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If there were any mystical landscapes to include in a luxury 
bucket list, Sri Lanka’s Ceylon Tea Trails and Cape Weligama 
would come on top. Georgie Bradley experiences colonial and 

beach splendour in equal measure. 
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“By nightfall, the surroundings are opaque black – not even the contours 
of the hills can be seen but in the opposite and nearby bungalows, ambient 

lighting seep the windows.”

If I were to pen a book, I’d want to spend an indefinite 
amount of time at the Ceylon Tea Trails. I knew this from the second 
we left dust bowl Colombo and our four by four starting to snake up 
and around the rows of tea buds and leaves into a green paradise. It 
was barely past seven in the morning, the pale mist was rising and 
curling over the hills towards the high blue sky. Despite the unpaved 
and at times, stomach churning drive, the vistas were so beguiling, I 
indulged in the sluggish pace and took it all in. 

I arrived at the Summerville Bungalow at midday, one of the 
bungalows part of the Dunkeld Estate in Hatton founded by Merrill 
J Fernando in 2005. A perfectly craggy pathway led to the twee, 
pale yellow front door where my warm-faced butler was waiting for 
me, ready to scoop up my luggage with hearty haste and give me a 
personalised tour.  

Picture if you will, a remote cottage overlooking the still, moody 
blue Castlereagh lake surrounded by vast swathes of green hills and 
thick manes of trees, speckled with polychrome flowers and low-
lying broccoli shaped clouds where thin slices of sun occasionally 

spill through. Although you’re in the depths of Hatton, Sri Lanka, 
there are close echoes of the Scottish Highlands courtesy of the 
all-encompassing rich and broody nature. Wonderfully, the wild 
outnumber the humans. Quiet is your companion at the Summerville 
Bungalow and back to my initial reaction, it’s the stuff of dreams for 
a wordsmith. 

The bedroom features a glorious four poster bed. The furnishings 
are wooden and tastefully colonial. The bathroom calls for oo-ing and 
aa-ing in its own right. A stand-alone bathtub over Victorian black 
and white tiling, complete with gorgeously scented accoutrements 
adds to the luxury of the stay. It has an overall upmarket B&B feel 
to it; it’s personal and quaint. The patio doors open up to a set of 
deck chairs and another vision to behold. I communed with the 
wilderness for hours on end, read appropriately slow and romantic 
literature, closed my eyes and let the booms of nature ripple through 
me without feeling the slightest itch of boredom. Despite sharing 
the bungalow with other guests, they were nowhere to be found or 
heard. Bliss. 
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To get to Cape Weligama from the Tea Trails, you 
need to factor in a six-hour drive or a seaplane option that shaves off 
over three-quarters of the aforementioned time frame. However, in 
the interest of seeing the changing landscapes from the high hills to 
the southern headland where Cape Weligama is positioned, the drive 
suited my adventurous sensibilities. What could have been a thumb 
twirling, exhaustive ride, turned out to be six hours gone in a poof. 
Plugged into a series of podcasts, I leaned against a constant picture 
window of rich foliage interspersed with gentle smiles and frantic 
waves from locals as we threaded between dusty villages.

As we came back down to sea level, the steamy streets widened 
my eyes. The pace and cacophony built up to a rush hour crescendo. 
But there’s something so glorious about being a spectator to this 
madness, where you don’t move an inch but the outside world spins 
around you and that grating noise is but a murmur from the inside. 

After wading through traffic, we approached the barely-there 
entrance to Cape Weligama, as if it were a hushed secret. The tone 
was set for my beach escape. With just another 50-meter drive to 

the reception, the property is properly 
secluded. After an aromatic welcome 
drink, I was whisked off in a buggy to my 
villa.  

The 18 hectares, sumptuous property 
is atop a vast cliffside on an Indian Ocean 
headland near Galle with 39 villas and 
suites. I was staying in an ocean villa 
that had the privacy level of a manor 
and a shared garden pool (although I 
monopolised the pool as the next-door 
villa wasn’t occupied). You don’t get the 
tidal wave of tourists here. The villa follows 
the rules of colour pop minimalism offset 
against antique wooden cabinets and a 
broad desk that can fit an entire office of 
stationary. The bathroom offers private 
vantage points for views of the ocean 
below. I almost asked for a floor plan of the 
villa for it’s larger than most apartments 
you’d find in any city. It felt like I had 
come to my holiday home where I’d spend 
an entire two months basking in the 
uninterrupted views of the shimmering 
ocean, eat buckets of prawns swimming in 
garlic, watch my limbs turn brown and my 
hair change a shade lighter. 

“The villa follows the rules of colour 
pop minimalism offset against antique 
wooden cabinets.”
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Nothing is spoiled by 21st century gadgetry at the Summerville 
Bungalow. With the exception of the iPod dock in the living room 
area crooning out a rolling playlist of Nat King Cole and Frank Sinatra 
as well as a small and discreet flat screen TV, the space is devoid of 
modern interruptions. The living room ought to be Pinterest’s poster 
for ‘décor goals’ – there are throws, there are ornate lampshades with 
dainty detailing, there are coffee table books, there are second hand 
library books and there’s a well-stocked bar with gentry-approved 
tipples next to a roaring fire – being over 4000ft above sea level here 
means the temperatures are refreshingly cooler and invites a cosy up 
on the sofa. 

The veranda overlooking the infinity pool has five tables set up 
(five suites, five tables) – you see the tea plantations ahead of you, 
which never ceases to tire the eyes. As the Summerville Bungalow 
is in a remote location, your food and beverage is included in the 
stay. Each meal is elegantly plated and inspired by the local land. You 
eliminate any sinful diet sabotaging despite eating three course meals, 
three times a day because the portions are delicate and the ingredients 
come in their purest form and cooked with expert freshness. A 
standout soup had to be the pumpkin as well as the leek and potato 
bisque while the baked yoghurt with clumps of blackberries in the 
middle can only be described as special. You can also feast on a Sri 
Lankan spread which includes a courgette curry, fish curry, rice with 
fried (but still lean tasting) cashews and onions and Vattalappam for 
dessert, a type of custard finishing. 

While you could effectively spend your entire time holed up in 
the bungalow, there’s an impressive roster of activities on offer. You 
can take to the hills and hike, you can bird watch, visit Kandy, brace 
white water rafting or even go fishing in the Castlereagh lake. I stayed 
put for 48 hours and embraced the pause the experience offered. 

By nightfall, the surroundings are opaque black – not even the 
contours of the hills can be seen but in the opposite and nearby 
bungalows, ambient lighting seep the windows and the magic of the 
Ceylon Tea Trail experience is sealed off beautifully. 

“Wonderfully, the wild outnumber 
the humans.”
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I stepped onto the patio, continuing this mental fantasy and 
breathed in the salt of the air. Ahead of me were the slow, crashing 
waves which were as soothing as they were stirring. It drew me in; 
I walked towards the ocean, went down the many steps to get to 
the bottom and enjoyed the stretch of sand that went into the far 
distance. The waves bounced and frothed against the biscuit-coloured 
cliffs – I dodged the incoming waves with child-like squeals. I never 
felt so dwarfed by nature, so insignificant yet so alive. The wild waters 
can test the strongest of swimmers (I kept to a quick foot paddle) but 
the default experience is to just watch. 

Up at the property again, I took a postcard of the resort from my 
villa and snapped a meta photo of me holding up the card against the 
exact image, in the exact spot in real life and time. ‘Postcards from 
the edge’ I called it. The moment simply called for it. Quite literally, I 

“The waves bounced and frothed 
against the biscuit-coloured cliffs – 
I dodged the incoming waves with 

child-like squeals.”
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was on the edge of the infinity pool with its glassy waters, overlooking 
the ocean. Lots of likes on Instagram. My aim of cultivating green-
eyed envy worked. Even I was jealous of that post and I was immersed, 
full-body, in it! 

Luxury exists in every part of Cape Weligama. For such a sprawling 
property, not one blade of grass is left to wither. I spent a few hours 
scoping out the grounds, bumped into the general manager, Dirk, who 
was on his maintenance rounds, spoke with roaming members of staff 
who were always generous with their time and resources and finally 
settled on a lush tropical patch of garden outside my villa with some 
complimentary snacks – which make all the difference for a detail-
oriented traveller like yours truly. 

Although I could have indulged in a lavish breakfast-in-bed 
scenario, I awoke each morning at the break of dawn to the rustle of 
palm trees and birdsong and made the short but pleasant walk to the 
all-day dining restaurant, Ocean Terrace, where I picked between a Sri 
Lankan breakfast and a few Continental comforts. Having exotic wild 
fruits with a fluffy buttered croissant while transfixed by the ludicrously 
beautiful views of the rugged coastline ahead, is like a dream you don’t 
want to wake up from. Normally I’m a breakfast on-the-go girl but here, 
the reverse transpired. I whiled away two unplanned hours. Everything 
was peachy and warm. Other culinary offerings include the Ocean Grill 
restaurant. There, I got my fill of chicken teriyaki with avocado (tastes 
miles better in Sri Lanka) as well as a pungent ceviche followed by a 
row of splendid sorbets.  

As I retreated to my villa on the last night, I sat out on the patio 
on one of the cushioned (so comfortable it was like a mattress) sofas. I 
didn’t do anything. I didn’t need to. Just being was fulfilling enough. The 
atmosphere was whisper-quiet, only broken by the midnight waves. As 
I contemplated my lamentably looming departure, my thoughts turned 
to a quote from the works of Ibn Battuta: “Travelling – it leaves you 
speechless, then turns you into a storyteller.” 

For more information or to book a stay visit: www.resplendentceylon.com 
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