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you have to be ready for a quick downshift 

to increase revs, but the auto does this for 

me and the noise of the V8 is great. Driving 

through fesh-fesh coats the car in dust and 

it’s a very sandy Camel that pulls up when I 

make camp that night. 

The beautiful south
Highlight: Camels in the ‘Dales’

In the Sahara I camp out, sleeping on 

the open desert floor, as long as there’s 

no vegetation about that could harbour 

scorpions or snakes, and I love the stars 

above at night. Here in Arabia, however, 

there’s much more humidity and so there’s 

more danger from crawlers and things with 

fewer or more legs than I have, so a tent is 

the order of the day. Mine is a clamshell-type 

roof tent made by an Emirates company 

called Epic Adventure and it’s very fast to 

pitch, though it’s rather smaller than the 

fabric, fold-out designs I’m used to.

I wanted to get away from the beaten 

track and set up a Trophy Cam, an automatic 

camera made by Bushnell that’s triggered 

by body heat or an animal or person passing 

near to it. I’d used it with some success in 

Kenya and Egypt and I’m hoping to get some 

photos here of antelope or whatever else 

might be around, so I have some cat food 

to put out as bait for carnivores too. I make 

camp and wander up into nearby rocky 

outcrops, looking for game trails where I  

can leave the camera. Then, having set it up,  

I turn in for the night.

This is the pattern for the next few days – 

pottering around the central desert, on the 

one hand looking for oryx, and on the other 

hunting for meteorite fragments. These 

are lumps of various types of rock that may 

originally come from Mars, especially those 

found in this area of Arabia. Their removal is 

illegal in Oman but I just want to see if I can 

find some. The tent is good and airy, which 

is an advantage of roof tents in hot places – 

they benefit from whatever breeze there is 

nearby. Oman is hot and humid – mercifully 

my tent does have decent windows that let 

some breeze inside.

Time is moving on, however, and I want to 

head south. So, after a couple of days, I pack 

up and drive back to tarmac and then point 

the Discovery towards Oman’s southernmost 

region, Dhofar. This was the site of a Marxist 

insurgency and rebellion in the 1960s and 

’70s, and as a kid I’d heard tales of derring-

do from family friends who’d soldiered here, 

seconded from the British Army to the Sultan 

of Oman’s armed forces. However, Dhofar is 

a long drive from Muscat.

Sure enough, it takes me the best part of 

10 hours to get to Salalah, Oman’s second 

city and the capital of the Dhofar region. 

South Oman catches the tail end of the 

Indian monsoon (locally called the khareef ) 

and it’s amazingly green because of this – it 

is surreal to drive down from the heights of 

the central desert plateau to coastal Salalah 

and seemingly be transported to hills like 

the Derbyshire Dales. What makes it even 

Wadi Arbaeen is bone-
dry for much of the year

This camel really 
takes the biscuit

Now sea this: camping 
just outside Salalah


