Urso Hotel & Spa, Take a
holiday (from a ‘holiday’)

When you tell people that you live abroad the general response
is usually something along the lines of ‘Oh you must feel like
you’'re on holiday all the time!‘ or ‘Think of all the sun and
sangria!’ to ‘You must be perma-tanned!’ Admittedly, whilst
there is a lot of sun and I do feel like I'm on ‘holiday’ when
I look up at all the pretty balconies in Malasana, La Latina
and the like, I'm most certainly not perma-tanned (without the
help of something I purchased from Space NK) and life’s
mundane tasks have a way of finding you wherever you live
*read/washing/ironing/cleaning/taking the bins out.

So no matter whether you’re fortunate enough to live in a
sunny clime (in this case the marvelous Madders) there comes a
time when you fancy a holiday within the city; if true
indulgence floats your boat then look no further than the
exquisitely elegant and seriously stylish, Hotel Urso.



https://www.nakedmadrid.com/2016/02/11/urso-hotel-spa-take-a-holiday-from-a-holiday/
https://www.nakedmadrid.com/2016/02/11/urso-hotel-spa-take-a-holiday-from-a-holiday/
http://www.hotelurso.com/en/index.html

L

. .
S Tt R ." B

Nestled on Calle Mejia Lequerica, Hotel Urso is a relatively
small but perfectly formed boutique hotel. Discovered through
the Mr_and Mrs Smith website (which I cannot recommend enough)
it’s the kind of hotel you’ll never want to leave. Fluffy
white robes adorn the bathroom door, there for the taking when
the spa takes your fancy. Pillows so soft, that lifting your
head up from one feels like a chore (or maybe that was partly
due to too much gin the night before). But still, it felt like
having a glimpse into how the other half live — all freshly
brewed coffee, sumptuous soft furnishings and complimentary
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welcome fizz at the hotel bar.

Service wise, Hotel Urso couldn’t be faulted. In a country
that often leaves a lot to be desired on that front (why do I
have to beg for a bill?!) nothing was too much trouble. We
forgot our toothbrushes — two new ones appeared by magic. My
mum on arrival managed to fall up the stairs — turns out
marble floors, heels and mimosas don’t mix (but cue an ice
pack appearing at lightning speed) — I can only stress here
that apples don’t fall far from the tree and that making an



entrance must run in the family!

When check out time swung round (which wasn’t until 12; a Mr
and Mrs Smith perk might I add) neither of us wanted to leave
— or part with the 400 thread count Egyptian cotton sheets.

It’s worth noting that if splurging on a night away isn’t an
option — unless money starts growing on trees (as a deluxe
room wasn’t cheap) they have jazz nights every Thursday and
the pop up restaurant ‘The Table By’ which are well worth a
visit, with a different chef dominating in the kitchen each
month.

I left Sunday morning plotting how many private classes I'd
have to teach so that I can return, and soon. Should I be
lucky enough to do so, my mum will be wearing flats.

Info

= Web & Facebook

» Address: Calle Mejia Lequerica 8
= Phone: +34 914 444 458

= E-mail: info@hotelurso.com
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