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An Expat Life
Fashion designer Martin Grant 

on his favourite Paris haunts and 
what he misses about Australia.
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Del Kathryn Barton 

From the gaudy, teeming canyons of Tokyo  
to an isolated cave on Lord Howe Island, the  
Archibald Prize-winning artist refects on the  
travel moments that have taken her breath away.

2013: Lord Howe Island

One of the things I love about 

Lord Howe Island is that there’s 

a limit to the number of people 

allowed there at any given time. 

When you’re hiking, the landscape 

is so pristine you feel like you’re 

the only person on the island. One 

morning, my partner, our kids 

and I left the beautiful Capella 

Lodge and did an extraordinary 

walk up Mount Lidgbird. You can 

climb all the way up the mountain 

– it’s 777 metres – but we only 

went halfway because the kids 

were so young. I can only imagine 

the view from the top because 

from our vantage point, it was 

stupendous. The four of us sat 

in a cave looking out over the 

island, awestruck at the power 

of the ocean and feeling such 

connectivity with the landscape. 

The way the island has preserved 

its wildlife is really special. It’s 

more like a volcanic New Zealand 

landscape and for me it had this 

emotional intensity that felt very 

palpable, creatively. 

2011: Tokyo

Anyone who imagines that 

a three-storey-high bronze 

sculpture of a spider should 

be fairly easy to find hasn’t 

looked for one in a metropolis as 

intense as Tokyo. For decades, 

I’d idolised the French-American 

artist Louise Bourgeois but 

until I visited Tokyo, I hadn’t seen 

a lot of her work in the flesh. 

Her broad and fiercely feminine 

oeuvre is very close to my own 

creative sensibilities. Finding 

her spider work in Roppongi 

Hills was a moment I’d dreamt 

about. I finally turned a corner 

and there it was, Maman – this 

extraordinarily monumental 

spider that somehow looked 

like it was barely touching the 

ground. I lay down underneath it 

and actually cried. It was a very 

deep moment for me. I consider 

it to be a masterwork, the way 

she designed it and the way the 

engineers were able to execute it 

so that it appears to defy gravity. 

2013: Mykonos

The first time I went to Greece, 

it was with my partner, our 

two kids and two other families. 

One of our friends on the trip, 

Angela, is Greek and knows the 

island intimately. One special 

day we drove out of the densely 

populated craziness into the arid 

zone, a landscape punctuated by 

sculptural cacti (my favourite!), 

dramatically framed by the intense 

aqua blue of the Mediterranean. 

Finally, we came to this tiny 

Places of the Heart
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Del Kathryn Barton won the 

Archibald Prize in 2008 and 2013. 

Her work hangs in Roslyn Oxley9 

Gallery in Paddington, Sydney.

little beach. Under an enormous 

olive tree was a little family-run 

restaurant called Kiki’s. You don’t 

order; they just serve you what 

they make for the day and you 

drink homemade wine out of 

little tin cups. We had a massive 

plate of artichokes delivered by a 

cheerful Greek woman who kept 

bringing out extraordinary dishes 

so we could eat them under the 

tree. I remember my son saying 

that the pork chop was the best 

he’d ever eaten. Without Angela, 

we’d never have discovered this 

glorious piece of paradise. 
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Flight Plan
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What do you never leave home without?

If you’ve got a passport and credit card, 

you’ll be able to get yourself out of trouble. 

Do you have a secret to travelling light?

Now that bags are on wheels, I can’t see 

the point in packing crazy light – I think 

that makes the trip really miserable. I’d 

rather have an extra fve kilos of things 

I might need than be stuck without them 

or be wringing out clothes.

Have you ever missed a plane? 

No, having lived in places like Africa and 

India, I have this constructive pessimism 

that things are going to go wrong so 

I always get there ridiculously early. 

What’s your routine at the airport? 

I try to have something to listen to or 

something to watch. I’m crazy about 

Richard Fidler from ABC Radio National, 

I love listening to TED talks and if I’m into 

a TV series, I’ll make sure I’ve got that 

with me. I remember being at the airport 

in Kabul watching the Richard Roxburgh 

series Rake but there’d be shots of his bum 

and I’d have to fold the laptop down! It can 

all get a bit weird if what you’re watching 

doesn’t match where you are [laughs]. 

When we’re coming back home, we’ve 

got work that we can do.

Do you have a plane outfit?

No [laughs]. I just wear something 

comfortable. I get quite cold so I always 

have a sweatshirt or a hoodie. I think 

they should be able to refuse people who 

wear tracksuits on planes – at the door, 

just go “nup”. 

Aisle or window?

Window, always. You can be in your  

own little world and no-one is climbing  

over you.

What’s your routine on the plane?

If it’s comfortable, I’ll sleep well. I drink 

lots of water and often will take Gastrolyte 

rehydration preparations. Just chuck those 

in a bottle if it’s a really long fight and that 

seems to help. It’s so dry on the plane but 

I normally bounce off feeling pretty good.  

Are you a chatty seat buddy?

Sometimes I’ll have a chat but when 

it’s about to get really busy with work, 

it’s the one place in the world where you 

quietly get to have some time to yourself 

– 10 hours or 14 hours of catching your 

breath. I hate snoring! It drives me mental. 

When someone you don’t even know is 

snoring, it feels a bit out-there. 

Do you find it easy to sleep?

Depends how close to the front of the 

plane I am. If I fy business class, I sleep 

like a baby. If it’s economy, I’m tall (1.8m) 

and I wriggle around a bit. But if you have 

something to watch or listen to, it makes 

the time go so much faster. 

What’s the last book you read on a plane? 

Why Nations Fail [by Daron Acemoglu 

and James A Robinson].

The last movie? 

Pride, that movie set during the coal-miners’ 

strike in the UK.

How do you deal with jet lag?

Try to stay up until you’re supposed to go 

to bed. If you’ve drunk a lot of water on the 

plane, it’s a little bit easier. If we do really 

long fights – in 2013 I went to Canada, 

the UK, South Africa and back around –  

I’ll take melatonin. It resets your body clock. 

Often we’re just going to Asia and it’s not 

really a big deal.

What’s your idea of a holiday?

Being home. I bought an apartment a couple 

of years ago and it’s my favourite place in 

the world. Being home is fantastic.  

Passenger 

Sally Sara

How much time do you spend away?

These days, based in Sydney for Foreign 

Correspondent, it’s usually three or four 

weeks at a time then I come back for four 

or fve weeks and head off again.

What’s the secret to a stress-free journey?

No internet! I also think the easiest way 

to be relaxed is to be really organised. I’d 

rather be bored at an airport than stressed.

What’s your approach to packing?

I use luggage dividers – one for tops, one 

for bottoms and one for toiletries and 

stuff like that. My technical broadcast gear 

is already packed and ready to go so it’s 

really just throwing some clothes in. I also 

have colour-coded zip-up folders – red for 

money and receipts, blue for background 

information on the story and green for 

travel documents. I’m a travel nerd. 

Occupation 

Reporter,  

ABC TV’s Foreign 

Correspondent 

Where she travels 

International 

hotspots

Sally Sara making friends  

on assignment in Kabul, 

Afghanistan, in 2011
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View from Above 34.0958° S / 123.2028° E
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A long, thin strip of land divides 

the bright blue Southern Ocean 

from the bubblegum-coloured 

Lake Hillier on Western Australia’s 

Middle Island. Scientists believe 

the lake owes its unusual colour 

to a species of algae producing 

a red pigment. Whatever the cause, 

itʼs a spectacular sight from the air.
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The traveller 

Nick Earls

The journey 

Belfast to Brisbane

The year

1972

MY family and the Australian government 

did their best to prepare us. My dad showed 

me cricket on TV and Australia House in 

London sent books about life in Australia. 

I was eight, my sister was seven and we were 

about to leave Northern Ireland for good.

I can’t say I wanted to go. I had friends. 

I had a life and I was used to the way it 

worked. We had pigs on our farm and barley 

in the felds. There was a working blacksmith 

down the road. I went to the nearby village 

school. But things had changed when I was 

too young to realise it.

A trip into the city and then into the bigger 

towns meant army roadblocks and searches. 

Military helicopters few overhead, guns on 

show. I was fascinated, of course. From the 

little I could see and far too much reading, 

I decided the guns were 0.5-inch Brownings. 

The roadblocks got closer to home and 

paramilitary groups began running their 

own checkpoints.

My great-aunt Vera revealed she was 

sometimes pinned down by sniper fre on the 

way to a particular shop to buy us the sherbets 

we loved. My parents told her to stop. She 

wouldn’t hear of it. She’d been in the navy in 

the war. She sat like a man and she smoked 

cigars. It was the only shop in Belfast that 

sold those sherbets so she would keep going.

A friend of my parents mentioned that 

when driving his kids to school, there was 

a point in the journey where they’d habitually 

unbuckle their seatbelts and crouch down 

on the foor. When he asked them why, they 

said, “There’s sometimes crossfre here.”

So we left. At frst, Australia made no sense 

to me at all, despite the books from Australia 

House. I felt unsafe. Where was the army on 

the streets? The frst time we bought groceries, 

we walked into the supermarket and stood 

with our arms out to our sides and no-one 

searched us. I’d been trained to see searches 

in city shops as routine and nothing to get 

stressed about. They made shops safe. What 

kind of crazy, reckless place was this that 

never seemed to search anyone anywhere?

On my second day at Brisbane’s Ascot 

State School, the class divided for religious 

instruction. I’d never seen a class divide for 

that before. The teacher asked the Catholics 

to stand. I looked around. Surely there weren’t 

Catholics in the room? Then the girl next to 

me stood. I’d been next to her for a day and 

a half and she’d seemed completely normal. 

There were at least a dozen of them and  

no-one seemed at all surprised. I felt as 

though I’d let my guard down.

I got over that eventually, all of it. I can’t 

guess how I would have lived, or what I would 

have believed, had I stayed in Northern 

Ireland but coming to Australia showed me 

what peace looked like and that it should be 

normal. It taught me that things I thought 

were differences between people actually 

weren’t. It gave me a fresh start in a place 

where shopping was just shopping and  

no-one has to dodge bullets to buy lollies.  

Nick Earls is the author of 20 novels 

including New Boy, The Fix, Zigzag Street 

and Bachelor Kisses. He still lives in Brisbane.

The Journey

QSpirit.

How does a young boy deal with life 
in sleepy Brisbane when he’s used to 
gunfre in Belfast? Author Nick Earls 
recalls a dramatic change of address.  
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 Nick Earls, aged eight in Belfast. “I can’t guess how I would have lived had I stayed in Northern Ireland,” says the author.
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Then & Now

QSpirit.
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The building wasn’t always this 

salubrious. Designed by one of the world’s 

most infuential Neoclassical architects, 

Auguste de Montferrand, the palace housed 

a hostel, a school and a design frm during the 

Soviet era. It was around this time that the 

building fell into disrepair, with much of its 

interior either destroyed or removed. 

Now restored to its original grandeur, 

stately columns soar in the high-ceilinged 

lobby, complete with intricate plaster detail.  

A grand staircase, with steps made from the 

original granite, takes guests to the hotel’s frst 

foor, where there’s an expansive health club. 

In the guest rooms, ivory-coloured wardrobes, 

gilded doors, velvet cushions and silk drapes 

recall the palace’s connection with its past.

The views from the rooms tell their 

own story. Some bring the city of tsars to 

life, others take in Saint Isaac’s Cathedral – 

St Petersburg’s architectural masterpiece 

and Montferrand’s best-known work.

The hotel’s pièce de résistance, however, is 

the Lobanov Presidential Suite – in particular, 

its bath, carved from a single slab of marble. 

But sinking oneself in a bathtub ft for a tsar 

comes at a price – about $16,500 a night.  

fourseasons.com 

A 19th-century Russian palace  
in St Petersburg has been  
transformed into a luxury hotel – 
without losing touch with its past. 

IN ALEXANDER Pushkin’s 1833 poem  

The Bronze Horseman, the Neva River is 

fooding the city of St Petersburg. As the 

water rises, the poem’s hero takes refuge 

atop one of two marble lions guarding the 

entry to a Russian mansion. While the poem 

and its protagonist were fctional, the lions 

weren’t. Nor was the mansion. It was, in fact, 

a Russian palace built in 1820 – which is now 

the Four Seasons Hotel Lion Palace.

It’s easy to see why the two lions – said to 

be about 200 years old – might have inspired 

Pushkin. Carved by renowned Italian sculptor 

Paolo Triscorni, they stand tall against the 

hotel’s imperial-yellow façade – a fne example 

of High Classical architecture.

Four Seasons 
Hotel Lion 
Palace

The hotel (left) is grand as it was in its time as 

Russia’s Ministry of War, from 1827 to 1917 

(above); the presidential suite’s bathroom
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An Expat Life

QSpirit.

IN T ERV IE W BY D I W E BS TE R

Where do you live in Paris?

I live in the Marais. I’ve been there pretty 

much since arriving.

What’s the secret to adapting to a new city? 

Integration. I didn’t have any friends in 

Paris; it forced me to go out and meet 

French people. I wanted to learn the 

language and understand the culture so 

for the frst two years I spent my whole  

time immersed in “French-ness” [laughs].

What do you miss about Australia?

Family, the landscape, the light, the sky  

– everything that is Australian. Living 

in a big city and travelling between 

big cities, I crave nature. Australian 

cities are surrounded by or have nature 

integrated into them and that’s what 

I love. Particularly in Sydney, there are so 

many parks, the weather’s beautiful, the 

harbour’s there – so even to go for a walk, 

you’re in nature immediately. In Paris, you 

have to go to either end of the city, to the 

Bois de Boulogne or the Bois de Vincennes, 

otherwise parks are strict squares of grass 

that you can’t walk on [laughs] – it’s a little 

bit frustrating.

How often do you get back to Australia? 

I try to go back at least once a year – and 

one of the great things about working with 

Qantas is that I’ve been coming back a lot 

more regularly. I always used to come back 

in summer to escape the European winter.

How much time do you spend at work? 

Working on the collections, I’ll spend all day 

and almost all night. When I’m not needed 

there as much, I try to travel.

Is your studio near your home in the Marais?

It’s not even fve minutes’ walk. Sometimes 

it takes three minutes so I often have to 

take the long way to see a little bit of the 

outside world!

What’s your favourite bar in Paris?

I don’t hang out in bars very much  

and I don’t drink coffee. I much prefer 

staying at home, cooking, having friends 

over. I’ve spent many years travelling  

and in restaurants and hotels so, for  

me, luxury is being at home. There’s  

one favourite bar I used to go to called  

Au Petit Fer à Cheval (30 rue Vieille du 

Temple), which means “the little horseshoe”. 

It’s a very small café in my area.

Do you have a favourite restaurant?

One local restaurant that’s very good is 

called Le Café du Musée (17 boulevard 

des Invalides). It’s a classic small French 

brasserie but with Japanese chefs so it has 

a slightly fresher take on classic French 

cuisine. I fnd French cuisine too heavy; 

I much prefer light, fresh foods. Another 

one is a fairly new Japanese restaurant 

in the street behind my offce. It’s called 

Soma (13 rue de Saintonge). It’s French-run 

but with a Japanese chef – beautiful and 

very relaxed.

Is there an aspect of Paris life you would like 

to see in Australia?

I guess Paris is richer in museums, although 

Australia has some fantastic places. When 

I’m in Australia, I try to look at Australian 

art or Indigenous art. Last time, we went 

to Tasmania, to MONA (Museum of Old 

and New Art, 655 Main Road, Berriedale), 

which was amazing. That, to me, is one of 

the most international, incredible places 

that Australia has.

When you think of home, what place is that?

It depends where I am. If I’m in Australia, 

I think it’s Paris and if I’m in Paris, I think 

it’s Australia.

Do you think you’ll live in Australia again?

It’s very diffcult to even imagine at the 

moment because my whole life is in Paris. 

My business is here and I work in Europe 

and America a lot. I love the idea of it 

but who knows what the future holds?  

Martin Grant 

He’s dressed Hollywood royalty,  
actual royalty, Qantas cabin crew, 
ground staf and, as of next year, 
Qantas pilots. Twenty-four years afer 
leaving Melbourne, the designer tells  
us what holds him in France and what 
lures him back to the country he lef. 
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