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Something old, something new,  
the Eternal City of RomE has it all.  

Georgie Bradley stays at the GRan mEliá 
hotEl in the heart of the city and walks  

Rome’s paths day and night. 

to Rome with love
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Travel   
   Escapes

over-commercialising our treasured experiences 
by compromising quantity or quality. Every now 
and again it’s imperative to be good to yourself and 
enjoy the postcard version of life. That’s why I’m 
unashamedly indulging right now - even through 
Instagram. And I hate those people, #noonecares. 

The luxury urban resort literally sits within 
the legends of ancient Rome. The historical villa 
Agrippina once belonged to the Roman empress 
who was the mother of the Emperor Nero. The 
hotel’s rich history blends seamlessly with the 
elegant interiors which balances traditional luxury 
with sophisticated avant garde flair.

Past the cream marble floored reception, is the 
library lounge - a place to sit in one of the pillowed 
window bays and pretend to be a writer, or a member 
of the intelligentsia - the academic atmosphere 
simply calls for it. The sophisticated space with its 
bookshelves housing encyclopaedic knowledge of the 

It’s easy to assume I am in a 
remote part of the countryside 
– complete with rugged beauty and more 
herbs I knew existed. The sky, ablaze with 

sherbet orange with smatterings of fuchsia pink 
streaks, is delicious enough to lick. The shaggy but 
perfectly maintained shrubbery does a dexterous 
job of sealing out any 21st century sight and 
breaks the modest cacophony of the city into what 
sounds like intermittent radio waves. But I am not 
in the rural neck of the woods, I am in the heart of 
Rome, on a hillside branching off the River Tiber 
with The Vatican next door, to be exact. And I am 
strolling down a meandering pebbled-path flanked 
by exotic foliage in the grounds of the Gran Meliá 
hotel. I put my nose to foreign blades of greenery 
and take in the prickly earthy scent. I haven’t had 
time to commune with nature like this in a long 
time - as sickeningly pretentious as that sounds. 

We are, in this world, more mobile than ever. 
Getting on a plane isn’t the event it used to be, 
planning a trip isn’t a drawn out burden nor is it a 
question of airfare. We can get to the far reaches of 
Alaska or the Rain Forest if we want to. Our ability 
to go beyond borders is now a primitive act. We 
are however running the risk of cheapening and 

“Rome is an open plan museum. the higgledy-piggeldy 
cobbled stone streets alone are enough to confirm this”
ground you stand on, is framed by a series of picture 
windows, overlooking this Garden of Eden they’ve 
created, adding another dimension of charm. 

Having been given a red level package, the first 
of privileges I used was the afternoon/evening Red 
Lounge access for a spot of in between lunch and 
dinner micro fare. With the bar stood in the centre 
of the lounge and its colourful bottles of various 
fizz and spirits jaggedly lining the shiny bar top, 

calling for me - I never stray with breakfast, I’m 
usually done in 10 minutes but this setting required 
staying power. As I gathered the last of my velvety 
scrambled eggs I cleansed my palette with a schlug 
of sharp green tea. And then I just sat, stared into 
the distance, watching couples, families with kids 
climb in and out of the pool, as the flare of the sun 
gained intensity. When my cheeks were flushed 
enough I retreated to my cool casa, got my smart 

the romantic movie scenes of luxury holidaying 
continued. The rows of Mediterranean finger food 
– the peppers stuffed with eggplant and vibrant 
vegetables kind - was light and unfussy. 

Walking off the bubbles, I returned to the 
botanical gardens again, to the ‘far-away fields’ 
filled with herbs native to the region - the stuff of a 
horticulturalist’s dream. I followed the ‘lover’s path’ 
through sunken gradients and bushy bliss with 
snappy smells of rosemary and I-wish-I-knew-
what-else-it-was. 

The morning after I took to the veranda 
overlooking the pool for breakfast. The patio 
loungers with their oversized white pillows were 



90 OHLALA! www.ohlala-magazine.com www.ohlala-magazine.com 91OHLALA!

shoes (by smart I mean sensible and not prone to 
breaking bones) strapped on and headed out to the 
eternal city. 

Rome is an open plan museum. The higgledy-
piggledy cobbled stone streets alone are enough to 
confirm this. But in the face of the city’s deep-
rooted BC/AD history, the aforementioned verges 
on futuristic. And like with any European city the 
best way to get acquainted with it is to pound the 
pavement and walk it high and dry. 

Luckily the city, despite being essentially 
landlocked, has enough water via fountains, 
restored ancient taps and the River Tiber to make 
you feel human again - it was boiling hot. 

Everywhere you go, the fountains trickle 
and slosh with ice cold sheets of water. The most 
iconic of which is the Fontana di Trevi, one of the 
most visually arresting and far bigger in real life 
fountains, where some of the most classical and 
modern films in history have been shot. As it’s 
given a facelift every now and again, it’s continually 
a shot-worthy destination. 

You don’t have to go to a particular site to 
reap the historical rewards of Rome, the statues, 
monuments, columns reaching the heavens and 
the crumbling buildings punctuate the choked 
streets - which the Italians have a natural aptitude 
for whizzing in and out of. The deathly margins 
that they get through on their Vespas is toe 
curlingly scary - and funny too - especially as 
the men are suited and booted in fine tailoring 
and shoes that shine like black glass. Wandering 
around the residential streets with the vibrant if 
slightly dusty coloured houses, it’s impossible not 
to wonder what it must have looked liked when it 
was new, before the ravages of time had sown their 
destructive work - especially as modern Rome 
sits side by side with ancient Rome - at night the 
dramatic shafts of light that illuminate places like 
the Colosseum and the Forum of Caesar render 
them even more mysterious. 

Similarly walking along the tree-lined banks 
of the River Tiber is a refreshing way to see the 
city - and close to the shopping spots and the 
Spanish steps, which are undoubtedly worthy of 
a visit but if the mass crowd of people is anything 
to go by you’ll get your shot and shoot in the other 
direction. 

Pizza and pasta eateries are tightly packed 
between boutique stores, with wafts of doughy 
bread and buttery burrata to yield you in but I let 
my stomach grumble a little longer to save myself 
for the hotel’s Vivavoce. 

Within the grounds of the Gran Meliá hotel, 
Vivavoce, run by Michelin starred chef Alfonso 
with executive chef Miceli, is a major pull for 

guests, Romans and business travellers. A phrase 
coined by the Spanish centuries ago, “viva voce” 
pays tribute to the “word of mouth” method used 
to transmit the intellectual wealth left behind by 
the Arab culture when their rule ended. 

A white washed space of tasteful and modern 
finishes; Vivavoce is a place where you feel like 
you’re borrowing the life of a rock star. The 
restaurant’s intimate dimensions are such so as to 
feel like you’re at a dinner party but it’s enough to 
give privacy and individual glamour for each table. 

Breaking into the feast (I use this term 
sparingly because although it was, feelings 
thereafter were wonderfully light) a fishbowl style 
plate arrived with red snapper sausage ‘’candida’’ 
sauce with courgette and crispy chard. Portions 
were expectantly and elegantly demure but brilliant 
in flavour. Don’t let the ‘sausage’ discourage non 
meat lovers – there isn’t a sniff of it in this dish. 
And when you least anticipate a crunch you get 
a combo of silky soft textures with a little crackle 
for effect. 

A green concoction to get me started on my 
primi piatti (that’s first course to you and me) 
came in the form of Neapolitan broccoli vellute, 
burrata cheese from Andria and squid. Again, a 
deep bowl presented itself, with what could only 
be described as a dense juniper come seaweed 
shade of green soup. The intensity of colour lended 
itself to its pure ingredients and their ability to 
harmonise and create a performance of skill and 
vigour to kick start your taste buds. It wasn’t the 
kind of light consistency that gives rise to slurping 
tendencies but more of the thicker variety, that 
cross between liquid and whole – enough to cut 
your pangs of hunger at the onset. 

My secondi piatti (you get it now) was a 
filet of red sea bream with spring vegetables, fresh 
tomato and basil broth. Broth needn’t mean street 
food pot noodles; the chef pays close attention 
to striking a balance between sauce and thinly 
watered flavours. The sea bream was tucked into 
the tomato and basil broth as if cushioned. The 
cocktail of flavours that followed were sublime. 
The diced vegetables perched obediently on the 
soft-as-butter fish and tied yet another dimension 
of flavour. The dessert, as light as the décor and 
as refined as the service: a Mosaic of fresh fruit 
with exotic sauce (passion fruit) and almond milk 
ice cream. After a munching marathon, I could 
have given the dolce a miss but this finale was my 
‘cooling off ’ period. 

When I retired to my room I slept the sleep 
of a babe in my marshmallow soft bed, while the 
moon illuminated the Vatican’s spire over the trees 
and Rome twinkled into the night.
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“i followed the ‘lover’s path’ through sunken gradients and bushy bliss  
with snappy smells of rosemary”


