
 
 AMBODIA. MOST PEOPLE GO THERE TO SEE THE  
 temples of the ancient Kingdom of Angkor. This  
 site is stunning – up there with other biggies like 
 Egypt’s Pyramids, China’s Great Wall, Jordan’s  
 Petra and South America’s Machu Picchu – and 

it should be on your ‘bucket-list’. Here, to tempt you to join 
us in March 2019, is a taste from our travel-diary … 

T HERE’S MORE THAN one way to climb a hill. But we 
never expected to be climbing this 

particular hill on the back of a very 
large elephant. The hill was in the 
middle of the jungle in the middle of 
Cambodia. And the view from the top 
of our plodding, hairy mammoth was 
something else!  

  Way, way back, between the 9th 
and 13th centuries, a string of Khmer 
kings ruled Indo-China from around 
here, and they used their empire’s 
wealth and work-force to complete a 
swag of monumental temples spread 
over 300 square kilometres. The 
centuries took their toll, of course, and 
those temples were largely reclaimed 
by the relentless jungle – but some of 
the most beautiful examples have 
been restored. 

  Earlier that day, we’d got right 
up-close to towering moss-smothered 
stonework … vast terraces, moats and spires … endless 
sculptures of deities and royals … wall-to-wall murals 
recording Hindu battles and Buddhist lifestyles.  

  The best-preserved temple is ANGKOR WAT, built by 
King Suryavarman II. One thousand years ago, this royal 
centre – still the largest religious structure in the world 
(check out the aerial view) was populated by more than a 
million people. Bridges across a deep moat point the way 
through arched entrances to the massive temple structure,  
  where courtyards and corridors are decorated with 
         ‘Apsaras’ (heavenly dancers), still graceful, 
            frozen in time and in
                 stone. 

N EXT MORNING WE were off to the walled city of 
ANGKOR TOM. As we approached the spectacular 

entrance-way through looming forest trees and rows of 
once-elegant statues, we were suddenly aware of a giant 
creviced face peering at us from weathered rock above the 
gate. Inside, countless collapsing towers were adorned with 
more huge smiling faces in various stages of disrepair.  

  Nearby was an ancient parade ground, the Elephant  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

Terrace, and we tried to imagine monks and warriors, 
decorated elephants and cheering crowds, in a colourful, 
noisy procession. 

  Elsewhere amongst these sprawling remains is the 
TA PROHM monastery – left as it was found. The intricate 
stonework is being devoured by 600-year-old silk-cotton 
trees, enormous trunks and roots spreading like claws to 
grip every crack and crevice … in places, tearing the 
structure apart … in others, holding it together. 

  Night falls quickly in this part of the world. And 
arriving at the top of that hill, we watched a brilliant 
orange sunset disappearing down the horizon. Another day 
in Indo-China was over. “Or kuon (thank you) Cambodia!”  
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