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M y gooDness, the hedgerows and picket 
fences are in good shape around new-
market. With racing studs touting for 
business, the message is that your 
prize filly will be fed and watered in 
pristine conditions without a care in 

the world, and if she can be first past the post in 
the 2.30pm at Lingfield, then so much the better.

something similar is going on at the Packhorse 
Inn in Moulton just outside Britain’s racing capital.  
There are currently only four rooms, but another 
four will be up and running soon. 

ours is wonderfully calm, tasteful and pretty, 
with two big sash windows, one of which looks 
out across the village green. The bathroom is 
vast. It has a walk-in, doorless shower and its own 
proper window, the antithesis of pokey.

Locals are in for drinks and dinner — and we 
are assigned to a delightful table, a proper 
antique job offset by sisal flooring and muted 
tones on the walls. 

The young woman in charge is scary at first. ‘Just 
wait a minute,’ she says sternly, as I ask if we can 
get some drinks on the table. We wait far too 

long, as it happens, for our bottle of orvieto, but 
then we canter merrily through the menu, with a 
few specials chalked up on a blackboard. 

It’s our waiter’s first night on the job, but he gets 
through it with aplomb.

one person who doesn’t quite get through the 
evening satisfactorily is a woman in white jeans 
who is passed out on the grass in the garden. 
Apparently, she’s on a first date with a man who is 
just about holding things together.

‘We are trying to handle the situation,’ says a 
 waitress. And they do a brilliant job, eventually 
 persuading the first-daters that it’s time to book 
a taxi home.

Us? We would be thrilled to stay all weekend. 
This is a proper charmer.

The Packhourse Inn
Bridge Street, Newmarket,  

Suffolk CB8 8SP
01638 751818, thepackhorseinn.com

Doubles from £100 B&B
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lemon capitals of  the world. What  I  like 
best  is  the  impromptu game of  football 
played by school children who use one of 
the church doors as a goal.

No visit  to Ravello  is complete without 
walking  through  the  gates  of  Villa 
 Cimbrone: its several acres of gardens are 
so theatrical, so  flamboyant, so unrelent-
ingly romantic they could only be the work 
of a mad, moneyed Italian nobleman.

Wrong.  They  are  the  creation  of  an 
 eccentric  English  aristocrat  —  Lord 
Grimthorpe, who during a Grand Tour in 
1904 fell in love with Ravello and spent the 
rest of his life here.

Villa  Cimbrone  is  a  favourite  spot  for 
weddings. After saying their vows, newly 
married couples wander down the Avenue 
of  Immensity, with Ceres,  the goddess of 
harvests  waiting  for  them  in  a  temple, 
before  stepping  on  to  the  Terrace  of 
 Infinity, where marble busts of the seven 

Kings of Rome are mounted on plinths. 
From here, the whole Amalfi coast tumbles 
down and along the coast  for miles. The 
drop is scary and exhilarating — a bit like 
marriage, perhaps.

Several hotels  in Ravello occupy former 
palaces.  Palazzo  Avino  was  built  in  the 
12th  century  and  then  restored  in  the 
1750s. The chapel is now the hotel lobby.

If  I  could  choose  a  venue  for  my  last 
 supper this would do deliciously. It has a 
Michelin star, but the food is not fussy. 

And the view of volcanic cliffs rising from 
the Med has you purring along with Garbo, 
who  said  it  ‘makes  you  feel  you  don’t 
belong to earth any more’.

After dinner we take in a piano recital at 
the Church of  the Annunziata as part of 
the summer long Ravello Music Festival. I 
drift off during Mozart’s Allegro Maestoso, 
which seems perfectly appropriate. After 
all, this is a dreamy part of the world.

TrAveL FAcTs
KirKer HolidayS (020 7593 2283, 
kirkerholidays.com) has three nights B&B 
at the Monastero Santa rosa from £998 pp 
(based on two sharing) including return 
flights from london to Naples and private 
transfers. a three-day economy vehicle 
from Naples airport start at £50 from 
carrentals.co.uk.

Ageless beauty: Bustling Amalfi basking in the sunshine on the gulf of salerno. Inset: sophia Loren, a fan of its glamour 
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Harwich
Hook of Holland

*£10 service fee applies to all bookings made by telephone. Subject to availability and restricted space. For full terms and conditions visit www.stenaline.co.uk

Book now 
stenaline.co.uk
08447 70 70 70*

By car from £59
By train to any station in Holland from £39
Bring your dog along for £14£59

CAR + ONE • HARWICH - HOOK OF HOLLAND
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SAIL DIRECT TO
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