IN SEARCH OF THE PRIVATE, THE INTIMATE, AND THE ENTIRELY BESPOKE, SOPHY ROBERTS
GOES BEYOND THE BOUTIQUE HOTEL TO FIND NINE PERFECT BEDROOMS AROUND THE WCORLD

m pursuit of Gif with « Pearf
that [ found myself i The Hague.
ermeer painting hangs in the
Btshuis, 3 livde-visred museun that
& Dutch old masters in pleaantly
pble portions, with 1o queues, no
gtproof glas, and no tour groups

red around handheld flags. The
s 2 peculiar mix, it plexsang canalb
reets. removed from the horrors
out i The Hague's International
e of Justice. Bue if you're neather

forney nor a felon visiting on bausi-
B hie Hague presents itself 2s a pic-
ique.provincial town, without the

seediness of nearby Amsterdam. It is
here, fittingly, that | chanced upon the
mount perfecdy discreet, utterdy hocuri-
ous place to stay: Haagsehe Suites, 2
small townhouse reereat with just three

rooms, recammended by a knowing Dutch friend. The cabbie
struggled to find the address—it was difficult to describe thiv
hybeid that is neither hotel nor private house, and the Haagsche
u marked by only the most unassunmng signage.

owned by lrene @ppositel sod Guico van den Elhout

What makes this place o special wens
from the growing frustrations of a fre-
quent traveler. I've become more than
a linde jaded by repenition, bored even
by the most nouvelle boutique hotels.
1 erave a sense of the personal, the in-
digenous, the home away from home.
As clichéd as that sounds, my passion
is shared by an increasing number of
Americans who spend significant time
awiy from the family bosom. Don't
misunderstand: We all appreciate 24~
hour room service, our bags carried,
andd 2 massage on call. Bug as the Flor-
entine hotelier Leonando Ferragamo
explains, the hotel guest & purchasing
not a pair of shoes bug “the memory
of an experience” It’s a phrase dhut cap-
tures perfectly our complex, demand-
ing, and ovenindulged cxpectations.

My memory of the Haagehe (pronoanced HAHG-shub)
precious. My host, Guido van den Elshour, a former interna-
tonal tax lawyer, ook mry coat 2 | entered an intmitably Dutch
drawing room—dark, with shuttered windows. convex mirrors,
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esidenza \apul(‘unc 111 Rome

in & grand, old-worid-itallan style, this peivate spartmont
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and old parquet Boors rermuniscent of aVermeer canvas. There was

no check Yo forms ¢

8l out, no credit cards to swipe. | was
offered a glass «

pood wine to sip in front of the fireplace. | met
his wafe, frene, who brought in a tray of toasted canapés. Guido
recommended 2 local restaurant for dinner (to which he esscort-
ed me later that evening), He showed me where to find the Mau-
ritshuis museum on a Jocal map; leene offered 1o drive me there
the next morning. My suite, located on the thisd Boor of this
impeccably restored 1890 house—formerdy home to an 89-year-
old widow and her 26 cats—included 1 large bedroom, bathroom.
sitting room, and kitchen, The private terrace overlooked a gar-
den designed by Dutchiman Dick Beijer that was modern, with
square, shate-edged pools flanked by espaliered fruit trees. Snow
dressed the topiary. The suite, with 2 fireplace of its own, was done
in a palette of chocolate and cream, with layered textures of vel-
vet, crocodile, Belgian lnen, felt, marble, leather, tweed, and 1

hogany. Silver candelabra stood next to cryseal decanters of whiskey
and Grand Marnier; leather-bound books and 19th-century busts
filled tall antique cabinets; the kitchen was stocked with wines (3
free maxi-bar” says Guido, “we dont't chasge for exzras™). In the
bathraom was 3 Hoesch “Zero™ tb with silver holders for two
champagne flutes {and a botde sitting on ice). The whole place,
designed by Dutch designers Martin de Boer and Gerda Rietveld,
is the perfect cross between my two favorice hotels, London's
Berkeley and New York's Carlvle—but coziet

“I'wanted to create 2 homse, but something more dramatic than
a home It's a difficulr balance, but it's what makes the diffes-
ence,” ays Guido, who has spent much of his professional life
saying in some of the worlds best botels, As a result, be &5 fa
natical about details, “My wife was once charged for mints at
Blakes in London, Nothing annoys nse more. So we provide the
small things, hike dental floss. And guests respect that. They treat
this like a private house. For instance, if they don’t drink the
wine, they don't then seuff it in their bag” Irene interrupts: “The
personal aspect is what matters most. Yet with the boom in fve-
star hotels, it’s the thing that diappears finse”

Indeed, 'm not used 0 2 hote] owner's serving breakfase, nev-
er mind scrambling the eggs himself And what a feast this was,
caten in the kitchen-conservatory at a grand antique table with
powis of fresh blue hyacinths scenting the room, watched over
¢ Guido's forefathers who stare down from gilded frames. No,
re's no spa, but I'm hete for Vermeer, No, dinner o't served,
if | want 2 sandwich, Guido can oblige. Besides, on city trips
fare that | dine in the ame place where | sty And 1'd rather
iuido for 3 concierge than all the Swiss-trained pros at
dest joint in town
ique as the Haagche Suites is, the concept behind it &,
ly, becoming less so. This new generation of what 1 see

destination, of living i it and grasping its spirit
the walls talk—which they just don't in hotels.”
says Claudia Borges da Forseca, a veteran of the high-end teav-
el business in Europe. “It’s also an inevitable trend, foe it is hu-
man nature to ook for the hidden thing. Prople are trying to find
3 different route to quality, which creates a more discerning, ex-
ploratory kind of travel, Call it travel’s haunte couture”

That's a paraicularly apt metaphor, especially for Carla Sozzani’s
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yle await around every corner A the new
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A Hotel of One's Own

feontinued from page £4)

the Via Condotti and fronting the elegant new Fendi sore. Ev-
erything about the palazzo reeks of grandeur and style. Though
theee is 2 fax muchine and Internes hookup, one comes here to
immerse not in modernity but in times gone by, The furnish-

ings and architecture are of museum quality—you are, after all
SVt

g in the same apartment where Napoleon [ is sad to
have stayed 3¢ 3 young man. But the experience i really abous
intmacy, thanks to the hostess, the Principesss Letizia Ruspol:
A woman of exquisite taste and gencrosity, Ruspoli ives one floor
above (several of the nioble Ruspoli Gmlies live throughout the

Palazzo) and sees 1o everything, every

iy, her guests oay need
Should you want 3 guide this morning? What about 2 wee dec-
orated for your Christmas stay "just to make things a touch
more homey?” she asks. No peoblem. Ring the buzzer at bed
side and a butler—or more likely Letizia herself—will appear
and wave her mugic wand. »

1 discovered the ame intimate connccuon in Marrakech
with Ursula Haldimann, a former Swas chocolatier who owny
Riad Enija. She led me down the souk’s narrow alleyways to
her favorite artkans,

In Anngua, Guaternala, the former colonual capital, the hand-
some adventurer John Heaton owns one of the most perfect
examples of the highly personal, sophisticated B&Bs. Quinta
Maconda is a four-bedroom house brimming with elegantly
Bohemuan furnishings; its colonnaded balconies are twined wi
roses and wrapped around a founsain-filled courtyzrd. But the aes-
thetics are not all, " When you book into Quing Maconda, ¥
not book:ing into a hotel. You're booking into an address book,”
Heaton says. H friends gave me rides in helicopeers to emote
highland villages. | met the cunator of the Museo Popol Vuh in
Guaternala City, where [ was Jed into storerooms stacked with

o upan row of fabulows Mayan teeasures, some too delicate to
be publicly displayed. | met photographers, painters; and local car-
pet makers; talked about polinics, anthropology, ecology: corrup-
ton, and Hollywood (there were more than 3 few salzcious sto-
ough town)

Heaton, like so many B&B owners, can provide this sort of
hospitality—"

rics of famous friends who pass

1e memory of an experience,” in Ferragamo's
wonds—because, sienply put, he wn't i it juss for the bottom kine
Hi new class of owner-hosts aren't landlords so much as cul
wiral philanthropises, Take Fredénc Coustols, 3 French financier
who has sunk $22 mullion into an extusordinary B&B in Lisbon
called Palicio Belmonte. It has ten of the most exquisite suites
in Europe perched atop 2 hill in the city'’s old town. The un-
marked palace in the center of town has towers dating as far
back as 123 o.c., Roman foundations, carved Visigoth pillars,
seventh-century Moorish brick ceilings, contemporary black-

veined marble bathrooms, and some 38,000 18ch-century Portu-
guese ales. On my visit, | wanted to ask how the costs of 5o
lavish 2 restoration stack up against the room races, but that seesned
vulgar. Besides, Coustols answered my questions, alheit indirect-
ly, with an explanation of his own: *1 have traveled the world
for fifteen years)” he said. "Beimonte represenss every luxury |
dida't find, Principally peace. And beausy” B

SOPHY ROBERTS, DEPARTURES' EUROPEAN CONTRISBUTING £ED
ITOR, WROTE ABOUT ANTARCTICA IN THE MARCH/APRIL ISSUE
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