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In 2013 Copenhagen was voted as the 
number one city in Monocle’s annual 
Quality of Life Survey – it took the crown 
the following year too. Georgie Bradley 
goes for a long weekend of anthropological 
sightings in denmark’s capital to discover 
what it is that makes life so good.

thE HaPPIeST 
PlACE oN 
eaRTH
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The Danes are obnoxiously good looking. Chiselled cheek 
bones, dishevelled hair, piercing blue eyes and their ability to speak 
English as if it were their native tongue make them that much more 
jaw-dropping. The Danes have been a hot topic since the advent 
of TV drama Borgen and for various other unprecedented political, 
social and economic movements. The 5 million petite country has a 
name for making big waves in all matters influential and progressive. 
So to find out what all the fuss is about and experience the highly 
slick and functional Danish design as it were, I took a few days out 
(because let’s face it Scandinavia makes you haemorrhage money) 
and went to the capital, Copenhagen to see the Little Mermaid and 
attempt to get a reservation at the world’s best restaurant, Noma 
(failed). 

In fact, I’m inspired to go to Copenhagen because of a book 
I’ve recently read, The Year of Living Danishly: Uncovering the secrets of 
the world’s happiest country by HelenRussell – a mentor I had when 
interning at Marie Claire UK. Although she’s based in Jutland or 
Sticksville-on-sea as she’s renamed it, there is a pervading spirit of 
happiness which she says branches out across the country. 

The train ride from the airport to the central station in itself 
was a happy experience –Two things that are highly necessary 
in 2015: a charged phone (check, each seat has a USB port) and 
WIFI (check check, twice for amazing speed). So far so Danish, i.e. 
everything works. 

Just as I’m picturing myself living in Copenhagen with my 
Scandi-issue floor boards, my oblong wall clock and a decked 
out kitchen consisting of top rate chef knives the Danish winter 
breath stabs my cheeks like said knives. It’s wet, unreasonably cold 
and I have to walk 15 minutes from the station to get to my hotel, 
happiness is in detention for now. 

But the moment my sodden self has crossed the hotel’s 
threshold, it’s as if the cold doesn’t exist anymore. Now this is not 
just due to the fact that I am inside and therefore not outside, but 
it’s got something to do with Hygge (a guttural ‘hooga’ sound) that 
the Danes go by each and every winter. Hygge is a concept relating 
to cosiness. Homes, shops, restaurants, banks and any indoor set 
up aims to achieve hygge by allowing you to thaw and feel warm 
and fuzzy. The Danes spend a lot of time indoors, so this is overtly 
essential. My hotel has hit all the hygge points by cocooning me in a 
ball of pillowy comfort and T-shirt wearing warmth. As litmus tests 
go, this is a strong indication of happiness. 

Continuing my happiness levels I brave the elements again and 
do the typicals: Nyhavn Harbour where I stopped for a sumptuous 
smorgasbord of meats and pickles and rye 

bread and then trail around industrial plants along the harbour. 
As I’m so fascinated by this survey-topping city, I walk everywhere, 
avoiding the metro and buses (despite their efficiency) to really get 
a sense of the place. Side note: Take the train to Helsingør to play 
at the Kronborg castle – the skyhigh ceilings practically invite you 
to use your lungs to effect! And, on the way back stop off at the 
Louisiana Museum of Modern Art. You’ll want to live there and 
buy everything. 

I wanted to get more of a one-on-one with the Danes 
themselves to put their ‘direct’ and ‘straightforward’ nature, as told 
by former visitors, to the test. I go to 42Raw – a vegan café (a 
preference of late) and find everything in, well, Danish. Of course 

the staff is able to very comfortably explain what is on the menu 
with colloquialisms like “if you’re peckish for..” and “another all-
time favourite is…” which makes me salivate more with envy that 
they can be so fluid with languages. I wouldn’t say they were abrupt 
in their talk but they gave off a vibe of “isn’t it obvious?!” when 
explaining what each item was. The café is indeed hygge too with a 
blast of warm air greeting you as you step in and despite the general 
‘fire-place’ aura felt throughout, they still had a basket of throws to 
go around for some extra hygge. And being as inviting as it is, it’s 
packed with people – Danes, not tourists, it’s 2pm, on a weekday. 
I’ve read that the Danes don’t let work take over; togetherness 
outside of the workplace is held in higher regard. On average Danes 
work 34 hours a week. Can I move here, please? 

Now every city has a fashionable, up-and-coming quarter 
boasting unique finds, pop-up shops and independent start-ups. 
I track down Nørrebro, one of the 10 official districts of walkable 
Copenhagen. I’m observing the Danes as if I’m ready to randomly 
pounce on them should someone of pique my interest – it all seems 
so convivial – there’s an evident growing migrant population but 
no polarisation as far as I can see (I have my rose tinted glasses on 
and they’re not coming off for now) because for every ‘Danish’ shop 
there are, in this district at least, Muslim and Jewish establishments 
too. 

I approach a public park, children are scuttling around, fathers 
(mothers in the minority) chat with other parents but I don’t see 
any unattended baby pram. I feel like this has become a myth 
expounded by the media for commotion. Away from the cluster 
of parents in another section of this heptagonal (of course) shaped 
park, is a set of unmotorised gym equipment. I can’t quite work out 
what they are but my intuition kicks in and I’m working out my 
hamstrings by the feel of things. I know the Danes have got their 
social and health services in surplus but this is too cool – a nice, 
subtle way of encouraging everyone to remain on top of their ticker. 

As I go deeper into the district, I find myself losing sensation 
in each finger. I’ve never been able to grow a pair when it comes to 
the cold and the fact that “this weather we’re having is really quite 
pleasant” chirped by the hotel staff earlier, isn’t encouraging. There 
really is little fault with Copenhagen. It’s clean, easy to navigate, 
filled with Michelin starred restaurants, alternative culture and 
genuinely happy people. And if you didn’t have to hide in an igloo 
of padded winter wear for what would seem like an eternity each 
year, I’d move here in a heartbeat.
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There’s a reason everyone has 
a fascination over the region; 
and being at the geographic 
epicentre, denmark’s always 
under the microscope. 
everything seems move forward 
in a holistic way, putting the 
people first. It wins at life 
basically. 

1. National Pride
You simply cannot hoist a foreign flag (unless 
you’re manning an embassy) outside your home. 
You need prior authorisation from the police to fly 
another nation’s flag. True story.

2. Public Transport
On time, wide, good space between armrests and 
odourless lavatories (on trains). The best part is, it 
doesn’t cost your entire savings to move about –
transport costs are surprisingly economy-friendly.

3. Cycling
Amsterdam gets all the praise for their adeptness 
at cycling but in Denmark the bicycle lanes are 
as broad as a car lane. There’s little fear of being 
killed.

4. Pastries
No introduction needed just an empty stomach 
ready for glazed decadence. Pastry shops 
burgeon with rafts of laminated doughy goodness 
with your standard but never disappointing, apple 
filling. Expect to go up a dress size shortly after.

5. Lamps
Every other shop in Copenhagen is a showroom 
of innovative bedside, lounge and hallway lamps 
which look intimidatingly cool. Being that for more 
than half the year the country is shrouded in 
darkness, light is a major preoccupation.

��0CDIBN�0C@� <I@N�
 J� Dͅ @M@IOGT



www.ohlala-magazine.com 85OHLALA!

doWn  
& ouT  
in PAris
everyone, whether they’ve been to 
ParIs or not, has some romantic 
association tied to their understanding 
of the French capital. Georgie Bradley 
stays at THe renaIssanCe  
Le ParC TroCadéro and 
discovers the finesse and refinery  
that is so true of Paris.

Official Luxury Fashion Magazine

IWED 2015 initially be formulating circle 
of ideas to many in preparing a huge 
wedding experience in the future since 
the event will be focusing on a new 
approach. This 8th edition aims to be the 
most excellent intervention with an 
all-inclusive destination to create 
phenomenal wedding arrangements phenomenal wedding arrangements 
drawing together in handling all the 
details at the Doha Exhibition Center, 
fully covered.



86 OHLALA! www.ohlala-magazine.com

trAVEl   
   escapes
macaroons are out, madeleines are in. Or so I am 
told – by a legitimate source, a born and bred Parisian. We’ve 
met during the Paris Fashion Week, she’s a fashion editor of 
a French magazine and we’re both gingerly walking up the 
precarious (sports hall style) benches at the Lanvin show. I say: 
“They’re everywhere! I knew macaroons were the equivalent of 
the Arabic date, but this is overkill!” We share a mutual c’est la 
vie head tilt and fabulously chic, let’s call her that, brings me 
up to speed on the quick, pop in your mouth dessert of choice: 
sister Madeleine. Not that they were ever dormant but they’re 
now the last minute decision item at supermarket checkouts. I 
notice this at La Ferme, your above average mini mart located 
on a curve of Victor Hugo circle. Rather than a Twix or Kit Kat 
bar, the French prefer their own innovation. What’s more telling 
is how un-mass produced it is – even though the Madeleines 
are packaged like any other bag of treats, there’s a first-rate feel. 

For me, the Madeleine is a figurative food. It’s not heavy, it’s 
elegantly portioned and understated. This is Paris. And I couldn’t 
be staying in a more chic end of town – The Renaissance Le Parc 
Trocadéro sits discreetly among the majestically windowed apartments 
of the 16th arrondisement, between the Eiffel Tower and Champs-
Elysées. Before you mentally cram a nightmare thought of a thousand 
and one tourists, the hotel is on the quiet, Avenue Raymond Poincaré. 
Between running around either side of the River Seine to make the 
shows and visit showrooms, this boutique jewel, with its outdoor 
courtyard so charmingly French, is all I want and need. 

The green garden source of inspiration for the hotel’s 
renovated décor is warm and cosy. Architect-designer Jean-
Philippe Nuel created a foliage paradise in 2011 when the hotel 
underwent refurbishment and is thus a picture of harmony. 

And as I have a spare afternoon to roam the streets of Paris, 
I just indulge in picking up conversations between speed talking 
amies, watching boulangeries making haste with bread deliveries 
and wishing that I too, was a regular at a café where the most 
distinctly bohemian beauty, clad with a notepad and coffee, is sat 
owning every bit of attention. 

This is the thing about Paris, no one place has the above – 
these musings are everywhere, be it Saint Germaine, Clichy or 
Bastille. What’s more and gives the city its stand-out quality, is the 
fact that Paris is relatively chilled out compared to its counterparts 
– fabulously chic had agreed with me on this one. Yes, it has a 
metropolitan melody about it but there’s something so liveable, so 
kind to you and your basic human need of a good chat, peace and 
mental stimulation wherein so many cities lack the former. If you 
haven’t guessed already, I want to live in Paris. 

But for the few days that I’m here, the Renaissance Le Parc 
Trocadéro give me the kind of living situation I could only dream about. 
So my room; actually, I’m going to stop there and say, my duplex. Yes, I 
am given a space with stairs. I am, for all intents and purposes, a resident 
in Paris – or so it feels like. Looking out onto the magnolia-laced 
courtyard, my little duplex is something out of Amélie. The radio next 
to my – best sleep ever bed – is playing Edith Piaf era music. I catch 
myself in the baroque framed gold mirror and see my giddy expression 
grow with excitement; and while I make this space my temporary 
home, I catch up on a few emails, sitting on the slick taupe sofa feeling 
as though I’m at a crossroads between the past and present. 

Making my round of musings once again, I do what every 
citizen of culture should do and go to a photography exhibition for an 
essential Sunday pastime. With just a quick hop on the metro from 
the hotel, I’m in the eastern stretches of Rue De Rivoli where I visit 
Maison Européenne de la Photographie on a corner hushed from 
the main street, for a spot of contemplative (excuse the ponciness) 
downtime in the quiet company of some of the most invigorating 
photos I’ve ever seen – begging so many questions and giving more 
answers than you’d know. Whoever said pictures are worth a thousand 
words, I salute their sage observation. 

Back to the oasis of the hotel, I have a sit down in one of the 
G-Bar & Lounge’s deep sofas and roll through the day’s newsfeed 
on social media, keeping the #ohlalainparis in check. Laying 
back in a cosy envelope of jazz music and soft lighting, I secretly 
can’t wait for breakfast again at the Le Relais Du Parc where 
the smoked salmon was like none I had tasted before – usually I 
land the really fishy type which still has the taste of the sea – and 
the grapefruit juice in particular, kick-started each and everyday 
for me. Speaking of the food, it is reassuringly good European 
(quality, all the quality in the world) gourmet level food. Later 
that night I order soup– vegetable, brought to my room, and my 
goodness did it make me happy dance on the inside. 

Concluding the trip with a staunchly Parisian touch, I flick 
a bite-sized Madeleine in my mouth and flop onto the bed in a 
star shape (note: I know it may seem a touch hyperbolic at this 
point, but I genuinely feel like I am in a movie here….!) and 
already start thinking tu me manques beaucoup Paris! 
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so there’s the book, 
HoW To Be ParIsIan 
WHereVer You are: 
Love, style, and Bad Habits, 
but here’s my take on how to chic 
yourself up for the city.

1. stride the streets
Parisians cross boulevards as if there are no 
cars and are pedestrian friendly. With that level 
of confidence, fear not of losing limbs, cars will 
screech to a halt for you.

2. add cheese 
..to everything! Having a steak lunch? Have some 
goat cheese with that. Finishing off a 3 course 
meal with a piece of mille-feuille? Look for the 
strawberry and cheese variation.

3. Have opinions
The French ardently put their views across on 
politics, feminism, foreign policy - namely over 
lunch or while smoking - with their friends. In other 
words, be smart. 

4. sit on a balcony
...and people watch. The French love to open up 
their (French) windows and air their rooms and 
take the opportunity to go out and see the world 
go by at the same time. 

5. Be Bold
If you’ve achieved all of the above, you’re going 
to be pretty forthright as a person - the trouser 
wearing type - and everyone will talk about you. 
But you will not give into it because you’re so sure 
of yourself.

��3<TN�OJ��@�
)JM@�,<MDND<I



86 OHLALA! www.ohlala-magazine.com www.ohlala-magazine.com 87OHLALA!

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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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 
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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.

Travel   
  Escapes

“i followed the ‘lover’s path’ through sunken gradients and bushy bliss  
with snappy smells of rosemary”
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Another Friday, another brunch to tick off. We headed up to the 34th floor of the 

DomAin hotel & SpA for a taste of world-class cuisine with a view.

VieW From the top 
the Domain Brunch

CulinAry   
   Insight

t
he Friday brunch. Us island dwellers are no 
strangers to this weekly exercise. We set aside a 
minimum of three hours for top notch gastronomy 
filled with satiating flavours where there’s always 
room for just that bit more even if our trousers don’t 
agree. Brunching has become a bit of status symbol in 
the expat world. Our phones are always at the ready 

to snapshot a frame of artistically composed vegetables with a criss cross 
of drizzled sauce only to post on Instagram with a flattering filter seconds 
later.

We’re not going to lie, we love hearty international fare as much as 
the next person - and this brunch (far more self-contained than the endless 
conga line of food stations you normally get) is irresistibly good and has 
more than just the staple offerings, which are extremely photogenic for 
social updating purposes. 

But before we tucked in, we took to the unparalleled views of 
Manama from Le Domain. You can see a sporadic number of curvy blue 
splodges (a.k.a. rooftop swimming pools), as well as the azures and Dinky 
Toy vehicles at street level  - yes, you are that high up. The floor to ceiling 
windows, with their slight blue tinge, give a more exotic, otherwordly 
feel. And how better to enjoy the views the restaurant offers of Manama’s 
cutting edge towers than over tummy-satisfying food? 

The selection of tastefully (literally) presented food was elegant 
in that it wasn’t a messy pile-up - from the garlic prawns to the baba 
ghanoush to the pan seared fish - everything was neatly in its place, 
because let’s face it, brunches tend to see a barbarian handling of food 
sometimes. But this is the best part about the brunch at The Domain: 
it’s small. Don’t be fooled into thinking it’s limited, on the contrary, the 
brunch goes by a quality over quantity mantra which is there in every 
bite - and you’re still torn with choice. 

While silenced by how mouth-wateringly good it was, we couldn’t help 
but blurt “it’s so fresh!” between every mouthful. The food at brunches tend 
to get a bit stale after the first couple of hours but we saw the staff constantly 
filling each station with hot out the oven, so to speak, replacements. 

We rotated between eggs benedict - creamy sauced and fluffy; an 
assortment of sushi - with ocean-fresh crab and velvety philadelphia cheese; 
a medley of colourful vegetables, pumpkin salad and hunks of hummous - 
perfect sides to go with the mains and finally some generously sliced glossy 
roast beef - on the medium-nudging-rare side. Even though we went up 
to twice (fine, thrice) it was a scrape-our-plates-clean situation. If you want 
to be a bit more conservative with your portion intake however, you can 
order off the menu which has a selection of options. We saw a few plates 
plates spinning out of the kitchen and can report that they are equally as 
gourmet-y in looks and we’re sure, in taste too. 

Heading into the home stretch, we cheered our sweet tooth with diet-
destroying cakes and crispy, steamy pancakes, all of which were temptingly 
lined on the bar top. The chocolate fountain (with optional fruit skewers 
for dips and twirls) could quash your chocolate cravings till the following 
Friday, believe us, it was that intense! 

As far as brunches go, The Domain’s has a sophisticated edge with its 
city slicker location and uber cool setting - those bauble light fixtures, anyone? 
For information or reservations call: 1600 0000
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With so many choice venues for your nightly Iftar, we took it upon 
ourselves to spotlight one of the many five star options.

the Sheraton Bahrain Hotel 

t he venue alone could easily elicit a gasp 
when you first enter. Down in the Awali Ballroom 
of the Sheraton Bahrain Hotel is a tent like set up 
with the vibrant colouring of an Arabian nights 

theme with ornate lanterns, some clay-sculpted, perched in 
and around the buffet. The billowy fabrics swinging from one 
side of the ceiling to the other add an extra majestic touch. 
The lighting is also well-thought-out: soft, dim and bejeweled-
like, and again, is found between the various food stations. The 
seating arrangement is really cosy and family oriented in table 

size while the front deck of the ballroom near the windows give 
you great views. 

After you break your fast with luscious khidri dates 
(available in mini wicker baskets at each table) make your way 
to buffet which serves a fantastic cherry-picked mishmash of 
Arabic cuisine. Perhaps it’s the fact that the food is aplenty 
that make it look so inviting but the arrangement across the 
middle strip of the ballroom has an artistic quality that calls for 
a window shop stroll before you tuck in. The Lamb Shank, in all 
its hearty delight, with yellow rice topped with roasted cashews 
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and a sprinkle of fried onions is for sure a crowd pleaser while 
the Shawarma stand has juicy chicken rotating on a spit with 
all your favourite accoutrements lined up on the side ready to 
be wrapped into a pita. 

Something that we loved and weren’t necessarily 
expecting was the Veal Cordon Bleu. In just larger than bite 
sized packets were bread crumb coated shreds of veal with 
oozing cheese making for a crispy treat. For vegetarians 
however, we recommend the Eggplant Lasagne which is 
amply cheese and bechamel focused. 

However, the most devourable item at the Sheraton’s 
Iftar for us had to be the Hammour. Cutting through the pan 
fried Hammour escalope is like a hot knife through butter. It 
is so gloriously smooth, glints with freshness and is pepped up 
with herbs. A worthy inclusion for your fish is the not-too-
mayonnaise-laden tartar sauce. 

The mains are relished with mezze like Kibbeh, Sambousek, 
Dolma (with a crunch of sweet pomegranate on top) a divine 
orange and beetroot combo salad and lemony Tabbouleh - 
among many variations of hummous that you probably didn’t 
know existed - and the olives stuffed with walnuts - what a release 
of flavours that gives you! 

If you’ve got room left, the dessert pyramid needs a trip. 
All around the station are swivels of Baclava, swirls of Jalebi 
and other syrupy options as well as chocolate fudge cake 
and dreamy pistachio cake. Umm Ali, your Egyptian bread 
pudding, is warm and gooey with raisins and flakes of almonds 
while the Crêpes had a decent kick courtesy of the nutella and 
ice cream pairing. 

Even if you’re slightly jaded by all the Iftars on offer 
around the island, the Sheraton Bahrain Hotel’s smiley, 
prompt staff and impressive buffet, which will leave you 
wholly satisfied and not bloated, should be a place to sample 
and tick off. 
For information or reservations call : 1753 3533 



74 OHLALA! www.ohlala-magazine.com

NOW THAT SuMMer HAS reAred ITS WAy INTO Our 
LIVeS AGAIN, LeGS Are MAKING A cOMeBAcK AFTer 
A GOOd FIVe-MONTH HIATuS. IN Our NeW BeAuTy 

cOLuMN, GeorGie Bradley dIScuSSeS Our FIxATION 
WITH BeING TANNed.

PALE BY COMPARISON: 
An Ode To Being Fair

If you could see me you’d 
understand why I’m about to sing 
the praises of paleness. I am Casper, 
a fridge, a snowflake, an ill-looking 
shade of white. The mirror, mirror on 
the wall agrees. What doesn’t help my 
case is the fact that I am half Greek as 
well as English. The former should have 
blessed me with olive skin – a remark 
I get from most who learn my heritage 
who then peer down at my legs as if I 
should surgically add the skin colour 
that should have been my birth right.

Living in the region doesn’t help 
either. According to my friends back in 
the U.K. I should have a yearlong glow 
that never fades. Putting our arms out 
and comparing how bronzed we are 
is an obsolete game, because I always 
lose. I do not however, care. I do not 
curse my genetic makeup for my see-
throughness. I do not worship the sun 
nor bottles of fake bake. I see people 
looking like leathered goods and I know 
what it has taken for them to look like 
that – because in the past, every time I’d 
go back to Greece, I was under pressure 
(self-inflicted) to sizzle like a roast each day to 
achieve the ‘healthy’ look.  And the thing is, I do 
tan very well, as if my Greek side lays dormant 
until the Hellenic sun kisses me and I’m allowed 
to be more goddess-like. This internalised idea 
that it is ‘healthy’ though, is purely ironic. 

We know of the stats and figures on 
skin cancer but we dismiss it with youthful 
ignorance. But I’m not writing about the health 
implications of being tanned, but about the fact 
that pale-shaming is all too common. 

What was once a mark of beauty and class 
is now a sight for sore eyes. Pale people are 

made to feel like they haven’t truly lived 
(under the sun) and aren’t outgoing – as 
if we live under a rock till the oil-slick 
crowd come back from all the fun. And 
because the weather is warmer, I am the 
token statue at all gatherings. I always 
get teased for how white I am; my limbs 
get prodded like dead fish that might 
be still alive. Even my sister, love her to 
bits, told me to wear tanned tights to 
her wedding in August last year because 
otherwise “it will look like we invited a 
ghost”. I did not. 

Now that everyone is in the 
holiday spirit, resorts around the world 
are starting to see sun-bed snatching 
tourists wanting as much exposure 
as possible to get that look done and 
dusted to later show as a sign of a well-
spent holiday on Instagram and then in 
person for the full effect. While that may 
be happening in places like Cebu in The 
Philipines, the locals hold up umbrellas 
as a shield to the sun for historical and 
present reasons – the darker you were 
the more gypsy you came across on the 

social hierarchy and because there is still 
a western complex: being Caucasian is cool, 
apparently. I guess it’s just like the want for curly 
or straight hair. You want that which you cannot 
(at least permanently) have. 

I am forever baring my blue veined pins, a 
noticeable neck/jawline discoloration (Chanel, 
please do something about this!) and my badge 
of honour. Pale is pretty in its own, whimsical 
way. Pale means you’re not chasing after 
manufactured, quite frankly under performing 
ideals. Pale is what Anne Hathaway and 
Nicole Kidman are. But pale is also skin-deep, 
remember that.

“Pale means 
you’re not chasing 

manufactured 
ideals”

BEAuty
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