51IDE MUSHA CAT*SECRET HIDEAWAY OF THE STARS

A\ |
AV

OCTOBER 2004

I6

SBEF
VEL@L

'ESCAPES DISCOVER YOUR

PHOTO CONTEST

WINNERS
| SEXY

CARIBBEAN

AToZ

PLAYA DEL = :
'CARMEN
ON $87
A DAY 5 ULTRA-PRIVATE ISLAND GETAWAYS

US. $4.99 CAN $5.99
Volume |9 Number 7

'J 10
fimag.com

0E1

_ “hﬁfv
+ v wcan b




THE BEACH HOUSE

THAT PERSONAL TOUCH

r's late in the afternoon; a long languid day of lying
in the sun has left me nearly melted. In my room ar
the edge of a beachfront lake, the four-poster bed
with its goose-down pillows and duvet insistently

calls, It'’s tempting to ignore the tap

on the door, but | manage to answer

it. There stands Annemarie, service
ambassador, with 2 warm smile and a

platter of fresh-cur aloe. “I noticed

that you got quite a bit of sun today,” she says.
The Beach House assigns an ambassador to
each of its 21 rooms, ensuring that every little
detail is taken care of during a stay, allowing
guests to concentrate on relaxation and
romance. The program is, as | soon discover,
quite literally a most wonderful personal touch.
Drifting in and out of consciousness, I'm
stretched out on my patio’s chaise lounge as

Annemarie gently applies the cool aloe juice to

82

my sun-scorched torso. I try to stay awake, butr berween the

rustling palms, warm ocean breeze and soothing hands, |
don't stand a chance.

I rouse just as the light is beginning to fade. Turquoise

On Barbuda, the beach-blonde
sister island of Antigua, guests
of The Beach House enjoy all the
romantic krappings — lwarrious
suites, fine dining, & nearly end-
less stretch of untouched sand
ideal for private idling — plus the
“wour every wish is my command”
attention of service ambassadors.
This eager-to-please corps works
the grounds, from the saltwater
pool to the Caribbean-chic
clubhouse, ensuring each guest’s

stay exceeds his expectations.

waves lap at the shore as my companion and [ set our on
the seemingly endless stretch of pristine Barbudan beach
that unfurls in both directions in front of The Beach
House. Ribbons of pink sand alternate with white, and we

sink past our ankles with each step, as if
walking in a fresh layer of snow. Our here,
the sole sign that we're not the only people
on Earth is a line of blurry footprints from
visitors long past.

It's well after sunser when we stroll into
the Club House. A handful of people are scar-
tered berween the bar and the stylishly simple
couches and otromans that follow graceful
curves through the center of the space, creat-
ing intimate conversation niches. Louvered
shurters, hinged at the ceiling so they can be
raised or lowered depending on the weather,
line the perimeter, pacifying the sulery
onshore wind. White is the prevailing color,

WWWCARIBEEANTRAVELMAG.COM



NMEXT CHECKING IN

The Estate House on Jumby

Bay, a private island. Right:
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During the day, both residents of the island’s private vil-
las and hotel guests tend to scatter under palm umbrellas on
the main beach or snorkel among coral reefs near uninhab-
ited Bird Island. Fierce croquet competitions on the Estate
House lawn and tea with crustless finger sandwiches confirm
my first impression of Jumby's retro-colonialism, And then
the place throws me fora loop: 1 discover Su HaYang, a Chi-
nese expat who lives in St John's. Her limited practice in Jumby
Bay's one-room therapy center is a subtle blend of reflexol-
ogy and Asian massage; it's just the ticket for tennis elbow and
jogger's knee, the sort of
genteel injuries that plague
Jumby's sportier guests.
At the end of our intensive
session, she dabs a minty
pick-me-up balm from Fu-
jian on my nostrils.

Sunsets are heralded by
a combo playing oldies
{ever heard a steel drum
rendition of "On Broad-
way 7} atVerandah, the re-
sort’s informal clubhouse
restaurant. Diners slowly
amble in from the tennis
courts—especially for the

ANTIGUA Jumby Bay

JUMBY BAY Wednesday night stuff-your-face buffet of cold
At the Estate House, a 230-year-old manor turned P reaTH salads and carving stations. It's a throwback that re-
restaurant, I call out for Ishmael. Who could re-  Harbour Villa 207, atwo-  calls swank dinner dances in Newport or Palm Beach.
sist requesting a wine steward straight out of  bedroom with plunge pool  Adleza, the polite manager, expertly steers me to-
and full kitchen

Melville? He suggests a perfectly chilled Pinot
Grigio for my shrimp cocktail, and I immediately
decide that 39-room Jumby Bay, a Rosewood Re-

COCKTAIL SPECIAL
Grapefruit-and-gin

ward grilled-to-order lobster and crépes suzette. A
couple in a green blazer and Lilly Pulitzer sundress
start to boogie on the patio. Time warp complete.

sort, is leading the Caribbean's country club re- g::“::gg Long Island, St. John's; 888/ 767 -3966 or 268/ 462-
vival. This 3oo-acre island resort lies vwo miles off Pienics on Pasture 6ooo; www,rosewoodhotels.com; doubles from s700, in-
Antigua's northeast coast, but that narrow ocean Bay Beach cluding meals, drinks, and some activities.

passage serves as a saltwater privacy gate for a do- FAIR WARMING

main where villas are never locked and guests have Not for night owls— gareuDA Beach House

their own golf carts and fat-tired bikes to zip around ““rﬁ:z"?;r:' down.  preg quick hop by Carib Air over the 2¢-mile chan-

the property and to the three deserted beaches.

Recently, following a series of disputes with island home-
owners, canceled management contracts, and a lengthy clos-
ing, Jumby Bay was taken over by Rosewood Hotels & Resorts,
Suave managing director Peter Bowling toiled to reinstate
Jumby's original reputation as an enclave for low-profile guests
who detest constant tipping and signing bar tabs. Both of these
nuisances have been eliminated. Pedaling around the island
pathways affords the guilty pleasure of snooping past the
estates lining Buckley and Flinty Bays. (Several are available
for rent.) Standard guest rooms done in shades of café au lait
are scattered along the beach and Pond Bay; larger two-bed-
room villas with plunge pools overlook Davis Bay. To com-
pensate for a hillside setting, Courtyard rooms offer new
outdoor footed tubs for starlit soaks.
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nel that separates Antigua from Barbuda—but you
risk getting pepperoni dumped in your lap if the small plane hits
a downdraft. Apparently, Domino'’s Pizza heads a long list of scarce
supplies on the 62-square-mile island; residents returning from
Antigua on this twice-daily flight usually haul cardboard stacks
and buckets of KFC for the folks back home. Landing outside
Caodrington, the sole village, it's easy to pick out general manager
Marcello Pigozzo on the runway—he's probably the only guy on
Barbuda who has ever tasted a genuine Neapolitan pie.

S0 what is a Swiss-trained, Venezuela-born Italian hotelier
with Relais & Chiteaux stamped on his résumé doing out
here? Shaping up the 2i-room Beach House on Palmetto Point—
site of a failed hotel venture that was given a new lease on life in
April by the same team that launched the House, the super-stylish
Barbados resort, Waiting for a goatherd to cross the rutted »



road, Pigozzo explains that Barbuda's
major export is sand. I quickly find out
why. As we pull up to the hotel's lou-
vered front doors, they swing open to
reveal the plein air Club House, with its
purple heartwood decking and white
Italian-cotton sliprovered sofas facing an
i8-mile arc of pink sand laced with
crushed pink coral. Apart from a flock of
nesting terns, it's one of the Western
Hemisphere's most vacant landscapes,
The Beach House is a manifestation
of the "less is more” axiom, ideal for
anyone seeking refuge from clutter,
The resort’s Wi-Fi laptops and com-
plimentary cell phones and personal
DVD players are your only links to the
clamorous universe. Each guest room
has the bare essentials: air-conditioning,
a four-poster with silky Italian sheets,
an espresso machine, and a terraced
view across a reflecting
pond to the surf. A guest's

THE BEACH HOUSE

NEXT CHECKING IN

dotted with oleander blossoms. All T want
is an icy dip in the saltwater pool, but
it’s the thought that counts, “The staff
does everything,” says Pigozzo, and he's
not kidding. One SA doubles as the
resort’s snorkel guide; another cleans
the pool and then serves dinner.
Despite a lack of armchair diversions,
the Beach House can arrange tours to
nearby caves, lagoons, and frigate-bird
sanctuaries. Horse trails wind along
sandy lanes, ending at the resort’s beach-
front steps. Of course, the real pleas-
ure of life on Barbuda becomes most
evident during a chat about aged rums
with Mike the bartender, or about the
art of spearfishing with Ann Marie, an
SA who brings me a fizzy glass of Ting
grapefruit soda and lingers to describe
camping with her three boys. | take a
solitary walk along the sands of calm
Two Feet Bay; then the re-
sort’s sailcloth-shaded

every whim is addressed BEEY “'1;‘:'“ restaurant lures me back
by an SA (Service Ambas- Oosaniront Sulte 23, for Barbuda's second-
; ; closest to the water and !
sador) in a flowing outfit. ottt biggest export: lobster.
When she delivers break- wraphround dack Palmetto Point; 888/776-
fast, Cassie Nixon's smile COCKTAIL SPECIAL 0333 or 268/ 725-4042;
makes up for the lack of  Grenadine-and-rum  www.thebeachbarbuda.com;
freshly squeezed oj. (An- B Passion doubles from s470, including
tigua and Barbuda pro- | “DH!:} MisS . breakfast and two massages. 4
hibit citrus imports), and “®*P hur.u w!:l'Fee'c o
: with guide

when [ return from an McArthur Nedd SHANE MITCHELL, a con-
off-road trip to the high- EAIR WABRNING tributing editor for T+L, also
lands, I discover she's Rough surf writes about the Maldives this

drawn me a bubble hath

Blue horizons at the Beach House.
Right: A corner of the library next to
the main entrance,

month (see page 238).
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Sometimes the best way fo reaffim
your feslings for each other is to simply
spend time fogether, Couples Resorts
offers you that time. In a nafurally beautiful,
personally pampering selting that redefines
gverything about an al-inclusive resort,

the all-inclusive
refined. reaefined,

Call 1.800.COUFLES or your travel
professional for information & reservations.
At your leisure, view our special offers at
couples.comyt!
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