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London

Pan-roasted Norfolk 
chicken breast at 
The Star Tavern; 
opposite page: a 
Military Band at 

Buckingham Palace 
for the Changing  

of the Guard

London is dichotomy at its apex. Stately homes lead to cozy mews. Indian eateries sit 
next to greasy spoons. The trench-coated Chelsea set share tube rides with nose-spiked 
Camden Town goths. The drama of the royals outshocks soap-opera plotlines. The 
city’s contradictions are what keep this nearly 2,000-year-old grande dame as exciting 
as ever. During 18 months of lockdowns and restrictions, Londoners remained calm 
and carried on with enterprising ingenuity, and now the city is in the middle of a 
creative boom: refugees opening in-demand restaurants, West End shows rewriting 
fairy tales, multiethnic creatives shaking up the fashion scene. London doubles 
down on its differences, and the city is far richer for it. Come revel in the incongruity.

By Sahar Khan • Photography by Mark Parren Taylor
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Wa k i n g up at  
T h e  S a v o y 
hotel, I can’t 
help but feel 

weird. Not because the hotel 
itself is weird—it’s fantastic!—
but because London was home 
for three years. It’s where I met  
my f iancé, Mat t , but I’m 
back in the States temporar-
ily, meaning we’ve had to do 
long-distance and settle for 
frequent visits. For this trip 
across the pond, I’ve decided 
to make a vacation out of it 
and show Matt, a longtime 
Londoner, the many places on 
my ideal itinerary. After all, 
isn’t experiencing the world 

► Art, shopping, and a 
little “Bibbidi-Bobbidi-Boo”

1
DAY

This page: The Savoy 
hotel; opposite page: 
outside the department 
store Liberty London

from your partner’s perspec-
tive good for a relationship?

After a breakfast of eggs 
royale under a stained-glass 
dome in the hotel’s Thames 
Foyer, we stroll along the river 
and stake a prime spot on the 
Millennium Bridge to savor 
St. Paul’s Cathedral’s English 
Baroque extravagance. Across 
the bridge stands the former 
power station that’s now the 
Tate Modern, our first stop 
of the day. We’re here to com-
mune with Mark Roth ko,  
speci f ica l ly h is Seag ra m 
Mu ra l s . The pieces were  
commissioned in 1958 for the 
Four Seasons restaurant—
bir t hplace of t he “power 
lu nc h”—i n M a n h a t t a n’s  
Seagram skyscraper. Ever the 
iconoclast, Rothko painted 
dismal color fields as a mid-
dle finger to the masters of 
the universe who dined there. 
After actually lunching there, 
though, he pulled the paint-
ings, later gifting them to the 
Tate. Many of his works feature 
happy hues that inspire spir-
itual ecstasy in his fans, but 
these pieces pulsate sepulchral 
warnings in shades of dried 
blood and withered eggplant: 
Time is short. I love them, 
but Matt ’s not impressed.  
“Rothko really redefined the 
rectangle here,” he jokes. We 
won’t agree on everything, I 
think, and I grab his hand as  
we walk to Bankside Pier to 
hop a riverboat.

I’m convinced the London  
skyline is best appreciated 
f rom t he water. Head ing 
southwest on the Thames, 
we pass the Houses of Par-
liament, with Westminster 
Abbey’s dual towers rising 
behind. Big Ben’s clock face is 
visible, but the rest is still clad 
in scaffolding as part of a five-
year refurbishment. (It’s due 
to ring again this summer.) 
The London Eye looms in  
its now iconic spot on the 
South Bank.

We alight at Millbank Mil-
lennium Pier and cross the 
street to the Tate Britain  
to see t he reason Rot h ko 
donated his work to the insti-
tution. J.M.W. Turner was a 
forefather of Abstract Expres-
sionism and a favorite of  
Rothko’s, as the Romantic  
painter’s late works went 
from classical landscapes to 
splashes of hues akin to color 
f ields—as if “painted with 
tinted steam,” the artist John 
Constable said of his rival’s 
work. We take turns in front 
of The Decline of the Carthagin-
ian Empire and Norham Castle,  
Sunrise, both of which cen-
ter on the sun. Although they 
were painted almost 30 years 
apart (1817 and circa 1845, 
respectively), the effect of 
each is the same: mesmeriz-
ing. Even Matt is awed.

From here, we hop a cab 
to Belg rav ia for lunch at 
The Star Tavern, which has Co

u
rt

es
y

 o
f 

Th
e 

Sa
v

oy
 (

lo
b

b
y

); 
N

at
h

an
ie

l N
oi

r/
A

la
m

y
 S

to
ck

 P
h

o
to

 (
Li

b
er

ty
 L

o
n

d
o

n)

R1_054_HEMI_0422_3PD_London.indd   56R1_054_HEMI_0422_3PD_London.indd   56 04/03/2022   11:2904/03/2022   11:29



57

Co
u

rt
es

y
 o

f 
Th

e 
Sa

v
oy

 (
lo

b
b

y
); 

N
at

h
an

ie
l N

oi
r/

A
la

m
y

 S
to

ck
 P

h
o

to
 (

Li
b

er
ty

 L
o

n
d

o
n)

R1_054_HEMI_0422_3PD_London.indd   57R1_054_HEMI_0422_3PD_London.indd   57 04/03/2022   11:2904/03/2022   11:29



been around since Turner 
was painting; today, its cob-
bled mews looks out of place 
amid the surrounding white-
washed multimillion-pound 
houses. During Victorian 
times, the pub catered to the 
domestic staff of the upper 
cr ust , so it ’s apropos that 
a group of work ing st i f fs 

planned the biggest heist of 
the 20th century here. In the 
early 1960s, 15 men orches-
trated the hijacking of a mail 
train and ultimately made  
of f w it h t he present-d ay 
equ iva lent of more t ha n  
$60 mi l l ion, in what was 
dubbed the Great Train Rob-
bery. The only thing I want 
to steal, though, is The Star’s  
recipe for its sticky toffee 
pudding, which we devour 
after sharing a colossal plate 
of beer-battered haddock with 
thick, triple-cooked chips.

Matt has some work to do 
this af ternoon, but I hap-
pi ly con sole mysel f w it h 
some shopping. London is a 
hotbed for groundbreaking  
designers of color, and a wave 
of creatives with South Asian 
heritage has recently been 
putting its stamp on the fash-
ion scene. I walk to Browns in 
Mayfair to check out pieces 
by menswear designer Priya 
Ahluwalia, a born-and-bred 

Clockwise from above: 
The Star Tavern; the 
Tate Modern, set in a 
former power plant; the 
venerable Tate Britain

Londoner of Nigerian and 
Indian descent who won the 
prestigious LVMH Prize last 
year. I spot brightly patch-
worked sweat pa nt s made 
from recycled Indian fabrics 
and lined with fleece. Genius. 
Next, I move on to Indian- 
Br it i sh desig ner Supr iya 
Lele, who recontextualizes  
Indian aesthetics into asym-
metric, semi-sheer ribbon 
dresses that cling like West-
ern versions of Bollywood’s 
infamous wet saris. (A red- 
hot number I tr y on does 
indulge my inner starlet.) 
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“A group of 
working stiffs 
planned the 
biggest heist  
of the 20th 

century here.”
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A short distance away is  
Liberty  London ,  where I 
peruse works by the jewelry 
brand Alighieri, the brain-
child of Rosh Mahtani, who 
was born in London to Indian 
parents and raised partially 
in Zambia. Enamored with 
Dante’s Divine Comedy while 

studying literature at Oxford, 
she translated the poem into 
roughly sculpted, raw-edged, 
gold-plated, stunning bijoux. 
I make a vow to come again, 
with Matt, and drop unsub-
tle hints.

All this coveting makes 
me crave real sustenance. I 

This page, from left:  
a booth at Dishoom; 
house chaat and chili 
broccoli salad at 
Dishoom; opposite  
page: Cinderella at the 
Gillian Lynne Theatre

make my way to Dishoom , 
in nearby Covent Garden, 
where Matt joins me for din-
ner. The restaurant debuted 
11 years ago in this recently 
renovated space, and now 
has eight locations around 
Britain. Behind its success 
are interiors that seem lifted 
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V I S IT D OW N T O N A B B E Y

Downton Abbey lovers, rejoice: 
This May sees the release of 
the franchise’s anticipated 
second movie, Downton 
Abbey: A New Era. This will 
undoubtedly lead to an uptick 
in visitors to Highclere Castle, 
the centuries-old manor home 
where the show and movies 
have been filmed. 

Aside from Downton Abbey, 
history is a major draw to 
this Gothic Italianate estate, 
which is located about an 
hour’s train ride from London, 
near Newbury, and is the 
family mansion of the Earl 
and Countess of Carnarvon. 
Highclere was home to the 
fifth Earl of Carnarvon, 
George Herbert, one of the 
discoverers of King Tut’s 

tomb; an exhibition covering 
Herbert and Howard Carter’s 
archaeological exploits is 
housed in the cellars. One 
Downton Abbey plotline even 
takes inspiration from fact: 
During World War I, Highclere 
was converted into a hospital 
for wounded soldiers. 

Guests can explore some of 
the 250-plus rooms, including 
the Crawleys’ cozy library, 

where the oldest book dates  
to 1438; the yellow dining 
room, where tear-inducing 
letters are torn open on the 
show on a regular basis;  
and the red-carpeted oak 
staircase, where guests are 
encouraged to try their  
“Lady Mary sashay.” 

The best way to check 
out Highclere is by booking 
a private tour through the 

property. And to immerse 
yourself in the Roaring ’20s 
before you arrive, reserve a 
seat on the historic British 
Pullman, A Belmond Train, 
which runs daylong Highclere 
trips from London’s Victoria 
Station. Carriages that have 
transported notable people 
including the Queen and 
Nelson Mandela have been 
restored to their original 
glory, and, in keeping with 
the era’s decadence, white-
gloved waiters pour Bellinis 
and serve three-course meals 
on fine china with nary a spill 
as the countryside rolls by—
impeccable service that  
would make even Mr. Carson 
proud. highclerecastle.co.uk; 
belmond.com
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from Bombay Talkies f ilm 
sets but are actually inspired 
by mid-century Irani cafés in 
Bombay—think rattan chairs, 
marble tables, and original  
ca fé r u les t hat wa r n “no 
f lirting with cashier.” The 
food, meanwhile, is f inger- 
licking-good Indian cuisine. 
We scoop black dal, cooked for 
24 hours to achieve its silky 
texture, onto gossamer-fine 
roti and drench basmati rice 
with Chicken Ruby, a tomato- 
based curr y. We somehow 
have room for gulab jamun, a 
juicy fried dough ball soaked 
i n  c a r d a m o m - a n d - r o s e  
water–flavored sugar syrup. 
To s u m up :  I  or d e r  t he 
Dishoom cookbook.

After magic on the plate, 
we’re ready for some magic 
onstage. It’s a quick walk to 
the Gillian Lynne Theatre in 
Soho, where we have tickets to 
see Andrew Lloyd Webber’s 

latest show, Cinderella. With 
a book by Emerald Fennell,  
who won a screenwrit ing 
Oscar for her film Promising  
Young Woman, the show turns 
the fair y tale on its head, 
thanks to a sassy twist fea-
turing a hyper-masculine 
Pr ince Char ming, a got h 
Cinderella, and her sensitive 
friend-turned-love interest 
Prince Sebastian. The infec-
tious music and sweeping 
dance numbers are an enter-
taining evocation of happily 
ever after.

H u m m i n g  t h e  s h o w ’s 
catchy t heme song, “Bad 
Cinderella,” we head back to 
The Savoy for a nightcap at 
the moody Beaufort Bar. We 
continue our magic-themed  
evening with a round of Mer-
lin’s Madness cocktails, made 
w it h Grey Goose, Cy nar, 
peach, rooibos tea, and lemon. 
(I was keen to check out the 
A mer ic a n B a r,  Br it a i n’s  
longest-surviving cocktail  
ba r, but it ’s tempora r i ly 
closed.) Drinks drained, we 
retire to our suite, where I  
sink into a claw-foot tub filled 
with enough bubbles to put 
out the Great Fire of London.

“After magic on 
the plate, we’re 
ready for some 

magic onstage.”
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FIORUCCIFOODS.COM

When you are enjoying  
beautiful moments with 
your family and friends, 

take your time, and savor 
every minute with Fiorucci!  
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► A historical walk,  
a Syrian lunch, and  
a visit to the Barbican

2
DAY

This page, from top: 
scrambled eggs and 
salmon at E Pellicci; 
Sessions Arts Club, set 
inside an 18th-century 
courthouse; opposite 
page: the Barbican

the compact space, and, after 
a short wait, we pack in next 
to two college students. It’s 
impossible not to eavesdrop.

“I don’t understand,” one 
asks. “Why doesn’t anyone 
like Magnus?”

“They don’t get his jokes.”
We ponder t he c r ac k s  

Magnus makes to earn his 
peers’ enmity as we tuck into 
our breakfast—scrambled eggs 
and salmon for me and a full 
English for Matt. Word to the 
wise: Come very hungry.

We attempt to walk off a 
few calories before hopping 
the tube to tony Marylebone, 
where we get our art fix at The 
Wallace Collection. The Geor-
gian mansion was home to Sir 
Richard Wallace, whose art 
collection in 1897 became the 
largest gift ever bequeathed 
to Great Britain. The most 
famous piece is The Swing, a 
thinly veiled, candy-colored 
celebration of hedonism. As 
the story goes, a French aris-
tocrat desired a portrait of his 
mistress depicted mid-swing, 
pushed by her husband as her 
semiconcealed lover watches 
from below. Another painter 
declined on moral grounds, 
but Jean-Honoré Fragonard 
accepted the commission. 
Thanks to a recent deep clean, 
the leading lady’s eyes look 
more mischievous than ever.

It’s pouring rain when we 
leave, but our next destina-
tion, Daunt Books, is just a 
few minutes’ umbrella-less 
power walk away. In 1990, this 
store took over a custom-built 
Edwardian bookshop with 
a skylight above a two-story 
atrium and long oak galleries. 

Founder James Daunt catego-
rized books by country rather 
than genre, which made the 
store a quick success; in 2019, 
he became CEO of Barnes & 
Noble. We browse the stacks 
while the rain patters on the 
glass ceiling. Matt picks up a 
biography of Cleopatra, while 
I grab Daughter of Empire by 
Lady Pamela Hicks, the daugh-
ter of Lord Louis Mountbatten, 
the last viceroy of India.

Daunt totes in hand, we walk 
to Carnaby Street for lunch at 
Imad’s Syrian Kitchen. Imad 
Alarnab’s multiple Damascus 
restaurants were all destroyed 
within six days during the Syr-
ian civil war, and soon after he 
fled, finding asylum in Lon-
don in 2015. He worked events 
and pop-ups until he was able 
to open this spot last year, with 
the help of a crowdfunding 
campaign. We dig into a zesty 
arugula and watermelon salad 
with za’atar-sprinkled shred-
ded Halloumi. I’m surprised 
when the falafel arrives: It’s 
a flat disk with a hole in the 
middle. Alarnab explains 
that while most of the dishes We  w a k e  u p  

e a r l y  a n d , 
a f t e r  q u i c k 
showers, drop 

our bags at NoMad London,  
in Covent Garden. It’s not yet 
9 when we join the line out-
side E Pellicci, London’s oldest 
family-owned café, or “caff,” 
as people call it here. Italian 
immigrant Priamo Pellicci 
founded it in 1900, and hearty 
Italian meals and English 
breakfast classics are still the 
Grade II–listed greasy spoon’s 
bread and butter. Most tables 
are configured as four-tops in Co
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This page, from 
above: Jean-Honoré 
Fragonard’s The 
Swing at The Wallace 
Collection; St. Dunstan-
in-the-East, inside the 
original City of London; 
opposite page, from  
top: sommelier Sarah 
Wright at Mulwray; 
falafel at Imad’s  
Syrian Kitchen

here are Europeanized, this is 
the only one he would never 
change. “In Syria, the recipe 
is sacred,” he says. “The way 
we prepare it in the restau-
rant is exactly the same as I 
would at home.” After tasting 
its piquant crunch, I’m sold, 
and it’s even more delicious 
because I know that Alarnab 
donates £1 from each meal to 
a refugee charity, Choose Love. 
“My success reminds me of 
how lucky I am, and how Lon-
don is the greatest city in the 
world, full of opportunity,” 
Alarnab says. “Even though we 
are here, I still can’t believe it.” 

Matt has to head off, and I 
have a date with history expert 

Ian Stone for a tour of the two 
square miles that constitute 
the original City of London, 
founded as the settlement of 
Londinium after the Roman 
invasion of 43 CE. The pecu-
liarly styled Guildhall, with 
its Hindu-Gothic facade that 
dates to the 1780s, serves as 
seat of governance for the City, 
which has its own mayor and 
police force. We meet outside 
the Tower of London, where  
a 13th-centur y menagerie 
under Henry III housed a 
polar bear that fished in the 
Thames. “A few years later, 
Londoners suggested Queen 
Eleanor might try f ishing 
in the Thames herself, when 
they pelted her barge with 
stones, rotten vegetables, and 
filth from London Bridge,” 
Stone says of Henry’s wife, 
who tried to flee to Windsor 
via barge while the king hid 
in the Tower during an upris-
ing. “Not every queen was as 
popular as the current Queen 
Elizabeth II.” 

We admire London’s old-
est church, All Hallows by 
the Tower, which claims to 
go all the way back to 675 CE, 
and move on to St. Dunstan- 
in-the-East . The latter was 
destroyed during the Great 

Fire of London in 1666, rebuilt 
by Sir Christopher Wren, and 
destroyed again during the 
Blitz; it has since been left 
as a dreamy garden, with 
its surviving Gothic arches 
covered in ivy. We come to a  
partial Roman wall at the 
City’s border. “London has 
never been taken by siege, 
usually because its citizens 
let the besiegers in,” Stone 
says. Given the City’s nearly  
2 , 0 0 0 - y e a r  h i s t o r y  o f 
self-preservation, its motto, 
“Lord, direct us,” seems to  
be working.

I say goodbye to Stone and 
direct myself 15 minutes 
north to the Barbican, where 
I find Matt waiting. The Bru-
talist masterpiece houses a 
concert hall, theater, art gal-
lery, library, and many bars 
and restaurants. Sk y ways  
connect apartments that over-
look a waterfall-edged lake. 

“The most 
famous piece is 
a thinly veiled, 
candy-colored 
celebration of 

hedonism.”
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On February 6, Queen Elizabeth II 
became the first monarch to celebrate 
a Platinum Jubilee—marking 70 years 
on the British throne—but it’s in June 
that the party really gets going. On 
June 2, the Queen’s Birthday Parade 
kicks off the festivities with more 
than 1,400 soldiers, 200 horses, 400 

musicians, and carriages galore parading from Buckingham Palace. 
The weekend also includes a Service of Thanksgiving at St. Paul’s 
Cathedral; a derby at Epsom Downs; a Platinum Party at the Palace, 
broadcast live on the BBC; and the Platinum Jubilee Pageant, a 
“festival of creativity” complete with puppets, magic, music, and 
more. God save the queen—even longer may she reign.
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Forget London—if one is tired 
of the Barbican, one is tired 
of life. We pop into a sound 
installation by Mumbai-based  
artist Shilpa Gupta that fea-
tures recordings of verses by 
100 poets incarcerated for 
their beliefs, and then move 
to the lakeside terrace, where 
bubbling fountains serve as 
background music for our  
discussion of the exhibit.

Dinner tonight is at the 
buzzy Sessions Arts Club 
in Clerkenwell . Set in an 
18th-century courthouse, the 

restaurant exudes dilapidated 
glamour: artfully distressed 
plaster walls, crystal chande-
liers, a working fireplace that 
lends the space a cinematic 
glow. Head chef and culinary 
darling Florence Knight’s 
Pan-European menu may  
look simple on paper, but it’s 
revelatory. Sea bream sub-
merged in sorrel and fig leaf 
oil is so good we request more 
bread to lap up the sauce. We 
can’t differentiate between 
squid and squid-shaped pasta 
in a toothsome tomato sauce 
unti l we bite in—and it ’s 
mind-bending. 

We end the night in Soho, 
at the thumb-size Mulwray, 
a wine bar tucked above an 
18th-centur y pub. Affable 
American sommelier Sarah 
Wright ushers us to a velvet  
b a nq u e t t e  a nd le a d s  u s 
through a flight. Our favorite 
wine is a Slovakian orange, 
but the most interesting one 
is a Tuscan Canaiolo. “If you 
were to take pizza and dis-
till it into a wine, this is the 
wine you’d get,” Wright says. 
Matt and I exchange skepti-
cal looks, but we’re astonished 
by the flavor. Still, we revert 
to the orange when it’s time to 
toast to a day well-spent.©
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3
DAY

► Beautiful roses, a bagel 
bake-off, and a canal tour

Clockwise from top: 
the Columbia Road 
Flower Market; the  
Bow Boat Company 
barge; preparing 
coffee at % Arabica

I open the cur tains of 
our room at the NoMad 
a n d  m a r v e l  a t  t h e  
Roya l O per a Hou se , 

mere yards from the window. 
There’s no time to queue up  
La Traviata on my phone, 
t hou g h : Bre a k f a s t  c a l l s .  
We hail a taxi to Laxeiro in 
Hackney, which Galicia native 
Isabel Ríos founded in 1982  
as a place to ser ve home-
cooked Spanish meals and 
bocadillos. “I hope you like 
bread,” the waitress says as she 
presents massive baguettes 
stuffed with ham and tomato, 
tortilla española, and aioli—
all of it simple and sublime. 

Neither of us finish, but it’s 
not for a lack of trying.  

Outside, the Columbia Road 
Flower Market is in full swing. 
Glad iator ia l buyer s g rab  
chrysanthemums, daffodils, 
and succulents, while tour-
ists photograph the prismatic 
stalls. Vendors yell offers, 
seeking to outsell each other.

“Any bunch for a fiver!”
“Spend a tenner and I give 

you a gift!”
I’m desperate to buy a bunch 

of fuchsia-colored roses but 
realize it doesn’t make sense 
to tote them around all day, so 
I settle for a single stem, which 
I tuck into my bag. 

Next on the docket is the 
Whitechapel Gallery. Founded 
in 1901 in Whitechapel—Jack 
the Ripper territory—the gal-
lery aimed to bring great art 
to working-class East Lon-
doners. It hosted the British 
debut of Picasso’s Guernica 
and presented Jackson Pol-
lock’s first major show in the 
country. One of today’s exhib-
its is a participatory piece by 
Yoko Ono that invites visitors 
to mend broken dishware with 
glue and twine. It’s an interpre-
tation of Japanese kintsugi, an 
art form in which broken pot-
tery is repaired using lacquer 
mixed with precious metals 
to highlight the beauty of the 
break. I’m tempted to partake, 
but the queue is moving at a 
glacial pace. My impatience 
is just the type of f law Ono  
would have us spotlight, but  
all the same we move on.

Something more my speed 
is the nearby Spitalf ields 

Market . The 17th-centur y 
bazaar or igina l ly housed 
fruit and vegetable stalls, but 
now the wares encompass 
antiques, clothing, and fur-
niture. I whirl between stalls, 
trying on a Technicolor sari 
upcycled into a dressing gown 
and a handmade canary yel-
low bag. (Gray London skies 
bring out the color lover in 
me.) “Is this vintage?” I ask 
about a faux-emerald neck-
lace with an ornate diamanté 
clasp. “Well, if you consider 
early ’90s vintage,” the owner 
replies. Ouch. I’m sure Gen Z 
does. I haggle it down by £10.

Next we stroll to Brick Lane 
to enjoy London’s most famous 
bagels—and its most delicious Co
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rivalry. Now known as the 
U.K.’s curry capital, Brick Lane 
was once a Jewish enclave. Bei-
gel Shop, aka the Yellow One 
for its sunny signage, dates 
to 1855 and claims to be Brit-
ain’s “First & Best Beigel Shop.” 
Two doors down, Beigel Bake, 
aka the White One for its sign- 
age, set up shop in the 1970s. 
Taste-test time: I head to the 
Yellow One, Matt to the White 
One, and we both order thick 
salt-beef bagel sandwiches 
with mustard. Perhaps it’s the 
cut of beef Matt got, but we 
both agree that his is tastier. 
It’s close, but the White One 
wins this round.

Matt volunteers to move 
our bags to tonight’s hotel, the 

Mondrian Shoreditch, while I 
hail a taxi to Hackney’s trendy 
Broadway Market. I stop for a 
personalized pick-me-up at 
Japanese coffee chain % Ara-
bica, where guests choose from 
a selection of green coffee 
beans. I tell the barista I prefer 
weak coffee—a fact that always 
baffles baristas. Unfazed, she 
recommends an appropriate 
bean, which she scoops into a 
small-batch roasting machine. 
Out comes my perfectly cali-
brated latte.

Reenerg ized , I wa l k to 
Regent’s Canal for a tour with 
Bow Boat Company. A tur-
quoise barge carrying owner 
Hazel Saunders glides into 
view. Saunders, looking the Co
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part in a straw boater, grew 
up in Camden Town and as 
a young woman volunteered 
for a waterways charity, The 
Pirate Castle. “I got hooked 
on canals straightaway,” she 
says. In 2009 she bought and 
refurbished this barge, and 
she has since helmed tours 
around the city’s waterways. 
“Britain’s canals were built in 
the mid–18th century to move 
freight pulled by horses along 
towpaths,” she explains. “But 

drift along De Beauvoir Town, 
a yuppie enclave popular with 
celebs like Alexa Chung and 
K it Harring ton; and pass 
through the Islington Tunnel  
and into houseboat-l ined  
Battlebridge Basin. An esti-
mated 10,000 people live on 
boats in London, Saunders 
tells me. “People see it as a 
cheap option, because housing 
in London is so expensive.”

We reach Coal Drops Yard, 
a Victorian-era coal depot 
that’s now an upscale open-
air shopping center next to 
Kings Cross train station. I 
bid Saunders adieu and meet 
Matt for a drink at Spiritland, 
a restaurant-cum-recording 
studio that transforms into 
a bustling bar with DJ sets at 
night. Toffee-hued wood pan-
eling and Kermit-green chairs 
suggest a snazzy 1970s base-
ment, and the music, though 

Clockwise from top 
left: octopus al lachuh 
and Yemeni pancake at 
Coal Office; Spitalfields 
Market; a salt-beef bagel 
sandwich at Beigel Bake

rail transport changed all 
that.” In the 1950s, the govern-
ment proposed filling in more 
than half of London’s canals 
to make roads, but volunteer 
groups fought the measure. 
Now, the once-polluted water-
ways thrive environmentally 
and are sought-after oases for 
living and leisure.

We f loat pa st Hack ney 
Wick’s graffitied warehouses 
(many of them now converted 
into bars) and through a lock; 

L O N D O N ,  
I N YO U R P O C K E T

Why not save all the  
must-go places in this  

London Three Perfect Days 
to Urbaniser? 

Urbaniser is a new app  
for collecting, organizing, 
and sharing all the places 
you need and love in any 

city in the world: bars, 
restaurants, shops, galleries, 

gyms, nail salons—in fact, 
anyplace you like. This 

way, rather than keeping 
endless notes, screenshots, 
and links, you have all your 
favorites in one place, and 

always in your pocket!

The London venues 
featured here have been 

neatly collected for you to 
download and keep forever 
on the free Urbaniser app. 

Just scan our QR code.
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NoMad London

The American brand’s first 
international foray,  NoMad 

London is housed in a 
19th-century court and police 

station (Oscar Wilde was 
incarcerated here) in Covent 

Garden. The art program 
includes nods to the Victorian 

period and J.M.W. Turner, 
who lived nearby. There are 
two on-site restaurants: Side 
Hustle offers contemporary 
Mexican cuisine, while the 

NoMad Restaurant serves New 
American dishes under a glass-

ceilinged atrium. From $540, 
thenomadhotel.com

The Savoy

Opened in 1889, this grande 
dame has undergone many 

revisions over the years: It was 
leveled in 1903 and rebuilt in 

the Edwardian style (thankfully, 
the Red Lift, London’s first 

electric elevator, was saved), 
while Art Deco touches came 
in the 1920s. Today, this mix 

equals elegant rooms that 
overlook the Thames. Breakfast 

is served in an extravagant 
space complete with a pianist, 
while Gordon Ramsay’s River 

Restaurant offers water views 
and seafood. From $910, 

thesavoylondon.com

Mondrian Shoreditch 
London

Sex appeal comes easy to the 
new Mondrian. A nightclub and 

private members club exude 
masculinity, with leather sofas 
and brick-and-brass accents. 

At Bibo, three-Michelin-
starred chef Dani García serves 

Andalusian specialties such 
as brioche stuffed with pulled 

oxtail and mushrooms. The 
120 rooms reflect Shoreditch’s 

style, with quirky art and 
bright green furnishings, but 

nothing beats the walk-in 
shower that doubles as a steam 

room. From $400, sbe.com

W H E R E T O STAY

“We stroll to Brick 
Lane to enjoy 
London’s most 

famous bagels—
and its most 

delicious rivalry.” 
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London Calling: With 22 daily 
flights to London, including a 
brand-new direct flight from 
Boston, hopping across the 
pond has never been easier.

booming, allows comfortable 
levels of conversation. A pair 
starts to dance, but a server 
asks them to sit; apparently  
it ’s not that kind of party. 
Whiskeys in hand, we bop 
along to the disco remixes but 
remain seated.

 Next, we cross a fountained 
square to Coal Off ice , co- 
created by Michelin-starred 
Israeli chef Assaf Granit and 
British furniture and light-
ing desig ner Tom Di xon. 
Sc u lpt ura l pend a nt s a nd 
sand-marble tabletops serve 
as the seductive backdrop 
for globally accented Mid-
dle Eastern dishes, such as 

grilled octopus atop a Yemeni 
pancake pillowed with pome-
granate seeds and blanketed 
with a smoky, spicy truffle- 
harissa sauce. When we can’t 
decide on dessert, head chef 
Nitai Shevach sends over 
c a c a o - t on k a s h or t b r e a d 
tented with dark chocolate 
wedges a nd ha zel nut ice 
cream with milk chocolate 
feuilletine. It tastes, accord-
ing to our server, “like a fling 
between a Ferrero Rocher and 
a Kinder Bueno.”

 Full and exhausted, we 
call it a night and head to the  
Mondrian Shoreditch. The 
glam-rock grunge of the neigh-
borhood, with its graffitied 
rooftops and brick warehouses 
rebirthed into trendy apart-
ments and bars, is in full view 
from our suite’s terrace. Amid 
the neon landscape, the steeple 
of the 18th-century St. Leon-
ard’s Church gleams white 
like a totemic beacon. We talk 
about our future. Lucky for 
me, it looks like London will 
be home again.
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YOUR NATIONAL PARK
ADVENTURE AWAITS

Fresno County is an outdoor destination that
is within 90 minutes of 3 National Parks

VisitFresnoCounty.org
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