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The seasoned Santa Barbara vacationer 
is all too familiar with the pomp and 

circumstance of Rosewood Miramar 
Beach—its iconic Positano blue-and-white 
striped umbrellas, its heady perfumed 
lobby, its Old Hollywood marble floors 
that echo the clacks of designer heels. 
Lesser traversed is the Miramar’s Northern 
California counterpart, a woodsy, sleek, 
ultra-posh hideaway in the heart of Silicon 
Valley. Rosewood Sand Hill is the Miramar's 
sporty, laid-back, effortlessly cool sibling, 
with a subdued charm that manifests itself 
in superb coastal fare, swanky oak-paneled 
bar life, and impeccably friendly staff—who, 
upon arrival, will already know your name.

Setting foot in the reigning territory of the 
tech tycoons, I hadn’t expected zig-zagging 
through forested one-lane roads and wild 
deer sightings to feel so natural. You’d never 
know that venture capitalists are churning 
out multi-million dollar deals right under 
your nose on Sand Hill Road, dubbed the 

“Wall Street” of the West. Only signs that 
read “Stanford University: 3 miles” and 

peeking mansion-tops allude to the prestige 
of the area.

Fittingly tucked along this 5.6-mile stretch 
of VC wonderland sits Rosewood Sand 
Hill, with idyllic tendrils of morning fog 
and perfectly manicured gardens. It’s an 
archetypal iteration of the rugged coastal 
spirit that defines the landscape north 
of Paso Robles—as an SF native, I know 
NorCal when I see it. Here, Rosewood has 
mastered its Sense of Place philosophy, 
presenting a California worlds apart from 
the Miramar, yet still steeped in authenticity. 
Forested walkways, brushed stone, and 
slabs of dark marble subtly evoke a regal 
sea-ranch atmosphere with sultry allure. 
It’s where adults awaken to Mercedes-Benz 
joyrides, and their children to mini Teslas. 
It’s luxury with a capital “AL” embroidered 
on my pillowcase.

“They told me this was a city hotel,” says 
Jeanne Delgado, Director of Sales & 
Marketing, over cappuccinos. We both gaze 
out the glass to a landscape of uninterrupted 
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by ALEXANDRA LEE

WHAT to PACK 
OFF DUTY ESSENTIALS

Kickstart your morning wellness routine by taking this 
exposed-back Italian scuba onesie for a spin. Guided 
yoga sessions in the garden, a hike around Stanford 
Dish Loop, or a photo-op in the resort’s Mercedes are 
all viable options for your activewear hero.
tracyanderson.com

H É R O S  T H E  U N I TA R D
$ 1654

Stunning in its simplicity, this sage pleated 
maxi dress summons spring year-round. With a 
curve-accentuating bodice and sweeping skirt, 
you’ll float with ease from olive tree gardens to a 
Mediterranean-inspired Madera feast.
intermixonline.com

A L E X I S  S U N N I VA 
P L E AT E D  M A X I  D R E S S
 $798

It’s a garden party! Even in the dead of 
winter, this carefree palm leaf and calf leather 
woven tote evokes memories of rosemary 
spritzers and sun-soaked terrace siestas. 
Essential for a convincing off-duty aura.
bergdorfgoodman.com

2 L O E W E  X  PAU L A ' S  I B I Z A  B A S K E T 
S M A L L  W O V E N  PA L M  T O T E
$490

A touch of glam is perfectly suited for the Swim 
Club’s sleek loungers. Hand-embroidered with 
Swarovski crystals and emboldened with a sultry 
low back, this black one piece is an elegant update 
on the classic.
oceanusswimwear.com

O C E A N U S  E B O N Y 
S W I M S U I T
$338

rolling hills and clear blue sky. The Carlyle, Jeanne’s former 
haunt, is a city hotel. Sand Hill, conversely, is to escape, 
listen to the birds chirp (literally), and sink into spa chairs, 
the heated pool, or in my case, a food-induced slumber. 
The persistent fog that plagues SF (nicknamed “Karl” by 
locals) burns off by mid-morning, foreshadowing room 
service breakfasts in the hotel robe, followed by rosé and 
guacamole by the poolside, baking.

Dining conquests begin at on-property Madera, a Menlo 
Park clued-in hangout spot presenting an ingredient-
focused approach to cooking that’s earned a Michelin star 
for the past eight years. Madera is Spanish for “wood,” dually 
indicating the interior’s cozy hearth, and the showstopping 
wood-fired grill over which Culinary Director Seamus 
Mullen prefers his dishes prepared. A grilled half-avocado 
piped full of whipped ricotta and infused with smoke is our 
introduction to Seamus’s inventive, yet ultimately simple 
philosophy. Here, you can taste and see every ingredient 
on the menu, a rarity in the eminent realm of Michelin 
stardom. The chef, a highly-awarded Food Network regular, 
knows personally the value of whole foods in wellness after 
a rheumatoid arthritis diagnosis in 2007. On his menus, 
you’ll find plenty of lean meats and vegetables, dressed to 
the nines for a spectacular display of flavors.

Madera is surprisingly packed for a Monday night, as 
business and pleasure converge over libations after a long 
day on “Wall Street.” Faced with an exceptionally well-
traveled 83-page wine list bursting with Rhône varietals 
(the edited-down version, mind you), I select a Sta. Rita 
Hills Syrah. Loyalty, I suppose. If there’s burrata on the 
menu, I’m ordering it, and this rendition wins most silky, 
dotted with tantalizing gems of smoky grilled grape and 
balsamic. Delicate squash risotto, potatoes with chive 
crème fraîche, an heirloom tomato salad, and low ABV 
cocktails are each, in their own way, masterpieces, and 
across the board impeccably fresh. Even the butter (citrus 
infused) is sensational—I’d eat it by the spoonful if I didn’t 
know better. Yet another detail the Rosewood hasn’t failed 
to overlook.

Interrupted by a snug eight hours in the king-sized 
bed, indulging begins anew with a room service feast of 
passionfruit French toast and Nicasio foggy morning 
omelet. The Moroccan spiced breakfast bowl, what I’d liken 
to a warm hug, consists of zingy whipped feta over two fried 
eggs, spiced farro, and braised greens. Top it off with green 
juice, for wellness reasons. “Business meetings today?” my 
server asks. I pause. “I’m here more on relaxation.”

Madera
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Before embarking on such affairs, it’s adventure time. Though you would never need 
to leave property, Jeanne Delgado has already thought through transportation—no 
Ubers. They’d prefer you choose from one of four Mercedes-Benz test drive cars, the 
resort’s personal crown jewels. The hot rod can enjoy a sports car, the family guy an 
SUV, to take anywhere they please—Half Moon Bay for sunset, or down the street to 
the embarrassment of riches that is Stanford Shopping Center. No questions asked 
except, “Would you like the top down?” Jeanne sighs at the fact this convoy isn’t yet 
electric, because at the Rosewood, nothing can ever be too perfect.

My vehicle of choice is a Mercedes AMG C63 Cabriolet, which makes sense 
according to my greater surroundings, where any car other than a Tesla may as well 
be a horse-drawn carriage. My selection has 385 horsepower and goes zero to 60 in 
4.6 seconds, though they wouldn’t mind if you just want an Instagram picture in its 
seductive red leather seats. After an exhilarating escape through wooded hills lined 
with horse stables and bunny rabbits, I re-enter society, engine blaring as I avoid the 
stares of oncoming traffic. I’d hope they assume the car is mine, but my ego fades 
as I remember the words “Preferred Vehicle of Rosewood Sand Hill” printed on the 
door—a dead giveaway. Well, a girl can dream.

Too much adrenaline necessitates a visit to the pool and spa. Sand Hill’s heart is 
its flawless tree-lined poolside, where nothing else matters besides impeccable 
service and Flowers rosé. The impossibly attentive poolboy ensures that I’m full on 
snacks and that all bees have been properly swatted. To my left, a young professional 
rotates between laptop work and business calls, lounging on the pool chair…in his 
jeans. The modern office. From here, I can smell the smoke of Madera’s wood-fired 
grill, anticipating tonight’s feast. A brief stroll to the award-winning Sense Spa, and 
I’m bouncing between the triple threat—sauna, steam room, and jacuzzi—while 
hydrating on sips of citrus water. Hidden deep in Sense Spa’s maze of rooms is 
The Sanctuary, where guests can retreat post-massage to its outdoor waterfall and 
herbaceous perfume.

Once again, my night begins and 
ends at Madera. Gin lovers, try 

“The Secret.” As my server verifies, 
this cocktail is named for a reason. 
Buttery kanpachi so thin it’s see-
through oozes in sumptuous olive 
oil, while caviar lime and jalapeño 
brighten with bursts of intrigue 
and texture. On a whim I order 
the half-chicken, though whole 
branzino and aged duck breast are 
contenders. Soaked in savory jus 
vinaigrette, crispy layers of skin 
melt away and meat cuts like butter 
off the bone, all part of Seamus’s 

talent for the deceivingly simple. Nardello peppers 
bring the sweet and smoky, dressed up with flakes 
of parmesan and aged balsamic. Come dessert, 
Riesling-poached pear Basque cheesecake piques 
my curiosity. The fruit’s subtle tartness marries 
warm streusel and citrus-caramel sauce for an 
ultimately lavish treat. By this point, at least four 
servers have checked in on my meal, and they all 
know my name.

Madera’s adjacent room, The Library, though 
adorned with a few books, is a swanky work lounge 
by day and dim-lit watering hole by night. I imagine 
esoteric conversations in my and Jeanne’s morning 
cappuccino spot, which has since transformed 
into an intimate evening nook. Wine lingers on 
my palate as I melt into a plush sofa chair, lost in 
observation—the room has the feel of a city bar, 
while being secluded in surrounding nature. This 
is the NorCal I know and love, where you can have 
it both ways. Santa Barbara, take notes…perhaps 
you’ll be curious to perceive a new California, this 
time at a different Rosewood. *

Pool Cafe 
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