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There’s more than one way to enjoy
your visit to the French capital.
ELIZABETH FOURNIER settles into
a luxury life, while CATHY ADAMS

gets real in Paris’s Le Marais
NN
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TOWERING
PRESENCE:
Gustave Eiffel's
most famous
creation
dominates the
landscape in this
view of the city
from atop one

of the towers of
Notre-Dame. Many
of the rooms at
Shangri-La’s new
hotel in the 16th
arrondissement
boast fine views
of the tower.

PARIS DE LUXE

I get it: you've been to Paris. You've traipsed
round the Louvre to stand in a 15-deep scrum
for a glimpse of the Mona Lisa. You've seen
the Eiffel Tower do its neon dance from the
Trocadero, and you've almost died trying to
get a decent picture of the Arc de Triomphe as
a procession of Gallic drivers career around
Etoile trying their best to take you down.

It’s exhilarating, beautiful and very French
- but it sure as hell isn’t relaxing. Fear not,
though: there’s another way to see the city and
take in the boulevards and bridges that have
bewitched pretty much everyone who has ever
been cool, from Ernest Hemingway and Gene
Kelly to Coco Chanel and Oscar Wilde.

It’s time to step back from the tourist traps
and do Paris in full-on luxurious style - and the
first stop is the newly-opened Shangri-La.

Chanel herself lived for years at the Ritz on
the Place Vendome, while Beyoncé and Jay-Z
(and therefore Kimye, of course) prefer Le
Meurice. Both are smack bang in the middle
of the first arrondissement on the Right Bank
of the Seine - home to the Louvre, the Jardins
des Tuileries and the Rue de Rivoli. So far, so
touristique. But head a little further west to
the leafy 16th and you’ll find the spot where
Asian mega-hotel group Shangri-La has
chosen to set up its first European outpost in
the 19th century former residence of Napoleon
Bonaparte’s grandnephew, Prince Roland.

Shangri-La doesn’t do things by halves
(opening the only hotel in the Shard, on floors
34-52), and Paris is no different. The 81 rooms
are in shades of duck-egg blue and gold, and
many have views of the Eiffel Tower that feel
almost inappropriately intimate. My suite
even has internal stairs — more than I can say
for my London flat - which lead up to a vast
private roof terrace where you could spend
hours picking out the famous landmarks, from
Montmartre to the north-east to the rather
less aesthetically pleasing Tour Montparnasse,
on the horizon looking south.

Of course, Paris has no shortage of
incredible restaurants, but it’s worth setting
aside an evening to eat at the hotel’s own
L’Abeille - named after the bee insignia that
is dotted everywhere in honour of Napoleon’s
emblem. Headed by chef Phillipe Labbe, the
restaurant was awarded two Michelin stars
less than a year after opening, and its cheese
selection alone is worth another one.

Combining seasonal, French ingredients
with more exotic flavours (torrified locust seed,
anyone?) Labbe creates exceptional dishes
with all the assuredness of someone who has
worked under legends like Eric Briffard and
Bernard Loiseau (which he has).

After a tartare of giant langoustine in
raspberry vinegar and a classic filet of lamb
with sweetbreads and aubergine, we broke
from the set menu to tear chunks out of the
cheese cart. If you go, do the same. I don’t tend
to be one of those people who swoons at the
sight of a cheese plate, but I’Abeille’s Comté
was so good that it made me well up a bit. And
so did dessert - a humongous bourbon vanilla
millefeuille ‘to remember your childhood’,
according to the menu - which, if you're
anything like me and grew up on butterscotch
Angel Delight, will make you instantly insanely
jealous of every French child.

Luckily, the hotel also features a gym and
pool for burning off those cheese calories,
housed in a stunning lower ground floor
vaulted room that opens onto a sheltered
terrace. Or you can simply choose to believe
the Gallic myth that French women (and
therefore anyone who eats anything in Paris,
obviously) don’t get fat, and instead head for
the spa or one of the Shangri-La’s cocktail or
champagne bars to carry on the indulgence.

And if you really must leave the hotel’s
clutches, head for the Boig de Boulogne. A
huge public park to the w&t of the city, it is
more than twice the size of New York’s Central
Park and home to landscaped gardens and
lakes as well as a zoo, the Auteuil Hippodrome
racecourse and Roland Garros, the home of
the French Open tennis tournament.

In the centre of one of the park’s lakes is
Le Chalet des Iles restaurant — accessible only
by boat — where sophisticated Parisians who
lunch tuck into glasses of wine and set menus
of fois gras gnocchi and steak tartare, a world
away from the brasseries of the Rue de Rivoli.

Late afternoon is the perfect time for a boat
trip along the Seine, staying away from the
large, flat tour boats (complete with shouty
guide) in favour of a private motor craft. From
low down in the water, you get a completely
different view of the bridges and buildings
that define Paris, from the imposing Pont Neuf
to the Pont des Arts, which glitters in the sun
as the result of a cheesy but actually quite
romantic recent tradition (this is the city of
love, after all) that sees smitten couples come
from all over the world to attach padlocks
bearing their names to its metal wires.

Most tourist coaches head straight for
Versailles, the vast palace and gardens where
various King Louis hung out for most of the
17th and 18th centuries. What people probably
don’t realise is that the design for Versailles
- from the formal landscaped gardens to the
interior paintings - is the result of a massive
game of one-upmanship between Louis XIV
and his finance minister, Nicolas Fouquet. »






