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Your heartis seton...
That scooterride
Nothing says sun-kissed Italy quite like the
motorino (scooter) — just picture Audrey
Hepburnand Gregory Peck zipping around
the capitalin Roman Holiday. Two wheels

piazzas, park pretty much anywhere and

| bypasstrafficjams, the windin yourhair (the

bits not covered by ahelmet; of course).
F' Spectacular places fortouringabound,
i fromthe country’s precipitous coastlines
h’ [ t' (AmalfiandLiguria) to postcard-perfect
panoramasinthe cypress-spiked Tuscan
hills. Every major Italiantownhas at least
one agency offering scooter rentals (from
about £11anhour or £37 aday). Simply

provide your driving licence and a credit card

B as adeposit: Take your scooter out for atrial
runto make sureit’s intip-top shape — just
trynottomashitup onthefirstcorner.

J Unlike the Brits, Italians generally
recognisethat scooters have as muchright

totheroadas cars. Regardless, be assertive
whendriving. Remember to pass onthe left.

. Andifindoubt, shadow one of the many
motorinipopulatingthese picturesque
streets. You'llsoonberevving, beeping
and gesturing with the best of them.

For the uninitiated, or the curious, there
are also great outfits offering accompanied
scootertours. See hidden Romefromthe
back seat of a classic Vespa, say, with
Scooteroma(00393388227671,
scooteroma.com; from £110 for afour-hour
tour). Then continue your local living with
anightatLaPiccolaMaison (Viadei
Cappuccini30;003906 42016331,
lapiccolamaison.com; doubles from
£52,roomonly), onthe secondfloor
of atraditional ltalian palazzo. KT

give youthe freedomto whizz across pretty- =

.. You're thinking about...
® That Venetian Spritz
Forafairy-tale city (Venice's palazziand piazze
couldn'tfloatinthe lagoonthislongwithouta
dash of magic) the spritzis the perfectfairy-tale
aperitif, contending with the Bellinifor the title
ofthetown's trademark tipple. The exuberant
start, with the pop of Prosecco; the dash of
bitterness fromthe slosh of Aperol; the twist of
fate (OK, orange); and, assumingyoudon'thave

toomany, the happy ending. Yes, it's easy to feel
optimistic witha £3 neon-orange Spritzin your
hand, bobbingice clinkingagainstthe glass.
Whenyou've madeitoff the plane, across
thelagoon, over canals anddown alleys to your
roomandback outinto the thick of it, a Spritzis
the definitive way to sealthe deal. Nowyou'rein

Venice. You canorder one everywhere, so take
your pick. Love lagoonviews anddon'tcare
aboutthe food? Any of the cafes onRivadegli
Schiavoniwilldo. Feeling swanky? Soak up the
sunshine, Grand Canalbuzz and buxom Santa
Mariadome fromtheterrace atthe GrittiPalace
(thegrittipalace.com). Wantto rub shoulders
withthelocals? Dive downthe Dorsoduro
district'sRio de San Trovaso to perchonawall
opposite agondola-repairyard with a paper
plate of cicchettisnacks and a Spritzfrom
Osteria AlSquero (osteriaalsquero.wordpress.
com). Andif you reallywant to show offyour
localknow-how, instead of Aperol, ask forthe
more bitter Select, the local aperitivo, or Cynar,
the artichoke bitters. Cin cin!

Handiestairport: Venice. See flights onp80. LE >
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