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ABOVE, 19TH-CENTURY
GOLD MINERS IN
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My favourite lodge is a tiny Wooden
hut on wheels housing the worlds smallest
' sauna —the définition of cabin porn

ou know that moment
when you arrive at a hotel
and the person showing
you {0 your room starts
to tell you the story of the
building and you think,
‘Could I just have

a large glass of wine instead’? Reader, I have
found a hotel where the history bit is not
only brilliant but actually the entire point.

A hundred and fifty years ago, 9,000 feet
above sea level, in the middle of a pine-
covered Colorado valley, a group of miners
discovered a vein of hot springs whose
mineral content heralded the possibility of
actual gold in them thar hills. They built
a tiny town of wooden cabins centred around
the springs — with a saloon, a store, a depository,
a bathhouse and a dance hall. They mined
the gold and bathed in the warm waters. And

—— when Butch Cassidy
robbed his first bank,
in nearby Telluride,
he legged it to
Dunton and carved
his name into the bar
in the town’s saloon.

In the early 1900s,
the gold dried up
and the miners left
the little town to be
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looked after by ghosts. And so it stayed —
a crumbling, sexy ghost town where only

the baths thrived. As one local told me: ‘Every
decent pregnancy in the nearest town
emanated in these hot springs; it was the one
place the cowboys would take their pants oft.

Cut to 1994, when a visionary German
entrepreneur buys the deserted encampment
for a pitrance and sets about faithfully
recreating the tiny town. He and his team take
each cabin apart, plank by plank. They number
them, restore them, rebuild them and fill them
with Soho House-quality beds, museum-
quality art, hides, books, quirks and delights.
And amid these 19th-century prairie joys,
they add 21st-century luxuries like underfloor
heating, perfect plumbing and incredible, classy,
relaxed service.

We arrive late at night after driving two
hours from nearby Durango, the last 10 miles
along a meandering dirt track, and go straight
to the saloon. There’s a fire, a pool table,
wheat beer on tap, exquisite food and staff so
charming that we long for them to join us at
dinner. When we stagger into our three-bed
cabin, it’s immaculate: there’s no TV, but lots
of well-chosen novels; no minibar, but box-
fresh playing cards; no sunlounger, but
a great hammock. The bath is ancient, metal
and on wheels, surrounded by windows
that look onto our own woodland - like >







