 
297-303 Regents Park Road, N3 1DP 
(020) 8346 0469 
www.twobrothers.co.uk  
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Web Sites 
 
British Museum – www.britishmuseum.org 
Buckingham Palace – www.royal.gov.uk 
   The official web site of the Monarchy 
Camden Market – www.camdenlock.net 
City of London – www.cityoflondon.gov.uk 
   Not just government, but they look after a lot of London’s open spaces 
Docklands Light Railway – www.dlr.co.uk 
Late Rooms – www.laterooms.com 
   Good affordable deals for London and everywhere 
London Tourist Board – www.visitlondon.com 
National Gallery – www.nationalgallery.org.uk 
National Portrait Gallery – www.npg.org.uk 
National Rail – www.nationalrail.co.uk 
Oystercard – www.oystercard.com 
Tate Gallery – www.tate.org.uk 
Transport for London – www.tfl.gov.uk 
   The umbrella site for all transport in London 
Victoria and Albert Museum – www.vac.ac.uk 
 
 
In Conclusion 
 
I have left out the expensive and overpriced attractions, which I won’t even 
bother to name.  Many are excessively hyped and are not worth the 
entrance money.  Especially, if you have several children in tow! 
 
A case in point is Saint Paul’s Cathedral which charges nearly ten pounds 
for entry.  It is better to walk around the cathedral, pass through Temple 
Bar and have a coffee, before walking over to Smithfield through the 
Barbican and looking at the older, smaller and much more spiritual Saint 
Bartholomew-the-Great. 
 
On the other hand, I haven’t stinted myself on the restaurants I’ve 
mentioned. 
 
Just because I’m a coeliac, it doesn’t mean I have to eat bland and boring 
food. 
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Moving Horses 
February 16th, 2008 onwards 
 
February the sixteenth marks the start of the covering season for horses.  
This is because horses have a gestation period of eleven months or so, 
and you don’t want your foals born before January the first.  It’s actually 
quite surprising to see how many horses are born on the first day of the 
year.  Were they?  Of course! 
 
I quite like travelling horses.   
 
This year especially so, as I have 
found a journey up the A11 to Sheikh 
Hamdam’s stud at The Nunnery, the 
Royal Stud at Sandringham or one of 
the numerous local studs, with a mare 
to be covered, strangely therapeutic.   
 
The journey helps to pass the time 
and you feel that you are doing 
something worthwhile in perhaps creating an important life.  Will the horse 
that results win the Derby or the Oaks?  Very unlikely!  No!  Never! 
 
Studs are always interesting places to visit, with often lots of good statuary.  
The picture shows Persimmon at the Royal Studs.  I should say that the 
Royal Stud is just as it should be; professional, non-ostentatious, quiet and 
very relaxing. 
 
 
Wildlife 
 
Driving a truck is an interesting way to see the countryside and the animals 
and birds.  As you trundle through the lanes and roads, you get a good 
view of the hedges and verges, and see a lot more deer, foxes, hares, 
rabbits and birds, than you do if you drive hurriedly past at high speed. 
 
When I drive down the lane where I live, I’m often accompanied by a local 
hawk, who typically flies a couple of metres to one or other side of the 
truck.  He’s hoping that the vibrations will disturb something tasty.   
 
Sometimes he disappears very quickly! 
 
 
I think also it is true to say that horse racing people are very sympathetic to 
my plight.  Perhaps, as breeding horses is such a chancy business, they 
feel everybody else’s pain. 
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I also usually get a lot of stick about my Ipswich Town bobble-hat when I 
stray over the border to Norfolk.  But then such is the rivalry between the 
two counties.  Usually it’s friendly! 
 
 
Celia’s Accident 
 
I have said that Celia’s breast cancer may have been caused by the impact 
of an air-bag, when she was involved in an accident.  As I go up the A11 
past Thetford to The Nunnery and Norwich, I drive past the spot. 
 
I just wonder if that foreign driver, who couldn’t see her from his left-hand 
drive cab, hadn’t hit her car, whether her life and ultimately mine would 
have been so different. 
 
But then the cancer that killed her wasn’t related to her original breast 
cancer.  Or was it caused by her treatment.  I’m told not and tend to agree, 
but you never know! 
 
Life is full of if’s, but’s and maybe’s. 
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Italy – A Mini Grand Tour 
February 23rd to March 3rd, 2008  
 
After the last few months, I felt that I needed a break and that the best 
place to go would be Italy. 
 
Why Italy? 
 
After all I could have gone to somewhere exotic and sunny.  Or perhaps to 
Thailand, where Celia and I had booked to go for a Fly-Drive holiday at this 
time!  Or New Zealand to see the old Porsche 911! 
 
But then, what if I got there, was extremely lonely and wanted to come 
home? 
 
At least from Italy, it would just be a matter of getting to the nearest airport 
and flying back to Blighty.  Look it up in the dictionary! 
 
Celia and I have been many times and I think we’d slept in over thirty 
different beds in that country.  And few have been uncomfortable, cold or 
without a seriously good view.  There was one disastrous hotel on Lake 
Garda, but I forgot about it years ago.   
 
So I knew that I would get a comfortable place to lay my head.  After a bit 
of digging around the Internet, I found that hotel rooms were plentiful, 
luxurious and very affordable.  At this time of year, five star hotels with 
serious restaurants were available for about a hundred and fifty euro, 
whereas in the summer, they’d cost three times as much.  
 
I know the country well and really don’t need a map to find my way around 
cities like Milan, Venice, Rome, Florence and strangely Palermo.  I gave 
Palermo that adjective, as it’s not a city that I like much, but then it is the 
quickest way to get to the Aeolian Islands. 
 
It would therefore be very familiar and no strain on my mind. 
 
Hopefully, the weather would be better than we’d had of late in the UK and 
I’d get that sun that I seem to need more than most.  (A lot of coeliacs say 
this, as I suspect we need all of the vitamins we can get.  Mainly this is B12 
from food, but D from the sun is also very important.) 
 
The main reason I chose to go to Italy was the food.   
 
If there’s one country, where there is a lot of naturally gluten-free food that 
is not adulterated before serving, then it is Italy.  All that salami, prosciutto, 
fish, mozzarella, tomatoes, olive oil, carpaccio and salads are very good.   
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I’d just have to do without the pasta, bread and pizza. 
 
Because I live near Stansted, Italy is also a very easy destination for me. 
 
This is provided you can put up with Ryanair, who fly from that airport to 
fourteen different places in the country.  Everybody loves giving Ryanair a 
good kicking, but the only thing I complain about is that awful fanfare they 
play when they land on time.  easyJet now goes to only Naples, whereas 
years ago it flew to Venice, Rome and several others.   
 
Perhaps that is due to the pressure from Ryanair.   
 
If so, it just shows how successful they are, as in a cutthroat business like 
low-cost airlines, it’s only the fit that survive. 
 
 
Michael O’Leary 
 
I suspect that Michael O’Leary is a fraud in that I have reason to believe 
that he might be a very nice man under that robust public persona. 
 
 
So after saying all that what did I do? 
 
I booked to fly out from Gatwick to Venice on easyJet and back from 
Lamezia to Stansted on Ryanair.  That sounds fairly stupid, but then I was 
going karting in London on the Sunday and so it didn’t matter which airport 
I used, especially as I would stay that night in a hotel.  I also booked to 
take one bag with me and in the end I didn’t take any. 
 
I should think more. 
 
The basic idea of the holiday was to gradually meander down Italy taking in 
Venice, Florence and Naples before travelling to the deep south, which is 
an area of the country, that I’ve never visited before. 
 
So after booking a couple of hotels and some train journeys over the 
Internet, I left the dogs to the care of the house/dog sitters and took my car 
to the long-term parking at Stansted. 
 
I was a bit nervous, as what would happen?   
 
Would I get lonely and come home?  Would I get mugged in Naples?  
Would I enjoy myself? 
 
I had no idea.
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Englishman Light 
February 23rd, 2008  
 
I consider myself a true Englishman.  In other words, I'm a complete 
mongrel as my mother's family were French Huguenot and my father's 
were German Jewish.  There was a bit of Irish thrown in too, some Upcotts 
from Devon and a bunch of Spencers from Northamptonshire. 
 
But we don't talk about the latter. 
 
The coeliac genes seem to have come down from my paternal grandfather, 
who died in his forties or so, mainly of smoking, asthma and drink.  Or 
that's what my father told me!  My father had a lot of coeliac symptoms, 
including the ability to break wind for England.  He died earlier than he 
should in his sixties because he smoked. 
 
So why is this called Englishman Light? 
 
Because I travelled around Italy with very little in Celia's old North Face 
backpack, in which she used to transport her legal papers around.  It's 
under the size allowed by easyJet and Ryanair for cabin baggage and full it 
weighs just about six kilos. 
 
So all I had space for was four shirts from Pink, one spare pair of elderly 
Daks trousers, one pair of black Church shoes, one cashmere jumper, six 
pairs of socks, five pairs of knickers, one DK travel guide to Italy, two 
paperbacks, one toothbrush, one tube of toothpaste, deodorant, a hair 
brush, one tube of Savlon, a camera and a charger for my reliable Nokia 
6310i, which looks a bit like the ruins that Napoleon knocked about a bit. 
 
I didn't bring shaving gear, as I don't.  There are no pyjamas either, as I’ve 
slept naked for the last forty years.  That way you get up in the morning, 
look in a full length mirror and don’t put on weight. 
 
But I could have taken less!  But not much less! 
 
Just look at some of the weights of the bits and pieces we all carry. 
 

Socks, Boot     81 grams 
Socks, Light     42 grams 
Small Mens Knickers    29 grams 
Normal Mens Knickers    35 grams 
Short Sleeved Shirt  168 grams 
Paperback Book   500 grams 

 



Travels With My Celia(c) – Englishman Light 

179 

Taking smaller knickers to save 
weight wouldn’t have done much, 
but I could have left out the spare 
jumper and a paperback.  I was 
quite surprised that you only get six 
short-sleeved shirts to the kilo. 
 
You also have to remember the 
advice from that late great journalist, 
James Cameron.  He advocated 
putting everything you thought you 
wanted to take in two piles, with 
shirts, socks, knickers etc. split 
equally.   
 
Then you packed them in two 
separate cases and left one behind. 
 
He also advocated working out how 
much money you thought you would 
need and then doubling it! 
 
But packing to a minimum has so 
many advantages.  When there is 
so little to carry, I can walk about a 
city on the way from the airport or train station to the hotel and not notice it.  
So I get better value for my time. 
 
Next time though, I'm going to find a slightly bigger but lighter case, so I 
can actually have space to store anything I buy.   
 
 
Gieves and Hawkes 
 
I was also wearing my Gieves and Hawkes tweed jacket, which as well as 
being warm, has plenty of pockets and is reputed to be capable of stopping 
the most deadly of ammunition.  It also gets you the best rooms in hotels, if 
you put on your best English accent.   
 
Hoteliers think you might be Lord Lucan.  His mother incidentally, used to 
canvas our dreadful flat in St. John’s Wood for the Labour Party. 
 
 
The picture was taken outside the Grand Hotel Parker’s in Naples.  In 
deference to Italy, I’m wearing the pair of Armani cord jeans, I wore for 
most of the trip. 
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I think Celia would have approved of my packing, the jacket, the jeans and 
the black leather gloves from Dents.  But she would have definitely 
objected to the tennis shoes and the Ipswich Town bobble-hat!  But I knew 
it was going to be cold.  She would also have frowned upon the fact that I 
had the flaps on the pockets of the jacket all over the place. 
 
I know that this advice on what to take on holiday works for a man, but 
does it work for women? 
 
Celia tried hard, but couldn’t really cut down that much, as she always 
needed a lot of shampoos, creams and makeup, a long nightdress, several 
pairs of shoes, her signature heavy Scholl sandals and a lot more changes 
of clothes than I would ever take.  Or had for that matter!   She also used 
to take a fairly large library of paperbacks. 
 
I suspect she was very typical. 
 
However, when we went to the Aeolian Islands, which meant that we had 
to be lugging cases on and off ferries, I did win a skirmish in the battle of 
the excess and overweight. 
 
She even left out the nightie!  Yippee!  And half the shoes! 
 
It’s a battle that I wish I was still fighting. 
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Karting, Carling Cup and a Chinese 
February 24th,, 2008  
 
I’d never been karting and it was something that Celia would never have 
wanted to do, so when I was invited I decided to stick it on the front of my 
holiday in Italy. 
 
I enjoyed it, but despite asking for some gluten-free snacks I got nothing.  It 
just shows how in some sectors of catering, they don’t have a clue.  I don’t 
think I’ll be going karting in Docklands again without a packed lunch! 
 
I had booked a hotel at Gatwick for the night, as the flight on easyJet was 
at some ungodly hour in the morning.  But as I finished in Docklands at 
about three in the afternoon, I just had time to catch the end of the Carling 
Cup Final at a pub in Soho. 
 
It’s when you see a match like that in a pub, that you realise how much 
Chelsea are disliked by the supporters of other teams.  To a man and a 
woman, the pub cheered to the rafters when Jonathan Woodgate scored 
the winning goal.  It’s funny really but I’m old enough to remember when 
Tottenham Hotspur built a team by buying players from all over the UK in 
the late fifties and early sixties. 
 
But somehow it was different then! 
 
Everybody left very happy. 
 
I ate in Chinatown that night.  I 
think I picked the restaurant 
because the girl outside trying to 
attract the punters was soaked 
through in the rain.   
 
Perhaps, I’m a bit soft. 
 
I’ve had several Chinese friends 
over the years and usually manage 
to get away with it without any ill 
effects, especially in a good class proper restaurant that doesn’t take 
chances.  The seaweed (crispy cabbage) and the sizzling lamb were both 
very good. 
 
Don’t forget that if you want crispy duck, you can have it in lettuce leaves 
instead of pancakes! 
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Campaign for Real Fans 
 
The Gatwick Express was crowded with quite a few supporters who’d been 
to the match at Wembley.  I met two drunken Irishmen, who both paid five 
hundred pounds for tickets. 
 
Surely, we need a system that gets real fans to these matches at 
Wembley, rather than those who want to enjoy the experience! 
 
 
I’d also be interested to go to the new Wembley to see if the food is 
anymore coeliac friendly than it was the last time. 
 
I doubt it! 
 
Mass catering at sporting events, just like at the karting, seems to find 
those with allergies like me a complete pain.  But on the other hand, they 
cater for vegetarians! 
 
Let’s face it, that is a lifestyle choice and if a vegetarian eats a bit of meat, 
it won’t kill them or make them ill.   
 
But if I eat some hidden gluten or someone with a nut allergy eats a nut, 
the consequences can range from very annoying to extremely serious. 
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Venice in the Fog 
February 25th to February 26th, 2008  
 
The flight was uneventful and I arrived in Venice on time, just before ten. 
 
I should say that low-cost airlines don’t really cater for coeliacs.  Although, 
there are plenty of drinks, which are fine, there are never any snacks that I 
can eat.  So I always buy them before I get on the plane or do what I did at 
Gatwick and have a decent breakfast in the terminal.  It was odd in that I 
ate almost alone in Est Est Est and had some very nice scrambled eggs 
without the ciabata, whereas there were long queues at all the sandwich 
and burger outlets. 
 
Perhaps, people don’t know good food, when it’s put in front of them.  Is 
that why we have an obesity problem? 
 
But to return to the flight and the onboard snacks.   
 
easyJet were offering some Godiva Chocolate Pearls.   
 
Now they are delicious and fill a hole for a coeliac. 
 
To say it was foggy in Venice was perhaps an overstatement, but the 
weather was very misty, cold and had that damp feel, that Nicholas Roeg 
caught so well in Don’t Look Now. 
 
 
Don’t Look Now 
 
One of the best and to some the most notorious films ever made.  Did 
Donald Sutherland and Julie Christie fake that sex scene or do it for real?  
It all just adds to the mystery and drama of the film. 
 
But it does capture Venice in the winter beautifully. 
 
It was also made in 1973, so it would be interesting to see how the city has 
changed. 
 
 
I took the ferry from Marco Polo Airport direct to the city.  But as I know 
Venice well, I didn’t take the ferry all the way to the Piazza San Marco, but 
got out at the first stop, Fondamenta Nova, on the main island.  From there 
I walked to my hotel just off San Marco. 
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I will say very little about the sites of Venice, except to give a list of my 
favourites as any good guide book will give you much greater and better 
researched detail than I can in this book. 
 
But one thing I will say is that my 
method of packing and the use of a 
single backpack really helped in 
Venice.  For a start I was able to 
walk across the city from the ferry 
and see how in the winter, Venice 
is prepared for the tourists.  Not 
that it has a real off-season as 
there is always something to do in 
one of the most enjoyable and 
magical cities on earth. 
 
You may wonder what they are doing in the picture.  They are surveying to 
create a flood map of the city. 
 
It’s also quite difficult to get lost, if 
you have a basic knowledge of 
layout of the city.  
 
The basic points are San Marco, 
Accademia, Rialto, Piazzale Roma 
and Ferrovia and they are all well 
signposted.  Inevitably you’ll hit 
either one of these, the Grand 
Canal or a vaporetti stop. 
 
But who cares if you do get lost as there is always a surprise round every 
corner in Venice. 
 
You must walk with your eyes fully open. 
 
 
Why Vaporetti? 
 
The boats are typical diesel ferries, but are called vaporetti, which means 
little steamers, as they were originally powered that way.  I suppose it 
shows how we cling on to the past, as we do with our road sign of a steam 
train for a level crossing without gates.  Even in Venice, they still use that 
sign!  See the picture above! 
 
 



Travels With My Celia(c) – Venice in the Fog 

185 

Friends in Funny Places 
February 25th, 2008  
 
Twice in my life, I've been alone in a city, perhaps feeling down, lonely and 
perhaps a little depressed and something extraordinarily positive has 
happened to lift my spirits.  I should say that mild depression often goes 
with being a coeliac and especially if you are undiagnosed. 
 
The first time, I was in a hotel in Baltimore.   
 
It was probably in about 1975 and I'd perhaps had a bit too much to drink 
and I was getting a bit Bolshi.  I couldn't have been that bad though, as I 
remembered the tale and especially the bit about a lady from that city who 
called herself a Baltimoron.  Her words not mine.  This American was 
going on about how they had won the Second World War and if there's 
anything that gets my goat it's that, as I can be a bit of a patriot, but I'm 
much more of a seeker after the truth.  We didn't win it alone, but the war 
was won on a collective effort, where a large number of countries, races 
and creeds all played their part. 
 
My premise was that the war was effectively won by the Battle of Britain.  
 
Does anybody other than me remember the French documentary on that 
battle, made perhaps for the 25th anniversary in 1965, where the French 
said we were selfish to call it that?  They believed it should have been 
called the Battle of Europe, as if the RAF and their ragbag collection of 
gallant aerial knights had lost, then everything would have been over for 
the continent. 
 
So by winning the Battle of Britain, we held the line long enough for Hitler 
to make his fatal mistake of attacking Russia and for the Japanese to bring 
America into the war at Pearl Harbor.  
 
My father, who had been some sort of advisor to Lord Beaverbrook in the 
War, had also told me that if we'd lost then the Americans would have 
washed their hands of Britain. 
 
But in that bar in Baltimore, it was a forlorn argument against four or five 
Americans and I wasn't doing well, although I can usually keep my end up 
in that sort of contest. 
 
And then there was the dramatic intervention, by an elderly man at the end 
of the bar! 
 
He looked very much like Colonel Sanders, with the certain sort of bearing 
that senior officers in the armed services often have.  (They also clean 
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their shoes better, than us riff-raff!)  He introduced himself as a man, who 
had worked with Franklin Roosevelt before and in the early years of the 
Second World War.  
 
He just said that the Englishman is right and wished us all a good night. 
 
I slept well and from that day on a lonely trip turned into a very happy one. 
 
Now that night in Venice, I was 
cold, but thankfully not wet, and 
missing Celia terribly as I walked 
the streets.  I was however looking 
forward to dinner in a fish 
restaurant by the Rialto Bridge.   
 
The Ostaria Antico Dolo was small 
with perhaps ten tables and lots of 
pictures of the owner, his father 
and grandfather on the walls.  You 
know the type of restaurant. 
 
As I sat down to drink a complimentary glass of prosecco, the familiar 
tones of John Lennon's harmonica quietly filled the room.  It was Love Me 
Do.  I thought for a moment, perhaps shed a small tear and then smiled.  
One by one the tunes came through in droves; She Loves You, Eleanor 
Rigby, I Want To Hold Your Hand... 
 
They knew I was a celiachia and I had carpaccio of Saint Pietro followed 
by some exquisite tuna.  The waitress asked if I was OK with the music 
after I had told her the story seeing the Beatles in 1964 at Hammersmith, 
meeting Celia in Liverpool in 1968 and her death a few months ago.  I said 
yes and more songs followed. 
 
Included was We Can Work It Out and it may sound trite, but I must. 
 
Perhaps about ten, I'd finished the meal and was expecting to go, but 
somehow I got invited by the waitress and her friends from University to 
talk and share a few drinks. 
 
I shall always be grateful to those four students, as we talked through the 
problems of the world and tried to put things to rights.  I'm too old to have 
much effect now, but they just might. 
 
Just like I smile when I think of Baltimore, I shall now always remember 
those students in that restaurant in Venice. 
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Ten Best Free (or Almost Free!) Attractions 
 
Accademia Bridge – In some ways my favourite, as it was built as a 
temporary replacement in 1932 and has stayed since. 
 
Alleys, Bridges and Canals  – Just walk through the alleys of Venice and 
see what you can find.  I never use a map in the city unless I’m looking for 
somewhere specific. 
 
Basilica San Marco  – This wonderful church is free to enter with a small 
charge to see the horses inside. 
 
Gondolas  – These are expensive, but if you must try one, then use one of 
the traghetti to cross the Grand Canal. 
 
Molino Stucky Hilton  – They have spent a fortune to convert the old flour 
mill to a five star hotel.  But it’s in the wrong place on Guidecca to stay, but 
in a good place to have a coffee, if you’re walking on that island. 
 
Piazza San Marco  – Napoleon called it the drawing room of Europe – Just 
walk and observe. 
 
Rialto Bridge  – Complete with shops, it was built in the late sixteenth-
century. 
 
Rialto Markets  – Just explore. 
 
Santa Maria Gloriosa dei Frari  – A massive church known affectionately 
as the Frari. 
 
Vaporetti  – The water buses that take you all round the city.  Note that 
tickets are for twenty-four hour periods, so you can save money by buying 
them at the right time. 
 
 
Eating for Sightseeing 
 
Cafes  – Venice has lots of cafes as most Italian cities do.  As a coeliac 
though, you have to be careful, but once you learn how to pronounce 
celiachia, you will be fine.  If they don’t understand you then walk out. 
 
One thing though is that the city is rather short of supermarkets and more 
normal food shops, so you may have to pop into a cafe and have a 
cappuccino with some prosciutto, tomatoes and mozzarella. 
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Eating for Pleasure 
 
Caffe Florian  – This very famous cafe has one of the prime positions in 
Piazza San Marco and it offers good coffee and a selection of snacks, 
which are more than adequate for a lunch.  It can be expensive, but then it 
would be no more so than an equivalent restaurant in central London. 
 
Piazza San Marco 
(041) 520 5641 
www.caffeflorian.com  
 
Ostario Antico Dolo  – This was the restaurant where I spent the 
enjoyable evening with the students. 
 
Ruga Rialto, 778 
(041) 522 6546 
www.anticodolo.it 
 
Ristorante da Raffaele  – Celia and I had eaten here many years before 
and they understood my celiachia very well. 
 
San Marco 2347 
(041) 523 2317 
www.ristorantedaraffaele.com 
 
 
Celiachia 
 
I’ve used this word a couple of times before and it is the Italian for being a 
coeliac. 
 
Learn how to pronounce it correctly and most restaurants will understand 
what you mean.  If they don’t they’ll bring you the bread, so when you 
refuse it, say the word again. 
 
I have problems with the pronunciation, as the first part is not how I would 
say Celia.  It has a ch, as in Che Guevara. 
 
Remember that gluten is glutine and flour is farina. 
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Web Sites 
 
ACTV – www.actv.it 
   The main transport site for Venice 
Basilica San Marco – www.basilicasanmarco.it 
Biennale – www.labiennale.org 
Gran Teatro la Fenice – www.teatrolafenice.it 
   The la Fenice opera house 
Late Rooms – www.laterooms.com 
   Good affordable deals for Venice and everywhere 
Marco Polo Airport – www.veniceairport.it 
Peggy Guggenheim Collection – www.guggenheim.org 
   Some very good modern art in a palazzo 
Venice – www.comune.venezia.it 
   The official site of the city 
 
 
In Conclusion 
 
Venice was not the same without Celia. 
 
It was cold and lonely, but somehow I left the city in better shape than I 
arrived.  I was relieved though to climb aboard the warm train that was 
going to take me to Florence. 
 
Would I go again by myself? 
 
Yes! 
 
But preferably when it was warmer! 
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Florence 
February 27th to February 28th, 2008  
 
The train from Venice to Florence 
was uneventful and I arrived in mid 
morning after a comfortable trip on 
Eurostar Italia in Second Class. 
 
One thing, that is curious about trains 
on the route I took, is that they 
reverse direction in Florence, Rome 
and Naples.  So you can find on 
some trips you have to walk past all 
twelve carriages to get to your seat 
and then when you alight at your destination, you still have to walk past all 
the carriages again!   
 
I suspect some travellers, chose the class of their seats with care! 
 
 
Trains in Italy 
 
Celia and I had used trains in Italy for some years, ever since on a trip to 
Florence, we took a trip to the charming city of Arezzo.  They seem to work 
well, are pretty punctual and except for one case, where we travelled on a 
public holiday, they don’t seem too crowded. 
 
For this trip, I’d booked the first two tickets over the Internet on the 
TreinItalia web site.  You get a print-yourself paper ticket, something like 
you do when you check in with BA or Ryanair over the Internet.  The 
system worked without a hitch, in that I didn’t get booted off any train for 
which I had the wrong ticket. 
 
 
I did think for a moment that I was going to see sun in Florence, as the sky 
broke just after Bologna.  But it was not to be and it was still grey when I 
arrived.  I suppose this is one of the problems of northern Italy at this time 
of year, but then the people are welcoming, the beds are comfortable and 
the food is wonderful.   
 
The sites aren’t bad too! 
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What is Art? 
February 27th, 2008  
 
Over the last three days I’ve been to several art galleries, both in Florence 
and in Venice. 
 
I’ve been struck by how once you've seen one Death of a Saint or Christ 
on the Cross, you've seen them all.  Or am I being a Philistine? 
 
Now, when you see something informative as well as being art, then that is 
different.  I looked at the Canaletto of Venice in the Uffizzi for some 
minutes and compared it with my views of the day before, as I returned to 
the Doges Palace on a vaporetto.  The portraits are interesting too, as they 
put faces to history or give another dimension to how people lived. 
 
And then there are the nudes! 
 
Now, I sometimes wonder if a lot were 
painted for titillation of those who 
commissioned them.  Wasn't it Tony 
Hancock who said something similar 
about this?  He may have done, but 
only he and Kenneth Williams could 
pronounce bosoms in that indescribably 
lurid way. 
 
At least one in the Uffizzi was actually 
called Nuda and left little to the 
imagination. 
 
Now when it comes to sculpture I have 
a different view.  This is one of two later 
copies of the Michelangelo David that is 
displayed in the Accademia in Florence. 
 
Why is it that sculpture has such a 
much greater presence than a mere 
painting?   
 
Perhaps it is because a sculpture is truly three-dimensional and so much 
closer to real life. 
 
Or perhaps it’s because we have all seen sculptures from Roman and 
Greek times with a vibrancy that would befit a modern work of art.  They 
just keep so much better than paintings and we see what the artist 
intended rather than what the restorers think was meant. 
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No Passion or Style at the Circus Maximus 
February 27th, 2008  
 
Fiorentina are the football team of Florence and they played Livorno in 
Seria A and I went along for the experience. 
 
You might think that football is football and to a certain extent the game is, 
but the trappings seem to vary very much from country to country. 
 
For a start getting a ticket is not easy.  
 
So perhaps getting a ticket for Manchester United or Arsenal is difficult.  
But if you want to go to say Sheffield Wednesday, Ipswich, Wigan or 
Leicester, it's usually a matter of turning up, putting the appropriate amount 
of hard-earned notes into the hand of a man with a turnstile lever and 
you're in. 
 
Not so in Italy. 
 
To get a ticket, I had to go to a bar nearby the stadium and present my 
passport, which was then photocopied and entered into the computer. Only 
then did I get a ticket, which was fully security and bar-coded.  
 
 
ID in Italy 
 
If you want to use the internet in a cafe in Italy, you have to produce an ID 
card or a passport.   
 
I'm not too pleased about that!  
 
One does have to have standards doesn't one! 
 
 
I turned up about half-an-hour before kick-off and passed a trail of chuck-
wagons that were much more Italy than Portman Road.  I suspect that 
even as a coeliac, I could have found something nice and tasty, like a plate 
of ham, cheese and tomatoes.  There weren't many burgers and chips to 
be seen. 
 
And then there was the security! 
 
Lots of it and I needed my passport again.  Although one guy who was 
supposed to search me gave up, when in my Ipswich Town hat, I pointed 
to the badge and said Inglesi, because I couldn't understand what he 
wanted me to do.  
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So much for security! 
 
The ground was extraordinary and hence my calling of it the Circus 
Maximus, as it was just the shape of a Roman chariot racetrack.  I sat 
along one side, by the goal-line with all of the pitch to my right.  The stand I 
was in, went perhaps seventy of so seats to my left.  My view of the other 
end wasn't good, but what theirs was like I do not care to contemplate. 
 
At the two ends were vast semi-circular bankings, with Fiorentina 
supporters to my left and Livorno's in the far distance at the right.  I would 
estimate that the top of the banking at my left was about seventy metres 
from the goal-line. 
 
So much for a good view!  
 
But at least the opposing supporters were well apart. 
 
There was also a lot of different details in the preliminaries to the match.  
There were no mascots, a very formal handshake and it appeared that the 
toss had already been performed.  Well!  I never saw it. 
 
As to the match itself, it wasn't as skillfull or as slow, as I had been led to 
expect.  There were no announcements and the stadium despite showing 
large numbers of adverts didn't appear to have a clock. 
 
Oh! And Fiorentina won one-nil.  At least I saw the goal well, as it was 
scored at my end.  It was probably the only time that the crowd cheered 
loudly. 
 
Alex Ferguson would not have liked the lack of atmosphere, with no songs 
and no humour.  But there wasn’t any real rudeness either. 
 
Everton are going to the Circus Maximus next week or the week after.  I 
hope that Fiorentina play as sloppily as they did last night. 
 
Fingers crossed for the Toffees.  It was all in vain, as Everton lost two-nil. 
 
Thinking of Goodison, Fratton Park, White Hart Lane and all those other 
stadia he designed and built, Engineering Archie will be turning in his grave 
at the awful design of the Circus Maximus.   
 
It is ironic really, that in a city of style like Florence and when you consider 
how they feel about football in Italy, that someone was stupid enough to 
design such an eyesore, let alone get it built. 
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Proceeding Along 
February 28th, 2008  
 
My legs were tired after the karting on Sunday and then three days of 
continuous walking around first Venice in the cold and then Florence in the 
not so cold. 
 
I actually proceed in cities, as I want to take it all in. 
 
One of the ushers at our wedding, all of those years ago, was a Police 
Constable and he told me what proceeding was.  It's a slow pace that 
takes you effortless up the street from place to place, whilst you observe 
what is going on.  Think of the titles on the Bill, where the two policeman 
walk in step to the music. 
 
I think it was the late great Kenneth Williams, who in a comedy sketch as a 
policeman, said that he was proceeding up the High Street in a northerly 
direction.  He then added that this was difficult because the High Street ran 
east to west. 
 
But that is what I have been doing.  
 
Just wandering and observing without a guide book and in Venice I didn't 
even bother with a map.  There are always signs to the Rialto, St. Marks, 
the Vaporetti or other familiar places, so you can't get lost.  And there 
aren't any nasties in plastic macs, such as haunted Julie Christie in Don't 
Look Now! 
 
You spot things and smile.  
 
Perhaps, you had a nice meal there or perhaps Celia bought some clothes 
or shoes there.  With Florence it was always shoes or handbags!  But they 
are always good memories. 
 
Or if they weren't they were funny 
ones!   
 
Perhaps a meal that was so awful, 
it was good.  But I can't remember 
any of the latter in Venice, although 
I did get glutened once, but at the 
time I hadn’t been diagnosed as a 
coeliac and I didn’t realise what 
was the cause of my illness. 
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As I proceed I graze.  Typically, this will be a cappuccino, a water or some 
ham, tomato, melon or other tasty snack.  They are so much tastier here. 
And so less formal!  And always I can be sure of the gluten. 
 
Celia and I used to do this grazing too. 
 
We also used to comment on what people were wearing.  
 
Not that in Florence and Venice, it wasn't nearly always complimentary.  
Our family phrase, was "Mutton dressed as mutton", which we both 
thought terribly obvious and could never understand why it never turned up 
in comedy except once on Allo, Allo, years after we'd started to use it.   
 
Perhaps, I should send it to Nigel Rees on Quote Unquote. 
 
Now, I still observe the ladies. Celia knows I will and told me as much to 
continue to do so a few weeks before she died.  But it's slightly different, as 
whereas, we'd say that's a nice dress, coat or jumper and Celia would like 
something like it!  Now I tend to think, I want one.  
 
And it isn't the clothes. 
 
But then, she told me to move on.  
 
I suppose for myself, it's female company I miss.  Most of my friends seem 
to be women and many are widowed.  Those that aren't are very happily 
married.  But you can't have late night cuddles, giggles and jokes to end a 
day on a high note with someone on the phone. 
 
But still watching the eye candy of an Italian city is some sort of 
compensation. 
 
In any city, I always find one and Florence was no exception. Every city 
has its Original Heidelberg, just like the ones my father had and I used to 
mind.  These venerable machines were the lifeblood of the printing industry 
until about the 1960s, but like classic literature they refuse to die.  The one 
I found was doing what they do best and continuing to print letterheads and 
postcards.  They are also good at numbering, embossing, scoring and 
cutting things, which is one of the reasons they still exist.  (I remember 
embarrassing the curator. a load of German school-children and Celia in 
the Science Museum in Berlin, by expounding my thoughts and memories 
of the machines.) 
 
I must go to Heidelberg.  After all it is twinned with Cambridge.  
 
This morning I had one of those surprises that should be less so. 
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I wanted to go to Santa Croce, as it has the tomb of Galileo.  But I was 
early, so I walked into the centre and passed a museum that I'd not visited 
before.  It is the Museo del Bargello and has the usual art and history well 
laid out as most museums do in this part of Italy. 
 
But they were cleaning Donatello's statue of David. This is perhaps life-size 
and much smaller than the magnificent Michelangelo that stands in three 
places in the city. 
 
But they weren't cleaning it in some hidden away laboratory; they had laid 
the statue down in a cradle in the gallery and doing it in front of the visitors 
with solvents and lasers. 
 
Fascinating!  Museums should do 
this more. 
 
Finally, I got to Santa Croce, paid 
my respects to Galileo and then 
wandered into an exhibition of 
prints by a famous Italian print 
maker.  I didn't write down his 
name, as I was so excited to see 
his press. 
 
Not just any proofing press, but one similar to my father's on which I used 
to print posters for him in the 1950s and 60s.  Sadly, this one was undated 
and I was unable to be sure of the make or age, as no-one was around.  
 
But then, my father was proud of 
his, as it was dated something like 
1780, which made it much older 
than nearly all those you find either 
working or in museums.  
 
Don't laugh!   
 
But many small printing firms have 
proofing presses that date to the 
middle eighteen hundreds.   
 
Now that’s what I call engineering! 
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Transports of Delight? 
February 28th, 2008  
 
Perhaps, I was just being observant, but there was some unusual transport 
in Florence.  I’d seen the electric buses, which are becoming increasingly 
common in many cities in Italy. 
 
Where are they in the UK? 
 
Take this car outside the Hotel 
Regency, which was plugged into 
a power point at the side of the 
road. 
 
It may be environmentally friendly, 
but is it beautiful or for that matter 
comfortable? 
 
Surely, we need transport to be 
well-designed and very economical.  Not one or the other! 
 
Then there was this! 
 
It’s a Segway, which may be fun to 
drive around town, but isn’t it better 
and more economical to walk.   
 
They are not cheap and I suspect 
that the energy used to build the 
machines is rarely recovered by 
that saved by the device. 
 
I also wouldn’t want to look a prat 
driving one! 
 
There was also several hybrid Toyoto Prius taxis.   
 
I’m not sure about Priuses (or should it be something like Prii, Priui or 
Priua?), as I think they may not be quite right in terms of total energy 
usage.   
 
But one thing that they do do, is raise awareness about saving energy.   
 
That will always be a good thing! 
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The Hotel Regency and a Memorable Meal 
February 28th, 2008  
 
Some years ago, Celia and I had stayed at the Hotel Regency in Florence.  
Then it was a Relais & Châteaux and now it belongs to the grouping of 
Small Luxury Hotels of the World. 
 
Whatever group it belongs too, it was a good hotel then and it’s still a good 
one.  It’s also tucked away in a quiet square to the east of the University.  
So perhaps, its only disadvantage is that you have to walk several hundred 
metres to get to the centre of the historic part of the city. 
 
I think it must have been about 1992 or so, when we stayed in the Hotel 
Regency.   
 
We’d actually flown by Air UK direct to the airport at Florence.  You can’t 
do this now, as Florence Airport can’t take the Boeing 737s and Airbus 
319s of the low-cost carriers.  The weekend away was memorable for 
many things like the sites and the food, but also because of the bravura 
display of a Japanese lady and her mother.  They were staying in the hotel 
and she was a translator.  She spoke very fluent English and proceeded to 
joke her way through meals. 
 
To both of us that was very un-Japanese.  But very entertaining! 
 
Perhaps we should all act outside of our national stereotypes. 
 
On my last night in the hotel, I decided to eat in the restaurant and found 
myself the only diner, with a waiter (and I suspect a couple of chefs too!) to 
myself. 
 
It was memorable.   
 
I had two glasses of an exquisite white Vernacchio, a salad with a tuna 
sauce and then some absolutely perfect pork belly.  The latter should have 
been produced in a gluten-based way, but they created a potato cake for it, 
so that it was suitable for my diet.  They understood my needs perfectly. 
 
And it cost just over fifty euro.  In a five star hotel! 
 
To me, there will always be one place to stay in Florence. 
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Ten Best Free (or Almost Free!) Attractions 
 
Bargello  – This is the museum where I saw the cleaning of Donatello’s 
David.  The charge was worth it for that alone. 
 
Boboli Gardens  – These are magnificent gardens close to the city centre, 
which are excellent for a walk.  There is a charge. 
 
David  – There are three statues by Michelangelo in the city.  The original 
is in the Accademia and there is a charge to enter.  But there are also two 
others, one of which is in the Piazza della Signoria outside the Palazzo 
Vecchio. 
 
Duomo  – I didn’t get to visit the cathedral on this trip, but it is a real delight.  
As is common in Italy, the main part is free with charges for certain parts 
such as the cupola and the museum. 
 
Ferragamo  – This shop is not free if you buy anything, but it was Celia’s 
favourite store in the whole world.  So I bought a tie there for myself from 
her, as possibly a last present.  But knowing her, she may have something 
up her sleeve. 
 
Museo di Storia della Scienza  – This science museum is fascinating and 
there is a charge.  There is a large section on Gallileo as would be 
expected and models of all his original experiments and apparatus are 
displayed. 
 
Piazza della Signoria  – This large square is a unique outdoor sculpture 
gallery. 
 
Ponte Vecchio  – Just walk over this famous bridge with its shops. 
 
Santa Croce  – A magnificent Gothic Church that contains the tombs of 
Michelangelo and Gallileo. 
 
Trains  – Florence doesn’t have a Metro or tram system, but if you are 
staying in the city and want an excursion, take a train to somewhere like 
Arezzo, Lucca or Pisa.  Arezzo for example is about eighty minutes away 
and the tickets are well under twenty euro for the round trip.  Most ticket 
machines give information in several languages, work reliably and are very 
efficient. 
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Eating for Sightseeing 
 
I seem to have lost all my mental notes about where and when I ate in 
Florence, as the hotel looked after me so well on that last night.  Also on 
one other night, I didn’t eat in the evening as I went to the football. 
 
Le Colonnine  – I did have a very nice lunch in this typical Italian pizzeria.  
They understood the celiachia and I had some excellent cold meat, cheese 
and tomato, followed by a tuna salad.   
 
Via Dei Benci 6/R 
(055) 234-6417 
 
Piazza della Signoria  – I ate twice in a very nice cafe here, where I got a 
good glass of wine and some beautiful prosciutto.   
 
But can I remember the name!  No!   
 
But it’s opposite the statue of David, so you have one of the best views at 
any restaurant. 
 
 
Eating for Pleasure 
 
Paoli  – I couldn’t find this restaurant on this trip, but I ate there with Celia 
in September 2003.  It was good then and reports say it still is. 
 
Via de Tavolini 12 red  
(055)-216-215 
 
Regency Hotel  – Enough has been said already. 
 
Piazza M. D'Azeglio, 3 
(055) 245-247 
www.regency-hotel.com 
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Web Sites 
 
I had great difficulty finding the official web site for Florence.  Unlike 
Venice, Naples and Rome, they do not appear to have an English version, 
but just put bits of English alongside the Italian. 
 
About Florence – www.aboutflorence.com 
   A comprehensive site with lots of information about Florence 
Accademia – www.accademia.firenze.it 
   The English version is being written 
Florence – www.comune.fi.it 
   The official site of the city 
Hotel Regency – www.hotel-regency.com 
Late Rooms – www.laterooms.com 
   Good affordable deals for Florence and everywhere 
Polo Museale Fiorentino – www.polomuseale.firenze.it 
   This institution manages all the major galleries and museums 
Uffizi Gallery – www.uffizi.firenze.it 
   Most of the other museums and galleries are linked to this site 
 
 
In Conclusion 
 
Florence never disappoints with its museums, galleries, hotels and 
restaurants.  But according to several people that I met, visitors are not 
going in the winter.   
 
Could it be that Florence has no airport with cheap flights, and its web 
presence could be a lot better?  It also lacks the metro of Naples or Rome 
or the excellent vaporetti of Venice. 
 
It was good to go back, but Florence lacked something.  Perhaps, I’m not 
good at shopping by myself. 
 
 
 
 
 
  
 



Travels With My Celia(c) – Naples 

202 

Naples 
February 29th to March 1st, 2008  
 
The train from Florence to Naples was one where I drew the short straw.  I 
walked all the way down the platform in Florence, the train reversed in 
Rome and then I found myself at the far end of the platform in Naples. 
 
That serves me right for travelling First Class. 
 
But at least I was travelling light so hauling about six kilograms up and 
down the platform wasn’t a great chore. 
 
Naples has this reputation of being an unfriendly city, but the guy in the 
Tourist Office, told me how to get to the hotel I had thought might be a 
good point of rest for my stay in Naples. 
 
I approached the Grand Hotel 
Parker’s for a room and got a 
seafront semi-suite with a double 
bed, with breakfast included for a 
hundred and forty-five euro a night.  
 
The view of the Bay of Naples was 
good too. 
 
I think it shows that if you go to 
good hotels in Italy in the winter, 
they are not doing too well, as their 
winter clientele now go off to places like Florida, South Africa and Thailand. 
 
So step in, get a bargain and make the hotelier’s day! 
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Lost in Naples 
February 29th, 2008  
 
Not this time as the city seems to really have maps everywhere and there 
is also a Metro, which I'm not sure was here, when Celia and I visited 
about twenty years ago. 
 
We came in a different style then, as I was still flying myself about in G-
JMDD, which was a Cessna 340A.  I seem to remember we did Southend 
to Naples in one hop and it took about six hours of flying and that was at 
altitude; legal in France and illegal in Italy.  But then Italy can be rather 
relaxed about some rules.  Especially, if you are firm and forthright, when 
they usually buckle and let you do what you want. 
 
Someone said that that flight may have been one of the longest in a light 
aircraft out of Southend.  It would be rather nice to have a record. 
 
We eventually stayed that trip in 
the Hotel Excelsior on the front, 
which was highly noisy in those 
days, as cars raced up and down 
all night. 
 
I say eventually, as that was when 
we really got lost, trying to find the 
centre of Naples in a hire car.  We 
ended up miles away, very tired 
and on the point of divorce.  Well 
possibly not, but then she would be the first to admit that she could be a bit 
volatile.  So could I! 
 
We moved on to the Amalfi coast and I have no idea where we stayed, but 
I do remember we came home early, as Secret Freedom was going to run 
in possibly the Cherry Hinton at Newmarket. 
 
But then we had the most monumental job getting fuel for the plane at 
Naples Airport and as they wouldn't let us go high, we ended up having to 
refuel at Cannes. 
 
In some ways I don't regret not having a plane, as it may have brought 
some wonderful moments, but I did get a lot of rubbish from ground staff 
and air traffic controllers. 
 
It must be a lot worse now. 
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The Backstreets of Naples 
February 29th, 2008  
 
Was it Peter Sarstedt, who wrote the Backstreets of Naples, with the line, 
"Where did you go to my lovely?"?  (Should that sentence have a double 
question mark?  My father would have known.)   
 
I'd been singing the song and 
asking that question of myself and 
about Celia, as I'd been 
meandering through those 
backstreets, in what is one of the 
most fascinating cities in Europe. 
 
The streets may be dirty, graffiti-
strewn, covered in rubbish and 
blighted by parked cars, but they 
are alive.   
 
And at the moment that is important to me. 
 
You can call me boring, but I've 
just seen three working 
Heidelbergs, including two at once!  
So now we know what happens to 
them!  One I suspect was even 
older than me! 
 
But the shops are more interesting 
in a way than Florence or Venice 
as they sell different things that 
may or may not be aimed at 
tourists like me.  I have bought a 
few little presents of paper and clips that I thought simple and sweet.  They 
also fit into my limited luggage space! 
 
In the middle of it all is the Duomo, which is magnificent in a light marble, 
with all of the usual art and total excess.  But why oh why, do they have 
electric candles where you put money in a slot and a light goes on?  Now 
that is really tacky and not worthy of the rest of the cathedral. 
 
But I also bought a cappuccino for a euro in a little cafe in those back 
streets.  It was delicious. 
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A Glorious Dump 
February 29th, 2008  
 
Naples is a dump. A glorious dump! 
 
It's as though everybody has sent their leftovers and rubbish to the city.  I 
know they are still going through the end of a dustmen's strike or 
something like that, but there are full bins and rubbish beside them 
everywhere. 
 
Take the transport system, which 
works very well in reality. They 
have standard buses, bendy 
buses, electric buses, trolley 
buses, trams, underground trains, 
surface commuter trains and 
funiculars.   
 
I can't think of anything else that 
they might want, except for boats.  
But then they do have ferries to 
Sorrento, the Amalfi Coast, Capri 
and other islands, as well as much further afield. 
 
So the city is a transport enthusiast’s delight. 
 
They are also building a new 
SudMetro to close a gap in the 
system.  According to the signs 
they started in 2001 and aim to 
finish in 2012.  That makes 
CrossRail in London look speedy. 
 
I've said that signage and maps 
are good, but not always. 
 
I wanted to get on the trains at 
Dante, which is one of the central 
stations.  I thought the station might be the one I wanted, but all it had was 
a large M. Only when I got on the train was I sure I'd got the right station.   
 
But it all adds to life's rich pattern. 
 
Now I said Naples was a glorious dump, but it still has all of the good 
Italian shops and an awful lot of little ones with a Neapolitan slant and they 
are all such a contrast to get inside compared to the chaos outside. 
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But I like the city. 
 
If I ever wanted to learn Italian 
properly and perhaps combine that 
with the cooking course I need, 
then I'd do it in Naples.  It would 
probably be Italian with a harder 
edge. 
 
This reminds me that perhaps 
when I was 18 or 19, I was hitching 
home to Felixstowe from London 
and got a lift from an sergeant in the Royal Corps of Transport, who was 
helping to run the TA in Ipswich.  His previous posting had been in 
Marseilles Docks, where an officer, a sergeant and a few squaddies, 
helped to unload and chaperone the British Troops who used to exercise 
on the Lodève plateau. 
 
As befits the Army, they'd sent him on a basic course in French, but he'd 
really learnt the language in the hardest docks in France.  With his large 
size, powerful build and close cropped hair, he was not a man with whom 
you would pick an argument. 
 
One day he shared the driving with the officer to Paris for a meeting with 
the French Ministry of Defence.  His appearance and his French meant 
that when he asked in a bar for a drink, the owner thought the Marseilles 
version of the Mafia had come to collect their money. 
 
Let's say that it all ended well. 
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Sorrento and Capri 
March 1st, 2008  
 
I’ve said that public transport in Naples is good, but one of the delights is 
the Circumvesuviana.  This takes you down the Sorrentine peninsula past 
Vesuvius and the important and famous ruins of Pompeii and Herculaneum 
to the pleasant town of Sorrento. 
 
I’d been to the Roman ruins and 
Vesuvius a couple of times before, 
so I travelled all of the way to end 
of the line.   
 
Sorrento is a pleasant sea-side 
town with everything you would 
expect from somewhere that is 
Italian and stylish.  It also has the 
spectacular cliffs and landscapes, 
with hotels, houses and palaces 
perched all over them that you get in this part of Italy. 
 
If Celia and I had one major difference, it was that she liked to plan things 
and I would be very happy to go with the flow.  I do wonder whether that 
was because she was adopted and mistrusted uncertainty. 
 
I had intended to go along the 
Amalfi Coast in a bus, but I’d 
already made the wrong decision 
in coming to Sorrento, as it would 
have been better to have got off a 
few stops earlier at Meta.   
 
The Amalfi Coast is one of those 
places where everybody should go 
more than once.  We did twice and 
I’ll go again before I pop my clogs. 
 
But here it would have been a waste of time, so I changed plan and took 
the ferry to Capri.   
 
Capri is most famous for one thing in British eyes and that is that it was the 
place where Gracie Fields lived for a lot of her life and eventually died in 
1979.  To some and my father was one of them, as he’d been on the 
fringes of the music hall scene, she was a controversial character.  This 
was mainly because she married an Italian citizen in 1940 and this forced 
her to leave Britain for North America.  Looking back with hindsight, I tend 
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to think that this was probably 
unfair to someone, who was 
extremely popular with the public, 
did an awful lot for war effort but 
who perhaps could have been a 
little bit more careful with her 
partners. 
 
Capri is a nice, picture postcard island, with quirky convertible taxis, good 
restaurants, magnificent views and lovely walks, but it is not really to my 
taste.  Or was it the expensive and very disgusting public toilets just behind 
the port that turned me slightly against the island?  You wouldn’t have 
gone in them without boots on! 
 
On the other hand, perhaps it was just too cold! 
 
 
Isidoro Restaurant 
 
I did have a very enjoyable meal at a restaurant called Isidoro in Capri 
Town, which is reached by funicular from the port.  It was good wholesome 
Italian food that set me up for the rest of the day. 
 
I think the owner thought I was completely bonkers, as I asked him to say 
celiachia properly for my camera.  It’s now on my web site. 
 
 
After lunch I walked to the other side of the 
island and could see why the scenery of the 
island makes it such a tourist trap.  I then 
climbed back up to Capri Town and thirty 
minutes later I was back at the port, where I 
had rather a nice warming cappuccino.   
 
I thought about an ice cream, but despite 
being in the ideal romantic place, I thought 
that it was just too cold.  And I didn’t have 
anyone to share it with. 
 
Note the bobble-hat and the very warm Gieves 
and Hawkes jacket.  I’d just taken my gloves 
off to try and get the camera to take a remote 
picture of myself.  It wasn’t a very good effort, as I’ve had to cut away too 
thirds of the right hand side of the picture to show anything decent. 
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Ten Best Free (or Almost Free!) Attractions 
 
Amalfi Coast  – An easy excursion from Naples, this is a unique set of 
towns built into the cliffs.  Don’t drive.  Take the train to Meta and then get 
a bus. 
 
Backstreets  – Walk, look and enjoy.  Look for the Heidelbergs! 
 
Circumvesuviana  – This railway takes you to the sites on the Sorrentine 
peninsula.  The terminal is a short walk from the main railway station.  You 
can get daily tickets, some of which come with special offers. 
 
Gallery Umberto  – A marvellous galleried building in the centre of Naples 
that is very similar to one in Milan. 
 
Duomo  – A magnificent marble concoction spoilt by the electric candles. 
 
Metro  – The Naples Metro is growing slowly, but it works well. 
 
National Archaeological Museum  – One of the great museums of Italy 
that has an extensive collection from Pompeii and Herculaneum 
 
Plebiscito Square  – On one side is the San Francesco di Paola church 
and the other is the Royal Palace.  It is the largest square in the city. 
 
Pompeii and Herculaneum  – Everybody knows the tale of how these 
Roman cities were destroyed by Vesuvius.  Take the Circumvesuviana. 
 
Vesuvius  – I love volcanoes, as they have so much power.  Celia hated 
them!  Take the Circumvesuviana. 
 
 
Eating  
 
I very ate well in Naples and didn’t have a problem with my gluten-free diet, 
as by now I’d got the pronunciation of celiachia correct thanks to the owner 
of Isidoro on Capri. 
 
Isidoro  – The restaurant on Capri. 
 
Via Roma, 19 
80073 Capri (Napoli) 
(081) 837-7252 
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Web Sites  
 
As with Florence, the English web sites in Naples are not the best, but at 
least the important information is there. 
 
Amalfi Coast – www.amalficoast.com 
Circumvesuviana – www.vesuviana.it 
   The railway that leads to Vesuvius, Pompeii and Sorrento 
Grand Hotel Parker’s – www.grandhotelparkers.it 
   The best hotel in Naples 
Metro – www.metro.na.it 
   Only in Italian, but the maps work 
Naples – www.comune.napoli.it 
   The official site of the city in Italian and English 
Naples Airport – www.gesac.it 
National Archaeological Musuem – www.marketplace.it/museo.nazionale 
Sea Metro – www.metrodelmare.com 
   Information on the ferries to Capri, the Amalfi Coast and further afield 
 
 
In Conclusion  
 
As I said, Naples is a glorious dump that has magnificent art, shops, ruins, 
restaurants and other places to visit using the city as a base. 
 
It’s also very easy to fly to Naples from a large number of airports in the UK 
and just far enough south to be reasonably warm in March.  I should add 
that February was just a little cold although the sun was nice. 
 
Why not have those three or four days away and enjoy one of Italy’s 
largest but most forgotten gems! 
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Rome 
March 2nd to March 3rd, 2008  
 
Rome is very different to both Florence and Naples, in that it is busy.  If 
ever a city has benefited from the cheap airlines, then Rome is that city. 
 
At the end of May 1992, we had a 
runner on Italian Derby day in the Prix 
Nearco called Big Blue.  So we 
decided to make a weekend of it and 
fly out on the Friday.  To make things 
legal we took a British Midland pilot 
along for the ride, but I do remember 
we made a join direct into the airways 
at Ipswich using a mobile phone on 
the ground.   
 
Flying was fun in those days. 
 
The picture shows Celia and myself 
with Clive Brittain, who was the trainer 
of Big Blue.  The horse was fourth, but 
we did win enough prize money to pay 
for the weekend. 
 
There are some things to say about that picture.  I 
still have the tie and I’m certain that Celia’s 
Ferragamo shoes are in the house somewhere.  
But this also probably marked the time in her life, 
when she dressed her eldest.  It wasn’t just Celia, 
everybody did.   
 
Compare the Rome picture with the one taken in 
the Aeolian Islands fifteen years later. 
 
This visit I was very much a casual tourist in Rome.  
I know the city well and I walked from the Lord 
Byron hotel where I stayed, all the way to the 
Vatican and then on to the Pantheon, the Roman 
Forum and eventually the Colosseum and  the 
enormous Roman Baths or Terme di Caracalla. 
 
There is so much to see in Rome, that I had never 
seen the Pantheon or the Terme before. 
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Three Coins in a Fountain 
March 2nd, 2008 
 
Everybody goes to the Trevi 
Fountain in Rome.  But how many 
know the history of the most 
famous fountain in the world? 
 
For instance, most people would 
think it is a lot older than it is, as it 
was not finished until 1762.  It has 
also been refurbished as recently 
as 1998 and has been fitted with 
pumps to recirculate the water. 
 
I put a little entry in my blog from an Internet cafe, just round the corner 
from the fountain. 
 

Three Coins in a Fountain  – Sunday, March 2nd, 2008 
 

Just dropped three coins in the Trevi; one for Celia and me, one 
for Diana, who lost her Eric and the last for everyone else in our 
state.  I won't say sorry state, as I don't think Eric or Celia would 
want us to mope! 
 
Rome has changed in that it's busier and all the nasty kids who 
used to haunt you have gone! I even asked a policeman how to 
find this Internet point and he was civil and very helpful. 

 
The point about Rome changing 
was well made.   
 
The only thing that grated in Rome 
was all the graffiti. 
 
I may quite like what Banksy does, 
but this scrawl and vandalism is 
really only worthy of those who 
sacked Rome the first time! 
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Eating Out in Rome 
March 2nd, 2008 
 
I love observing people and it’s something Celia and I did all the time.  
Especially when we were sitting in restaurants!  Now sometimes though, 
I’m harder with my comments, as I use it as a way of getting rid of my bad 
feelings and hoping that Celia is laughing with me. 
 
One story stands out from the 
Eternal City, whilst I had a very 
nice gluten-free lunch in one of the 
many street cafes that abound in 
the narrow streets that run down 
from the Spanish Steps.  
 
I was having a salad Nicoise for 
lunch with a very good glass of 
Frascati, when two rather attractive 
girls came and stood a couple of 
metres away waiting for a table. 
 
You probably can realise all the male fantasies there and I won't bore you 
about all of them.  But the skirts were short, the heels were high and the 
cleavage was generous.  I can also say that a large proportion of the men 
at the tables in the cafe were eyeing them up, whether they were with 
girlfriends, wives, partners, or alone like me. 
 
The girls were preening themselves a bit and showing off.  In fact I was 
getting quite excited at the eye candy.  But they were far too young for me.  
They must have been about twenty-five and what do they know of the 
Beatles, the Yardbirds, Dory Previn and all of those bands and singers of 
the sixties and seventies. 
 
Then one took out a packet of cigarettes, offered them to her friend and 
then took one herself. 
 
Most of the male interest immediately finished and they went back talking 
about the football, their mothers or the ceiling of the Sistine Chapel. 
 
It could make a sketch for Mel and Griff!   
 
I couldn't write it but it does illustrate most peoples’ views to smoking. 
 
As to a general comment on eating gluten-free in Rome, I ate in several 
restaurants and all understood my celiachia. 
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Byron, Keats and Shelley 
March 3rd, 2008 
 
I stayed in the Lord Byron hotel which is a sister hotel to the excellent 
Regency in Florence.  It was not quite as good value as the Regency, but it 
was quiet, luxurious, very comfortable and friendly. 
 
Byron was a controversial figure and at one time was thought to be an 
ancestor of mine.  This is not the case and the confusion arose because he 
married Annabella Milbanke, whose surname is similar to my mother’s 
family name of Millbank.  It would have been nice to have such an 
ancestor, as in addition their daughter, Ada Lovelace, was Charles 
Babbage’s assistant and is often said to be the first computer programmer.  
She did give her name to the programming language called ADA. 
 
But it is all wishful thinking. 
 
Keats and Shelley are both 
buried in Rome and stayed 
for some time in what is now 
the Keats-Shelley house at 
the foot of the Spanish Steps. 
 
You can actually stay in an 
apartment in this famous 
house.  But the information 
does say that it is really only 
suitable for one or at a pinch, 
a couple. 
 
Keats was one of the greatest of English poets and he had come to Rome 
in the hope that the better climate would help his ill-health.  It did for a time, 
but he died in 1821 at the age of just twenty-five.  His grave, which can be 
visited in the Protestant Cemetery, carries the words, “Here lies one whose 
name was writ in water”.  
 
Shelley was an equally tragic figure and drowned at just thirty.  Like Keats 
he is buried along with his son William in the Protestant Cemetery. 
 
Don’t forget Mary Shelley too.  Shelley’s wife outlived them all by many 
years and wrote that great tale, Frankenstein, at nineteen.  In all those 
intervening years, it has never gone out of print. 
 
The house at the foot of the Spanish Steps is worth a visit, especially if you 
are a lover of the works of four of Britain’s greatest writers. 
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The Compassion of Widows  
March 3rd, 2008 
 
As I walked back from the Baths to 
the Metro Station at Piramide, I 
met a lady.   
 
Or more accurately I met a lady 
with two elegant salukis.  She was 
worried about one of the dogs, 
which appeared to be slightly lame. 
 
So as the typical Englishman who 
likes to help, I said hello and asked 
if there was anything wrong. 
 
Dogs are a great ice-breaker and she explained how the animals had been 
her late partner’s and that she knew little about how to look after them.  
She was wrong, as they appeared to be in good condition, with bright and 
intelligent eyes. 
 
 
The Saluki 
 
The saluki is one of the most aristocratic of dogs, with a lineage that goes 
back almost seven thousand years to Iraq.  This makes them one of the 
oldest breeds of dogs. 
 
As well as being graceful and kind-natured, they are reputed to be faster 
than greyhounds, as originally they were used for hunting gazelle.  On the 
other hand no-one has proved it, as they won’t race electric hares or 
greyhounds. 
 
So those that say they are very intelligent may well be correct. 
 
 
The lady had lost her partner a couple of years ago and we talked about 
the problems and about how it was so difficult and perhaps how others 
don’t understand.  Like many of the widows (and widowers), I’ve met 
before and since, she had compassion in buckets. 
 
I will forever be in debt to that lady, who cheered me up in Rome. 
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Ten Best Free (or Almost Free!) Attractions 
 
Colosseum  – There is a charge for Rome’s most famous symbol and it is 
probably worth it.  I didn’t enter this time, but now the road layout has been 
altered around the monument, you can get superb traffic-free views from 
the Roman Forum. 
 
Forum  – This was the centre of life in ancient Rome and you can wander 
through it exploring as you walk from the hideous memorial to Victor 
Emmanuel to the Colosseum. 
 
Metro  – The Rome Metro is really only two lines that cross the city, but it 
does integrate well with surface railways and the trams. 
 
Pantheon  – This is the best preserved and one of the most extraordinary 
buildings of the Roman era.  Built originally as a temple to all the gods and 
converted into a church in the seventh century, it is unmatched. 
 
Saint Peter’s  – Go early and avoid the queues at this most magnificent of 
religious buildings.  It’s absolutely free too.  But leave a donation. 
 
Shopping  – even if you don’t buy anything, there are a vast range of 
shops in the capital of Italy. 
 
Spanish Steps  – Just sit and people watch. 
 
Trevi Fountain  – I know it’s soppy, but do throw in your coins. 
 
Termi di Caracalla  – These Roman baths are absolutely massive and 
must have been something truly special when they were built.  Did they 
have those Roman orgies in places like this? 
 
Villa Borghese  – The villa and its gardens are where the locals go to 
relax.  Walk from the Spanish Steps. 
 
I have left out all of the religious buildings, except for Saint Peter’s and the 
Pantheon, and museums as there are so many of them, it would take a 
week or more to do them all justice.  They are well worth visiting although I 
didn’t see many on this short trip. 
 
They would also take several pages of this book.   
 
Would you really want to read about them all here, when guide-books do 
them so much better? 
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Web Sites  
 
Keats-Shelley House – www.keats-shelley-house.org 
Lord Byron Hotel – www.lordbyronhotel.com 
   Where I stayed – Excellent!  
Metro – www.metroroma.it 
   In Italian and English, and very comprehensive 
Rome – www.comune.roma.it 
   The official site of the city in Italian only 
Rome Airports – www.adr.it 
   Both Fiumicino and Ciampino are covered 
Rome Explorer – www.romeexplorer.com 
   A comprehensive guide to hotels, shops and everything else 
Vatican – www.vatican.va 
   The official site of the Vatican 
 
 
In Conclusion  
 
Rome has grown up in the last few years and shows how tourism is really 
creating jobs all over the world.  Gone are the street kids always trying to 
steal your bags and in their place large numbers of tourists have arrived 
courtesy of the low-cost airlines. 
 
Some will ask if it is a change for the better, with all of that carbon dioxide 
being blown into the atmosphere by those Boeings and Airbuses. 
 
But why not go one way by train and take in the sites of say Paris, Lyon, 
Genoa and Florence on the way?  Each leg of the journey would just be a 
few hours on a comfortable high-speed train. 
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Thoughts on Italy 
 
Some may think I was taking a big chance going on holiday to Italy so soon 
after Celia’s death. 
 
But I think I realised the chances I was taking and was quite prepared to 
accept that I couldn’t cope.  In which case, I would just take a flight back 
home from the nearest airport.  As it was I did change my plans by 
doubling back to Rome, rather than continuing some to Lamezia.   
 
But that was a sign of realising a mistake and going for the friendly 
alternative. 
 
And Rome was very friendly! 
 
I have recently counted that I’ve slept in upwards of thirty different beds in 
perhaps twenty different places in Italy.  Most of those have been since I 
have been diagnosed as a coeliac. 
 
This may well have been due to the fact that gluten-free food is so easy to 
get right in Italy.  I must admit, that since being diagnosed as a coeliac, I 
can’t ever remember being glutened in that wonderful country of excellent 
food and wine. 
 
I also feel that if I list the most memorable meals that I’ve had in my life, 
then many have been Italian, even if they were far from that country.  
There was the River Cafe, where we celebrated our last two wedding 
anniversaries, a memorable one in San Francisco on another trip that was 
ruined by bad weather and yet another in Miami. 
 
I do wish that every country and their restaurants had a similar attitude to 
coeliacs as do the Italians all over the world. 
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Kenya 
March 18th to March 27th, 2008  
 
I hadn’t been on a horse for some 
years.  The only two, who probably 
know the correct answer of how 
many, are Celia, who of course 
can’t tell me and Cyril, who 
although he won the Hunt Cup in 
1987 at Royal Ascot under his 
equine name of Vague Shot, is 
after all only a horse. 
 
He may only be a horse, but he’s 
been a great deal of comfort to me 
in the last few months.  He always 
listens and never complains when I 
go and talk to him about 
inconsequential trivia and my more 
serious problems. 
 
I would compliment him by saying 
that he was without parallel as a 
ride, but then he’d only get big-headed.  Steve Cauthen once told me that 
he was one of his favourite mounts, so that is praise indeed, from one of 
the world’s greatest ever jockeys.   
 
I should add Steve is one of nicest men you’ll ever meet!   
 
But when I did ride Cyril all those years ago, he was best described as 
absolutely bomb-proof with complete disregard for the worst of traffic.  
Adverts would have described him as an ideal gentleman’s conveyance. 
 
An old Suffolk horseman once said “You all go on about good horses, but 
in the war, we were prepared to fight tanks with ‘em.  Could yours do that?  
Now that is a good horse!” 
 
He was right!   
 
It was Henry that suggested that I take a riding holiday in Kenya.  So in a 
few short days and not really weeks, I got myself back on a horse courtesy 
of my friend, Henrietta, and prepared myself to fly to Africa. 
 
Was I bothered about the troubles in Kenya?  No after what I’d been 
through lately, I didn’t have anything to worry about. 
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In and Out of a Pickle 
March 18th, 2008 
 
There is an old phrase beloved of pilots, “Time to spare, go by air!” 
 
I arrived at Heathrow for the Virgin Atlantic flight to Nairobi and the flight 
was ominous by its absence from all the displays in Terminal 3.  It referred 
you to the staff.  They were reasonably helpful and told me to come back 
around five.  Rumours were saying confidently, that our plane was stuck in 
Delhi.  And that’s at least eight hours flying away! 
 
I could see where this would lead and as I didn’t want to spend a night in a 
hotel or take the train all the way home, I decided I had better see of what 
sort of metal the tour company, Safari Consultants, were made.  I was 
impressed as within half-an-hour I had the last seat on the Kenya Airways 
flight, which would actually get into Nairobi a few minutes before my 
original flight.  But I’d have to slum it in Club as opposed to steerage! 
 
On the other hand, Branston’s favourite airline didn’t seem too bothered 
that I’d jumped plane!  But then I suppose I was just one less piece of self-
loading cargo that they had to worry about. 
 
In the end the flight was uneventful, although it did mean that I had to 
transfer from Terminal 3 to Terminal 4 and I lost my gluten-free meal.  I 
decided to eat before and Starbucks had a gluten-free sandwich, which I 
washed down with a smoothie.  It wasn’t the best, but then no coeliac 
expects bread to be any good, so it’s four out of five to Starbucks for at 
least providing something.  I also stocked myself up with nuts, crisps and 
that old staple of coeliacs, Crunchies. 
 
But as it happened, I was assured 
by the charming hostess in the 
lounge, that the flight was loaded 
with a chicken curry that should be 
gluten-free.  Hopefully! 
 
In Terminal 4, I got my first view of 
the massive Airbus A380.  Is this 
one of the solutions to the 
problems of airport capacity, 
carbon dioxide emissions and global warming? 
 
In the end everything was uneventful and I arrived in Nairobi on time. 
 
Was the curry gluten-free?  Yes!  But I wished that I hadn’t had to guess.  
Even if I had guessed right! 
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To the Masai Mara 
March 19th, 2008  
 
I always like the sights, sounds and smell of the so-called Third World.  
They have a life and vibrancy that is often lacking in Europe.  I said so-
called, as sometimes they are far more sensible than we are.  It’s just that 
in some cases their leaders leave something to be desired. 
 
The lady who met me, Frankie, was one of those salt-of-the-earth people 
that are the backbone of travel to countries like Kenya.  They’re probably 
behind everything that works in the country.  She drove me threw the 
horrendous traffic to the much smaller Wilson Airport. 
 
To get to the Masai Mara from 
Nairobi, you need to take a flight in 
a smaller aircraft.   
 
I won’t say light, as the Cessna 
Caravan we flew in weighs over 
twice as much as my Cessna 
340A, G-JMDD and seats about 20 
people.  But the Caravan has only 
one big engine! 
 
I got the impression that some passengers felt that the lack of a second 
engine was a bit of problem, as what happens if the lone engine fails.   
 
The answer is that you land very quickly!   
 
This may seem difficult but I have performed a landing with an engine on 
the blink in a single-engined Piper Arrow.  It is not difficult and in most 
cases, a safe landing is performed.  Looking out from the Caravan, the 
terrain below wasn’t that friendly, but there were plenty of places for an 
emergency landing. 
 
We arrived without incident and I 
was met by Mark Laurence, who 
would be my host for the first few 
days, at an airstrip on the edge of 
the reserve. 
 
A few minutes later I took this 
photo of a buffalo. 
 
Welcome to the Masai Mara. 
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Riding in the Masai Mara 
March 19th to March 23rd, 2008 
 
I must confess that I was slightly apprehensive about riding in the Masai 
Mara, as it had been many years, since I’d crashed about the countryside, 
whilst hunting with the Easton Harriers.  But I had done this for seventeen 
seasons and I hadn’t fallen off and hurt myself at all in this time.   
 
Well not strictly true, as I’d once got concussed when my horse went one 
way and I went the other.  That afternoon, it seemed as though I drove two 
horseboxes home at the same time.   
 
The Masai Mara is mainly open 
undulating grassland, with a fair bit 
of scrub and trees.  There were 
rocks in the surface, as the picture 
shows, which it is best to avoid.   
 
As the altitude is about 1,500 
metres above sea level, the 
temperature is quite mild and at 
times the views could almost be 
very similar to parts of England.   
 
But England has none of the lions, elephants, zebra, giraffe and other 
animals of Africa! 
 
 
What to Wear 
 
I must admit for one of the first times in my life, I did wear a proper skull 
cap for protection, along with half chaps over cord jeans.  I’d also brought a 
new pair of excellent Ariat jodhpur boots that doubled for walking.  This 
helped me to get well under the fifteen kilogram weight limit for the 
connecting plane to the Masai Mara. 
 
We were also riding early in the morning and as the temperatures were not 
that high, I was often wearing the same waterproof jacket and fleece, that 
I’d worn to support Ipswich in Moscow. 
 
 
Mark’s horses were good and were mainly thoroughbred in breeding, with 
some having raced on the tracks in Kenya.  They have adapted to their 
task well and were generally very well behaved.  Only once did my horse 
shy at a rock in perhaps the twelve hours or so I was in the saddle. 
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Even with my very limited riding 
skills, I didn’t really have any 
problems getting back into the 
saddle after such a long gap.  I 
suspect too, that Mark and his 
wife, Carla, went a little bit slower 
with me, than with those who were 
more experienced. 
 
But then if you are organising any 
form of activity, it should be 
arranged so that those taking part are not overly challenged.   
 
 
Confident or Competent 
 
I think it is true to say that you need to be a confident rider, rather than a 
really competent one.  If you have all the riding skills you might ever need, 
but have never ridden on an open landscape, you might be in trouble.   
 
On the other hand if like me, you can’t jump even the smallest fence or do 
any dressage movements, but have trotted, cantered and galloped for 
hours on lanes, fields and hills, then you will be fine. 
 
 
So did I have any worrying moments whilst riding in the Masai Mara? 
 
Yes!   
 
An elderly buffalo took exception to us and decided to charge.  Mark 
prepared to act like a toreador and we galloped smartly in the opposite 
direction.  We easily outran one of the most bad-tempered, unpredictable 
and dangerous of animals that have a reputation of killing more people 
than any other animal in Africa. 
 
I should say that I enjoyed the four days of riding in the Masai Mara 
immensely.  You see so many things that you won’t see from a vehicle.   
 
My hosts were excellent and although they were worried about my diet, 
there were no alarms or mistakes at all.  As it was all very informal, I was 
able to investigate the local food thoroughly.  In Kenya you find many foods 
such as jam, which in the UK may well be made from wheat-derived 
glucose and can cause problems, are made from real cane sugar.   
 
Wonderful!  No nasty and unnecessary hidden gluten! 
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Barbecue with Hippos 
March 22nd, 2008  
 
If there is one thing that stands out in the time with Mark and Carla it was a 
barbecue that we had enjoyed overlooking the Mara River.   
 
We were sitting several metres above the river, close to one of those 
crossing points for the migrating wildebeest and zebra that we’ve all seen 
in wildlife programmes on television.  For those interested in seeing this 
migration, you would go to the Masai Mara between July and October. 
 
The river was full of hippo just a few metres away. 
 

 
 
I counted well upwards of fifty. 
 
It is a sight and sound that I will never forget.  I took a lot of video footage 
and this has been displayed on YouTube. 
 
Unfortunately, lunch was interrupted, not by some predatory animal, but by 
the weather.  It started to rain heavily and we had to finish a truly 
memorable experience in a vehicle. 
 
I will return to that place one day to see the migration. 
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A More Conventional Safari 
March 23rd to March 26th, 2008 
 
I transferred to Kicheche Mara 
Camp for the rest of the holiday.   
 
This is a very typical, but upmarket 
tented camp in the Masai Mara, 
which could accommodate around 
twenty-five guests, as opposed to 
the eight or so that Mark and Carla 
could look after. 
 
The picture shows the dining area, 
where we ate communally. 
 
 
The Curse of Appalling Weather 
 
When I was riding with Mark and Carla, the rains kept away, but in the 
evenings we were drenched with a vengeance.  After the transfer to 
Kicheche, in the first couple of days we had several centimetres of very 
heavy rain. 
 
So perhaps all this bad weather, Celia and I continually suffered on holiday 
was really my fault. 
 
 
The game viewing at Kicheche was much more conventional.   
 
The day’s outings would start with a drive in the morning incorporating 
breakfast and end with another in the afternoon that usually finished with a 
sundowner surrounded by zebra, gazelle, elephants or giraffe. 
 
Food again was not a problem for me and in the whole time I was in 
Kenya, I didn’t have any problems with food or drink.  There was always 
plenty of the latter! 
 
I think I made a very sound choice of four days riding and then spending 
the rest of the holiday at Kicheche.  It was not enough riding to make me 
stiff, Mark and Carla made me very welcome, but the luxury at Kicheche 
with more people to bore with my tales was a good way to end the holiday. 
 
At Kicheche, as the weather was so cold, they even put a hot-water bottle 
in the bed at night.  That is service! 
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The Big Five  
March 19th to March 26th, 2008  
 
The Big Five was originally coined by big game hunters, not because of 
their size, but because of the difficulty in hunting them.  They are lion, 
elephant, buffalo, leopard and rhinoceros.   
 
 
Gun or Camera? 
 
If size were the criteria, then the hippopotamus would have been included 
rather than the leopard.  Having seen hippos lazing in the river, they would 
be a very easy target that any incompetent could shoot!   
 
But why would they want to use a gun rather than a camera?   
 
After all in many cases the thrill of getting your camera in range and setting 
up the perfect image is very similar to lining up that deadly accurate shot 
with a high-powered rifle.   
 
But you get better and more lasting memories! 
 
 
I was lucky enough to see and photograph all of the Big Five, even if the 
white rhinoceros were three tame animals in a sanctuary. 
 
Lion 
 
This male lion was 
resting in the shade 
during the day.   
 
We saw quite a few 
lions in our time in the 
Masai Mara. 
 
In one incident we 
were returning to 
camp and saw two 
lionesses stalking a 
herd of Thomson’s 
gazelle.  Just as they were about to strike, a cheetah spoiled their supper, 
by tripping and killing a gazelle.  To say the lions were angry was an 
understatement and only by using its speed, did it escape being killed. 
 
It happened at such a speed, that I didn’t get any images. 
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Elephant  
 
There are a lot of 
elephants in the Masai 
Mara and this mother 
and calf didn’t object 
to our presence. 
 
This calf is probably a 
couple of years old.  If 
they are under a year, 
they can walk under 
their mothers. 
 
But elephants do 
damage the trees and in one case we could hear elephants giving a 
demonstration of deforestation in action.   
 
As habitat decreases, how we conserve such emotive animals as 
elephants, will ask a lot of questions.  We must answer these questions 
with science and not our hearts. 
 
Buffalo  
 
We came across this 
very large herd of 
buffalo with more than 
two hundred 
members, as we 
returned from the 
barbecue with the 
hippos. 
 
It is the solitary old 
males that are 
dangerous and are 
best avoided, unless 
you are safely inside a vehicle. 
 
Leopard  
 
Whilst at Kicheche, I had the most amazing experience with leopards. 
 
Often, you will go to the Masai Mara and you will not see a leopard at all, 
or it will just be a fleeting glimpse, as one disappears at speed into the 
distance. 
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But one afternoon, we 
found a mother and 
her two cubs in trees 
and were very 
privileged to observe 
them for almost an 
hour. 
 
This cub is eating an 
Impala. 
 
Afterwards I asked 
Paul Goldstein, a 
celebrated wildlife 
photographer, how he 
would rate the opportunity we had.  He said it was a high nine out of ten. 
 
I was also lucky to have a video of the leopards, which is now on YouTube. 
 
Rhinoceros  
 
The black rhino used 
to be common in the 
Masai Mara, but now it 
is extremely rare.   
 
Three white rhinos in a 
sanctuary are the only 
ones that you will 
normally see. 
 
This is the mother and 
her calf, who has been 
called Kofi Annan after 
the former General Secretary of the UN and his efforts in bringing political 
peace to Kenya. 
 
But these important species are just five or many that it is possible to see 
in the Masai Mara.   
 
Don’t forget the giraffe, hyena, bat-eared fox, the eagles, secretary bird, 
zebra, gazelles, wildebeest, hippo, scrub hare, crocodiles, ... 
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Digital or Film? 
 
When Cyril (Vague Shot) was filmed for an insert for Royal Ascot television 
coverage a couple of years ago, the cameraman had covered the 
Champions League Final, where Liverpool won in Istanbul.  He might use 
digital in his work, but he preferred real film for his personal images. 
 
At Kicheche, there were two 
professional wildlife photographers; 
Elliott Neep and Paul Goldstein, so 
this discussion continued. 
 
The cameras I use are nothing like 
theirs! 
 
If you go through this book, you will 
find that the images have been 
taken with mainly four cameras. 
 
Most of the early photos were taken with an Olympus OM-1 with a 35-135 
mm. zoom.  I still have the camera, as when it comes to taking quality 
images, it has few equals, despite being thirty years old.  But in some ways 
it’s too valuable and heavy to lug around the world, so it stays at home. 
 
For some years I also used a small Olympus pocket camera, but when it 
got damaged the replacement had a faulty design, which meant that at 
some settings, there was a distorted image.  It wasn’t just my example of 
the camera as when I complained and got another that had the same fault.   
 
The experience turned me away from Olympus and I replaced it with a an 
affordable Nikon SLR, that I still use when I shoot to film.  As I needed a 
small pocket camera, I was given a Canon Powershot A410.  This worked 
well and nearly all of the images from 2007 were taken with this camera.   
 
But the mechanism of the Canon failed and I was unable to repair it!  If you 
read about the camera on the Internet, it appears that it’s a generic fault.   
 
Surely, we can get things right these days! 
 
My current camera I really chose by accident.  I needed a new digital 
camera and I went into Dixons/Currys or whatever in Newmarket High 
Street and had a look at what they had got.  In the end I chose a Fuji 
FinePix S5700, which cost around £125.  Not a glamorous name, but the 
more I use the camera, the more I like it and the less I use a film camera. 
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The camera is small enough to put in a pocket, has enough megapixels to 
create good images and has a ten times optical zoom.  All of these 
features mean that it is ideal for something like a safari.  The camera’s cost 
is such, that if say it were to be dropped in water, then you can afford a 
replacement.  Another point here is that with digital if you do suffer this 
type of accident, you can just remove the SD card and put it in another 
camera or your computer.  Film is not so easy to recover. 
 
 
Still and Video 
 
The feature of the S5700, I now use most is the ability to make almost-TV 
quality video with ease!  You can be shooting some stills and then just 
switch to video mode without adjusting any other settings to continue.   
 
For an amateur like me, this means you’re only carrying one camera and 
are much less likely to miss something important. 
 
If I’d been using two cameras, I would never have been able to take such 
good still and video images of the leopards in the trees. 
 
 
Since I purchased the S5700, I have not used my specialist video camera, 
as it is so much more difficult to distribute the images. 
 
The only feature that the S5700 lacks is the ability to plug in a proper 
microphone to get a sound quality to match that of the video. 
 
 
YouTube 
 
All of the video I shot in the Masai Mara was uploaded to YouTube, so that 
others could experience what I saw.  My username is VagueShot. 
 
For the technical the S5700 creates 640x480 video which it stores in .avi 
files, which are totally compatible with your PC.  I use Windows Movie 
Maker to cut and paste everything together and add titles before putting 
them on the Internet. 
 
 
Now I’m very happy with digital and I doubt I’ll use film much in the future.  
Especially now, as my little Fuji can take the latest SDHC cards, which 
means a 16Gb card gives over four hours of video. 
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Home with BA and Six Trains  
March 27th, 2008  
 
Quite frankly I was pleased not to be flying home with Virgin, as after the 
journey out, I was tired and wanted to get home quickly.  Frankie dropped 
me at Jomo Kenyatta airport and in a few minutes I was through check-in 
and sitting airside in Departures waiting for the BA flight home.   
 
If only British airports could be as quick! 
 
 
The Kenyan Trevor McDonald 
 
One incident summed up Kenyan politics for me.   
 
In the terminal a group of Kenyans were standing round a television, as 
their countries version of Sir Trevor was grilling a government minister, 
who to me looked extremely uncomfortable as the questions rasped in. 
 
The onlookers were cheering every question and laughing loudly at the 
somewhat pathetic answers. 
 
Provided the media in Kenya keep that robustness, I feel that the country 
will overcome its current political troubles.  Especially, if Kofi Annan keeps 
his watchful eye on the country and carries on the quiet diplomacy. 
 
 
I flew Premium Economy back to the UK and I could not fault it. 
 
The gluten-free meal was excellent, the seat was almost as good as the 
Club seats I had enjoyed in the 1980s and the flight arrived a few minutes 
early into Terminal 4 on the day that Terminal 5 opened. 
 
The bad news was that it was six trains to get home. 
 

Terminal 4 to Heathrow Central 
Heathrow Express to Paddington – Senior Railcard works! 
District Line to Edgware Road 
Circle Line to Kings Cross 
First Capital Connect to Cambridge 
National Express East Anglia to Dullingham 

 
The good news was that all were on time and I was in a hot bath at home 
by eight-fifteen. 
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Web Sites  
 
British Airways – www.ba.com 
Elliott Neep – www.enwp.co.uk 
Fuji Film – www.fujifilm.com 
Kicheche Camp – www.kicheche.com 
   I stayed here for the second part of the trip 
Kenya Airways – www.kenya-airways.com 
Safari Consultants – www.safari-consultants.co.uk 
   This was the tour company – They got me out of big hole with Virgin 
Siruai Safaris – www.siruaisafaris.com 
   This is Mark and Carla Laurence’s company 
YouTube – www.youtube.com 
   If you want to see my video, my user name is VagueShot 
 
 
In Conclusion  
 
It was a memorable holiday. 
 
Henry had read everything right in telling me to go. 
 
Did I have any problems with the food?  Or with the riding? 
 
No!  Not at all!  Certainly not with the food!  In the riding, there was only 
one rock that made my horse shy sideways for a few seconds.  Very few 
riders would have fallen off. 
 
I think too that my holiday split of some days riding and some days at a 
conventional camp was the best for me.  I would recommend it to others. 
 
So would I do again? 
 
Yes!  I would see the migration of the wildebeest and the zebra, but also I 
would go to see other animals in other places in Africa.  As the transport is 
so good from Nairobi to the Masai Mara, you could easily break a trip to 
South Africa with a stopover. 
 
My only worry would be that I wouldn’t see as many wonderful animals as I 
did on this trip. 
 
But it would have been so much more enjoyable with Celia.   
 
I used to lie in bed each night with no-one to talk to about the magic of 
everything that I had seen. 
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Norfolk 
March 30th, 2008  
 
I'd had a good weekend so far, despite the fact that Ipswich didn't win, but 
then I'm one of a large group of fans, who don't want to be in the 
Premiership. 
 
Tonight I had old friends from Metier coming round for supper and I'd be 
trying not to poison anybody. 
 
But Friday was awful and went extremely pear-shaped, and I'm still 
thinking about what I did.   
 
I used to have three dogs, two bassets and an English Setter puppy.  
Anna, the puppy has been baiting me increasing as she has got older.  
She thinks it’s funny to trash the kitchen when I go out, pinch my lunch, 
tear up the paper etc. etc.  It's just that she was bored. 
 
In the end on Friday I threw her in the garden and collapsed in a heap on 
the floor, in floods of tears.  I then found the two bassets sitting on top of 
me licking my hands and face, trying to give me comfort. 
 
So I discussed it with Henry and we decided Anna should go.  It was not 
an easy decision, although it was made much easier, by the breeder being 
very willing to have her back.  She's only got sixteen setters of various 
flavours and lives in a wheel-chair. 
 
I felt so awful doing it, as Anna had been Celia's dog.  Perhaps, that was 
why she wound me up. 
 
I don't know! 
 
But the breeder said twenty years ago, her first husband had died and she 
had had to give her dachshund away, as the same thing had happened.  
One doesn't think of dogs behaving in that way! 
 
I felt awful as I drove up to Norfolk and even worse as I drove back. 
 
I had failed. 
 
I hate failure.  Especially as every time I create one of my videos, I see the 
video there of Celia with the puppy in her lap. 
 
But I do know that returning her was probably best for Anna and in the long 
term I hope it will be best for me. 
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Korea 
April 4th, 2008  
 
I had been intending to go to an auction in Ipswich in aid of the families of 
the girls murdered in the town in late 2006.   
 
 
Somebody’s Daughter 
 
This is the charity set up by the Evening Star and the Borough Council to 
help the families of the murdered girls and others with problems in Ipswich. 
 
 
But in the end I decided to send a donation rather than attend, as I thought 
that someone I didn’t want to meet might also attend.  I didn’t think an 
unseemly row would improve the evening or do any good for my 
sometimes fragile persona. 
 
So I went to Korea. 
 
Well, not exactly Korea as it’s a bit too far to go there for a day trip. 
 
So I went with Henry and his Korean friend to a Korean barbecue 
restaurant in Soho.   
 
The idea was that it might be a good evening out and a good learning 
process, if I ever found myself in Korea. 
 
I enjoyed what I did eat, which was barbecued beef cooked at the table 
and some rice and vegetables, but it was what I couldn’t eat that would 
have been the problem.  There was a lot of batter and soy sauce in the 
food and I would have been terribly unsure, if we hadn’t been eating with 
someone who knew his Korean food backwards and also understood my 
problems completely. 
 
I was left with the conclusion, that if I ever found myself in Korea that I 
would have to be very very careful.  
 
This is a pity really, as I’ve found that generally the Far East is very 
welcoming and friendly and it is reasonably easy to find good gluten-free 
food in Malaysia and Hong Kong, provided you can avoid the soy sauce, 
which is generally not acceptable for coeliacs. 
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Newmarket Racecourse 
April 17th, 2008  
 
This may seem to be a rather inconsequential entry as Newmarket 
racecourse is just a few miles up the road from where I live.  So is it really 
travelling? 
 
But it is also a place where Celia and I had a lot of happy memories.  But 
no winners!  We had also had some arguments over the quality of the food 
and the fact that they couldn’t get me gluten-free food in the Owners and 
Trainers Bar.  If you’re providing the entertainment by entering your horse, 
surely you should get something better than sandwiches and no crisps! 
 
I was going with two Japanese friends and as I was unsure as to what I 
could expect from the bistro, I popped in the day before and asked if they 
could do me a gluten-free lunch.  I was assured that this would be no 
problem, but would I make myself known to the manager and she would 
make sure everything would be OK.  
 
That seemed a lot better than a few years ago! 
 
In the end Yoko, 
Yoshiko and I had a 
very good meal in the 
bistro at the 
racecourse. 
 
I’m the one on the 
right!  Don’t I look old! 
 
The two girls had 
salmon and I had liver 
and all was cooked 
properly.  They 
actually cooked the 
liver especially for me, 
without flour, so I didn’t suffer any reaction. 
 
But one thing, they did do exceptionally well, was cook the vegetables. 
 
It had been a great improvement from Celia’s and my last experience of a 
meal at the racecourse. 
 
I think that this shows that some mass catering is improving.  Let’s hope 
this trend continues!
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Real Tennis 
April 19th to April 22nd, 2007 
 
I play this game regularly. 
 
But on these days in mid-April I played in the Tennis & Rackets 
Association Centenary Doubles Tournament that took place at various 
venues in the London and the South East; Hatfield, Queen’s in West 
London and Holyport near Maidenhead. 
 
Real Tennis is a game that everybody who enjoys a racket game should 
play once.  But it will rarely be only once, as it has a rather addictive affect 
once you get your head round some of the rules.  I won’t call them 
idiosyncratic as they lasted for hundreds of years in the same form.   
 
They also allow the game to have a world-wide handicapping system, 
which means that most players can give each other a competitive game.  
The Centenary Tournament was played on handicap, which meant that 
there was a lot of close matches, despite players of wide-ranging ability. 
 
The team I was playing for didn’t get past the Round Robin stage, but we 
did have some enjoyable matches, although we could have won more. 
 
 
Why Round Robin? 
 
It is actually a corruption of the French word ruban, which means ribbon. 
 
 
Some years ago, I was in New York and played on the court on Park 
Avenue.  Very swish and I made sure I won! 
 
At some point in the next year or two, I’ll go and play the courts in France 
and Australia. 
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Adnams and Aspall Country 
April 26th, 2008  
 
At last summer is here and on this Saturday, when Ipswich were playing 
their last away match of the season, I decided to go and see old haunts 
where Celia and I used to live north of Ipswich. 
 
 
Adnams 
 
Before I was diagnosed as a coeliac, I used to enjoy the occasional pint of 
Adnams.  It is truly one of the few things that I miss.  Some may rave about 
gluten-free beers, but they are all crap, when compared to that delicate, 
fizz-free taste of the most supreme beer found anywhere in the world. 
 
If anybody could make an acceptable gluten-free beer, then this Suffolk 
brewer could do it. 
 
 
I parked at the Iken Cliffe picnic 
site and walked along the 
picturesque River Alde to Iken, 
where I took this picture of an old 
Thames sailing barge.  You’ll see 
these sailing relics all over the 
estuaries in Suffolk. 
 
Celia and I had often done this, as 
Iken is a beautiful place to walk 
dogs, when the weather is good. 
 
I then walked the other way along the river to Snape and its famous 
Maltings concert hall, where I had a drink in the Plough and Sail.   
 
It wasn’t Adnams this time, but a bottle of that other Suffolk tipple, Aspall 
Cyder, that has been made in Suffolk by the same Chevallier family since 
1728.  Adnams is a little bit younger and only dates from 1872, although 
records show that there was brewing on the Adnams site in 1345. 
 
The two Suffolk brews are now linked in a marketing agreement, so if you 
are a coeliac and are looking for a refreshing pint on a hot day and you see 
a pub or bar selling Adnams, go in an investigate. 
 
You are more than likely to be lucky.  Even if they don’t have the amazing 
draught that is to chemical ciders, like Chablis is to vinegar, they should 
have some of the excellent bottled cyder in its slim glass bottles. 
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 I drove from Iken to what is now the seriously upmarket town of 
Woodbridge and parked by the station, before taking a walk past the tide-
mill and the marina.  It brought back memories as often after a dog walk, 
we’d have a chicken tikka and a curry in the Royal Bengal just up the hill 
towards the town centre.  I must do that when I’m next in the area. 
 
I have heard it said that some of Nelson’s fleet at Trafalgar were built out of 
Suffolk oak and that some of the ships that defeated the French were 
actually built at Woodbridge on the Deben. 
 
After the visit I found the old photos that I had taken with my first camera at 
about ten, whilst we were on holiday at Felixstowe.  The two images show 
how the Tide Mill has changed in fifty years.  Is that a fire escape? 
 

 
 
The Ship at Levington 
 
Finally, I drove to the Ship at Levington, where I had an excellent fish 
supper.  They knew about how to make everything gluten-free as well. 
 
If this pub has a problem it is that it is too busy! 
 
 
There is plenty to do in this part of Suffolk and gluten-free food shouldn’t 
be a problem.  So go!
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The Netherlands 
April 29th to April 30th, 2008  
 
The Netherlands is a country, that had mixed memories for Celia and 
myself when we were together.  But if it hadn’t been for that major Dutch 
company, Ballast Nedam, then Artemis may not have been the worldwide 
force in project management that it 
eventually became. 
 
We’d been to Amsterdam for our 
honeymoon and it had been a 
disaster.  The hotel was awful, so 
we spent just three days in the 
Park Hotel with the help of a nice 
guy from KLM.   
 
That was all we could afford and it 
was little compensation that we got 
our money back from the tour company. 
 
 
Package Tours 
 
I do wonder if one of the reasons we rarely used a package tour, was this 
awful experience with Thomas Cook in 1969.  It destroyed our trust. 
 
We have since used several including Cox and Kings for India, Kuoni for 
the Far East, LastMinute.com for Egypt, Gambia Experience for Gambia 
and Olympic Holidays for Greece, but only after a lot of research and 
generally we were only booking through them to save money. 
 
Most have been excellent, but still some try and cut corners and you get 
something in the holiday that is not what you thought you’d booked. 
 
 
I flew out easyJet from Stansted and was intending to spend one night at 
the Park Hotel to excise those demons of 1968.   
 
As I left though, I was unsure what I was going to do, but I did have a 
Dorling Kindersley guide to The Netherlands and a vague idea in my mind 
to take the train perhaps to Rotterdam, Delft, Leyden or Den Haag before 
going to Amsterdam.  In the end I went to all except Leyden. 
 
I also knew that the thirtieth was a public holiday in The Netherlands and 
thought that that might be fun. 
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Once an Engineer 
April 29th, 2008 
 
I was trained as an engineer and once you get that profession into your 
blood, you never lose it. 
 
The Netherlands is a country that 
has been reclaimed from the sea 
and it is a constant fight to keep it 
from flooding.   
 
When you look at pictures like this 
with new houses hard up against a 
canal or a waterway, you either 
realise that they get flooded a lot, 
or the engineering is good. 
 
In The Netherlands it’s the latter and they spend the money to keep it that 
way.  In the UK, we don’t and we get flooded regularly.  The government is 
now seriously thinking of abandoning parts of the country to the sea.  And 
what is the Dutch government doing, reclaiming more land from the sea! 
 
We’re wrong! 
 
I chose to take the train to Rotterdam and I was whisked on a double deck 
train to that city efficiently in well under an hour.  Rotterdam is a port city, 
the centre of which was completely destroyed by the Nazis, as an example 
of what they would do to the rest of the country.   
 
The Dutch surrendered soon 
afterwards. 
 
What impressed me about 
Rotterdam was this lifting bridge 
that used to take the railway 
through the city before they 
tunnelled under the River Maas.  It 
closed to rail traffic in the late 
1990s and has been left fixed in 
the raised position. 
 
There was talk of removing it, but now it is a well-loved national monument. 
 
As an engineer, I’m glad. 
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Trains, Canals, Rain and No Food 
April 29th to April 30th, 2008  
 
I walked to Delfshaven from the 
centre of Rotterdam to look at the 
old part of the city, from where the 
Dutch Pilgrim Fathers had set sail 
for America.   
 
I thought that I might find a nice 
restaurant where I might partake of 
a spot of lunch.  There were 
canals, shops and pretty bars, so I 
thought it might be promising. 
 
But my first enquiry got a curt no and the owner turned away and went 
back on with her business.  So much for Dutch hospitality! 
 
I decided that as there was a metro station nearby, with good links on my 
way towards Amsterdam, that a quick exit might be an idea.  If you go on 
the London Underground, the Metro in Rome, Paris or Athens, there is 
always an obvious way to buy a ticket.  Here in Rotterdam there was not.  
There was just a machine with everything in Dutch.  To make matters 
worse, I got the impression it only topped up previously bought electronic 
tickets.  But it didn’t say where I could get one! 
 
If it hadn’t been for a kind young lady, I would not have got on the trains.  
My thanks go out to that unknown lady! 
 
The Dutch system seems to rely on strips of tickets, but there was no 
information about them in the station.  So how was I supposed to know? 
 
I headed to Delft and by the time I 
got there, it was raining hard and I 
was pleased I’d bothered to bring a 
decent folding umbrella.  There 
were a lot more canals here and it 
was a pity the weather was so bad, 
as it is a delightful place, with quite 
a bit to see.   
 
To get out of the rain, I did visit the 
two main churches, one of which 
contained the mausoleum to 
William of Orange and the other the grave of Vermeer.   
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I also bought some Delft tiles as presents and had a drink in a bar.  The 
wine was good and only cost a couple of euro.  Are we overcharging for 
drinks like this in the UK?   
 
But I didn’t eat anything, as every decent place had closed after lunch. 
 
Back at the station I bought a ticket to complete my journey to Amsterdam 
and as I’d just missed the train, I had a bit of time to wait.  I wasn’t best 
pleased as it was cold and wet, the station was draughty and I was hungry. 
 
It was then that I walked into Albert Heijn. 
 
 
Albert Heijn 
 
This shop was my saviour that day.   
 
The shop was a bit like a Dutch version of the Marks and Spencer Simply 
Food shops that are appearing everywhere in the UK, but geared more to 
fast food. 
 
They had a choice of salads all marked with the crossed grain symbol to 
indicate they were safe for coeliacs.  I added a smoothie and I was more 
than refreshed. 
 
Later in Amsterdam I found them all over the city.  I suspect that they are 
also all over the country, but their web site is only in Dutch. 
 
 
I made Amsterdam about six and walked to the Park Hotel, where the 
room was new and comfortable, even if the shower didn’t work and the TV 
system had lots of channels but tedious navigation that would not be a 
patch on something like Sky Plus or my Freeview receiver/recorder. 
 
Hotels spend fortunes on technology, but rarely check it out and make sure 
that it is truly customer-friendly. 
 
It seemed strange to do it, but I ate Italian that night in Amsterdam, as they 
understood my needs.  They also knew what I meant by celiachia! 
 
It was also strange to watch the Champions League semi-final between 
Manchester United and Barcelona in a bar, where no-one seemed to be 
interested.
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Judith Leyster and John Everett Millais 
April 29th, 2008 
 
I have said before that I’m not a great fan of religious art.  Thankfully, in the 
Netherlands, the painting is much more interesting, as it is all about real 
life, people and places. 
 
I’ve always been puzzled why although there are several top ranked 
sculptors, who happen to be women, such as Barbara Hepworth and 
Elisabeth Frink, there are few if any women painters at their level.  The 
latter incidentally comes from Thurlow, the next village to where I live. 
 
You’d think that if anything the reverse would be true or at least there 
would be parity. 
 
Rotterdam has a very good art gallery, the Museum Boijmans Van 
Beuningen with a large collection from Old Masters, through Surrealists to 
the very Modern.   
 
I’m not sure whether I saw the 
painting in this museum in 
Rotterdam or later in the 
Rijksmuseum, but what was 
unusual was that it was by a 
woman, Judith Leyster.   
 
According to the Rijksmuseum’s 
web site, she was a contemporary 
of Franz Hals and one of a very 
small group of women from that 
age who earned their living from their art.  The only other female painter 
from the era on their web site is Rachel Ruysch. 
 
I’d always thought that Millais was French.  With a name like that he 
couldn’t have been British could he?  But he was born in Southampton! 
 
Whilst in Amsterdam, I caught an exhibition of some of Millais’ major works 
at the Van Gogh Museum.  I thought it was refreshing and truly brilliant, but 
then there was nobody there, as they were all looking at the overhyped 
daubs by Van Gogh. 
 
But what do I know about art? 
 
I very much liked a painting by Millais called The Rescue, which is normally 
exhibited in Melbourne.  Perhaps one day, I’ll go and visit it at home. 
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A Second Visit to the Rijksmuseum 
1979 or thereabouts 
 
Celia and I went twice to the 
Rijksmuseum; it was the highlight 
of our awful honeymoon and we 
visited again when we stayed with 
the children in the Metier flat in the 
Arthur Frommer hotel. 
 
The fourth visit to the museum was 
on this last trip and the second is 
inherently connected to that flat in 
this hotel. 
 
The tail illustrates how hard we all pushed our dream of creating the 
world’s most successful Project Management Software company. 
 
One of Metier’s major clients in the late seventies was Ballast Nedam, 
whose Head Office was at Amstelveen just south of Amsterdam.  We may 
or may not have been in trouble, but I had been charged to fix the 
scheduler in Artemis.  It was always the scheduler that had bugs! 
 
 
Scheduling in Project Management 
 
Scheduling is the process, whereby you take all of those little jobs that 
make up the project and adjust them so that you use all of your resources, 
like engineers, machine tools, trucks, cranes and plumbers efficiently. 
 
In theory it should be easy to write a scheduler.  But if there is anything 
that has scrambled my brain more than anything, it was the ten years or so 
that I wrote schedulers for project management. 
 
Someone told me recently, that project management systems don’t tend to 
have schedulers now, as there isn’t anybody left who can write them. 
 
That can’t be true! 
 
 
So one evening I had to fix the scheduler and deliver a new version of 
Artemis to Amsterdam the next day.  As I also needed to meet Peter, 
someone who was at that time working in Amsterdam, it sounded like a 
good idea to combine the delivery and the meeting. 
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In those days, it took an hour to compile Artemis, whereas today a program 
of similar complexity would take just a few seconds.  So to pass the time in 
the evening and later throughout the night, I was doing another job; 
wallpapering the dining room of the house at Debach.  As it was a hot 
night, I think I may well have been naked and to make things worse, I trod 
on a nail at about three in the morning. 
 
By five in the morning, I had a working scheduler that I could trust and 
decided it would be better to keep myself awake with coffee and go straight 
to Norwich airport for the flight to Amsterdam. 
 
My memory of the early part of the day in Amsterdam is hazy, but I think I 
may have been met at the airport, by Ian, one of our engineers, and then 
taken to the flat in the Arthur Frommer, where I met Peter.  The meeting 
went well, but I could tell Peter was a bit upset. 
 
It turned out that he had been taken to a sex show by Roy and Jim, two 
other colleagues from Metier and had been rather upset by a man with an 
enormous piece of equipment in a gorilla suit and some willing ladies, who 
had a knack of getting into unusual positions. 
 
So I took him to the Rijksmuseum to dry his mind out! 
 
We may or may not have had some lunch, but soon after I returned to the 
flat, I fell fast asleep on the sofa. 
 
The next thing I remember was Peter shaking me awake in mid-afternoon.  
Apparently there was a serious problem at Ballast Nedam.  Could I talk to 
Roy on the phone?  I did and Roy said that I must come in as they needed 
the design for the multi-user system.  But I protested as I wasn’t dressed 
for our best customer.  To say I was scruffy would have been correct, but 
that didn’t take into account that I hadn’t had a bath for some hours and I’d 
got wallpaper paste in my hair. 
 
Reluctantly I was driven in. 
 
But it all went well.  I phoned my co-designer, Nobby, in Ipswich and 
together in an hour or so, we put forward a design that lasted at least until I 
left the company in 1986. 
 
You do wonder whether when people design anything these days, they put 
so much control into the process that they kill the originality that makes a 
great design. 
 
Or could it be as Bertrand Russell once said, “Necessity may be the 
mother of invention, but pressure is the father of genius!” 
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I Wandered Lonely Amongst the Crowds 
April 30th, 2008 
 
The last day of April is the Queen’s Birthday in The Netherlands.  Not for 
her the staid one, that passes almost unnoticed of our Queen, but a public 
holiday where everyone lets their hair down. 
 
I wandered taking in the sights as I 
progressed from the Rijksmuseum 
towards the Amstel River and then 
back around the Prinzengracht. 
 
Without being disrespectful to the 
Dutch, it did seem that many were 
using the Queen’s Birthday as a 
means of unloading unwanted junk 
on fellow citizens.   
 
But is this any different to the 
average car boot sale? 
 
I’ve also never seen so much 
orange in my life and it put easyJet 
to shame.  This street was mild to 
some that I saw. 
 
The Dutch also seemed to have a 
healthy disregard for health and 
safety regulations as this boat 
which seemed to be built from 
pallets and plastic drums seemed 
to show. 
 
But I don’t think I’d have risked a 
boat such as that!  Although, I did 
see the Police stop one boat that 
was severely overloaded. 
 
It was a very enjoyable way to 
spend a day, but I did duck out 
early, as I wanted to make sure 
that I got my flight home.   
 
Around three in the afternoon, I walked to the station, took a train to 
Schipol, where I dumped my backs in the left luggage and then took 
another train to Den Haag. 
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Anne Watches Over Us 
April 30th, 2008 
 
Everywhere in Amsterdam, there 
are posters of Anne Frank.   
 
Not exactly Anne Frank, The 
Musical, as I really don’t think that 
would be the ideal work, but a 
symphonic tribute is being 
performed in Amsterdam based on 
her life and the famous diary. 
 
It is quite right, that a little Jewish 
girl, her family and her diary caught 
up in the tragic events of the 
Second World War still hold the 
world in their thrall. 
 
Her diary has now been translated 
into fifty-five languages and has 
sold over 20 million copies. 
 
When we forget the story of Anne and the diary, then we will probably have 
lost our humanity. 
 
As I write this book Cyclone Nargis has just devastated Burma or as the 
dictators prefer, Myanmar.  Those dictators are ignoring offers of help from 
outside preferring to distribute the aid themselves, as letting others in might 
undermine their cruel regime, with thoughts of freedom and full stomachs. 
 
Having read Wages of Destruction, 
by Adam Tooze, a book which 
describes the economic methods 
of Nazi Germany, I feel Hitler 
would be proud of their actions. 
 
Because of the festivities the Anne 
Frank House was closed.   
 
But next time I return to 
Amsterdam, I shall visit. 
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Web Sites  
 
Albert Heijn – www.ah.nl 
Amsterdam – www.iamsterdam.com 
   A comprehensive site for everyone in Amsterdam 
Anne Frank – www.annefrank.org 
Ballast Nedam – www.ballast-nedam.com 
   A large Dutch construction company 
Boijmans Van Beuningen Museum – www.boijmans.nl 
   The main art gallery in Rotterdam 
Delft – www.delft.com 
   A comprehensive site for residents, tourists and business in Delft 
Den Haag – www.denhaag.com 
   The official site for residents and visitors to The Hague 
easyJet – www.easyjet.com 
KLM – www.klm.com 
Park Hotel – www.parkhotel.nl 
   The hotel where I stayed in Amsterdam 
Rijksmuseum – www.rijksmuseum.nl 
   The main art gallery in Amsterdam 
Rotterdam – www.rotterdam.com 
   The official site for the city 
Van Gogh Museum – www.vangoghmuseum.com 
 
 
In Conclusion  
 
I had a good trip to The Netherlands. 
 
But food was a problem to me or was it just the ignorant restaurant owner 
in Rotterdam, who gave a very false impression? 
 
So I played safe and ate Italian twice and had Albert Heijn’s snacks for 
lunch and when I was on the go. 
 
But there is one abiding memory of walking through the complex of the 
Dutch Parliament buildings in Den Haag, with the only security being two 
policemen in a 4x4. 
 
We overdo things in the UK and it makes matters worse. 
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The Second Best Car in the World 
May 12th, 2008 
 
I say second best, as I’ll let you choose the best and you can argue 
amongst yourselves interminably. 
 
In August 1990, Celia bought one 
of the last of the first series of the 
second Elan to be made by Lotus.   
 
Celia already had a red one and as 
she liked that so much, she felt 
that as production was ending, to 
get a last one would see her in a 
nice car for a few years. 
 
She loved that car and when she replaced it for daily use with an Audi A4 
Avant, it found further use as the spare when our normal transport was 
being serviced or had broken down.  Not that the latter happened often, but 
dear little K9WFF or Yellow Dog as she called it, just kept running. 
 
She did about 70,000 miles driving between Chambers and Courts all over 
East Anglia and the only trouble she had was when a kid, cut the hood and 
stole the radio.  But the new hood fitting superbly and it can still be raised 
and lowered quicker than any of those fancy ones you see nowadays. 
 
For the last few days, I have had it back on the road and you realise what 
an amazing vehicle it is.   
 
It still has the grunt and coupled with a light weight and superb handling, it 
can leave anything for dead.  There’s the story of the nicked Sierra 
Cosworth that once had a go at me on the A66 in about 1992.  And lost!  
And the driver got arrested!  But... 
 
It has an almost perfect use of space and coupled with wide doors, a lady 
can get in and out in a short skirt and maintain her decency.  Drivers may 
rate an Elise better, but that car doesn’t have the everyday usability. 
 
Lotus was always slated for the build quality of their cars.  Drive it now and 
there is no rattle or shake and everything still fits as the day it was made. 
 
And then to park it in the street with the top down is not to invite the theft of 
everything inside, but to receive admiring glances from everyone that 
passes.   
 
One day, I’ll find a better car, but I’ve waited eighteen years so far!
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Wembley 
May 18th, 2008 
 
I nearly went to Wembley in the early 1960s for an England schoolboys’ 
International against Scotland.  But I didn’t, as my parents thought I might 
be too short to see well.  I did however get to go there in 2000, when 
Ipswich returned to the Premiership through the Championship play-off.  I 
sat in the Gods and looked down on a pitch that was some distance away. 
 
This year, Cambridge United reached the play-off final for the Blue Square 
Premier and as tickets were not difficult to obtain, Henry and I went as 
interested neutrals. 
 
The first difference you notice is that the old, scruffy and inadequate station 
at Wembley Park has been rebuilt and extended.  Whether it can cope with 
the largest crowds of eighty thousand or so, who turn up for the FA Cup 
Final or a major International is still open.  But it coped well with the share 
of the forty thousand, who used the Underground when we went.  
 
This station has implications for the Olympics, in that it shows how two 
stations and two three rail lines can actually handle the numbers that turn 
up at Wembley.  Stratford will have to cope with only marginally larger 
numbers in 2012, but will have more lines and trains with which to do it.   
 
I suspect too, that 
spectators will not turn 
up all at the same 
time, as they tend to 
do at football matches. 
 
The approach to the 
stadium from 
Wembley Park station 
is spectacular and is 
also strangely emotive 
of the approach to the 
Twin Towers.  One 
iconic image has been 
replaced with another. 
 
But there is no doubt about the improvements that have been achieved in 
the new stadium over the old.  The views were good from where we sat 
and I have no reason to believe that views are good from any part of the 
stadium.  The legroom was also much longer than I get at Portman Road.  
The access to the seats was also very good and it seems that the layout of 
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the stadium with a large concourse behind the stands creates an 
environment that is easy to manage and is good for the paying customers. 
 
It is certainly a well-built modern stadium for the twenty-first century. 
 
But! 
 
There is no clock or scoreboard inside the stadium.  Why? 
 
I did not try the food inside Wembley.  I couldn’t.   
 
There was nothing that was gluten-free except some Walkers crisps.  You 
had a choice of fish and chips, cheeseburger and chips, and other dishes 
all of which came packaged with a soft drink.  Henry complained at the 
price, but even though it was a bit steep, it wouldn’t have put me off if it 
was something suitable. 
 
So you spend all this money and you get the same rubbish catering. 
 
Where were the baked potatoes? 
 
 
Where are the Coeliac Sportsmen and Women? 
 
As an aside here, I ask why if we have a population of which one in a 
hundred is thought to be a coeliac, are there so few sportsmen and 
women, who have been diagnosed as such?   
 
I know of one, but they can’t be the only one! 
 
How many of those young sporting geniuses are coeliacs, who when the 
pressure is applied fail because their bodies can’t cope?  And how many of 
those well-documented, depressed sportsmen and women are suffering 
from the same condition as I do?   
 
Psychological problems are suspected, but I would try the simple diet first! 
 
 
So was it a good day? 
 
It was only mixed.   
 
The stadium is wonderful, the transport links have improved, the food is 
useless for a coeliac and Cambridge lost.
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Thinking, Shopping, Eating and Experimenting   
May 21st, 2008 
 
This was the sort of day that cheered me up.   
 
I am a curious bloke and I’ve always been the sort who likes to take 
someone’s idea, analyse it, turn it around and suggest how they could do it 
even better.   
 
Some people like me to do this, others don’t! 
 
But I enjoy this type of thinking and analysis immensely. 
 
This is what I had been looking forward to, when I got up in the morning 
and I was thinking about it as I drove up to London.  As I needed to get 
some shirts for my trip to Canada later in the week, I parked at Canary 
Wharf under Waitrose, where I would also stock up on food.  If there is a 
more exotic supermarket than this, I have not seen it. 
 
It was a quick trip to Bank on the Docklands Light Railway, an excellent 
meeting and lunch in one of Davy Brother’s wine bars and then back to 
Canary Wharf for the shopping. 
 
Did I improve the inventor’s idea?  Only time will tell. 
 
I bought the shirts with difficulty, as I like to wear short sleeved ones and 
the choice of a decent business shirt like this tend to be too boring for me.   
 
 
Why Short-Sleeved Shirts? 
 
My left arm is slightly shorter than the right and consequently I find short 
sleeves more comfortable.  Long sleeves just hang over my left hand too 
much.  Perhaps, I should get them made-to-measure?   
 
But why is my left arm shorter? 
 
Because I had it broken in a bullying accident at school.  At least it stopped 
the bullying and that made my life a whole lot better. 
 
I wonder if the guy that did it, will ever read this.  If he does, I hope he 
enjoys it. 
 
 
The Waitrose in Canary Wharf has several restaurants, a full range of 
everything I need and snacks galore, but it is lacking a bit in the coeliac 
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foods department.  It has the Village Bakery ginger cakes, the Trufree 
crackers, Jaffa cakes, but as an example it lacked the Livwell chocolate-
chip cookies. 
 
 
Livwell Chocolate-Chip Cookies 
 
These are without doubt some of the best gluten-free biscuits around.  No-
one can tell that they are made without wheat flour.   
 
I think this may explain why they are sometimes difficult to find.  After all if 
you have a coeliac in the office, no-one is compromised if you serve these 
biscuits with the coffee! 
 
 
Truth be told, I don’t eat much specially made gluten-free food, as what’s 
wrong with meat, fish, vegetables, fruit and nuts.  If I need something for 
jam or marmalade, I use the Trufree crackers. 
 
Supper was cold chicken with a prepared side salad from Waitrose and 
some cold new potatoes.  I tend to eat a lot of these salads, as if I buy the 
lettuce, tomatoes and beetroot separately I usually end up throwing a lot of 
it away.  But one side salad, cold meat and perhaps pickles is a nice and 
very quick lunch or evening meal. 
 
What was different is that I experimented with a bottle of Adnams beer. 
 
Many coeliacs will see this as wrong and I must admit, I was very diffident 
about trying the bottle. 
 
I had no ill effects.  But then I’m not a super-sensitive coeliac and I had 
been talking to the chief brewer at Adnams.   
 
It would be interesting to know what the level of gluten is in a real beer like 
Adnams.  I think too, that whatever level there is was also diluted by eating 
it with food. 
 
But the sad thing was that I wasn’t really enamoured with the taste of the 
beer after all these years.  Especially, as I used to drink bottles of it with 
my supper before I was diagnosed.   
 
So I suspect I’ll stick with the Aspall Cyder. 
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Le Manoir aux Quat’ Saisons 
May 21st, 2008 
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Montreal 
May 23rd to May 26th, 2008 
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“I never travel without my diary. One should always have something 
sensational to read in the train.” 
 
Oscar Wilde
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VI 
 
Round Up 
 
This section is there to hold everything that either has no particular place to 
go or is a summary of several sections in other parts of the book. 
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Bereavement 
 
It is now over five months since Celia died and I can now think rationally 
about what has happened since.  And especially about some of the 
nauseous paperwork that has arisen!  I should also say that I’ve not had it 
difficult, compared to some stories I have heard. 
 
I was prompted to write to The Times about this and they published my 
letter on April the sixteenth, albeit with a few modifications. 
 

Sir, I was widowed last year, and it is only now that I’m starting to 
get my life together. The response of the various government and 
local authority departments in handling all the paperwork involved 
has been very patchy.  
 
Registrars: excellent, very sympathetic and efficient; Work and 
Pensions: bereavement allowance came through with a few 
hiccups, but not too difficult; Premium Bonds: system worked but 
could have been better; council tax: this was reduced 
automatically on signing a form by St Edmundsbury — totally 
painless; DVLA: its online systems worked well; winter fuel 
payment: found difficult to claim and missed it for last year.  
 
The private sector wasn’t that much better, with some companies 
having people whose sole job appeared to be to deal with 
bereavement faring much better than those that didn’t. Some 
wanted death certificates, some accepted faxed copies and 
others took my word.  
 
We need a lot more joined-up thinking in this important area, as, 
with nearly a million deaths in the UK every year, it would surely 
help the bereavement process for those left behind if every 
company, organisation, government department and authority 
were automatically notified. After all, if St Edmundsbury can do it 
here in supposedly sleepy Suffolk, then surely everyone else can. 

 
They left out the piece where I praised The Carphone Warehouse, but 
severely criticised a large British company, who find it impossible to take 
Celia off their mailing list.  The former showed how it should be done and 
the latter are a disgrace. 
 
As I said in my letter, my local council met the Gold Standard and the 
Registrar effectively started the process of adjusting the Council Tax.   
 
In tracing Celia’s credit cards, I ended up talking to a Fraud Manager at a 
well-known bank.  We felt that it should be possible to have an automated 
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system that would flag the cards of those that had died.  Apparently, these 
cards are an area that is aggressively targeted by criminals. 
 
He’d also had problems with some shares that had been held by his late 
mother.  This is a common problem and was noted in some of the replies 
to my letter in The Times.  Luckily Celia didn’t hold any shares except for a 
few in a now-floated Building Society. 
 
But I’ve since met several people, whose husbands or wives have died  
abroad and they’ve had problems with getting bodies home and others 
where the Death Certificate has been delayed because there was an 
inquest.  If you haven’t got the Death Certificate, then the Banks won’t give 
you access to the bank accounts! 
 
So I had it easy.  But I know now, how I can make things even easier.   
 
These are just a few of the ideas.  Some are mine, most are not! 
 

Joint Account  – Put all important standing orders in a Joint 
Account if you can.  That way if there is a delay in getting the 
Death Certificate, you will have less of a problem. 
 
Letters  – Write letters to loved ones for important dates. 
 
Medical Science  – Leave your body to medical science if you 
can.  I believe it makes things easier for those left behind. 
 
Passwords  – Make sure all your Internet, e-mail, banking and 
web site passwords are documented and stored in a safe place. 
 
Photographs  – Get a good photograph taken every few months. 
 
Will  – Keep the will short.  I would advise not putting any personal 
wishes about such as cremation, church services and leaving 
your body to medical science in the document.  Tell everybody 
where the will is stored. 
 
Remember that the will is published and can be inspected by 
anyone who wants, so perhaps it is not a good idea to tell Uncle 
Walt, what you think of him.  Or it might just be! 
 
Wishes  – Make sure all of your wishes are known to relatives, 
friends and if you have one, your solicitor.  Write them down and 
store them with the will. 
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Woodland Burial  – If I can’t give my body to medical science, 
then I would prefer a woodland burial.  Crematoria are such awful, 
cold, dark places. 

 
Celia did most of these, except allow me to take the photographs. 
 
Celia was a family barrister and a lot of the law on how family matters are 
handled are laid down in The Hague Convention.   
 
One thing that rings true through all of letters and chats I’ve had since 
Celia died, is that bringing bodies back from abroad can be a nightmare.   
 
Make sure you have enough insurance for this.   
 
But wouldn’t it be nice, if there was an International Convention that all 
countries signed, so that all procedures were as easy as possible.  This 
Convention would also cover monies, goods, houses and other property 
left overseas.  Sometimes, it can be a true test of stamina to repatriate 
them, at just the time when they may be urgently needed. 
 
This Convention is a global necessity, as with an increasingly mobile 
population, there will be more and more deaths abroad. 
 
We also need to tidy up UK law. 
 
You have to send copies of the Death Certificate to many places and often 
a photocopy is not good enough.  Carphone Warehouse needed just a fax! 
 
To speed up the process, major institutions and companies, should be 
allowed computerised access to the Registrar’s system.  You would just 
give them a simple reference number and this would enable the company 
to check the certificate on-line or even automatically. 
 
There would have to be checks and balances in the system, but is it any 
different to the mutual access between the DVLA in Swansea and 
Insurance Companies, which allows people in the UK, to buy their Vehicle 
Excess Duty on-line.  That excellent system works very well. 
 
There is also a need for an interim Death Certificate, so that when there is 
an inquest and the final one can’t be issued, this can be used to put 
financial institutions and other organisation on notice. 
 
Bereavement is a very difficult process.   
 
Easing the paperwork and the dead hand of bureaucracy would help those 
left behind a great deal.
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Country Ratings  
 
The gaps in GF Food column are when I haven’t been to the country since 
I was diagnosed as a coeliac. 
 
Country Food GF Food Hotels Sights 
Australia Very Good  Good Good 
Austria Good  Very Good Good 
Canada     
China Very Poor  Poor Average 
Czech Republic Good  Good Good 
Dubai Good  Good Poor 
Ecuador Average  Average Very Good 
Egypt Average Good Average Very Good 
France Very Good Average Good Good 
Gambia Good Good Good Good 
Germany Good  Good Average 
Greece Good Good Good Good 
India Poor  Average Very Good 
Italy Very Good Very Good Good Very Good 
Ireland Good  Good Average 
Hong Kong Good  Very Good Good 
Kenya Good Good Good Very Good 
Malaysia Good  Very Good Good 
Morocco Good  Very Good Good 
Russia Average   Good 
Singapore Good  Very Good Average 
South Africa Very Good  Very Good Very Good 
Spain Good Good Very Good Good 
Thailand Good  Good Good 
The Netherlands     
Tunisia Average  Average Good 
Turkey Average Poor Good Good 
United States Average  Average Average 
 
Note that these ratings are only a very rough guide and some are from 
many years ago.   
 
Let’s hope that some have got better!



Travels With My Celia(c) – Emergency Kit 

264 

Emergency Kit 
 
I always prepare myself properly when I go on holiday. 
 

 
 
This shows the odds and sods that I took with me to Kenya.  I packed all of 
it in a plastic Really Useful Box and put it in my case, with a Freeplay wind-
up torch. 
 
I think most of the things in the 
picture are obvious.  The small 
tube above the camera contains 
my emergency glasses and to the 
left is a roll of plaster.  Note that I 
deliberately take small tubes of 
toothpaste and cream, with a roll-
on deodorant. 
 
At the airport I supplemented it with 
Crunchies, nuts and a few other 
gluten-free snacks. 
 
The one thing that I will add in the future is a small screwdriver to mend my 
glasses and anything else that needs fixing. 
 
In Kenya, the new Samsung camera broke.  And I’d especially bought it so 
that I could carry it whilst riding!  C’est la vie!
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Moans 
 
This might seem a rather ungrateful section, but since Celia died there 
have been several irritancies that have sometimes really got up my nose. 
 

Blankets and Duvets  – I swapped from blankets on my bed to a 
duvet, so that I can make it by myself.  It’s indicative of the 
changes you have to make through necessity. 
 
Computer Networks  – They are a disgrace.  I’m supposed to 
know about computers, but networks are a complete mystery to 
me.  How those with average or below computer knowledge 
manage, I do not know? 
 
Drinking in Pubs and Bars Alone  – I hate it! 
 
Eating in Restaurants Alone  – I hate it even more! 
 
Football Food  – It never seems to get any better. 
 
Friends and Acquaintances  – Most have been great, but some 
have disappeared from my life.  
 
Half-Bottles  – I know that I have an addictive personality and so 
when I open a bottle of wine, I worry that I might finish it at a 
sitting and get up in the morning with a hangover.   
 
So why are decent half-bottles of wine so hard to find? 
 
Tesco seem to have a better selection than most, but many shops 
and supermarkets just sell rather cheap plonk in quarter litre 
bottles.  That’s wrong on both counts; too little and crap. 
 
Motorway Services  – I avoid these at all costs, except for those 
with Marks and Spencer Simply Food outlets. 
 
Porsche Boxster  – Celia had a Porsche Boxster and can I get rid 
of the damn thing?  No!  Apparently, no-one wants it because it’s 
yellow!  It’s a safe colour!  What more do you want? 
 
Praise  – I miss the little bits of praise that Celia used to give me 
for little jobs perhaps vaguely well done.   
 
Perhaps we need a web site, where you type in what you’ve done 
and you get a nice and appropriate compliment. 
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Ready Meals  – I’m not a great cook, but I do sometimes like 
something a bit more complicated.  Most ready meals and 
portions of food are for two people and not one.   
 
Try buying one pork chop for a start!   
 
They are not really a problem as they freeze.  But I’m not a great 
one for eating the same meal two days running, as the food 
doesn’t. 
 
Time  – I never seem to have enough time, to shop, cook, feed 
and walk the dogs, without bothering about work.  Especially, as I 
have a housekeeper, who does all of the cleaning, washing, 
gardening and washing my car. 
 
How do women manage? 
 
Unsubscribing from Web Sites  – I have to monitor Celia’s e-
mails in case someone from her personal or legal past needs to 
get in touch.   
 
She was also an inveterate subscriber to lots of web sites and out 
of courtesy, I unsubscribe when I can.  But when you do this on 
some sites, they take no notice at all, and on others, the 
unsubscribing process is so difficult as to be impossible. 
 
Unsubscribing from a web site, should be by just entering the e-
mail address into a form or clicking on a link.  Verification should 
not be necessary, as this often needs personal information or 
passwords which may not always be available. 
 
I can’t ask Celia can I? 
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Relais & Châteaux 
 
Many times, Celia and I stayed in establishments from this family of hotels 
and chefs, who believe passionately in providing rooms, food and service 
to a very high standard.  Often at a price that is actually reasonable. 
 
We once worked it out that we had stayed in about twenty Relais & 
Château hotels and I don’t think we ever stayed in a bad one.  If we did I 
can’t remember where and when it was. 
 
We also had some memorable meals in Relais & Châteaux hotels.  Or at 
least ones that were in the guide when we stayed there.  Die Quadriga 
restaurant in the Brandenburger Hof hotel in Berlin, the Regency Hotel in 
Florence and the Elounda Mare in Crete are three of many that stand out. 
 
The first two are no longer in the Relais & Châteaux family, but they 
haven’t lost their standards or principles. 
 
Typically, we’d start planning a holiday by looking for a suitable Relais & 
Châteaux hotel.  This is how we ended up in the Ada hotel at Bodrum in 
Turkey.  In 2006, it was the only hotel in the guide in that part of Turkey.   
 
There is now another at Datça, so perhaps that is how another holiday will 
start.   
 
I must give Turkey another chance. 
 
But then there is Japan, South Africa, India, Thailand, Bali, China, and 
South America!  
 
The list grows and gets better and better. 
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Restaurants 
 
Celia and I ate in some of the best restaurants in the world. 
 
We did have two major regrets.   
 
For instance, we never managed to get to any restaurant run by Gordon 
Ramsey, who always says that if you say you are a coeliac when you 
book, there will be no problems. 
 
Together we never managed to get to Raymond Blanc’s Le Manoir aux 
Quat' Saisons at Oxford, although we did enjoy a memorable meal at one 
of his bistros in Manchester some years ago, when Celia was doing a case 
in the city. 
 
Since being diagnosed as a coeliac, I would single out some glorious 
meals at The River Cafe and Arbutus in London, Gravetye Manor near 
Gatwick and Ca Sento in Valencia.   
 
But these were just four of many! 
 
Locally, I don’t do badly for food with The White Pheasant at Fordham, 
being very much a restaurant where the chef understands his gluten-free.  
So do the Crowne and Punchbowl at Horningsea and the Star at Lidgate. 
 
It is not difficult to enjoy good food if you are a coeliac, but sometimes you 
do have to be forceful. 
 
But remember who is paying the bill. 
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Travel Tips for Coeliacs (and Others) 
 
Well not for just coeliacs, as a lot of these apply to any sensible traveller. 
 

Avoid Baboons  – They are the real hooligans of Africa. 
 
Avoid Mount Isa  – This may be OK, if Cliff has met his maker.   
 
Avoid Olympic Airlines  – They may get better, but I never seem 
to get them on a good day. 

 
Bananas  – If all else fails then a banana is always a gluten-free 
snack. 
 
Be careful about asking for a bunch of bananas in the West 
Indies.  Nik Gowing, the BBC journalist once did this and got a 
stalk with about seventy bananas.  He should have correctly 
asked for a hand. 
 
Batteries  – Make sure that all your electronic goods work on 
readily available batteries.  My Fuji S5700 camera works on AA 
batteries or rechargeable ones. 
 
Be Adventurous  – You only live once, so enjoy it! 
 
Be Careful of Time Zones  – India is one of the few large 
countries with a sensible policy on time zones.  The whole country 
has the same time and is five and a half hours ahead of the UK.  
Just keep your watch on UK time and turn it upside down for 
Indian time. 
 
On the other hand, Tennessee has two time zones, so I ended up 
at a meeting an hour late.  Infuriating! 
 
Be Open  – I always tell everybody I’m a coeliac, so that they’ll 
know what to do the next time they get another trouble maker. 
 
Beer  – Coeliacs must avoid beer, but I would advise avoiding it 
totally in Australia. 
 
Book Directly On-Line  – Book your holiday on-line.   
 
In many cases you can search and get a better deal, but also you 
can find out reports on sites such as Trip Advisor, what people 
think about your intended hotel. 
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We’ve also had several upgrades, where we’ve booked directly 
with the hotel and those on packages didn’t get anything and 
actually paid more! 
 
Bread Test  – You’ve ordered what you think is a gluten-free meal 
and then you are offered bread.  Check that it is a mistake and 
not that the waiter has completely misunderstood you. 
 
This happened at the Ristorante da Raffaele in Venice and when I 
very politely pointed it out to the waiter he laughed and realised 
his mistake. 
 
Bribe Policemen  – In a lot of countries this is expected. 
 
Camera  – Unless you are a professional photographer or a 
complete fanatic, don’t take a large expensive camera and/or a 
complicated video camera. 
 
I take a Fuji S5700 because it does both still and video very well, 
uses standard size batteries, takes the high capacity form of SD 
cards for a massive amount of pictures and video and is small 
enough to carry everywhere.   
 
Always have spare batteries and memory cards handy. 
 
Car Hire  – Be very careful and only hire from someone you can 
trust.  Or sue back at home!  Don’t rely on the tour company. 
 
CeliacTravel  – Always take their cards in an appropriate 
language. 
 
Check in On-Line for Your Flight  – Always do this as it’s 
quicker.  Coming back from Istanbul, I did it in an Internet cafe 
and we were one of only a few that had checked in on-line and 
walked straight through to airside. 
 
Choosing Airline Seats  – On a typical short haul flight on an 
airline like easyJet or Ryanair, there is no seat allocation and you 
choose your own.  If you are in a hurry to get away at the 
destination and have no baggage in the hold, it is best to get in 
towards the end of the loading process and choose an aisle seat 
near the exit.   
 
You don’t pay any priority boarding fees for turning up a bit late! 
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I know it’s nice to have a window, but I prefer to sleep on the flight 
if I can. 
 
As nowadays, I’m often travelling alone, boarding last is often a 
good ruse to get to sit next to an attractive young lady!  Even if 
she won’t talk to an old codger like me! 
 
Complain Creatively  – It works and gets results. 
 
Dogs  – This is very much a UK tip, but when travelling with dogs, 
it is good idea to identify a dog-friendly walk near to the route.  
One of the best is the Devil’s Dyke by the July Course on 
Newmarket Racecourse.  Obviously not on racing days! 
 
Emergency Rations  – Make sure you have enough food to keep 
you going for a few hours, when you arrive in a country. 
 
European Health Insurance Card  – Get one on-line. 
 
First Hotel  – Always book it before you get there and make sure 
you know how to get there on public transport from the airport.  Of 
the holidays, Celia and I had in the last few years, I think only 
Egypt needed a taxi from the airport. 
 
Hygiene  – A friend from the Internet also advises that you should 
wash your hands regularly and never eat certain foods like melon 
in unsophisticated countries.   
 
I’m awful about hygiene, but I must do something right, as I’ve 
never had a serious stomach upset since I have stuck to gluten-
free food.  Or I’ve just been lucky! 
 
Indian Restaurants  – It is likely that they are safe for coeliacs as 
generally they cook with gram (chickpea) flour.  This flour is rich in 
carbohydrates, but it contains no gluten.   
 
Note that papadums are made from gram flour.  In French cuisine 
socca is also made from chickpea flour. 
 
I’ve never had a reaction to the food in a good Indian restaurant. 
 
Insect Repellent  – Take the one-a-day wipes to ensure adequate 
and continued protection. 
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Insurance  – You can never have too much.  I always use the one 
I get with American Express, as it also looks after my cards and 
other documents on-line. 
 
Internet Cafes  – Find out where they are and learn how to use 
them.  Get a Yahoo or Hotmail e-mail address and send free e-
mail addresses rather than make expensive calls or texts. 
 
In some countries, like Italy, you’ll need your passport. 
 
Italian Restaurants  – As I found in the Netherlands, these are 
often very safe for coeliacs as Italian restaurateurs are usually 
familiar with the allergy.  If they aren’t real Italian prosciutto, 
salami and melon is definitely safe. 
 
Left Luggage Offices  – We used to use these quite a lot in 
Europe and it saved lugging cases all round a city, when you 
were sightseeing before catching a late flight home. 
 
Lengthen Your Holidays  – Celia and I always cut holidays to the 
shortest possible, as she always had an urgent court case.  She 
regretted it when we were enjoying ourselves in a wonderful place 
like the Hotel Signum on Salina. 
 
So lengthen your holiday when you can! 
 
Local Food  – Find out what the locals eat before you go.  If like in 
Italy, there is a lot of naturally gluten-free food, this won’t be a 
problem.  But in some countries there will be a lot of hidden gluten 
or everything will be coated in bread-crumbs.  Find out first. 
 
Local Money  – Always have enough cash for the first day or so, 
when you get to a country.   
 
Make Sure the Queen’s not About  – The Queen always seems 
to get bad weather.  So make sure you avoid her, when she in on 
holiday or a tour.  Avoid where I am too as suffer from the same 
affliction of appalling weather. 
 
Maps  – Always take a good map and make sure that your co-
driver can read it. 
 
Marks and Spencer Simply Food  – This is the standard pit-stop 
for me in the UK.  They even provide cutlery, but I should take my 
own in the car.   
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They seem to be expanding even more.  Good!  But they don’t 
have a map of where they all are! 
 
Mobile Phone  – Take a Nokia 6310i as the battery of this will last 
a week, if you don’t use the phone much.  So you can leave the 
charger at home.  At Kicheche, they had a selection of chargers 
one of which fitted my phone. 
 
Mosquito Nets  – If one is provided in a hotel in an affected area, 
it’s not there for decoration.  Just nets alone can cause a large 
drop in malarial infection.   
 
It’s also rather romantic being under a net with someone you love! 
 
Photocopy Your Documents  – Keep a photocopy of your 
documents in case you lose the real ones. 
 
Photograph Everything You Take  – I used to do this before 
packing it in the case, so that if it went missing, I’d know what was 
in it.  Since I started doing this, nothing has disappeared. 
 
Photograph Your Partner and Vice-Versa  – Celia and I didn’t 
take too many pictures of each other and when she died I was 
scratching around for a good picture of her.  So take too many 
images rather than too few. 
 
Politeness  – I’ve often found that if all else has failed, then 
politeness will often get a result.   
 
I remember getting to Las Vegas and couldn’t find a room, so I 
went up to a receptionist, who had just had a lot of abuse from 
someone who didn’t get anywhere to stay.  In my best fake upper-
class English voice, I said that you must have a room somewhere 
and what would you do if President Bush (It would have been 
Senior!) had needed a room.  (Eddy Murphy used this trick in 
Beverley Hills Cop!)  She said it was difficult and it would be an 
expensive room, but she rang round and found me one. 
 
Public Holidays  – Know if you’ll turn up in a country on a public 
holiday.  Many things that should be easy become difficult.  Very 
often cash machines get emptied and it’s difficult to get money. 
 
Public Transport  – Make sure you know how it works and how 
you pay for it before you go.  I didn’t do this in The Netherlands 
and nearly ended up completely stranded in Rotterdam. 
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Read About Your Holiday  – Always read about your holiday in 
an up-to-date guide or on the Internet before you go.  There’s 
nothing worse than getting home and finding you’ve missed 
something important.   
 
I’ve met people who’ve been to Cape Town and not seen the 
penguins. 
 
Safety Pins  – Make sure you always have a few handy! 
 
SD Cards  – Buy these on-line before you go on holiday.  I have 
bought several from www.memorybits.co.uk at a fraction of the 
cost you’d pay in a typical shop.  Always have a spare handy. 
 
Settling Upset Stomachs  – A retired pharmacist told me that 
crisps will restore the electrolyte balance and Coca-Cola will 
replace the liquid and sugar after a stomach upset.  All are 
uncontaminated.  The crisps must be gluten-free. 
 
Split Your Luggage  – Never put everything you need in one 
case in the hold.  I manage to get everything in my cabin baggage 
for a short trip, but on a long trip, I always have enough in the 
cabin to last for a couple of days. 
 
Stay Off the Beaten Track  – We stayed in some placed that 
were not really tourist traps like Ancona and Bologna.  They were 
great weekends without herds of other tourists.   
 
As it was Italy, the food was great too! 
 
Sun Protection Sachets  – One year we had some sachets that 
you used once a day and gave complete protection for 
sightseeing.   
 
They were obviously too good as I can’t seem to find any now.  Or 
I couldn’t for Kenya!  But then it wasn’t that sunny in the Masai 
Mara, so I didn’t need them! 
 
Swimwear  – Don’t buy your swimwear from a chain store.  That 
way you won’t be by the dramatic pool of an exclusive hotel and 
suffer the embarrassment of someone else with the same 
costume. 
 
Celia once bought a swimsuit from Next.  It then turned up on 
every bus shelter in the UK advertising cheap package holidays.   
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It had to go! 
 
On the other hand, she once had an expensive Cacharel one-
piece suit that was worn by Jordan on the cover of Hello!  That 
didn’t matter as Celia was twice Jordan’s age and the suit looked 
better on a lady with a more conventional figure! 
 
Taxis  – Try not to use them and spend the money saved on food 
in good restaurants.  We’ve also turned up at airports, such as 
Nice and Valencia, at very busy times with a long wait for taxis 
and hire cars and have walked straight past the queues to the 
tram, train or coach. 
 
Travel Light  – It’s always a good idea.  Leave out nightwear, 
jumpers, jackets and half the shoes.  In addition, I always leave 
those luxury leather wallets, beloved of expensive tour 
companies, at home. 
 
Anything to save weight! 
 
Walk  – You are much less likely to get lost in a strange city if you 
walk rather than drive.  As an example, Naples has improved with 
maps everywhere and I suspect that this will be what every city 
and town will do in the future. 
 
You also see so much more on foot.  And it’s good for your well-
being and fitness! 
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A Short Glossary 
 
These are words that occur in the text that may need a small amount of 
extra explanation. 
 

Cellulitis  – This is a bacterial infection of the skin that is 
characterized by swelling and tenderness.  Normally you get it on 
arms or legs. 
 
Glucose  – A sugar often used in the manufacture of food stuffs.  
For cheapness it is often derived from wheat and contains gluten.  
I react to this. 
 
Gluten  – A protein group found in wheat and other flours that 
forms the structure of the bread dough.  Gluten holds the carbon 
dioxide produced by the yeast and expands during fermentation, 
and provides the elasticity and stretch in bread dough.  Gluten is 
found in wheat, barley and rye. 
 
Glutened  – Knowing that you’ve eaten gluten and its caused a 
reaction in your body. 
 
SD Card  – This is the typical memory card of most small digital 
cameras.  There is also a high capacity version that works in 
some cameras. 
 
Super-Sensitive  – Typically this is a coeliac, who just needs the 
smallest amount of gluten to be ill.  I’m not super-sensitive. 
 
Villi  – These are tiny, finger-like projections on the surface of the 
small intestine that help absorb nutrients, such as vitamin B12. 
 
Vitamin B12  – A vitamin that is needed to make red blood cells 
and DNA and to keep nerve cells healthy.  It is found in meat, 
especially liver, eggs, poultry, shellfish, and milk. 
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Index  
 
Everything and possibly too much is here.
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   Aeolian Islands 136 
   Australia 37  
   First Coeliac Holiday 96 
   Florence 201 
   Kenya 232 
   Liverpool 165 
   London 173 
   Naples 210 
   Rome 217 
   The Netherlands 248 
   Venice 189 
Wedding Anniversary 
 60, 92, 122, 172, 218 
Weight 178, 221, 241 
Welcome Break 103 
Wembley Park Station 250 
Wembley Stadium 182, 250 
   Eating 251 
Wenceslas Square 60 
West Quay Shopping Centre 125 
   Cafe Giardino 126 
West Indies 67 
What is Art? 191 
Wheat 9 
Wheatstone, Charles 32 
White, Egerton 74 
White Horse, Brancaster 102 
Widows 
   Compassion 215 
Wilde, Oscar 256 
Wildlife 174 
Wildebeest 224, 228, 232 
William Light 31, 32 
William of Orange 241 
Williams, Kenneth 191, 194 
Windsor Hotel, Nice 128 
Wines 
   Cretan 59 
   Egyptian 117 
   German 63 
Winter Palace, Luxor 117 
Wishart, Gordon 105 
Woodbridge 238 
World Cup 58 
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X-Ray 76, 77 
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Yahoo 71, 72 
YouTube 224, 228, 230 
Yugoslavia 16 
Yulara 29, 33 
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Zebra 224, 225, 228, 232 
Zimmari Beach 131, 132 
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