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I t’s not every day you find yourself 
cooking breakfast for 15 people in 
the shadow of Dracula’s Castle in 
Transylvania, at the aptly named 

Vampire Camping. But then it’s not 
every day you find yourself on a trip 
where the aim is to drive a motorhome 
and two caravans from Bristol to 
Istanbul and back in just 21 days.  

Had someone told me 12 months  
ago that this is how I would be 
spending my time, I would, in all 
honesty, have laughed in disbelief. 

Not that I don’t love cooking: far 
from it. But it was only last year that  
I first set foot in a motorhome, never 
mind cooked in one. However, I fell  
in love with the lifestyle following  
an impromptu 5000-mile road trip 
through France and Spain in 2017  
(see Practical Motorhome August, p38) 
and jumped at the chance to join the 
Bristol to the Bosphorus expedition. 

A joint venture between the  
Caravan and Motorhome Club  
and Bailey of Bristol, the focus  
was to travel through 21 countries  
in 21 days to showcase Bailey’s  
vehicles, and the scope for adventure 
within Europe thanks to the  
Club’s extensive network of sites. 

Feeding an army
It was my job to come along for 10  
days and feed the team. As Napoleon 
astutely observed, ‘An army marches 
on its stomach.’ Admittedly there 
would be more driving than marching, 
but, nevertheless, there would be 
hungry mouths to feed every day. 

My passion for food and  
cooking dates back to my childhood, 
when I spent many hours in the 
kitchen with my Mum and my  
Gran, cooking an array of wholesome 
dishes using fresh produce from 
Grandad’s farm and garden. 

Since then I have cooked in more 
than 20 countries, including a stint  
at a buzzing restaurant in the South  
of France, written recipes for several 

Chef and keen 
motorcaravanner  
Marcus Leach enjoyed  
an extraordinary adventure  
as he journeyed from  
Europe across to Asia 
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off the Eurotunnel and into  
France. However, I don’t think  
we envisaged it being quite as 
complicated, or as lengthy, as it was. 

The best way to describe the officials 
at every border crossing that day  
would be ‘fastidious in the extreme’. 
Our passports were thoroughly 
checked, the vehicles were searched 
and we were questioned. 

As night fell, we were still a long way 
from our scheduled campsite, driving 
through remote Albanian roads under  
a veil of darkness, conditions made 
even more challenging by a sudden 
deluge that brought a torrent of debris 
onto already dubious road surfaces.  

Any hope of cooking the team a meal 
that night was well and truly out of  
the window. Instead, we relied on  
our support vehicle to push ahead  
and source emergency pizzas to keep 
flagging energy levels, and morale, 

a stunning view down to the old port 
– there was no sense that this plain 
sailing wouldn’t continue.   

As it turned out, my first day would 
go down as one of the most memorable 
of the trip, and not in a good way. 

We knew that it would be a long day, 
even assuming no complications, 
because we had 250 miles plus four 
border crossings to negotiate. In 
hindsight, we would have been well 
advised to have followed Jules Verne’s 
advice: ‘It seems 
wisest to assume 
the worst from the 
beginning and let 
anything better 
come as a surprise.’

This would have 
certainly stood us  
in good stead when, 
at the end of a very 
trying day, all hopes 

magazines, and appeared on the BBC’s 
The Box cookery show with James 
Martin. However, at no stage have  
I had to cook for 15 in a motorhome 
kitchen; so this was very much a case 
of out of the frying pan, into the fire.  

It didn’t take long to realise that  
this trip would be about more than  
just food and cooking. This was going 
to be one hell of an adventure. 

Owing to taking part in a 720km 
ultra-cycling race in Corsica at the 
same time as the end of the motorhome 
adventure, I couldn’t stay for the entire 
trip. But, as luck would have it, I arrived 
just when things got interesting. 

The team’s passage from Bristol  
to Croatia had been straightforward: 
great roads, simple border crossings 
and no major problems, other than  
a few days of rain, to complain about. 

As we left Dubrovnik – the road 
snaking out of the city to provide  

high. The pizzas couldn’t have arrived 
at a more opportune time, just when 
we had to stop to fix a flat tyre on one 
of the tow cars. My cooking would 
have to wait for another day.

A brief spell in limbo
Over the years I have travelled very 
extensively, but I have never slept in  
a state of limbo before, on a strip of 
land between two border posts that  
is neither one country nor the other. 

A derelict duty-free shop stood 
towards the Macedonia side, and long 
coils of barbed wire clearly marked 
where you were and weren’t allowed 
to venture; both were stark reminders 
that this wasn’t a place to be for any 
longer than necessary. 

Strangely, there was no sense of 
worry as we prepared to hunker down 
for a while in the early hours of the 
morning, resigned to the fact that  

 

  

 

 

 
Serves Four

 
1 large butternut squash 
1 bag pearl barley
100g cranberries
100g cashew nuts
3 teaspoons Moroccan spice mix  
(available from all major supermarkets)
Small bunch of fresh coriander 
Salt and pepper to season 

1. Start by putting the pearl barley  
on to cook according to the 
instructions on the packet. 

2. Now prepare the butternut squash. 
Peel, then remove the seeds and dice 
into small cubes. Add to a roasting tray, 
drizzle with olive oil and sprinkle over 
the Moroccan spice mix. Stir together 
using two spoons so the spice mix is 
evenly distributed and roast in the oven 
at 190 degrees until it starts to brown 
and crisp at the edges – around 40 
minutes.

Alternatively, add the diced squash to 
a pan of boiling water and cook over a 
high heat for 15 minutes, until soft. 
Remove and drain. Heat a large frying 
pan, add a few glugs of olive oil and the 
Moroccan spice mix, along with the 
squash, and  
pan fry over a high heat until the 
squash is lightly browned and starting 
to crisp – around 10-12 minutes. 

3. Once the pearl barley is cooked, 
remove from the heat and rinse with 
cold water to cool it down. Add to a 
large bowl, along with the cranberries.

4. Roughly cut the cashews and finely 
chop the coriander, then add to the 
bowl. 

5. Add the cooked squash to the bowl, 
with a glug of olive oil, and mix 
everything together thoroughly.

of reaching the shores of Lake Ohrid  
in Macedonia vanished, leaving us 
with no option but to set up camp  
for the night between the Albanian  
and the Macedonian border controls. 

With three vehicles to get through 
each crossing, and each consisting  
of two separate processes to complete 
– one to leave a country and another  
to enter its neighbour – it was never 
going to be as simple as driving 
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more satisfying than seeing empty 
plates and happy faces at the end of  
it – not to mention knowing someone 
else would be doing the dishes!

If you have travelled further afield  
in Europe, you will appreciate that  
the produce available is very different 
to that which we are accustomed to at 
home, so I quickly learnt to think on 
my feet and adapt my meal plans. 

This was no bad thing, as it meant  
I got to use ingredients that I would 
never have tried, especially when  
it came to spices. The only time this 
became a little problematic was the 
curry dish I had in mind, which 
required coconut milk – not readily 
available in Turkey. There was no  

we could go no further. Instead, we 
found a sense of freedom, of fleeting 
escapism from a world defined by 
borders, of belonging to one place  
or another. I’m not sure the same 
could be said for all of us, but I  
found the experience refreshing.  
It wasn’t the picturesque shores  
of Lake Ohrid, as per the plan,  
but there was a certain sense  
of primal attraction to it. 

In a world where we are seemingly 
moving closer to that depicted by 
George Orwell in 1984, there is a desire 
to step outside the realms of control 
and break free from the shackles of 
conformity. It’s not an experience  
I imagined having on the trip, least  
of all on this particular stretch of land 
between Albania and Macedonia. 

I also doubt this is exactly what the 
Caravan and Motorhome Club had in 
mind with their Experience Freedom 
campaign! Yet here I was at daybreak, 
drinking a cup of tea with the  
Club’s Director General, Nick Lomas, 
experiencing just that – the freedom 
that motorcaravanning brings.  

Streetfood and great views
Border ordeals aside, that first  
day will also be remembered as  
the time we turned a Bailey into  
a street food van on a mountain  
road with breath-taking views. 

Given the distance we had to cover 
and the number of borders involved,  
I thought it wise to keep lunch  
simple and served wraps packed  
full of fresh meats, cheeses and a 
variety of local salad and vegetables. 

I can be a little obsessive when  
it comes to food, so before service 
started, I had everything prepped and 
in individual bowls. 

Being organised has its advantages 
– with a line of hungry punters, 
headed by Mr Lomas, it meant we 
could get back on the road quickly.

Lunches were fairly straightforward, 
with the streetfood concept a great 
success, but it was always my plan  
to make sure dinners were more 
substantial and memorable. 

I would go ahead in our support 
vehicle to a market or grocery to buy 
supplies – sometimes making stops at 
different stores to find everything – 
before joining the team mid-morning, 
ready to do my share of the driving. 
Motorhome driver by day, chef by night. 

You might think that cooking for  
15 hungry adults within the confines  
of a motorhome would be quite 

‘work food’ aisle in the supermarket. 
There was, however, an abundance  
of fresh vegetables and all manner of 
spice mixes at the souks and markets. 

I have, for as long as I’ve travelled, 
had a love of going to food markets, 
even if I don’t need to buy anything. 
That said, I always find myself coming 
away with a snack or local delicacy. 
Two particular delights from this trip 
were the fresh honey in Romania and 
the amazing baklava in Turkey. 

Souks and bazaars
Food markets are so much more  
than a place to buy your produce  
from: it’s where communities come 
together to share news and gossip,  
and where, if you take the time to 
quietly observe, you learn a lot about 
the local culture and language. 

The Spice Bazaar in Istanbul was  
no different: a cacophony of noise and 

challenging, but actually, with a little 
bit of organisation, it was on the whole 
fairly straightforward. 

From the moment we arrived at our 
campsite for the night, everyone had 
assigned tasks to ensure camp was set 
and ready for the evening, allowing  
me to focus on cooking. 

If the cooking was straightforward, 
service at the end was much more 
frantic. Trying to ensure everyone  
had a hot plate of food in time to sit 
together meant a few frenzied minutes 
plating up at the end, but it was always 
worth it to see the team crammed in  
to one of the caravans, food and beer  
in hand and smiles on their faces. 

When you’ve put your heart and soul 
into making a meal, there’s nothing 

scents as merchants worked their 
charm to entice potential customers  
to ‘just take a look’ at their wares. 

Colourful and fragrant spices  
were on offer; my favourite, which 
worked superbly with the cauliflower 
and chickpea curry I made as my final 
dish before heading home, was the  
pul biber chilli. These dark-red flakes 
were coarsely ground to provide an 
aromatic and warming power.

My love of trying local delicacies 
meant there was no way I could  
leave without trying at least a  
mouthful of Turkish Delight,  
although one turned into five,  
with my favourite being the 
pomegranate with pistachios. 

There was still room for some 
baklava, but it was also impossible to 
try just one of these sweet treats. But, 
as they say, we only live once. At least, 
that’s my excuse and I’m sticking to it!

 

 
Serves Four

 
500g skinless and boneless  
chicken thigh fillets 
2 heads of broccoli 
150g raisins 
100g mixed seeds 
300g zero-fat Greek yogurt 
3 tablespoons balsamic vinegar 
3 tablespoons wholegrain mustard 
3 tablespoons honey  

1. Preheat the oven to 180 degrees 
and cook the chicken thigh fillets for 
25 minutes. Once cooked, set them 
aside  
to cool down.

Alternatively, thinly slice the chicken 
fillets and cook them in a pan over a 
medium heat, using kitchen roll to 
wipe away any excess fat.  

2. Cut the broccoli into small pieces 
and place in a large bowl with the 
mixed seeds and raisins.   

3. Once the chicken has cooled, use a 
knife and fork to shred it into  
small pieces, adding to the bowl once 
you have done so.   

4. To make the dressing, take  
a separate bowl and mix  
together the Greek yogurt, balsamic 
vinegar, wholegrain mustard and honey.  

5. Pour the dressing over the salad  
and mix thoroughly before serving. 
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Those had been my exact words to 
Nick the day before, on our journey into 
Istanbul. Our plan had been, on paper  
at least, fairly clear. Drive to Istanbul, 
cross the Galata Bridge in formation 
while photographer Alan snapped from  
a high vantage point, then head over the 
Bosphorus into Asia and on to our site. 

The reality was altogether different. 
Trying to keep two caravans and a 
motorhome in convoy through a busy 
city is difficult at the best of times, 
especially when you make a wrong 
turn and end up in its busiest market. 

From Europe into Asia
Several slow and frustrating hours 
later, we had traversed the bridge  
and taken the required photographs. 

For me, though, the real thrill came 
later, when we crossed from Europe 
into Asia. There was a great sense of 
adventure, knowing we were now on  
a different continent, that conjured up 
all manner of exotic images. I thought 
back to Constantinople and caravans 
travelling the old trade routes with  
an abundance of spices and silks.  

I saved my two signature dishes for 
later in the trip, only for both to nearly 

not happen, because key 
ingredients were hard to 
come by. I almost gave 
up hope of finding the 
coconut milk needed 
for my Malay fish curry, 

when finally we found a shop stocking 
it. I might have been able to manage 
without the coconut milk, but my 
cauliflower and chickpea curry would 
not have worked without cauliflower. 

I had almost abandoned hope when 
the support vehicle arrived, and out 
jumped Alan, with three cauliflowers!    

Towards the end of the trip, I had 
graduated from cooking in the ’van  
to cooking outside, using a Cadac 
Paella Braai; which explains why,  
on my penultimate morning, I was 
making porridge for the group with 
Dracula’s Castle behind me. 

Before the vehicles left the UK,  
John Rawlings – who was in charge of 
ensuring the trip ran according to plan 
– had seen a picture of my carrot cake 
oats on Instagram and asked me to 
make them during the trip, stocking 
up with all I needed in advance.   

There’s something to be said for  
food cooked and eaten outdoors: 
somehow it just tastes better. 

That we were even in Romania was 
something of a minor miracle, given 
that leaving Turkey proved to be the 
greatest challenge of the entire trip. 

The 10km snake of trucks leading up 
to the border control should have been 

a sign this wasn’t going to be easy.  
In total, we were at a standstill for 
eight hours while Dean, a Bailey  
team member who was from Turkey, 
negotiated with officials intent on 
finding any reason they could to levy  
a fine, seemingly the sort that was 
payable in cash, without a receipt. 

Had it not been for Dean, we might 
still be there. In the end, the cost of  
the ‘fine’ was reduced from a sum that 
would have bought you a caravan, to 
something acceptable to both parties. 

The reason for the fine? One of our 
team had ‘committed the crime’ 
(customs official’s words, not mine)  
of driving into the country then flying 
home, when he should have left in  
the same vehicle he had entered in. 

Some new horizons
Thankfully, I had no such problems 
when it came to departing. Ten  
days after joining the trip in Croatia 
and it was time for me to say  
goodbye in Budapest. 

I did so with a heavy heart – given  
all that we had been through together, 
I felt an incredible desire to make  
it back to Bristol with the team. 

My focus had been to come and 
cook, yet this trip was about much 
more – discovering hew horizons, 
making new friends and seeing the 
world differently. This is, I think, the 
essence of the motorhome lifestyle, 
and the reason I love it so much.   
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