


MESSING
AROUND

IF THESE CRUMPLED
SHEETS COULD TALK...

There is a paradox at the heart of the
hotel bed. When you first enter the room,
it tends to be about hospital corners
and a very particular sort of Egyptian
cotton, fastidiously stretched and tucked.
The team at Claridge’s take an almost
militaristic five minutes to plump the
goose-feather pillows (always placed
upright) and get every wrinkle out of the
Rivolta Carmignani bed linen. All this crisp
starchiness, of course, makes the real
point even more delicious. From a state of
almost monastic purity, the hotel bed
demands to be messed up. And there
aren’t many more permissive places than
hotel rooms - liminal between-spaces
where the normal rules don’t quite apply;
where two people can connect over
tantalising new versions of themselves.
The cocooning cleanliness - the softness
of the 300-thread linen, the Turkish-
cotton robes, the low light - really serves
to create maximal conditions for dirtiness.
Witness the whispered-about Venice
hotel scene between Donald Sutherland
and Julie Christie in Don’t Look Now, still a
masterclass in how to properly ruffle
sheets. Because the real test of a hotel
stay isn’t how the bed looks when you
arrive, but how it looks the morning after.

Top row, from left: Bermonds Locke,
London; Longitude 131°, Australia; Le
Metropolitan, Paris; Lucknam Park,
Wiltshire; Dolomitenhiitte, Austria.
Middle row, from left: Taj Lake Palace,
India; Bratsera Hotel, Greece; Airelles
Gourde La Bastide, France; Hotel Las
Islas, Colombia; The Line LA, Los
Angeles. Bottom row, from left: Wilderness
Hut Studio, Australia; Can Domo, Ibiza;
La Mamounia, Marrakech; Casa Cosmos,
Mexico; Coral Caye, Belize

MADELINE BUFANA LUI; ABBIE MELLE; CLAIRE MENARY; OLIVER
PILCHER; MARTA SAHELICES; LOUIS AW SHERIDAN; RHIANNON
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