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Travel Writing

Now, I was always under the impression that the experience of travelling and holidaying abroad was supposed to be an inspiring, educational and valuable experience. A chance to absorb the customs of a different society in hope of improving your own. And I was right. Up to a point.


Moving through the world as a travel writer you get to experience some things that most people don’t. Like the cliché safari animal silhouette imprinted on a red sky in the heart of the African wilderness, the impossible plains of the Sahara desert and the overt ignorance of NYC busybodies. These are all once in a lifetime or never. For most people. Don’t get me wrong, all of these trips were invigorating and educational experiences, and I consider myself lucky to have had them. However, my most recent expedition into the foreign unknown was not so invigorating and lead me to doubt the credibility of my philosophy of travel.


Benidorm, yes, I agree, a bit of a comedown from eating in the finest restaurants of Paris and Tokyo and lounging at Bungalow 8 during my time in NYC, but still an enriching experience, of its own, very special, kind.


I was forewarned prior to my trip that Benidorm was one of the few haunts of the UK ‘larger lout’. Ridiculous, I thought, at the time.


Nothing could have prepared me for this.


I arrived at Alicante airport. Great I thought, there doesn’t seem anyone unruly on the plane, why are people so bothered about ‘larger louts’ I had forgot; I wasn’t flying BMI baby. Now I’m not going to bore you with the whole story of my ‘holiday’ from beginning to end, however. I must let you know. They were right.


After arriving in Benidorm from Alicante I decided to unpack then hit the beach – I wasn’t tired, yet. I was surprised; the receptionist spoke English, fluently. My kind of hotel. I unpacked, my room was fine, nothing special, but it would do. Dug out my Speedos and was off.


I-HAVE-NEVER, been to a place like this. I did a double take. Have I left the UK? It was debatable. Not a tapas bar or sombrero in sight. Everyone I spoke to spoke English. Apart from the Englishmen, of course.


Revolting. What on earth has happened to the pride of the English gentlemen? I knew our society had gone to pot back home, but I still thought we put on a good show of keeping up appearances to our European neighbours and American descendants. I thought wrong, obviously. Everywhere I looked was another British bar. No influence from Spain in the town at all. Nothing, Nada.


I tried to find redeeming qualities on the place. I truly did, but that place does a very good job of hiding them. Sun, Sea, Sangria Larger, obviously the philosophy of the ‘larger lout’. During my hunt for redeeming qualities I found none, no good ones at least. Benidorm however has a whole host of almost original qualities, shared only by the likes of Prague and Tenerife. I would tell you each and every one, in detail, if I could bring myself to relive the expedition. I can’t. I’m trying to block it out; you see?


So here’s the equation for Benidorm:


Englishmen + sun + sea + sangria Larger = Violence, Vomit and vulgarity.


Very British of you guys.
