
name for boys) also made Versailles their home. And, 500 
years later, three million tourists per annum do what we 
did, and meander through the best of its 700 rooms.  

  We treated ourselves, that evening, to a classy 
Bateaux Parisienne dinner-cruise on the River Seine, to 
witness the ‘City of Lights’ lit-up. And, the following 
morning, we headed back into rural France for some art-

appreciation!  

  Some 80km out of 
Paris, in the village of 
Giverney, we took to our 
feet and wandered for an 
hour or three in  Monet’s 
Garden … set amongst scenes 
(like the waterlily pond and 
Japanese bridge) captured by 
Claude Monet’s famous 
paintings. Gorgeous? You’ve 
gotta believe it! And on the 
way back we visited the 
Musée de l'Orangerie – a 
gallery featuring Monet’s 
dazzling ‘Les Nympheas’ 
series, plus works by 
Cezanne, Matisse, Picasso, 
Renoir and such like.  

  I could parle-vous for 
hours about La Bell France, 
its picture-perfect scenes, its 
laid-back lunches and buttery 
croissants, its endless oh-la-
la. But uppermost in my mind 
is that peaceful little hamlet 
in Chenonceau, and that 
atmospheric old inn, set in 
the unhurried countryside.  

  The clatter of horse-
hooves and stagecoach-wheels no longer resound in the 
cobbled courtyard, but the four-course feasts we sat down 
to each evening in the hotel’s Michelin-Star restaurant 
were simply out of this world!  

  I can’t wait to go back next year. Come with us …  

 
MAGINE WAKING UP IN A QUIET, PICTURE-PERFECT, 
flower-smothered French village … in a rambling 
boutique hotel that’s been welcoming guests for 250 
years … in a big soft bed beneath dormer-windows 
that look out onto a narrow cobblestone lane. 

Imagine that village is called something lyrical and lovely, 
like Chenonceaux (‘share-non-so’) … and your little on-the-
footpath lodge is called 
something romantic and 
evocative, like Auberge du 
Bon Laboureur (Inn of the 
Good Ploughman) … and that 
soft bed is yours not just for 
one night but for three.  

  Imagine that barely 10
-minutes-walk away, buried 
amongst ancient trees on the 
other side of town, is a 
spectacular 16th century 
castle, complete with moats 
and turrets and ramparts and 
battered suits-of-armour.  

  Imagine … 

  Well, we don’t have to 
imagine it – because, in the 
autumn of 2016, we went 
and DID IT! And I tell you: it 
was more than a little 
wonderful, more than a little 
hard to believe, more than a 
little like a fairytale.  

  Earlier that week we’d 
driven through the lush 
countrified outskirts of Paris 
to the magnificent Palace of 
Versailles. In the 1600s, the 
‘Sun King’ Louis XIV had his 
hunting lodge converted into this extravagant royal    
  residence, with its glittering Hall of Mirrors and   
     expansive gardens. Louis XV and Louis XVI 
           (‘twas obviously a  
                  popular 

PALACE OF VERSAILLE 

MONET’S GARDEN 

  


