Departures, Nov. 2009
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When [11 Rome. .

few new finds from a recent trip to the Eternal Ci

ever, Salvatore Barberi. He 1s beautifully educated, npeukq £

and was an altar boy at the Vatican (he only d thre :

that’ ). He can ta out 2 ing but isn’t so erudite that he’s no
fun at lunc |1 Then the OTt-5ta artment designed by

American architect Adam D.Tih: )
Manni. In a 17th-century palazzo on a quiet street nes Spx mrh Stepr,, it put
fresh, modern spin on the mor Remdenza Napnleone Lw}m h 1 also low eJ (

es i |L‘1 services include a personalized wine list and
> shion insiders for shopping.

Now on to eating and drinki ight Manni toock me to Salotto42, behind
Piazza Colonna, for grape and sake cocktails and spice-infused martinis—cool, attractive
people and music ranging from classical to jazz. Made me wish I was 30. Or even 40.
At Grano we sat on an atmospherically lit terrace (a miracle; Italians usually light restau-
rants like they're prepping patrons for surgery) and had the most velvety tomato soup.
And Il SanLorenzo is the place for fish, delivered daily from Ponza. I had the Catalan
crustacean salad with raw shrimp and scampi—briny and sparkling. LINDA WELLS




