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R
emember those Enid Bly-
ton books that most child-
hoods have been filled
with? Besides enthralling

adventure and fairy tales, they
present a pretty picture of rural
England. 

They tell of old mills made of
honey-coloured stone, open
meadows and deep-blue ponds
lapping against grassy embank-
ments. The houses had tiled or
thatched roofs with pretty pic-
ture-frame windows. 

When she described a sunny
day in a place such as this, I
remember wishing I could jump
into the book and be there.

My childhood wish came true
recently when I drove to the
Cotswolds. Besides being gor-
geously attired with story-book
villages and pretty flower gar-

dens, the Cotswolds also feature
some superb driving roads. So,
when I had the Porsche Panam-
era 4s for a driving holiday, this
is where I headed without
hesitation.

Village vistas

The scene you see above is
one of the most magnificent vis-
tas of a village called Little
Slaughter. Despite the gory
name, it is a quaint and char-
ming place. A wetland, upon
which this village lies, was called
‘slough’ or ‘slothre’ in medieval
English — hence the name. This
picturesque village sits beside
the little Eye stream, and as I
was taking the picture above and
admiring the simple rusticity of
it all, I realised that I was indeed

inside an Enid Blyton story.
The stream running through

the village is crossed by two
small bridges and the local at-
traction is a converted mill (with
the chimney) with an original
water wheel, selling local crafts.
To give you a geographical fix on
this region that has been offi-
cially designated as an Area of
Outstanding Natural Beauty,
the Cotswolds extend across a
narrow band of land east of the
M5 motorway, stretching as far
as Oxford at their widest point.

Little Slaughter is beautifully
bucolic and the Lower Slaughter
Manor (www.lowerslaught-
er.co.uk) — the place to stay here
— is wonderfully traditional and
envelopes you in old-world
charm. This is the kind of coun-
try house hotel where a decanter

of sherry is placed in your room
with compliments, and the hotel
itself is filled with ornate furni-
ture, log fires and rich fabrics.

From Lower Slaughter, I
headed to Stow-on-Wold, an-
other Cotswolds town at a dis-
tance of three miles, driving
along lovely country roads on
which I thoroughly enjoyed the
Porsche as it eagerly turned into
corners and powered out of
them like a race horse with its
heart set on crossing the finish
line first.

Stow-on-the-Wold was an old
market town during the height
of the wool industry. The fetch-
ing market square would see as
many as 20,000 sheep sold at
one time during its huge annual
fairs. A remnant of the time is a
medieval cross at the south of

the square that stood to remind
traders to be honest while bro-
kering deals. Today, Stow-on-
the-Wold has plenty of antique
shops and art galleries. It is also
a good base from where to take
off on walking holidays around
the Cotswolds. 

But with a 400bhp brute at
my disposal I really wasn’t too
much into walking this time. So,
I drove to Bledington on the
B4450, five miles south east of
Stow-on-the-Wold. 

Here stands the 16th Century
Kings Head (www.kingshea-
dinn.net), a traditional English
inn. The sumptuous rooms are
tastefully decorated, and the
food in the traditional bar is
mouth-watering. The ingre-
dients are locally sourced and
they have some good vegetarian

options too. My lunch stop here
was a groaningly delicious affair. 

My afternoon touring consist-
ed of driving along little country
roads through villages with
quintessential English names
such as Milton-under-Wych-
wood and Little Rissington to
get to Bourton-on-the-Water.
During the summer tourist sea-
son, Bourton-on-the-Water is
immensely popular, overcrowd-
ed, and best seen in the evening
when the coachloads of day trip-
pers have left. 

But right now, during winter,
I had the place all to myself. It’s
a very attractive little village
with the Windrush River pass-
ing beneath a series of low
bridges in the village centre and
an array of handsome houses in
that famous Cotswolds honey-

coloured stone lining its narrow
lanes.

Finally, for my night halt, I
drove to yet another village
called Broadway 12 miles from
Bourton-on-the-Water. Using
this as a base, tomorrow I would
set off to see Warwick Castle,
Stratford-upon-Avon and Blen-
heim Palace. But for today, I
parked the Porsche and settled
down for a comfortable evening
at the Lygon Arms (www.lygo-
narms.co.uk) with rooms and
lounges that ooze character and
elegance. 

I’d seen one of England’s pret-
tiest regions at the wheel of one
of the world’s most cherished
sports cars. Today, I had lived
the dream! 

(Visit www.visitbritain.co.in
for information on Cotswolds)g
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PERFECT DRIVING HOLIDAY (clockwise from top left) Scenic roads in the Cotswolds, the quintessential British Public House or Inn and the Cotswolds countryside PHOTOS: RISHAD SAAM MEHTA

Living a childhood dream
THE COTSWOLDS Of story-book villages so
reminiscent of Enid Blyton, writes RISHAD SAAM

MEHTA, who explores the region in a Porsche 

BLUE STRETCH Hulhumale island and Male airport 

Another view of Maldives
MALE Visit the city to soak in the islanders’ connection with the sea

A
s our speedboat nears
the Male jetty from
the airport island of
Hulhule, the Maldi-

vian flag flutters imperious-
ly in the breeze.

‘Maldives’, the word, has
many origins, but when you
see the country from the
sky it looks like a ‘mala
dweep’ or a necklace of is-
lands. And, a view of the
Maldives from the sky is
necessary. In the dark wa-
ters of the Indian Ocean,
each island is like a drop of
turquoise. However, the
tranquillity of the view
from above is forgotten
when you see Male from the
boat. 

The small island, only
about two sq km in area, is a
teeming metro. One of the
most densely-populated ar-
eas in the world, it is home
to about one-third of the
Maldives’ population of
about 300,000. 

When anyone mentions
Maldives, the vision of ex-

quisite resorts and beauti-
ful waters comes up. Male
represents the other Mal-
dives — where you can soak
in the character of a people
whose country is more sea
than land. 

It takes about 45 min-
utes to walk around Male
on the shoreline. With the
Indian Ocean lapping
quietly on the sides, a mere
1.5 metres below, the walk
is the best way to observe
the way the Maldivians
have tailored their lives to
the sea. The gentle waves
keep a soft melody going as
one walks the embank-
ment. Nearby is a memorial
for those dead in the 2004
tsunami. As the traffic
screeches past on the road,
we reach one of the most
popular spots. The ‘artifi-
cial beach’, a man-made en-
closure of the sea, is where
local girls and boys swim.
There is no natural beach
in Male due to extensive
reclamation, but this piece

of appropriated sea is a
good place to observe the
bond between the locals
and the sea. 

After a swim, they sit
dripping and listen to a
band, if playing, on a stage
on the shore. Others cross
the road and sprawl before
a public screen, and watch
a football match being
played somewhere in the
world. Some wander off to
fish. Public reclining chairs
along the shore are full in
the evenings, as islanders
watch the world go by. 

Time stands still, in a
sense. As one walks past
the busy port area, the local
vegetable and fish market
comes up. ‘Dhonis’ or tradi-
tional boats loaded with
fruit, vegetable and the
day’s catch continuously
arrive, dock, are unloaded
and their wares carried
across the road to the bus-
tling market. Some dis-
tance from the market area
is the local jetty. From

here, dhonis carry passen-
gers to various local is-
lands. Like other big cities
of the world, Male too has
its suburb. Vilingily is a ti-
ny island, about five min-
utes by the dhoni. It is a
residential area, with a nice
natural beach and trees.

Crisscrossing Male, Ma-
jidi Magu and Chandini
Magu are the main shop-
ping arteries. Goods from
all over the world peep out
of retail shops. Male also
hosts a national library,
museum, Sultan Park, foot-
ball fields and a jogging
track. It is well worth a visit
to absorb how the nation
has evolved a rhythm with
the sea over centuries. 

Going underwater due to
climate change may be
their biggest threat, but the
Maldivian bonding with
the sea is so innate and
fine-tuned that together
they will find a way to
survive.

SADHNA SHANKER

T
he cold mountain waters
gurgled past unhurriedly
as I struggled to rest atop
a weather-chiselled rock

on the river bank. I then turn-
ed my attention towards the
water dancing around my an-
kles, deliciously cold and re-
freshing, as I dipped my feet
into the Tirthan river. I
breathed in the crisp moun-
tain air and sipped fragrant
tea, reclining languorously on
my chosen rock to lazily read
a book. 

My friend chose to stare in-
to the beauteous sights sur-
rounding us, mesmerised. It
was unthinkable that only a
day before we were breathing
in Gurgaon’s polluted air and
nearly decomposing in the
sweltering summer heat.

Mountain hamlet
We were in Gushaini, a tiny

hamlet nestled in the verdant
folds of the Tirthan Valley in
Kullu district. This mountain
hamlet would have been like
any other village that dots the
hills and mighty mountains of
North India, if not for Raju

Bharati, an enterprising man
who has converted his house
into a delightful homestay for
those longing to live close to
Nature. 

Raju Bharati’s cottage is
partially hidden under lush
mountainous foliage and
across the Tirthan river;
therefore, it is not very easy
to spot. A wiry man, Raju
Bharati informed us that we
had to make our way to the
cottage by pulling ourselves
across the river on a metal
basket that dangles on a one-
inch thick wire.

To glide across a frothing
river on a rope pulley, with
the mountain breeze whip-
ping my hair, was an unprece-
dented experience. I felt like a
free bird. The cottage looked
as if frozen in time; the air
smelt of mellow sunshine and
cinnamons, and pretty but-
terflies fluttered among the
violet mountain blooms. 

Our double bedroom was
made up of wood and locally-
sourced materials; even the
electricity outlets were
adorned with pine. The win-

dows offered the river’s view,
verdant mountain trellises
doubling as curtains. The
bathrooms were fitted with
geysers and other modern
amenities, though. 

The cottage is set amidst a
22-acre estate, where grapes,
apples, apricots, and plums
grow (that explained the
mouth-watering smell enve-
loping the entire property). 

Raju’s wife, Lata, prepared
the most subliminal dishes
using the freshest ingredients
from her kitchen garden. Af-
terwards, despite our heavy
meals, we lounged about in
the hammocks in the garden
and munched on delicious
home-grown apples.

We were moved enough by
those luscious apples to pen
down an elegy in its honour;
just that our amateur writing
didn’t do any justice to them.
At night, we were lulled to
sleep by the gentle sound of
gushing water. 

The next morning, we un-
dertook a mountain walk and
explored the sleepy little
hamlet of Gushaini. Later

that day, we left for New Del-
hi, drinking ambrosial home-
made apple juice and bracing
up for the blanket of pollution
that was sure to greet us as we
made our way towards ‘civ-
ilisation’. 

Getting there
Gushaini is 550 km from

Delhi and can be reached via
road in 15 hours. 

The route is Delhi-Chandi-
garh-Mandi-Kanda-Gushai-
ni. It is economical (and more
enjoyable) to take one of the
many buses that ply to Kullu-
Manali, daily from Delhi. 

If taking the bus, get off at
Aut, just after the Pandoh
tunnel (an hour before Kul-
lu), on the Manali highway
from Chandigarh. From Aut,
it is a pleasant 26 km drive
along a mountain river. 

The charges (negotiable)
are Rs. 1,250 per person per
day (inclusive of three meals
and snacks)

For reservations, call
01903-225008 or
094181-49808.

RIJUTA DEY

GUSHAINI Breathe in the crisp mountain air, and bite into luscious home-
grown apples at Raju Bharati’s homestay

A river runs through it
IN NATURE’S MIDST Gushaini PHOTOS: RIJUTA DEY

New Zealand, known for its
adventurous spirit and

eclectic regions, has some-
thing in store for everyone.
Rugged landscapes, unspoilt

beaches, geothermal volcanic
activity, temperate climate,
fascinating wildlife and
friendly people, and more.
And, Tourism New Zealand

and Singapore Airlines’ have
come up with a special holiday
airfare of Rs. 46,000, to Auck-
land and Christchurch from
Mumbai, Delhi, Kolkata, Ban-

galore, Chennai and Ahmeda-
bad. Bookings are valid till
March 7 for travel from March
1 to June 30. The airfare is
available on return economy
class seats only, and is subject
to availability at the time of
booking. The cost does not in-
clude airport taxes. For fur-
ther information on this
airfare, visit
www.newzealand.com.

In Kiwi territory
DEAL Singapore Airlines’ holiday fares for New Zealand 


