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They're very big and
very posh — but will
the kids love them,
and will you? We test
Europe’s top four
holiday villages

The hard facts: opened in May 2010

near the Adriatic resort of Savelletri di

Fasano, Borgo Egnazia is the fourth
offering here from the Melpignano
family, whose estate lies just

across the olive groves. It has 63
rooms, 92 one- and two-bedroom
townhouses, 28 three-bedroom villas
(each with a pool), two beach clubs, a
gym, a golf course, a 19,000 sq ft spa;
two restaurants, two tennis courts,
four pools and a kids’ club.

The vibe: built from scratch, it’s
styled on the'whitewashed masseria

They'll make new mates at Sani Resort.

Above, craft time at Costa Navarino
and football skills at Forte Village

(fortified farms) of the Puglian hills.
Tethering rings hang in cobbled
courtyards. A Spielbergy clock tower
presides over the “village square”.
But, mamma mia, it works. French
Vogue recently used it for a fashion
shoot. The staff are nearly all local:
this makes for the occasional
language hiccup, but it also feels
vividly, intoxicatingly Italian.

How went the days? “It’s so posh,”
the seven-year-old coos as we pull up.
“Are we allowed in?” But there’s posh,
then there’s Italian posh. All those
clichés about Italians loving kids?
Turns out they’re true. “Coming to
play football?” a bouncy kids’ club

rep asks the Rooney-fixated
nine-year-old. “Ice cream and Lego?”
another asks the two little ones.

“Carlsberg don’t do family hotels...”
the wife says as the two of us sip
Campari by the pool. Our boys have
always hated kids’ clubs. Now they’re
begging to go before breakfast. It
helps that the club here is run by the
British operator Scott Dunn, and
about two-thirds of the children are
Brits; by day three, the boys are
high-fiving mates at breakfast and

scampering off between dinner
courses for gang hide-and-seek.
While the kids’ club staff and
facilities are great, it’s the location
that’s genius. Right at the far end of
the resort, the club sits beside a 65ft
family pool, a 45ft paddling pool and
a restaurant. The aim, presumably,
is to keep you away from the tssking
childless, but it’s so gorgeous down
here, it feels the other way round.
1t’s all a bit Primrose Hill-on-Sea,
what with the posh Brit parents and
their au pairs, but frankly we were
too happy to care.
And the nights? The kids’ club was
open until 10pm, but even our
negligence didn’t stretch that far.
There’s not much entertainment to
speak of, but after a day in the pool
and dinner under the stars, the kids
were flaking by pudding anyway.
Beyond the walls: there are two
beach clubs a 10-minute shuttle bus
away, but they’re nothing special.
Further afield, Ostuni is a spectacular
whitewashed hilltop town. (“When
can we go back to kids’ club?”) Just
up the coast, Monopoli is supposed to
be even better.
The damage: Scott Dunn (020 8682
5040, scottdunn.com) has a May week
for a family of four in a two-bedroom
townhouse at Borgo Egnazia







