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am siting at home, immersed in personal respons il

ities that demand my attention. My
last trip was in August 2025, and

prompted by a family em

And yet,1am content, i

Ifind genuine happiness in be-

Ing home and revisiting, in memo-

1Y, the many remarkable journeys

Ishared with my late hushand, We

travelled, quite literally, to the cor-

ners of the world. While other cou-

ples discussed routines and daily

schedules, we discussed destina-

tions. My husband was a true voy-
ager, and he wanted me to be part
| of every adventure. I followed will-
. ingly,and there was never a dull mo-
ment.

Coming from the Middle East, Eu-
; rope was once our dream destina-
tion. For years, we travelled there repeatedly, But over
time, especially after living there for a few years,my fas-
cination with Europe began to fade, Its shine dulled. I
lgarned that not everything that glitters is gold, Travel-
ling to other parts of the world further shifted my per-
spective,

There are, of course, no universal rules. Good and bad
exist everywhere. But the heart develops its own prefer-
ences. When we began exploring the Far East, 2 discov-
ered an entirely different world. The food, the culture,
the thythm of life, everything felt distinct and, in many
ways, less complicated. Language barriers were often
challenging, but sign language always came to the res-
cue. Years later; the language gap has eased, but another
reality has emerged: mass tourism.

Countries such as Thailand are no longer what they
were when we first visited in the early 1980,

Iremember one of our later trips when we took a boat
to James Bond Island. The brochure described it as a
peaceful paradise with crystal-clear waters and white
sandy beaches. But when we arrived, the scene was en-
tirely different. Hundreds of tourists crowded the shore,
Some were snorkelling, others hovered in boats waiting
for space to dock. Instead of tranquillity we inhaled die-
sel fumes, We did not see the peaceful beach, the white
sand or the sparkling water only congestion. It felt likea
waste of time and money.

But travel teaches humility and adaptation, On our
next trip, we sought out lesser-known corners of Thai-
land and rediscovered the quiet beauty we had once
known. A visit to Japan became one of the true high-
lights of our travels.It is a destination that simply must
be experienced. Japan's organisation, discipline and ad-
vancement are unlike anywhere else, The precision, the
respect, the seamless systems, it is a nation that hum-
bles you. g

Hoﬁve; we quickly learnt that travelling directly
from the chaos of Thailand to the refined order of Ja-
pan was overwhelming. We needed a bridge, a mid-
dle ground. That turned out to be Singapore, one of the
cleanest and most multicultural countries in the world.
It offered a perfect transition between two vastly differ-
ent rhythms of life. 2 e i et

Yegglatenwe travelled to Ho Chi Minh City in Viet-
nam. It reminded us of Thailand three decades earlier,
untouched by the heavy hand of mass tourism. There
was not an abundance of attractions, but that simplicity
was precisely its charm. The absence of crowds allowed
authenticity to breathe, and we fellin love with it

Today,my suitcase rests quietly in the cupboard.

Nafha Maani
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even that was not by choice, but -

(8 CamScanner



