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Beware: no matter how
tempting the invitation, there’s
no such thing as a free lunch,
let alone a free holiday; says
Elisabeth von Thurn und Taxis

ERY rarely an invitation makes me dither
hither and thither, and tingle with
rempiadon. Part of me fedls apprehensive

about committing, while the other feels absolutely
crazy about declining. Not because the hosts are
such great friends of mine bue, rather, because
their invication seems to be dripping with delighes.
The thick white paper, the expensive engraving —
just like a box of Turkish delight, the invite looks
so scrumpeious | want to dive right into it
However, the first bite of those saccharin-coated
jewels reveals thae they might accually look a lot
berter than they tasce. This i exacely what can
happen with such aninvimdoen, typically oacnded
in the summer either o a privase island or ayacht,
The formnate {or nor so formunate) hosts are faced
with a scasonal dilemma: chey need o fill their
many beds with guests to entertain them and their
puests, Hordes of people must be summoned
the island or onto the boar in order to avoid the
ambience of a ski resort in midsummer.

This is where T come in. Tt is alsa precisely where
the problem lies, Nothing in life is free. The price
tag on one of those iiber-exclusive too-perfect-to-
be-true helidays is bearing the unpredicrable —
namely, the other guests and the planned schedule.
The issue is one thar should not be taken lighcly
After all, you are stuck ourin the ocean, so you can't
suddenly have an impottant meeting and hop ina
cab ta the airport. Fram a private island or 2 yacht
it requires at leasr a speedboa, if not a heli
get back to mainland. Not chat the
mind you using their expensive toys. Wh:
would mind, however, is losing a person at their
dinner 1ble. Remember the ski-resorr in
midsummer analogy? By accepting an invitation 1o
a stay on an island or a boat, you are under contract
for the length of your stay. You are bound to the
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entertainment on offer and, mest importantdy, you

are bound to the other guests — at least during

breakfast, lunch and dinner, not to mention drinks

and sunbaching, vou mast socialize.
E £ 3t 55

te

ow guests v yeoan
and his family. The tycoon spent one
part of the day standiag on the beach shouting
inta his mobile phone right next o our heads as
we sunbathed. The other part he spent shoudng
ar his wife. The hosrs weee darlings and rheir islind

‘dorcs her high heels, but

quite stunning bur surviving a dinner stuck next

to the tycoon was 2 huge challenge, to say the

and islands are » s. Warer-skis,
scuba-diving equipmens, surfboards, yega
teachers, jet-skis and tennis courts. In case you get

bored of all thos¢, cinema screens and treasure
hunes should keep you busy. Golf carts are there 10

tzke you around the enormeus island withour
having to exert a muscle. {After all, what's the
personal rrainer for?) Tiring myself our with
activity has become my sccret weapon. Bang stuck
together on an island for a week is not exacily a
conversation catalyst — repetitive and dull dinners
seem more likely, unforrunately. So  urer
exhaustion is the perfect antidote, as long as you
can keep your eyes open.

Thercfore, my humble advice is: don't be a
holiday junkie. No matter how scrumpricus the
invite, if you are not crazy about the hosts or their
entourage, just say nol You don't want to leave the
istand/yacht white-knuckling saniry. If, however,
vou do decide to go, be considerate. Just remember
your poor hest’s difficulties, summarised by the wise
and far too premarurely deceased Notorious BIG:
“Mo money, mo problems...”

A Feather in the Cap

Love for the Hétel du Cap
Eden Roc has rekindled
Elisabeth’s affection for the
Céte d’Azur

HROUGHOUT my childhend we spent
mose sumers sailing along the Core
d'Azur, Nice, Cannes and St Tropez. My
g boat and he loved the
French Riviera. T wo have fond memories of those
days swimming in the dark blue, beawriful licle
bays. In the everiings we would walk along the

father loved his sail

boats,

porss eating erépe

fun and 1 fele i
hated how crowded the lirde village
Even the nighrclubs were a disappoinim
Desperate to imitate biza’s cccentricity, they
appeared stuck ina fime warp somewhere in the
carly Ninetics. [ hated the beaches where people
went to see and be seen rather than o sunbathe
and relax. All in all, to me St Tropez had become
the headquarters of the naff.

One day my friend Josephine invited me on her
yearly family holiday to the Hérel du Cap in Cap
d'Antibes. Once again, my perception of the Cére
d’Azur changed. A smell of pine wees,
sophistication and elegance from a bygone era hit
me a¢ 1 walked down the leng white-stone
staircase from the hotel's terrace and along the
promenade towards the ocean. Here time must
stand still because the woeld seemed perfect, 1
thought.
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we found it,

cool and neatly wrapped
starched white linen napkin, in our hands, With
my friend Josephine, the Eden Roc fele like
visiting a ridiculously sophisticared grear auac
Each morming; freshly squeezed raspberry juice
and & basker of freshly baked mini pains au
chocolar and croissants were brought o our
room. Our days were spenc in a lirde stripy
cabana by the ocean where we did not hear or see
any other guests unless we decided to venture ©
the poal for lunch. In the evenings the family
would meet on the terrace for drinks before
dinner, The common assumption  that
Cipriani’sfHarry’s Bar make the best Bellinis in
the world came to an abrupr ending for me here.
The deliciously thickish, sweer peach pulp
juxraposed with rthe tingly sour champagne
chosen at the Eden Roc make for an unmarched
rival in my book.

There is something pristine and refreshingly
démode about the place, a far ery from what the
fashionistas flock w St Trop for. The ultimate
reason why I love the Cap, however, is that it
smells and feels just like my early childhood
memorics of the French Riviera.

Elisabeth von Thurn und Tixes s Finch's Quartedy
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