
 

We’re going to Ibiza!  

0ÁÃË ÙÏÕÒ ÓÕÉÔÃÁÓÅȟ ×ÅȭÒÅ ÇÏÉÎÇ ÔÏ )ÂÉÚÁȦ 7ÈÁÔ ÓÈÏÕÌÄ ÙÏÕ ÂÒÉÎÇȩ 

7ÅÌÌȟ ÉÔȭÓ *ÕÎÅȟ ÔÈÅ ÓÕÎ ÉÓ ÓÈÉÎÉÎÇ and temperatures rising, so I 

suggest you pack your prettiest, funkiest summer clothes. But 

dÏÎȭÔ ÂÒing too much, because the boutiques are filled with 

ÔÅÍÐÔÁÔÉÏÎȟ ÁÎÄ ÉÆ ÙÏÕȭÒÅ ÁÎÙÔÈÉÎÇ ÌÉËÅ ÍÅȟ ÙÏÕ ×ÏÎȭÔ ÂÅ ÁÂÌÅ ÔÏ 

resist!  

I first went to Ibiza about ten years ago. It was late April, and I 

was recovering from surgery on a badly broken leg. I was still on 

crutches, and feeling a little giu di morale, which is Italian for 

ÄÏ×Î ÉÎ ÔÈÅ ÄÕÍÐÓȢ )ȭÍ ÔÒÙÉÎÇ ÔÏ ÔÈÉÎË ÏÆ ×ÈÁÔ ÔÈÁÔ ×ÏÕÌÄ ÂÅ ÉÎ 

Spanish, but my linguistic talents seem to be failing me this 

morning. Never mind, you probably get the picture. My right leg 

was stick thin, my blood circulation was on strike, and the scars 

where the surgeon had inserted titanium rods were taking their 

sweet time to heal. 

I arrived at the airport, clad in boring old jeans and a tee-shirt, and was greeted by my friend 

Victoria who looked like ÓÈÅȭd slithered across the island on a rainbow, soaking up colors on the 

way. Her thick, long, dark brown hair was wind-teased and sun-kissed, her bright blue eyes 

sparkled with joy, and her embrace was filled with love and enthusiasm. My spirits lifted on 

impact. 

We boinged back to her house in her bouncy old Citroen 4L, 

the interior of the doors refurbished with pink and white 

gingham, travelling along picturesque country roads flanked 

with dry-stone walls. The fields sang with multicolored, wild 

flowers. Fluffy baby sheep teased their mangy mothers, 

dancing through almond orchards and olive groves with 



their best buddies. We meandered across pine-scented hills offering smile-inducing views of the 

sea. Okay, so she took me the scenic way, but I can assure you that ÔÈÅ ÏÔÈÅÒ ×ÁÙ ÉÓÎȭÔ ÂÁÄ ÅÉÔÈÅÒȦ 

At the time, Victoria had recently moved from Geneva to Ibiza with 

her husband and their little boy. They were restoring an old 

farmhouse located inland, and meanwhile, were living in her 

ÍÏÔÈÅÒȭs holiday villa, located in the west of the island, high above 

San Antonio, home of the world famous Café del Mar (incidentally, 

their CD compilations are amazing, my personal favorite being No. 

4). The view from the villa? Stunning! 

During those few short days on the island, I fell madly in love. The light, the climate, the scents, 

the beaches and the laid-back, bohemian life-style drew me back to Ibiza time and again. For 

many years, during the summer holidays, IȭÄ ËÉÓÓ ÍÙ ÐÏÏÒȟ ×ÏÒË-bound husband goodbye (well, 

ÉÔ ×ÁÓÎȭÔ ÓÏ ÂÁÄ ÁÓ ÈÅȭÄ ÆÌÙ ÏÖÅÒ ÌÁÔÅÒ ÆÏÒ Ô×Ï ÏÒ ÔÈÒÅÅ ×ÅÅËÓ!) and set off in the car at daybreak 

with my two children and my parents. WeȭÄ leave Geneva and head towards the south of France, 

cross the Spanish border, and then zoom down the motorway towards Barcelona. The journey in 

itself ×ÁÓ ÅØÃÉÔÉÎÇȠ ÔÈÅÒÅȭÓ ÓÏÍÅÔÈÉÎÇ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌ ÁÂÏÕÔ Á ÒÏÁÄ ÔÒÉÐ ÔÏ×ÁÒÄÓ Á ÐÌÁÃÅ ÙÏÕ ÌÏÖÅȢ 7ÅȭÄ 

listen to music typically heard in Ibiza (such as the Café del Mar compilations), to Spanish pop 

(Ricky Martin, Enrique Iglesias, Alejandro Sanz, and, err, Ricky Martin!), singing along at the top 

of our lungs in our best Spanish accents. Then, approximately ten hours ÌÁÔÅÒȟ ×ÅȭÄ ÁÒÒÉÖÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ 

ferry station in Barcelona, and join the mÁÄ ÍÅÌÅÅ ÁÔ ÔÈÅ ÔÉÃËÅÔ ÏÆÆÉÃÅȢ 7ÅȭÄ ÅÁÔ ÇÒÅÁÓÙ ÈÁÍ 

sandwiches downed with coke and fizzy water, my young son antsy for what he considered the 

highlight of the journey: driving the car onto the ferry! 

/ÎÃÅ ÏÎ ÂÏÁÒÄȟ ×ÅȭÄ ÓÃÕÒÒÙ ÔÏ ÏÕÒ ÃÁÂÉÎÓ ÆÏÒ ÔÈÅ ÏÖÅÒÎÉÇÈÔ ÓÁÉÌ ÁÎÄ ÓÎÕÇÇÌÅ ÉÎÔÏ ÏÕÒ ÂÕÎËÓȟ 

giggling and telling stories and having terrible trouble falling asleep because we were all so very 

ÅØÃÉÔÅÄȦ 7ÅȭÄ ×ÁËÅ ÕÐ ÉÎ ÔÈÅ dusty pink promise of dawn and peer out of the portholes, scanning 

the horizon for signs of Ibiza. Suddenly, there was the ÉÓÌÁÎÄȦ 7ÅȭÄ ÊÕÍÐ ÉÎÔÏ ÏÕÒ ÃÌÏÔÈÅÓ ÁÎÄ 

rush up to the cafeteria for buns, tea and orange juice, then head outside onto the deck to fill our 

lungs with the fresh sea air, our hair blowing in crazy directions. As the ferry rumbled into Ibiza 

ÔÏ×ÎȭÓ ÐÏÒÔȟ my stomach would fill with baby butterflies at the prospect of those two idyllic 

months ahead.  

7ÈÉÌÅ ×ÒÉÔÉÎÇ Ȱ-ÕÃÈÏ #ÁÌÉÅÎÔÅȦȱȟ ) ÄÒÅ× ÕÐÏÎ ÁÌÌ ÍÙ ×ÏÎÄÅÒÆÕÌ summers in Ibiza. I would sit at 

my computer and let myself be transported back to this beautiful island. I tried to recapture 

)ÂÉÚÁȭÓ ÕÎÉÑÕÅ essence in all its earthy and wild, eccentrically funky bohemian beauty. I revisited 

beaches, countryside, gorgeous old farmhouses. I relived balmy, giggly, crazy evenings with 

amazing girlfriends, wild nights out clubbing, romantic dinners at beach restaurants with my 

husband, and ÌÏÎÇ ÌÁÚÙ ÓÁÉÌÉÎÇ ÔÒÉÐÓ ÔÏ )ÂÉÚÁȭÓ ÓÔÕÎÎÉÎÇ ÂÁÂÙ ÓÉÓÔÅÒȟ &ÏÒÍÅÎÔÅÒÁȢ &ÏÒ ÅÉÇÈÔÅÅÎ 

exhilarating months, I lost myself in my Latino superstar fantasy, and had the literary time of my 

life. 

I wish you endless hours of happy reading, radiant summer sunshine, and endless love. 

Francesca 

June 2009 

http://www.cafedelmarmusic.com/index.php?option=com_content&task=blogsection&id=1&Itemid=19
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An effervescent romantic comedy 
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Join the Classic Romance Revival Blog Carnival today:  

http://www.classicromancerevival.com/blog/ 

WIN AN EBOOK COPY OF “MUCHO CALIENTE!”! Email your comments to: 

francesca@francescaprescott.com. The person with the best comment will be the winner! 
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