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Elderberry cocktail in one hand and fat cigar in the other, Graham Bond swans 
about Bali’s hippest holiday spot and gets a taste of Seminyak’s spoils
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Elderberry cocktail in one hand and fat cigar in the other, Graham Bond swans 
about Bali’s hippest holiday spot and gets a taste of Seminyak’s spoils

Lap It Up
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here are, I’m told, limits 
to indulgence. But sitting here on the balcony of the 
Paparazzi Lounge – a warm wind whistling over the 
rim of my cocktail glass – I can’t seem to remember 
what they are. 

Tonight there were plates of foie gras and Beluga 
caviar at the finest French restaurant in town. There 
were glasses of Remi Martin cognac. There were 
fat cigars. There were winks, smiles and come-to-
bed eyes. There were accents – French, Spanish, 
Italian. We talked about the jet set crowd before we 
remembered we were the jet set and ordered another 
vanilla martini to celebrate. And now it’s 2am, and 
we’re on the balcony, listening to the Indian Ocean. 
Sometime before daybreak, I suppose, I’ll fall into my 
four-poster bed, shut my eyes and dream. But until 
then, the idea that there is a limit to indulgence will 

be treated with a pinch of salt, a twist of lemon and 
another hoist of Jose Cuervo. 

Don’t hold it against me. Everyone here is at it. Like 
this county, I was socialist in the last century. But 
times change. Now I’m mixing with the rich and the 
powerful, the young and the beautiful. This crowd 
would be at home in London, New York or Mumbai. 
But for the moment, I sense it’s perfectly happy where 
it is – a little island in Southeast Asia. 

Seminyak is the kind of town that backpackers 
would just love, if only they could afford it. In fact, 
they did love it before they were shooed back down 
the coast by the gentrification of Indonesia’s hippest 
holiday spot. Backpackers are now firmly concentrated 
in Kuta where the kicks are cheaper. The small district 
of Seminyak is ostensibly part of the same urban 
belt, which curves along the southwest coast. But the 
atmosphere, attitude and clientele are far removed. 
This is where the moneyed come for their high jinks 
in paradise.

So what do they get for their cash? Or, more 
pertinently, where do they get to flash it? They get 
boutique stores like The Loft, with expensive silk 
shirts, weekly fashion shows and an ocean-view dining 
room for post-purchase relaxation. They get five-star 

hotels like The Legian, where the service is so good 
that even the toilet attendant is likely to greet you by 
name. And they get watering holes like Ku De Ta, 
not only a bar but a ‘lifestyle, beach club concept’. It 
might sound far-fetched, but head down for a sunset 
cocktail and you’ll be singing from the same PR 
songbook before long.

“Seminyak is about getting a suntan, buying nice 
clothes and strutting your funky stuff. It’s about 
beautiful people, and their beautiful babies doing 
beautiful things.” Not more tourist bureau bumf but 
the opinion of Sophie Digby, editor of Seminyak’s very 
own glossy lifestyle magazine, The Yak. 

We are chatting over a glass of ice water (the limits 
of indulgence have been discovered) in the Lobby 
Lounge of The Legian. A mercifully cool breeze 
drifts off the pool, from the sea behind us. Sophie 
occasionally excuses herself to wave at passersby. 
She is especially happy to see one man, whose white 
vest allows eye-catching views of his bulging biceps. 
Speaking in a deliciously camp accent, he explains 
that he has missed his flight home and – drag – has 
to stay two more weeks. He’s grinning from ear to 
ear. “Go to the doctor,” suggests Sophie. “He’ll tell 
you your problem. You’ve got extenditis.” Everyone 
laughs. I never knew how much fun missing one’s 
plane could be. In Seminyak, it seems, life is one long 
beach holiday.

The Yak describes Seminyak as ‘Metrotropical’ 
– metropolitan, yet tropical – and a daytime stroll 
around town confirms this. Languid workers hide 
from the sun. Motorbikes cruise along quiet, winding 

lanes. Parades of small shops and restaurants jostle 
for space on the two main high streets of Laksmana 
and Raya Seminyak, yet in between are open fields 
where the grass is parched and crickets sing. Land 
prices may have risen by 150 per cent in just six 
months, but the boom looks to be more a reflection 
of fashion rather than spatial limitations. The place 
is, in fact, refreshingly uncluttered, and reminds me 
of a Greek island.

Perhaps with Mediterranean summers of old in 
mind, I stop for lunch at Trattoria Pizza, a new 
restaurant on Laksmana. It’s an offshoot of the hugely 
successful Italian restaurant, Trattoria, two doors 
down, and has an ambience to match. The dark 
wood tables each carry a single red rose, ceiling fans 
whir and the dining area is embellished with plants, 
lending it a cool, fresh feel. To the left of my table, an 
exquisitely beautiful couple are taking notes, flipping 
name cards and talking business with Latin accents. 
Behind me in the kitchen, Vani, the Italian co-owner 
is merrily spinning pizza bases. My lunch is suitably 
nostalgic: champignon mushrooms and succulent 
Parma ham melted into pepper-speckled mozzarella. 
For a moment I feel guilty – being in Indonesia, eating 
pizza, doesn’t seem quite right. But then again, visiting 
Seminyak was never about finding the real Bali. Here 

The idea that there is a limit to indulgence is treated with a 
pinch of salt, a twist of lemon and another hoist of Jose Cuervo.
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Upbeat: (clockwise from top left) With ever-bronze tans, Colgate smiles and 
seriously chic outfits, Ku De Ta’s resident DJs are not likely to be found hiding 
behind their decks; A selection of treats from the Legian’s Vietnamese head 
chef, Nam Quoc Nguyen – an assortment of amuse bouche shots, sauteed 
spicy frogs’ legs with pumpkin puree, eggplant chips with cardamom yoghurt, 
carpaccio with pine nuts, mint and pamigiano reggiano; Ku De Ta is not only 
known for its parties and pina coladas. The restaurant is one of the most 
highly respected eateries in town. Every table has an ocean-view and the food 
preparation is overseen by two Australian chefs, Asif and Rob
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the recipe is simple: sun, sea and international standards. And this pizza 
is definitely authentic. 

“Because you’ve got native people, they demand native excellence,” 
Sophie told me, by way of an explanation for Seminyak’s scores of quality 
European restaurants. “In Seminyak, there’s a whole load of [expats] who 
are affluent and have more than enough money to go out for lunch and 
dinner. They know what to expect.” 

As a former chef to the French ambassador in Jakarta, Nicolas Tourneville 
– aka Doudou – is capable of meeting high expectations. The sharply 
dressed Frenchman stalks the open courtyard of his restaurant, Kafe 
Warisan, brooding beautifully. Lizards dart up the walls, occasionally 
freezing in the glow of the soft table lighting, before scuttling off into 

the night. I have just polished off a plate of pan roasted scallops in beurre 
blanc and emerge from my culinary delirium to see Doudou standing 
hands on hips, staring at the heavens. I imagine he’s philosophising his 
way to the next culinary creation but I am wrong. “I think it might rain,” 
he says, prosaically, as he takes a seat.

We chat about ‘authenticity’. “My training was traditionally French,” he 
explains in an unmistakable brogue. “I respect what I was taught to do. 
People come here because they want real French food. I give them that.”

Do people come to Bali because they want real French food? “The 
people who come here demand quality. Bali is still a unique place in the 
world. Only here can you find the religion, the temples, the ceremonies. 
People with money know they can experience that, but still have quality 
food, hotels and entertainment.”

There’s entertainment a little later at the Hu’u bar. It may be Monday 
but the revellers are dancing on the tables, wearing unbuttoned shirts and 

sunglasses. “Last night in Bali,” wails one of the dancers. “First night in 
Bali,” counters the girl he is writhing with. They are not talking to each 
other. They’re showing off for us. I’m watching with cigar in hand, sitting 
next to the bar’s very own swimming pool which, in this state of mind, 
reminds me of a huge vat of blue curacao.

On my last night in town, I decide to visit Ku De Ta, seminal 
in Seminyak’s development as a fashionable playground. U2 frontman 
Bono popped in recently. DJ legend Pete Tong went one better and played 
here. “Everyone who is anyone in Bali shows up for sunset and cocktails 
at KDT,” raved the New York Times last year. And truly, it’s the place 
to brandish the designer threads you’ve just picked up in Seminyak's 
expensive boutiques. Judging by the reputation of the after-dark parties, 
it’s also the place to shed them when things warm up. 

It’s the humidity rather than hedonistic intentions that account for my 
shirt being half undone as I stroll along the beach towards KDT’s unofficial 
back door. Ambient house beats bounce off the hallowed wooden decks 
and a searchlight is trained on the huge waves. As I trudge up the sand, I 
get caught in the glare and my world turns white. It’s like I have arrived 
at the end of the heavenly tunnel and, for a moment, I half expect St 
Peter’s outstretched hand. As my pupils dilate, I find myself surrounded 
by heavenly bodies of a more earthly variety.

Over an elderberry cocktail, I chat with bar manager Steve Collinson. 
“Before the bars in Bali had no direction,” he says. “I wanted to create 
international standards. Why can’t you get the same martinis you can get 
in London or New York here?” The question is rhetorical. You can.

“The staff here love it. For them it’s like show business. They like to soak 
it all in.” The customers love it too. And they are soaking up more than 
just the atmosphere. A few miles inland in Ubud – Bali’s legendary hippy 
haven – they are probably preparing themselves for morning meditation 
sometime about now. Right here, under the bright lights, surrounded by 
beautiful people, cocktail in hand on the lawn of Ku De Ta, morning 
seems a very long time away. Over the coming hours, I strongly suspect 
the limits of indulgence may be forgotten once more. 

It’s like I have arrived at the end of the 
heavenly tunnel and, for a moment, I half 
expect St Peter’s outstretched hand.

The Oberoi, located next door to celebrity playground 
Ku De Ta, is another draw for the great and good. 
Former guests to have stayed here include UN 
Secretary General, Kofi Annan, the late Italian fashion 
legend, Gianni Versace, Hollywood star, Julia Roberts 
and British rock god, David Bowie
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Essentials

Go by…
Plane. From Beijing, Shanghai and Guangzhou to 
Bali, via Jakarta, with Garuda Indonesia (+86 (0)10 
6561 3399, (0)21 5385 5399, (0)20 6120 6777; 
www.garuda-indonesia.com) for RMB 4,480 return, 
RMB 3,570 return and RMB 3,154 return.

Stay at…
The Legian
This five-star all-suite hotel, set in landscaped 
gardens next to a glorious beach, sums up 
Seminyak’s air of class and quality. The suites are 
furnished in rich woods and offer sweeping views of 
the Indian Ocean and surrounding rice terraces. The 
service and facilities are superb, as is the ocean-
view restaurant where Vietnamese-born, European-
educated chef Nam Nguyen fuses French refinement 
with local culinary traditions. Expect to find 
Seminyak’s movers and shakers doing deals in the 
Legian’s elegant Lounge Lobby. 
(Jalan Laksmana, Seminyak; +62 361 730 622; 
www.ghmhotels.com)

The Oberoi
(Jalan Laksmana, Seminyak; +62 361 730 361; 
www.oberoihotels.com)

Eat at…
Kafe Warisan
Sumptuous French cuisine, best enjoyed on the 
terrace overlooking rice fields.
(Jalan Raya Kerobokan 38, Br Tamen, Seminyak; 
+62 361 731 175; www.kafewarisan.com)

Trattoria
Classy and affordable Italian cuisine on Seminyak’s 
sunshine strip. New Lunch and Pizza restaurant two 
doors down, offers a simplified but no less delicious 
midday menu.
(Jalan Laksmana, Seminyak; +62 817 972 6065)

Waroeng Bonita
This friendly warung-style restaurant serves up 
Indonesian and European cuisine under the 
frangipani trees. Owner, Bonita, is famed for her 
flamboyant hats – and quality home cooking.
(Jalan Petitenget 2000X, Kerobokan; +62 361 731 
918)

Drink and Play at…
Ku De Ta
The scene of many an all-night party, this lifestyle 
club is located on the beachfront between two of 

Seminyak’s best hotels – the Legian and the Oberoi. 
It also does some seriously tasty food.
(Jalan Laksmana 9, Seminyak; +62 361 736 969; 
www.kudeta.net)

66 Nightclub & Paparazzi Lounge
See 2,000 sweaty ravers tearing up the club’s dance 
floor and you’ll think you’re in London or New York 
– except that the Indian Ocean is just outside the 
front door. Relax on the terrace of the exclusive 
Paparazzi Lounge and don’t even think about going 
home before sunrise.
(Jalan Double Six, Seminyak)

Hu’u 
A great spot to get the party started, replete with its 
own garden and ‘chill-out’ pool. Like many of 
Seminyak’s best party spots, quality food is also 
available.
(Jalan Oberoi, Kerobokan; +62 361 736 443; 
huubali.com)

Go in…
Summer. The island is hot all year around but the 
humidity eases off through July and August. 
Seminyak’s exclusivity means there’s no need to 
worry about the crowds.

This trip was kindly sponsored by Garuda Indonesia.




