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| aDolce Vita

Lazing by the pool and sun-drenched al fresco dining — is
there a location more lovely for idle summer days than Italy?

e LIEREAREGOOR
reasons why the Italians
coined the phrase “la
dolce vita". They know a
thing or two about living
the sweet life. Stunning
scenery, gorgeous
weather, great food and
wine, good company... that's the Italian
definition of the good life — even if the
country is facing financial meltdown as
the recession continues to take hold.
There are certainly no signs of penury
at the super-luxe five-star Borgo Egnazia
in Puglia, southern Italy, a chic, hotel and
villas complex set amid an Apulian-style
borgo (village), with cobblestone streets,
a church and a central piazza. With its

worps CATHERINE O'DOLAN

s o p———

creamy, white-washed stone walls (which
are tinged with a pinky glow as the sun
goes down), it nestles like a milky oasis
amid a backdrop of rural loveliness with
row upon row of olive groves on all sides.
Designed to replicate the ancient city
of Egnazia, there are echoes of Moorish,
Turkish and Norman influences in the
architecture, with churchly arches and
columns that evoke a feeling of grandeur.
Owned by a local Italian family who have
hospitality in their blood (they own two
other luxury properties nearby), the resort
is also designed to entice families, most
importantly with its brilliant Our Space
children’s club, catering for children from
eight months to 13 years, and a special
games area for teens, which leaves parents

to indulge in a Roman bathouse-style spa,
swimming pools galore, tennis and golf.
The sky was black by the time our
party of three arrived and made our way
into the hotel's foyer. Inside, the décor is
pure boutique, with a colour scheme
made up entirely of decidedly tasteful
creamy shades of beige, taupe and ecru.
There are huge glass urns of wheat and
lavender as a nod to a rural farmhouse
heritage, as well as arty knick-knacks:
giant rusted keys tied nonchalantly with
thick rope; stacks of old newspapers
artfully tied with string and rows of glass
lanterns flickering with soft candle flames.
There was some confusion about our
accommodation - I'd mistakenly told the
children that our villa had its own pool - so



Grace, 15, and Joe, six, were disappointed
to discover a pretty courtyard garden,
complete with a lemon tree, but sadly no
pool. (We did later take a tour of one of the
stunning three-bedroom Imperial Garden
Villas, complete with its own majestic
swimming pool, not to mention the fully
equipped games room with 46in flat-screen
television and home-theatre system, and
lavish living areas. We reluctantly agreed
we would kind of be rattling about in such
a palatial space, plus there was a giant
dead black beetle floating on his back in the
pool, which was rather offputting. We did,
however, covet the iPod docking station.)
In contrast, our townhouse was rather
more bijou, with the same creamy colour
scheme and rusty keys décor. Downstairs

was a small kitchenette (not yet stocked
with cooking utensils) and cosy sofas, with
doors opening out onto the courtyard
patio. In reality, we only really returned to
our townhouse to sleep - with a couple of

“The calm ambience
IS very conducive

to chilling out
detours as we orientated ourselves, as
all the villas look the szme
The relaxed ambience ne resort
is conducive to mooch - thno
particular plans except to chill out. Our

daily routine would involve a leisurely
breakfast, after which we'd drop Joe off at
the children’s club and Grace and | would
settle by the pool with the iPad and Kindle
set, taking occasional dips in the pool to
cool off in the heat. | drifted off with my
headphones belting out Plan B's Welcome
To Hell, which made me smile, considering
our location was more akin to paradise.
The clientele at the Borgo are a good-
looking bunch: there were lots of shiny,
happy families with gorgeous mummies
who looked like friends of Kate Moss. While
Itried not to stand too close to the leggy
blondes, Joe fitted in perfectly with the
mini Polo Ralph Lauren gang. So profuse,
in fact, was the iconic polo pony, that we
started playing a game of Count the RL






