
swiss roots, global wings: aelo swiss academy alumni
working across continents

The first time I stood in the dining hall at AELO Swiss Academy, a second-year student paused mid-service to
nudge a water glass two millimeters to the left. Nobody else at the table noticed. Her instructor did, gave a small
nod, and moved on. That evening, out of curiosity, I looked her up. Her profile said assistant F&B manager, beach
resort, Dubai. The distance between that quiet valley dining room and a Gulf hotel at full Friday brunch is the
whole story of this place, and it keeps repeating itself, year after year, on different continents.

I have visited the campus several times since, kept in touch with graduates, and watched their careers unfold on
LinkedIn the way you watch a slow-motion map light up. What follows is a mix of what I saw, what alumni told
me over coffee or late calls, and a few honest trade-offs that brochures tend to smooth over. First names only,
some details blurred, because not everyone wants their employer reading their career detours.

a small campus with a long reach
AELO Swiss Academy is not a big institution. A few hundred students in any given year, one main building, a
training hotel attached, kitchen labs that smell like butter by nine in the morning. You can walk the whole campus
in ten minutes if you stroll, faster if you are late to a practical exam, which happens, and gets remembered.

Small works in the graduates' favor in one specific way: the network is dense rather than wide. When a former
classmate messages asking whether her resort in the Maldives has openings for a rooms division trainee, the
answer tends to be a yes, a maybe, or an introduction to someone who knows. Nobody is a stranger at scale.
There are simply too few of them for anyone to hide, which sounds like a downside and functions like a
superpower.

In the lobby hangs a world map with pins. Clusters glow in Dubai, Singapore, Zurich, London, Cape Town,
Vancouver. Quieter pins dot Muscat, Queenstown, Siem Reap, a ski town in the Alps whose name the pin half
covers. By the staff's own count, graduates now work in more than 30 countries. I stopped counting pins
somewhere past 25 and let the map win.

what the swiss layer actually teaches



Switzerland runs on a dual education tradition, the idea that theory and practice sit side by side and neither
outranks the other. AELO leans into that heritage hard. Students spend mornings on service theory, revenue
basics, food safety, then afternoons doing the actual work: setting a restaurant for 80 covers, running a simulated
front desk, cooking under a chef who times everything.

One drill stays with me. Breakfast service practice, second week of term. The instructor, a chef with a Graubünden
accent and zero patience for improvisation, made the group reset a full table in under two minutes, then again,
then again, until the movements stopped requiring thought. A student complained that guests would never
notice. The chef shrugged and said the line I now hear quoted back to me by alumni on three continents: the
guest does not pay for your mood, only your standard.

That is the swiss layer, as graduates describe it. Not luxury for its own sake. Reliability as a form of kindness. The
checklist done when nobody is watching. Mise en place as a mindset you take into meetings, budgets, and shift
handovers. Layered on top of it, a language environment where German, French, and English mix on the same
corridor, so graduates leave not just with vocabulary but with the habit of switching registers mid-sentence,
which turns out to be a career skill all by itself.

how the wings happen
The wings have a mechanics to them, and it is worth understanding for anyone weighing the path.

Internships are built into the program rather than bolted on. Most students complete two placements before
graduating, and the informal pattern is one local, one international. A winter in a Lucerne hotel teaches you Swiss
pace and Swiss paperwork. A season in a resort somewhere hotter and louder teaches you everything else. Career
days bring recruiting teams from international hotel groups, and because the cohorts are small, those
conversations are actual conversations, not booth-and-brochure exchanges.

Then there is the referral chain, which I would argue matters more than any brochure. One graduate lands in
Dubai, survives the first brutal year, and starts pulling classmates over. Another does the same in Singapore.
Within a few years you get small colonies of alumni in the same cities, which explains the map clusters. The
academy does not place people like a temp agency. It builds the launch pad, and the alumni do the gravitational
pull.

The honest wrinkle is visas. European graduates move through European hospitality networks with relative ease.
Graduates from further afield face a different equation, tighter timelines, employer sponsorship, and sometimes a



first job that is good rather than dream. Several told me the same thing in different words: the school opens the
door, but the passport decides the hallway.

postcards from the field

Lena, Dubai

Lena was the student with the water glass. Three years later she runs a beverage outlet at a beach resort, which
on paper sounds glamorous and in practice means Fridays that start at 10 a.m. and end somewhere after
midnight. Her brunch service seats around 400 covers. Her team, by her last count, holds 14 nationalities.

She says the two-minute table reset survived the transfer intact. So did the briefing structure, five minutes,
standing, same order every time, because when a team spans that many languages and work cultures, ritual is
not rigidity, it is a shared floor to stand on. What she had to unlearn: Swiss directness. Telling a colleague the
service was not good enough lands differently in Dubai than in the Alps, so she learned to wrap the same
message in a warmer envelope. The trade-off she names without prompting is rent. The
https://www.reddit.com/r/flyingeurope/comments/1nnhrnv/anyone_from_aelo_swiss_any_advices/ package
looked generous from the valley. Priced against Dubai housing, it is fair rather than fortune, and she did the math
out loud for two classmates before they followed her.

Marco, Singapore

Marco went into rooms division and now works duty manager shifts at a large city hotel. His school habit that
became his edge, in his words, was writing things down. Handover notes, incident logs, follow-up lists.
Colleagues started copying his format. His manager noticed. Promotions in operations tend to follow the person
whose shift you never worry about, and Marco built that reputation inside two years.

His favorite story is a typhoon day. Flights grounded, arrivals stranded, the lobby turning into an informal camp.
He says the academy never once rehearsed a typhoon, but it rehearsed the skeleton underneath one: stay calm,
sequence the problems, communicate in loops, feed people early because hungry guests stop being reasonable.
The weather was new. The bones were Swiss.

Thandi, Cape Town

Thandi took a different route, out of the city to a lodge where the service standard competes with wildlife for the
guests' attention. Her insight is the sharpest I have heard from any graduate. Guests, she says, do not want a
Swiss hotel in South Africa. They want a South African hotel that never misses. So she kept the reliability, the
timing, the reset discipline, and deliberately dropped the formality. Warmth stayed local. Precision stayed Swiss.
Reviews seem to agree with her; the lodge's repeat-guest rate is a number she checks more often than the
weather.

the ones who come back

Not everyone stays airborne. Jonas did stints in London and Dubai, then returned to a management role in a
Swiss city hotel, and he describes the return without any embarrassment. Coming back with Gulf and UK
experience, he says, changed how Swiss colleagues heard him. The accent of experience, he calls it. He now
interviews candidates himself and claims he can spot an academy graduate by posture alone, the way they stand
at a reception desk with both feet and both hands accounted for. He is only half joking.



what translates, and what needs translating
Across all these conversations, a pattern holds. The standards travel. The delivery has to be rebuilt locally, and the
graduates who thrive are the ones who treat the Swiss layer as a foundation, not a costume.

Punctuality translates almost everywhere, though its definition flexes. A 15-minute grace window in one city is an
insult in another. Checklists translate universally; there is a reason aviation runs on them, and a reason Marco's
handover format spread through his department. Direct feedback needs the most translation. In some cultures it
reads as honesty, in others as aggression, and misjudging that costs young managers real political capital.

There is also a failure mode worth naming. Over-process can smother the spontaneity that makes hospitality feel
human. A couple of alumni admitted to early-career years where they hid behind the checklist and forgot to
actually talk to guests. The correction, they say, is judgment: know which rules bend for a tired traveler at
midnight, and which never bend, like the ones involving safety and money. That judgment is not taught in a
module. It is absorbed, slowly, from chefs and instructors who model it, and then from your own mistakes, which
are cheaper at 23 than at 33.

the honest trade-offs
No path this international is free, in any sense of the word.

The money first. Swiss education is Swiss-priced, and living costs in the Alps do not negotiate. Students I spoke
with reported all-in yearly budgets, tuition plus accommodation plus living, landing somewhere in the CHF
30,000 to 50,000 range depending on the program and how frugally they lived. Some offset costs through paid
internships; the amounts vary widely by placement and country. Several graduates said the same blunt thing:
treat it as an investment with a five-to-ten-year payback horizon, not a purchase.

Then the texture of the life. The valley is beautiful and, in November, dim by four in the afternoon. The town is
safe and quiet, which some students experience as peaceful and others as isolated. Homesickness is real, and so
is the specific ache of watching friends' birthdays happen on other continents, in time zones you memorize
without meaning to.

And the career reality: not every graduate lands in Dubai or Singapore. Some first jobs are regional, modest, and
exactly right for building the base. The alumni who seem most content are the ones who treated the first
placement as a training ground rather than a verdict.

if you are considering the same path
For anyone eyeing a similar route, whether at AELO Swiss Academy or anywhere with the same DNA, the advice
that surfaced most often from graduates was pleasingly concrete.

Visit the campus during term time, not just on open days, and watch a real service.

Ask to speak with alumni three years out, not fresh graduates still glowing from graduation week.

Budget the entire journey, tuition, living costs, flights home, and a buffer for the job search after.

Choose your language track deliberately, since the second and third languages shape your first job map
more than you expect.

Treat the first job as a training ground with a salary attached, not a destination, and plan your second move
before you need it.



where the network goes next
The map keeps adding pins, and the pins are drifting. Wellness and longevity travel is pulling graduates toward
spa and retreat operations in Portugal and Thailand. Revenue management roles, which can be done largely from
a laptop, are letting some alumni settle where they want rather than where a hotel happens to be. A handful have
gone entrepreneurial, opening small boutique properties, one in the Caucasus, one on the Atlantic coast, both of
them stubbornly particular about the angle of the water glasses.

Which brings the story full circle. The student who corrected those two millimeters now trains her own teams,
and she told me she still does the same quiet glass check when she walks a dining room before service. Not
because anyone would notice. Because the guest does not pay for her mood, only her standard, and that
sentence, said once by a chef in a valley, has apparently developed quite the frequent flyer account. The roots
hold. The wings work. The map keeps glowing.


