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HEAVEN
Emma Freud travels to Montenegro and finds paradise IS a place on earth…

Aman resorts are as close as 
you can get in this world to 
Hotel Heaven. I remember 
once choosing ‘a walk’ from 

the activities menu at Amankila in West 
Bali. I was driven to the top of a gentle 
hillside in an air-conditioned car, which 
then cruised slowly behind me, just out of 
sight but silently present, laden with cold 
towels, bottled water and a parasol should 
I need it at any point on my entirely down-
hill journey. At the bottom of the hill, the 
driver bathed my feet in chilled water and 
fed me iced grapes before driving me home. 
Not sure I burned any calories, but boy, as 
walks go, it was good. 

The company’s latest hotel is the 
Montenegrin resort of Aman Sveti Stefan 
(or Sweaty Stephen as my young sons in-
sisted on calling it), and was the legendary 
setting for Nat Rothschild’s 40th birthday 
party earlier this year. Aman has taken a 
medieval village built inside a walled pen-
insula, flanked by pink pebble beaches, only 
accessible along a poetic stone causeway, 
and turned each village house into a taste-
ful, massively luxurious suite. Our 500- 
year-old room had exposed stone walls, 

…and then some

Emma stepped 
into Hotel Heaven, 
holidaying in 
historic 
Montenegro 
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HEAVEN
Emma Freud travels to Montenegro and finds paradise IS a place on earth…

deep windows, vaulted ceilings with 
ancient beams and a cobbled entrance – 
but also world-class beds, walnut floors, 
perfect bathrooms, beautiful lighting, 
linen robes and presents on the beds 
every night. 

Dining takes place in what was the 
village square, under the sun protection 
of pine trees, and serviced by four little 
kitchens. A wood-burning oven for pizzas 
and roast meat/fish, an antipasti cafe, a 
bakery and a bar. It’s flanked by an 
ancient church on one side and a tiny 
library with windows out to the sea on 
the other. It’s like living the simplest 
village life imaginable, only at one of the 
world’s most expensive hotels. 

Turns out to be a great mix. The food 
is all Montenegrin, honest, straight-
forward and fresh… cooked by local 
chefs who care a lot. Sea bass caught that 
day and grilled with herbs and lemon… 
Potatoes, carrots and beans roasted in 
copper pots… Lamb with thyme and 
olive oil slow-cooked in a sealed, domed 
bowl, covered in burning embers all day 
until it falls off the bone… Wood-grilled 
chicken, homemade bread, smoked olives. 

‘It’s a medieval village built inside a walled 
peninsula, flanked by pink pebble beaches’ 

All fabulously authentic. But after 24 
lovely, but vaguely similar, meals, the 
best tactic turned out to be asking for 
‘whatever the chef thinks will be good’. I 
wish we’d twigged that earlier. He pro-
duced fish baked in sea salt the way his 
granny did it – very talented granny.

The pool is cold but classy, its sunbeds 
lying in the shade of more pine trees so 

there are no sun umbrellas needed, and 
it’s fanned by a sea breeze as it is perched 
high on the peninsula walls. The perma-
nently manned kitchen means that a 
cappuccino and fresh orange juice arrive 
in moments. And the view of the wide, 
wild blue sea is exquisite. 

On the downside, the hotel isn’t big on 
extras. It’s brand new, and in a year or 
two there will probably be more going 
on. But at the moment there isn’t much to 
do unless you like sitting in a car in 35˚C 
heat visiting the historic sites of monas-
teries – if you do, you shouldn’t be read-
ing this because I’m not your kind of girl. 
There are no games in the library, no 
room service after 11pm, no DVD collec-
tion, no Sky TV, no facials and no gym. 

On the upside, doing absolutely noth-
ing in a stunning World Heritage his-
toric medieval village with simple, classy 
food, a perfect pool, decor so immaculate 
that it takes your breath away, and a 
choice of four beaches within walking 
distance, turned out to be the most relax-
ing holiday of all time. There’s a lot to be 
said for water sports, massive spas, multi-
cultural cuisine and laid-on activities, 

but when all that choice was taken away, 
we were left with aesthetic heaven, some 
great books, and each other. It was bliss. 

We played a lot of games at meals – 
swum a lot in the clear blue sea – laughed 
more than I knew we could, and ordered 
stupid amounts of homemade pain au 
chocolat. Though the hotel isn’t really 
targeted at families, no one ever asked us 

to pipe down or made us feel we were 
inappropriate. I have to confess that I 
have not returned an expert on Monte-
negrin culture. We didn’t exactly throw 
ourselves into the local scene (not entirely 
confident there is one). In fact, we didn’t 
leave the hotel, apart from a doomed 
fishing trip. It coincided with the heaviest 
rainstorm in East European history, 
which absolutely soaked us. Adorably, 
our Aman driver stopped off at his home 
on our route back, and brought us his 
family’s bathroom towels to dry off. 

In the end, it’s perhaps the sweetness 
of the staff that we will most remember. 
They have an optimism, enthusiasm, 
confidence and freshness that goes with 
an enterprise that is young and clearly 
working. As we left, the restaurant man-
ager said we were her favourite guests 
she’d ever had at Sveti Stefan. We all 
blossomed with the compliment. It was 
only as we boarded the plane home that I 
remembered the same woman saying she 
had only started working there that 
week. As I said, it’s Hotel Heaven.         X

Visit www.amanresorts.com

Guests dine against a backdrop 
of mountains and a crystal sea


