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Whodunnit? Well,
that’s easy enough
to solve. The answer

is Adrian Muller and
Myles Allfrey.
However, it is not quite so simple to

deduce their motive for organising
CrimeFest, a new international
convention on crime fiction that will
take place in Bristol next month.
Why go to all the trouble of

gathering some of the world’s top
crime novelists and their readers at
the Marriott Royal Hotel, and
arranging events including a crime-
writing workshop, and a gala dinner
with an awards ceremony?
Adrian, 43, a member of the Crime

Writers’ Association, admits: “We
certainly didn’t set out with the
intention of organising our own crime
fiction convention in Bristol.
“It all just evolved after we held the

American Left Coast Crime
convention here in 2006. It was an
event that had traditionally been held
in America, but one year a venue
hadn’t been arranged and we
suggested holding it here in Bristol.”
Adrian, who lives in Clifton, and

Myles, who lives in Tunbridge Wells,
ended up organising a gathering
attended by about 500 people at the
Marriott.
“We thought that was the end of it

but so many people kept asking when
we’d be holding another crime fiction
event,” says Adrian, a freelance
writer specialising in crime fiction.
“We couldn’t do Left Coast Crime

again as it’s an ongoing American
event, so we started looking at
organising a new one based upon it.
“Bristol is the perfect location

because it has an international
airport, so people can come over
from the States, but the hotels aren’t
as expensive as in London. We’ve
been able to provide all sorts of
activities for days out as there’s so
much to do around here.”
CrimeFest, which is sponsored by

Blackwells, and the publishers Orion
and Penguin, will be held at the
Marriott between June 5 and 8. The
aim is to turn CrimeFest into an
annual event.
Among the 250 delegates attending

from Britain, America and Europe will
be leading crime writers Ian Rankin,

Karin Fossum, Jeff Lindsay and Ruth
Dudley Edwards.
“The Marriott Royal is a brilliant

hotel which is right in the middle of
the city, and they’ve been very
welcoming to us – we wouldn’t think
about organising CrimeFest
anywhere else,” says Adrian.
There will be a champagne

reception at the hotel, and it will
also be the venue for the CrimeFest
Gala Dinner, at which the winners
of CrimeFest’s two awards will
be announced.
The awards are the revived Last

Laugh Award for Best Humorous
Crime Novel, and the new Sounds Of
Crime Award, sponsored by Audible
UK, for best crime audiobook.
Delegates will also be able to go on

a variety of trips, including outings to
the Cotswolds and Glastonbury
Abbey, and a tour of Bristol.
“It’s a very social occasion,” says

Adrian. “For people who are fans of
crime fiction it’s a great opportunity to
meet authors, and to ask writers such
as Ian Rankin why he set his
Inspector Rebus novels in Edinburgh
instead of Glasgow.
“A lot of people also come to

events like these to discover new
writers, and Blackwells will be
bringing over books from crime
authors who will be attending but are
not in print in the UK.”
CrimeFest will also be hosting a

crime writers’ workshop, and
everyone who takes part will be
automatically registered for the
Crime Writers’ Association debut
dagger award.
“It’s the best way for a new crime

writer to get published,” says Adrian.

“Every author who has won the debut
dagger award has gone on to get
a publisher.”
Adrian has been involved in crime

fiction as a freelance writer since
1993, after previously taking a BA in
arts administration and then working
at Bristol’s Watershed in various
roles, including as a projectionist.
“When I was at school we had to

do book reports. I did one on The
Hound Of The Baskervilles, and after
that I was hooked on crime fiction,”
says Adrian, who was born in
Canada, brought up in the
Netherlands but spent a lot of his
childhood in Bristol, where his
grandfather, Con Stevens, was a
director of Bristol Rovers.
He adds: “My own favourite crime

authors are Meg Gardner, Laurie R
King, Val McDermid and Ian Rankin.”
Adrian’s passion for crime fiction

has led to him interviewing leading
crime writers including James Elroy,
Patricia Cornwell and Val McDermid,
as a freelance journalist.
It also resulted in him meeting his

American-born wife, Jennifer Muller,
who worked for leading US crime
fiction publisher Poison Pen Press.
She moved to Bristol, where she

now works as UK managing
director of Poisoned Pen Press,
and the couple have a 15-month-
old daughter.

The full registration fee for CrimeFest
is £125, and includes attendance to
all panels. Day tickets – priced at
£60 – will be available for Friday,
June 6, and Saturday, June 7. Tickets
for the CrimeFest Gala Dinner on
Saturday, June 7, are £30. All
delegates will receive a free canvas
bag with a programme and a
selection of free crime books,
including an audio book. For further
information call 0117 914 9639 or go
to www.crimefest.com

Sometimes in life you
stumble upon a place
that just feels right

for you.
You can dream of living there in

the future; imagine that you might
have once trod these streets in a
past life; or simply feel unusually
drawn to the place.
But then, most people must feel

these emotions when they discover
the medieval hilltop town of Mougins.
The streets of Mougins spiral

around the crown of a ridge
overlooking the Cote d’Azur. Cannes
glistens beside the Mediterranean in
one direction, while the perfume
city of Grasse is perched
amid distant hills in the
opposite direction.
And it seems that

I have expensive
tastes. Mougins
is the rich man’s
Cannes – which
is saying
something.
It’s the sort of

place where
estate agents
don’t bother
displaying the house
prices – if you need to ask,
you can’t afford it.
And Mougins has attracted its fair

share of stars.
Within a few minutes of silent

strolling through the sun-burnished
streets, you can discover the former
home of Christian Dior, the place
where Edith Piaf used to hang out,
and the chapel that Winston
Churchill painted during his stays in
the nearby Guinness family villa.
Today, Mougins is a town full of

artists – though these days they
tend to be wealthy gallery owners,
rather than artisans carrying a brush
and easel.
Before World War II, Mougins

reached its artistic zenith, with a
roster of great artists housed in this
tiny town, including the painter-priest
Abbot Jean Le Yaouanc, and Dutch
artist Paul Daemen – who painted a
mural on the side of his house.
But the town’s most famous

resident was Pablo Picasso, who
passed his final 20 years here.
At The Museum Of Photography,

you can catch the free, permanent
exhibition of portraits of Picasso by
some of the greatest photographers
of the era.
Back outside, life is leisurely. It’s

lunchtime, and the cafes and
restaurants are getting busy.
As the mischievous north wind

whips up around the statue in the
main square, you can’t help being
transported back to the landscape of
Joanne Harris’s Chocolat – I half
expect Juliette Binoche to appear in
a red cape at any moment. I’m mildly

disappointed when she doesn’t
show.

But the town will welcome
its fair share of
culinary greats later
in the year, for the
third annual
Mougins
international
food festival,
which attracts
top chefs from
around the globe

to give masterclasses
in the village streets. The
2008 line-up includes our

own Jamie Oliver.
On the edge of the town, Le

Mas Candille spa and hotel is an
immaculate vision of French
Riviera chic.
I became fascinated by the car

park alone, which looks like an
international supercar exhibition –
with Lamborghinis rubbing
bumpers with Ferraris and
sumptuous Maseratis.
In the name of hard-nosed

journalism, I agreed to sample some
of the luxury on offer.
Minutes later, I was laying on my

stomach enjoying an exquisite back
massage from an angelic French girl
who had an accent like Mimi La
Bonque. She manipulated muscles in
my back and neck that I never knew I
had, and rounded it off, somewhat
alarmingly, by pushing on each of my
vertebrae – an experience that was
surprisingly painless.
Then her hands returned to their

original swirling motion – at times it
felt as if she must have been multi-
limbed, like the Hindu goddess Vishnu.
Throughout there are gentle

Gregorian chants piped into the
dimly-lit room.
The combination of relaxing

influences came together to act on
my brain like a drug.
Very early on I lost the ability to

speak, and by the end of the
experience I had descended into an
enchanted, soporific state.
The afternoon passed in a daze, but

the good people of Mougins must
have looked twice at the peculiar
Englishman who was wandering
around so chilled-out that he looked
like a stoned Austin Powers.
Luckily, I had recovered in time for

my visit to Grasse, where the 36th
International Rose Exhibition was
taking place.
With more than 50,000 types of

rose on display, it seemed as if the
air itself was scented, in this, the
perfume centre of France.
There is a lingering sobriety in

Grasse’s architecture, left by the
austere medieval Genoan façades,
the Renaissance columned
staircases, and the arched entrances
of the private homes.
And in October a major new

museum will open in the city, to

commemorate Grasse’s role in the
production of perfume.
Anyone who has read Patrick

Suskind’s sinister novel Perfume, will
be familiar with the region’s past.
It was here that Suskind’s

murderous central character, Jean-
Baptiste Grenouille, learned his trade.

It’s a quiet, relaxing city, with a
spectacular Romanesque
cathedral, which is well worth a
visit – if only to see the pair of
biblical paintings by Rubens.
It’s certainly a world away from

the bright lights of Cannes –
famous for its glitzy annual
film festival.
But there is more to Cannes

than dark cinemas and
glamorous nightclubs.
It has its fair share of

quaint medieval streets –
and its food market is one of
the most impressive
displays of fresh fruit, veg,
fish and spices, I’ve
ever seen.
You can also take a ferry

from Cannes harbour to
visit either the island of
Sainte Marguerite – where the
legendary “man in the iron
mask” was imprisoned, or
the monastic island of
Saint Honorat.
Still feeling a little chilled out

after my encounter with Mimi’s
third hand, I opted for the
peaceful Abbey de Lerins.
Visitors can wander around

the original, fifth-century
fortified abbey, but the
modern monastery is

generally out of bounds – hand
painted “Monk only” signs remind
you where you can’t go.

But you can visit the
chapel at the centre of
the monastery.
Austerely devoid of
religious iconography,
it’s an atmospheric
space – where the only
object is a distant, subtly
lit crucifix.
It’s a peaceful final

image of life on
Sainte Honorat.
But you shouldn’t leave
until you’ve visited the
newly opened island
restaurant, which is
owned by the
monastery, and serves
the monks’ own wine.

It’s the perfect place to
pass a few hours, watching
the sun set languorously
over the Cote d’Azur.
The only sound is the

birds in the trees, and the
gentle ringing from the
rigging of the yachts in the
bay.
Sitting back, and sipping

the monastic wine, I
realised that this place feels
pretty “right for me” too.

Details
● David travelled to the French
Riviera with easyJet, which serves
Nice from Bristol or Gatwick daily.
For more information, visit
www.easyjet.com

● He stayed in the Hotel Mercure
in Grasse. For details, log on to
www.mercure.com

● For more information about
visiting the French Riviera, log on
to the French Tourist Board’s
website at www.franceguide.com

Organisers Myles
Allfrey, left, and
Adrian Muller

Grasse holds its annual
International Rose
Exhibition every May

The Abbey de Lerins at Sainte Honorat,
and below, the view over Cannes

Above, spices at Cannes’ fruit and veg
market; centre, statues at Abbey de
Lerins, top, the village of Mougins;
below, a movie-themed mural
in Cannes

A new international crime fiction convention
is to be staged in Bristol. Suzanne Savill

finds out more about CrimeFest

Partners
in crime

As the world turns its attention to
Cannes for the 61st annual film
festival, David Clensy goes in

search of another side to the region

Stars of the Riviera
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