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Stargazer: Andrea Thompson with former world
champion Nikki Lauda (above) and Wesley Snipes (top)

The good life: Andrea aboard a yacht in Monaco harbour (left) and
with the Brazilian driver Antonio Pizzonia of the Jaguar team (above)

CH A MILLIONAIRE?
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decidedly unforthcoming when I
ask her what she has appeared in
leaving little doubt as to her role
this week — to find a rich man. 

I watch her chatting busily to
several men in the hope they would
have some money to spend.

The following day, most of the
super-elegant women hanging out
in the paddocks — the exclusive
area where the drivers and
sponsors hang out during the day
— also sport the Monte Carlo
cleavage and pout.

Their huge, false breasts and
over-pumped lips look even more
striking under the bright midday
sun than in the dimly lit night-
clubs.

A S THE weekend draws on,
the evening’s events
become more ostentatious.
Nowhere epitomises the
sheer opulence better than

the annual Grand Prix charity Ball,
the most prestigious event of the
Grand Prix Calendar, which is held
at the Salle des Etoiles on
Saturday, the eve of the race.

The arrival of the 1,400 guests,
who have paid £1,000 a ticket,

involves some 300 journeys by
private jet from all over
Europe, America and South
Africa, 600 speed boat
journeys and 700 helicopter
transfers. 

The night includes an auction
to raise money for Ark chil-
dren’s charity where guests,
including Formula 1 team boss
Eddie Jordan, supermodel Elle
Macpherson and even actress
Amanda Holden, can bid for
priceless lots such as a week-
end’s hire of Eddie Irvine’s
luxury private yacht.

Halfway through the evening,
a bright yellow Lamborghini,
donated by the chief execu-
tive of the international
bank Cantor Fitzgerald
from his private collec-
tion, goes under the
hammer for £165,000 to a
balding gentleman in
one corner.

A little later, over
platters of foie gras,
guests are asked to
raise their hands if
they would like to
make a ‘small’
donation of £500
to the charity at

the end
of the

auction.
Amanda Hol-

den puts her
hand in the air

and takes a
credit card from

her diamante
handbag. ‘It’s only

£500,’ she says to a
female friend next to

her. ‘Let’s make a
donation each. It is for a

great cause.’
As the meal comes to a

close, the ultimate Grand
Prix spectacle is about to

begin. We are told that there
is a surprise in store for us
and suddenly the entire roof
above the circular dining
room divides in two to the
thundering music of the
007 theme.

Large windows slide
down in their frames so
that the tables are now
effectively outside, and
the most amazing fire-
works begin ripping

through the night sky
over the harbour.
As if that was not enough,

the celebrations continue with a
private concert from the pop group
Blue, who have just flown in from a
gig in Japan, followed by a perfor-
mance by Kool And The Gang. 

The female guests in their
exquisite floor-length ballgowns
jostle for places on the dance floor,
attempting to catch the eyes of the
musicians.

S OME of the most attractive
are pulled on stage for the
bands to dedicate a song to
them. Sophisticated forty-
something women are

reduced to screaming, teenage
fans, begging for kisses and auto-
graphs from the band, who gyrate
teasingly before them. 

Blue recognise me from the party
circuit at Cannes the previous week
and Duncan and Simon greet me
like we were old friends.

With Tara Palmer Tomkinson at
their side, they ask if I am going to
Jimmyz nightclub — where a vodka
and cranberry can set you back
£50. I politely decline — telling
them I am having too much fun at
the ball.

Meanwhile, Amanda Holden and

the model Lisa B, a friend of Prince
Andrew, take to the dance floor to
the delight of the paparazzi.

Later, as Blue make their way
through the audience after their
set to sign autographs, Tara
Palmer Tomkinson appears in a
stunning, green chiffon dress to ask
if they are ready to move on to
Jimmyz. 

They vanish, then re-appear
changed out of their jeans into
immaculate black suits and
disappear to begin the serious
partying.

After such a fanfare, it hardly
seems possible that the main event
— the race itself — hasn’t even
been run. But even the race won’t
mark the finale. For the last night is
the climax of the entire weekend. 

This is when the drivers truly let
their hair down. They head to the
Amber Lounge where they mingle
under the gleaming lights, spraying
the attractive waitresses with
champagne. From there, they head
to Jimmyz with a gaggle of girls. 

For them, it’s time to relax and
enjoy themselves, the race over.
But for Monaco’s other competi-
tors there is still time to win
themselves a rich man.
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