Arabian |

fter nearly a dozen horseback holidays—mostly
in the African wilds—I decided to try something
different. We were huddled around a campfire in
B the foothills of Mount Kenya last summer when
"1 Jakob von Plessen, my guide, said his dream was
to head off to Jordan to ride in the footsteps
(or, rather, hoofprints) of Lawrence of Arabia.
Deciding I'd beat him to it, I returned to London and
booked a spring trip to Wadi Rum, in the southwest corner
of the country, through the UK-based firm Ride World Wide
(44-18/378-2544; 1dewor1dw1de com). Nigel Harvey, one
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in another tent altogether. There are billowing flower arrange-
ments, and local Cabernet is served in abundance.

For dinners, hummus and baba ghanoush are brought in from
the capital, Amman, and served alongside freshly barbecued lamb.
Olympicesque flames glow in the deep sand surrounding the
camp, and the tablecloths flutter in the early-evening breeze.

But I had come for the riding, not for a dinner party. Usually
beginning near the Seven Pillars of Wisdom, the equestrian itin-
eraries last from three to five hours and are meant for fairly
experienced riders. The horses—Arabs, Anglo-Arabs, and part-
breds—are forward-going, and cantering along on them through

 the desert, with towermg sandstonc chﬂ?‘s on en:her side, makes




