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taking it easy at 
tjing tjing Rooftop 
Bar downtown (this 
page); along the 
bustling Victoria and 
alfred Waterfront 
(opposite page)

A mix of nAturAl beAuty, neArby wineries 

And A thriving design And food scene,  

south AfricA’s most lAid-bAck city hAs it All

WRitten By kArAn smith   photogRaphy By pAtrick king



on satuRday moRnings in Cape toWn, designers, butchers and bakers circle around the Old Biscuit 
Mill in Woodstock, an eastern Cape Town neighbourhood whose once-rough edges have become smoother 
as the gelato shops, restaurants and galleries have moved in. The Mill’s market vendors are setting up stalls to 
sell fox-imprinted socks, pendants made from bits of  reclaimed pottery and T-shirts stamped with the word 
“untamed.” Across the way, under a covered roof  at the former factory, others hawk pan-toasted banana 
bread, microbrews and plum-blossom ice cream. 

My plan after continent-hopping flights from Canada to South Africa is to spend the first day chilling at my 
hotel. And what a hotel: the Twelve Apostles, once a mansion and now a luxury retreat clinging to the coast  
20 minutes south of  the city, is not a shabby place to adjust to local time. There’s a spa that involves African rain 
sticks and a bar with Atlantic Ocean views, where on a good day, and in the right season, you can see whales. 

But Cape Town is not an easy place to stay put. Even with six days ahead, there’s so much to do. You can 
climb one of  the natural wonders of  the world, go cage diving with sharks or visit historic landmarks. And all 
of  this is set against a backdrop of  ocean and mountain and to an urban soundtrack that mingles African and 
European cultures into an easy-going cosmopolitan vibe. So after I stumble downstairs for breakfast on my 
first morning and the concierge mentions the Saturday market at the Biscuit Mill, I’m out the door. 

“Cape Town is a great place to be creative,” says Amanda Williamson, who sells mini polka-dot dresses and 
onesies printed with suspenders at the Old Biscuit Mill. “Whereas Johannesburg is more about big business, 
the small innovative industry tends to be based here. People’s priorities are about having a good lifestyle. This 
market is amazing, and there’s stuff  like this all over the city.” 

Case in point: Cape Town is in the midst of  celebrating its status as 2014 World Design Capital, with new 
projects adding to its current wealth of  galleries, local-label dress shops and artisan boutiques. Nature here, 
however, requires no designer input. While there are dozens of  hiking trails to reach the flat-topped Table 
Mountain, I take the easier four-minute cable car. Even without the exertion of  a two-hour trek, the views at the 
top are no less spectacular. “I’m on top of  the world!” a woman cries into her cellphone from one of  the lookouts. 

I have to agree. The city is a dramatic postcard from above and below, 
and dwellings for some of  Cape Town’s 3.7 million residents spill down 
the hillside. Up here there are well-laid paths, a chic café and ocean and 
mountain views in every direction. Below, I can see the V&A Waterfront 
with its Ferris wheel and upscale shops, the golden beaches that ring the 
city and the Company’s Garden, an eight-hectare park first planted in 
1652 when the Dutch East India Company wanted a fresh-produce pit 
stop for its sailors plying the spice route to India.
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Bo-kaap is a 
traditionally muslim 

neighbourhood 
known for its 

colourful houses

many sides of Cape toWn [clockwise from top left]: 

kitesurfers take a break in Big Bay; the sun-filled green house 

at Babylonstoren; massive burgers at the quirky dog’s Bollocks 

alleyway restaurant; friends catch up on a rooftop patio;  

 history up close
in Cape town, the late nelson 
mandela’s presence is part of 
the cityscape: in life-size beaded 
statues; in sentiments about this 
beloved freedom fighter; and 
most certainly on Robben island. 
once used to contain lepers  
and detain prisoners, mandela 
served 18 of his 27-year sentence 
here. stepping off a 30-minute 
ferry ride from Cape town, the 
mood could be described as 
stunned silence as we take in  

the oppression executed in this 
desolate place.

the tour is led by Jama, who 
spent five years here for his role  
in the 1976 soweto uprising led 
by high school students. he shows 
us the garden where mandela  
hid his manuscript. he tells us 
about the different cell groups 
and how many letters and visits 
they were allowed. mandela’s  
cell is a main draw, and i too 
crowd in for a look at the tiny 
space. it’s one of many poignant 
moments on this must-see tour.
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a local in Camps Bay; a sorbet shop near the old Biscuit mill 
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Cape Town is situated on the northern end of  South Africa’s Cape Peninsula, with the Atlantic 
on one side and the warmer waters of  False Bay on the other. On a day trip to check out the 
southern end, I cross to the eastern coast of  the peninsula, heading south along False Bay. The 
drive is beautiful and I stop for coffee in Kalk Bay, known for its art shops and harbour, where fish 
cleaners in rubber boots sell yellow tail and tuna. 

But the true destination is still ahead: the cliffs of  Cape Point. 
Driving into the nature reserve, the coastal vegetation (or fynbos, as it’s called), reminds me 

of  the scrubby northern landscape with its rocks, clumps of  white-flowering helichrysum and 
shrubby protea bushes (the nature reserve is one of  the richest floral kingdoms in the world, with 
over 1,100 types of  indigenous plants).

A funicular runs the short rise to a lighthouse at the top, where there are wide paths with many 
points to stop and just take it in. It’s hard to disagree with Sir Francis Drake, who in 1580 called it the 
fairest cape in all the world. I lean against a lookout and watch the waves crash more than 200 metres 
below along the isolated Dias Beach. It’s stunning to be so close to the southern tip of  the continent. 

The beautiful vistas aren’t just on the coast. Within an hour’s drive inland from Cape Town, 
hundreds of  estates line the valleys and hillsides. But my first stop is in the Constantia Valley, only  
20 minutes from downtown Cape Town. 

Muscadel grapes were planted here in 1685 by the Cape Colony’s first governor. “The Germans 
come here and cry because they wish they could make Riesling like this,” says Lisa Griggs, a wine 
specialist and guide at Klein Constantia. She is pouring the vineyard’s 2012 vintage, known for its 
crisp flavour and citrus-blossom nose, and it becomes the first bottle to be tucked into my suitcase. 

The estate is famous for its sweet Vin de Constance, praised by Jane Austen for its “healing powers 
on a disappointed heart.” Once lost due to vine blight, two years of  meticulous research allowed it to 
be reinvented. Nowadays, “any half-decent Michelin-starred restaurant is not considered complete 
without the Vin de Constance,” says Lisa. I’ll have to take her word for it. The estate has run out of  
tasting bottles and a 1996 Vin de Constance is marked at around $900. 

On another day, I visit Babylonstoren, 45 minutes from Cape Town. One of  the original  
Cape Dutch farms, it’s now an agri-hotel, spa and winery. The old blacksmith shop looks ready for 
a magazine shoot: skylights 
open the thatched roof, 
a bouquet of  rye wheat 
hangs to dry in the bakery 
and images of  chickens are 
everywhere. It also used 
to be a slave-trading farm, 
Roderick Smith, the wine 
advisor, tells me as he pours  
a sample of  Chardonnay. 

I wander the property 
with a map that lists stops 
such as “secret spouts” and 
“almonds + bees.” Under the 
hot afternoon sun, I brush 

  
the dRamatiC 

landscape at Cape 
point (opposite page); 

children play on the 
beach in Camps Bay 

(this page)

call of  
the wild
Complement a trip to 
Cape Town with a safari 
in Kruger National Park

“Lions,” says our guide, 
gesturing to a riverbank 
below a ridge. “Looks like  
they’ve killed a buffalo.” 

i’m an hour into a safari in 
kruger national park, part 
of a package offered by 
Lion World travel that  
starts in Cape town before  
heading here. We encounter 
a pride of lions gnawing 
on dinner—a mighty Cape 
buffalo—and pass around 
binoculars to make out 
the big golden cats half 
concealed in the grass.

this is just the 
beginning. at nearly two 
million hectares, kruger  
is packed with species.

Lion sands, one of the 
park’s private concessions, 
sets the scene with 
large riverfront cottages 
separated by a raised 
boardwalk and its  
open-air tinga Lodge.

We slip into a routine of 
morning and evening drives 
to spot game, afternoons 
to relax. over two and a 
half days we bump down 
red-sand paths in an 
open Land Rover, and the 
checklist grows: elephant, 
baboon, giraffe, leopard, 
hippo, hyena, nyala. some 
hours we see only the 
graceful impala; other 
times we round a corner 
and spot a white rhino, one 
of the most endangered 
animals on earth. 

at night we gather at big 
tables lit by lanterns or 
candles and swap stories of 
our sightings over bowls of 
truffle-accented cauliflower 
soup or crocodile curry. 
then it’s early to bed— 
5 a.m. is the wake-up call 
for the morning drive. it’s  
a call no one misses. –K.S.
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it’s hArd to 
disAgree with sir 
frAnCis drAke, 
who in 1580 CAlled 
it the fAirest CApe 
in All the world
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my hand over lavender and lemon thyme 
in the “fragrant labyrinth.” Nearby are 
groves of  lime, olive and guava trees. The 
estate’s al fresco Green House restaurant 
features Luxembourg-style chairs set 
up under oak trees; a mountain tortoise 
wanders about. I order a strawberry 
cordial decorated with a sprig of  herb  
and a traditional Afrikaans “boerewors 
roll” that turns out to be the most elegant 
hot dog I’ve ever had. 

As the days flit by, I find myself  back 
at the Old Biscuit Mill. This is Mandela’s 
Rainbow Nation, and that cultural mix 
of  Cape Malay, Xhosa and Afrikaans 
flavours mingle in the country’s kitchens 
and backyard braais. But it’s Cape 
Town’s top restaurants that have gained 
international attention of  late. For a taste 
of  this scene, my hotel concierge snags me 
an early seating at The Pot Luck Club on 
the sixth floor of  the Biscuit Mill’s old silo. 
Once seated, I experience that surge of  
travel joy that one feels when you’ve found 
your way into a buzzing place in a foreign 
city. Around me, two young after-work 
couples kiss in greeting and a child still 
in ballet clothes sits patiently with a large 
family group. After an earlier heavy rain, 
the sun blasts in from the wall of  windows. 
The chefs in the open kitchen are a quiet 
contrast to the conversation. And the 
dishes, divine: crispy pig’s tail; smoked 
beef  fillet with truffle café au lait sauce; 
citrusy mushrooms on soft brioche toast.

It’s one of  those indulgent can’t-eat-
another-pig-tail nights out. But, as I  
look out at the darkening sky, I know 
Cape Town has left me with an appetite 
for more. 

 feeLing inspiRed?

Visit cape town  
with lion world 
traVel

 A TrusTEd CAA PArTNEr,  Lion World Travel offers a wide variety of 
incredible Cape Town packages, many including a safari adventure to areas 
such as Kruger National Park. Lion World’s signature approach of “affordable 
luxury” means you’ll stay at top accommodations like the Twelve Apostles Hotel 
and spa. You’ll also have the option of participating in well-planned day trips 
and tours to local attractions. For more information, contact a CAA Travel 
Consultant at 1-800-992-8143 or visit a CAA store today.

hot spots in and aRound Cape toWn [clockwise 

from top left]: home-decor shop o.live Chemistry of Living; 

fish cleaner in kalk Bay; colourful change rooms in st. James; 

camera-ready penguins on Boulders Beach in simon’s town; 

the pot Luck Club chef Luke dale-Roberts 


