was invited to spend a weekend ata

secluded lodge — a castle, really — on

the shares of Loch Ossian on bleakly

beautiful Rannoch Moor. It lies

between Fort William and Glasgow,
near Glencoe, the eerily breath-taking site of
the notorious massacre of the MacDonalds
by the Campbells. It’s one of those invitations
that is pretty hard to turn down. The weekend
getaway was masterminded by Dream Escape,
you see — an exclusive high-end travel agency
based in Edinburgh.

The idea behind it all was to offer a taste
of the kinds of bespoke activities that it can
arrange for those looking for imaginative ways
to spend their bonus (or, more likely these
days, their redundancy cheque).

The lodge is located on the 50,000-acre
Corrour estate. From the moment you step
out of the red Ferrari (which Dream Escape
loaned me for the two-hour drive from
Edinburgh) and walk into the fantasy lodge,
you can try to remain objective and detached.
You can soberly admire the fine woodwork,
the marble features and the contemporary
furnishings; you can coolly look at the
outrageous interior design of the place and,
at times, like me, chuckle ar some of the more
bizarrE Cxamples Of-con[emporar}' art.

In fact, 1o be perfectly frank, I initally felt
rather put off by the obvious ostentation of
wealth. Bur it was hard not to marvel at the
600 ronnes of imported Portuguese granite
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visits an enchantingly sumptuous Scottish retreat
— thanks to a company that promises to make dreams come true

used to build the modernist lodge, or stare in
wonder at its fantastic conical window rowers
and strong geometric shapes. It was equally
difficult not to be moved by the rough natural
beauty of the estate either.

In fact, by Sunday night, when the time
comes for you to leave the lodge (if you're
lucky, like me, in a beautiful grey Porsche),
you're sure to have grown to love the place.

This is luxury written large — the sort of
lifestyle normally enjoyed by aristocrars,
Russian oligarchs and top-performing Ciry
boys. The fact that months later [ still think
wistfully about my days at the lodge says that
something went very right that weekend.
Even the most diehard cynic couldn’ fail to be
completely enchanted by the Corrour estate.
Much of it is in the planning - the folks
at Dream Escape really managed to deliver
a well-oiled, seamless, procession of highly

enjoy‘able moments. [t was not jUS( a martter

of arranging the accommodation ar the
fantastical lodge (which happens to be owned
by an heir to the Rausing TetraPak billions).
There were also specially arranged activities
over the weekend, just a few of the many
options available to clients.

During the stay, we learned about falconry
(and had raw meat placed on our well-
protected arms in order to entice the majestic
beasts of the air to swoop down and ear from
our gloved hands). We took a helicopter
ride up to the Isle of Skye — the highlight
of the rour, this involved a thrilling swoop
along the ridge of Skye’s Cuillin mountains
before landing for a private tour of Talisker
Distillery. We were then treated to whart
might well prove to the best fresh seafood
luncheon that I'll ever have — at the fabled
Three Chimneys restaurant.

On Sunday night, before our final dinner,
we were treated to an informative — and
extensive — whisky-tasting session under
the turelage of the enthusiastic lan Buxton,
the well-known whisky writer, who ook us
from a humble 18-year-old Glenrothes o
the more advanced pleasures of a 30-year-
old Glenliver (American Oak Finish), a
Highland Park and a Talisker.

And the whiskies turned out to be merely
the curtain-raiser for an exquisite final, formal
eight-course dinner, courtesy of Abstract
Restaurant, and its head chef, Sean Kelly, of
Edinburgh. “Eat, drink, and love; what can ¥}
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