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 BEAUTIFUL

Whan total escape ls what you crave,
Eize matters. GULLY WELLS alights
on throo mingsenls Caribbean lalas whers
tho capitals are villagoes, the boats outnumbaer
taxis, and the only thing overs=
wheolming is the guiet

PLUS
A what, where,
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they did so was never made clear to me, since the endless
wars over the islands, mainly between the French and the
British, had ended almost a century before. Maybe it was
Just simple French hubris and nationalism (always a per-
vasive force in nineteenth-century French history), but
then | igured out that it was also about giving the hordes
of prisoners. who'd been convicted of various crimesin La
Metropole and then shipped to the island, something to
do. (The nearby island of Désirade was a dumping ground
lor lepers until the middle of the last century and has never
yuite recovered.) The 52.30 fee covered the javelin de cac-
frev as well, but [ decided (o skip this unappealing collec-
tion of dusty phallic plants and headed instead across the
moat and into the dank entrance. A series of cavernous
rooms was given over to a display of the decisive Baule
of the Saintes in 1782, when the British admiral George
Rodney delivered a fatal blow to the French navy, headed
by Count Frangois Joseph Paul de Grasse. The exhibition
consisted of some tattered Rags. a depressing portrait of a
Norid-faced De Grasse (who, with two thousand French
dead compared with 243 Brits, had every reason (o look
it bit upset, if not actually drunk), and hundreds of little
paper boais representing the stages of the battle, which
effectively ¢ended, once and for all, any French challenge
1o the British in the West Indies. So much for French hu-
bris and nationalism. | had the feeling that Emperor Na-
poléon 111, after whom the fort is named. would not have

idyllic corner of France. (The French Curibbean islinds
are dépariements of France, sending senators and deputies
to the National Assembly and receiving generous amounts
of EU funding. Since Terre-de-Haut is part of France, the
islanders refer to France itsel as La Metropole.) So when
Sylvie olfered to give me a ride up to the fort, [ took one
look at my Rimsy sandals and hopped in beside him.

beenamused.

When [ got back in the car. Sylvie wanted to show me
“his™ island, which, touchingly. he said would take less
than an hour. [1s impossible, and absolutely pointless, of
vourse, il you live inan Actual Place not to make constant
comparisons between your life back home and the way
people like Sylvie live on their ¢ Continued on page 148)

We drove to the highest point on the island. where the
French had built a forbidding-looking fort in 1867, Why i
TR ‘ = B ’ Places & Prices
We deliver the up-to-date low-
£ ) down on ten mere miniature
Caribbean gems en page 52,

Barbuda.

Anall-peaclboranza, this 62-squeve-nrile island fcs miles of de- &
serted white amd pink sironds—ad Sittle else. Bring books. De- R [ i Migh
veloprment is canfined to coastal resorts, several quite exclsive,

You'll meet Escapees from the world, beachcombers, day-trippers.
Posh nights The Beach House (631-537-1352: thebaachheuse
barbuda.com; doubles, 3750-5971, including breakfast and four-course
dinmer) and Coco Point Lodge (212-986-1416; cocopointlodge.com;
doubles, $900-%1.430).

Cheapnights Falm Tree Guest Housa (268-562-5058: barbudaful
com; doubles, 380-3120).

Toptable The Beach House—restaurant open te guaits only
(breakfast and dinner included in room rate; lunch entrées, $10-530).
Giood looal food Palm Tree (268-560-2723; entrées, $10-520).
Wheels Byron Askie rents a few cars (268-773-6082; $50 per day).
Diversion Frigaze Bird Sancuuary; arrange 2 tour through your ho-
tel or Morman Griffin (268-772-0887; $50),

Hazards Bumpy. dusty dirt roads; mosquicoss.

F jaka o
o reatal, varter sports boskung; bar fad
Falm Tres Guast Hoosa
" Small, clean, cread

Palm Beach Hotel

Arardeg Lige

CODRINGTON

ancruary

— Palm Tres Restaurant

Goat aew, §10: prilled labater, $20

AT

& Don' po cest of your vy

+Beach House

Warning MNe real town cencer: no nightlife outside the posh hetels. Leawch [l pour evaay mgve; |

Etg. Barbudaful.com, and Claire or Mackenzie Frank at the Art Cafe ' ¢

(268-450-0434).
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CARIBBEAN ISLANDS

S Corntemmeed fromt pege 146, Tropacul Tshes
As we drove slowly down the hall, walh the
surreal hive of the Canbbean Dashing mto
sight at each torn, the norrow road shadad
by jacarmdis and huge bunvan trecs, and
the little white boats floating across the
harbor it was hand not to be stunned by the
beauty of this place, 1 looked likea painting
by u tropical Grandmeoe Moses (i ¢ ost
Befle.” Sylvie agreed. and then we roundad
 corner and he pointed out “his” berch. a
tiny curve of sund where e kept his Gshing
hoat, Mearby, | saw a neat litthe housewith a
red pool (Bult by Svlveed, and three children
whao were having lunch on the veranda with
their mother. “Cesr me faniifle,” he said
with an cnoermous smile, which managed 1o
convey bothinnecence und pride. He'd been
born on the igland and had visited Guade.
loupe ooly on day-Irps onee oF Twioe a year,
to shop in Painte-3-Pitre, And what about
those gendarmes? | asked, Was there ever
amyvthing For them to do? Apparenily noton
an ishnd where people don't bother 1o lock
therdoorsand crme statisticadon’t ¢xist,
On the boat beaving Terre-de-Flaut to re-
turn to Guadeloupe. [reflected on oy time
o U sshand. [t fullilled evers Bimtasy wou
might hive about escaping toa place wherne
thie quasdisnn burdens of a busy, pressurad,
and complicated Tife were muagically re-

v e i or D toadiscover, o the entire
esloenad Peved ey anvswoer tn

Eh gie v ool oot e Baonebn D ovunses busnd d G-
i ey e that pusde noe fereet the
Bgppts s jolts, As we climbeed the steps
up o the oot Bowese, (s cnormos lou-
sered o wese Mung open and we wene
contrnted by what looked like an incral-
iy el mrplane basgar it by conilles. A
lowmge Do ot Dighas conbseebided 1 the woanlen
Moormirked the way tothe erormons poal,
Dl o burem el s eve G e e
Boyoml where Toould bear the relentbess,
savind iz sy mplony of crashing waves, Nt
Francl cis Hrst o pressants g,

A noglenocded cockinl, i welvonumy
swoord o bwe Trom our Rostess: and i@ was
v Do btz Bor damser, T here’s o certam
dsslgip o o rcinote, sophisticated, amd
vos, enprarsive Dadels ke the Beach House
that wnwsts e really membees of asnll
club or, betier stll, friends. The reasaning
iw it v mist surely o something in
comuman with swour fellow sued sl vau e
wiklinge to tsolate vourselt mikes trom any-
s It o cowoon oF isane lusury, Ad
i ey, B0 worked - an beast that fest noghe
when wiedl sat down atone loapetableon the
terraee for admer of Gghorelle that rivaled

moved. 1l wulked from my hotel 1o Pom-
pierre Beuch, possibly one of the prettest
in the entire Chribbean. and done noth-
g more productive than Boat in the pure
auusimarine water and read in the shade of
& eovonut tree One morning, Tl watched
a group of women sitting in & front yard,
preepraring foodd fora wedding, and luter thae
same day, 1'd seen the bride in her tulle ex.
travaganznemenging from thechunch, Twas
even mvated to joan in the celebration at Lthe
proom’shouwse next Joor. Small size seemed
rovegguad blissful simplicity.

Hut then on the bont, T met o French-
man who gave me a shightly different view
of life on Terre-de-Haut, A wacher from
La Metropole e had been transierred four
virs wgo from i school i some gloomy
town on the Belgian border to .. . parudise.
The man had a slighthy manic look abow
him.andashetalked  amd talkedand wlk-
ad 1 began to see why, He was clutching
u hefty paperbuck on postmodern French
philosophy. rather the wuy o drowning man
might hold on 1o a life preserver, and ex-
plained that he “escapad ™ 10 Pointe-&-Mire
as often us he could. When e felt he was
abeount 1o be drven out of Tis mind by tedi
um. he ook ugquick trip o Cuba, where ol
feast there was some *real Tife.” Yo, he hind
dlocal pirliviend talthough eon the impres-

thie st o et Apulei Kitchen, Bobster that
et Moo o shamse, and cappuccinoe tha
ettt sy i lngaat Blarey's Bar,

T

s Tike the Quigen o Sheba, st stus
et sl enovaringe them to loy it on with
o trovweel, Dt 1 hud come w Barbueda to
descrmeran s, meet the people, sample

I FEMPTATION. OM TSI
very mare ocdisions wlein ve Tind
sourseh i o plitee where they tnen

thetr cuaine, amd of Course see that Mar-
tellir Tower, My wariged chariot tirmwd ou
tor b s ol green geep thar Byromerent=i-
car hod promised would ke detivenad tie
very et g, Beong gquite laes, | am
ceretally wbig Gimal Islamd Tone, but no
atbwavs Adter a Freney of galls, aas inally
vty for Berwin, whoae sister (flivia
wirrhed at the Betel and wiis alas, come-
regritly, engmeed 1o By ron ril -GS son
With theseoommegtions, Hhe green jeep was
fially e, wnd the intrephd Kerwimand |
el il e ishort tour,

As wi bumiped along, soudivd the map,
wineh wos disturbingly o retreshinghy.
dependme on vour point of vew  amply.
1 b bl s sebond cighin males by hvertesn,
bt all the map showed was a big blank

sion she wasat much for philosephy b, and
Tve et Dues Bnarkos, Dot hast wosas b, As wie said
wood-bve on the dock at Trons Riviéres, my
breart went out to hom. §eould understind
hils dibemmue. cven though s traeler [did
indeed feel as though | had spent throe days
inpatadise

FTER THE EDENIC BEAUTY

of Terre-de-Hant, arriving in Bare-

buda was something of a shock
And the terrifying fifteen-minete Might
From Amtigua inoa plane the size of a large
coffin didn’t help, Stupidly happy 1o be
alive. [ looked areund the arrivals hut and
saw a peeling notice board labalad -
51 psForsaTion, and below it a single,
Blurry Black-and-white photogriph ot a
ruined structure ealled Martello Tower,
Thut was it had mo tinte to mguine about
what other delights the island hid 1o offer
Bovinse was gquickly bundled inno a arge
vun with several other (white) pussengers
s we sped off, With cach bumys jolt, and
grind, | began to think more and more
fondly of the EU-funded road [d just el
Behind. | also saried 1o womder why an
island where the werage howel oom mie
hovers around o thowsand dollors a night
copldn’ Ty ns fands on somke asphalt, An
ineerestime guestion, but one thit nobuody

st 0t andud B, o soenet moacd, o s low
im0l imterest, such fs Hwe anpronnss
ingly namwd Rubbsh Hay, some s, a
vageely delinad aren boewn s the High
amads 1133 Teet abve s levely, anid the
town of Codrington, where almost all
L300 Barbulms Tve Fhe limdscape was
Mt angd serobby, woud we dida’t pass an-
otber cor wihich sectined odid ntil Kerwan
explotmed tuat the only sos stotion bod ron
ot ol s ol e delners From Antiz
worsn't duee wetl the ety

Ul ooz Cobrimgton e a bebl amd 1
suddenly rentembenad that the most bea-
nitul Bbraes in the whole of Oatonl, i Al
Soubs College s callad the Codrington, Al
Ehsery o aeemne Tkt T e Grily wilies lund
buill that cighteentbi-contury fibrry and
dhomated ns caguisite collaction of books 1o
e mnisersity hend e ther fornmse from
Wit brdian plantations and Bad, right up
Bl 120, o e T cntive istumd of Bir-
bk A e rowmded @ oormer. the fosn ot
ey b muomeed after themiselves Gime into
Lo i aa s Clime bt exguisite. St
b comeworn, send dusty, ibs mostly single-
story howses stretehesd ool ahead without
any dhscermblecenter o desgn, A eonple ol
burs g o thern owmied by the ubiguitous
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Byron-rent-a-car, who offered us a beer on
the house), a restaurant or two, o store, and
the emply gas station—ihat wasabout it

That evening, just us the sun was setting,
I went for a walk along the perfect, desert-
ed, seven-mile beach at the Beach House
and thought about what ['d seen on Bar-
buin. | knew that theisland s three hotels—
the other two being the K Club and Coco
Point—provided much-nesded jobs for the
locals, and 1 knew that taxes from these ho-
tels represented filly percent of Barbudas
revenue, Yet the inevitable and stark con-
trast between the two worlds is sull there,
even if you chooss to close vour eyes, take
another sip ol Krug, and ignoreit.

that the original King Komng was flmed

on Saba, or, more precisely, that there
was one establishing shot ol s forbidding
outline and then the action switched 1o a
Hollywood back lot. As [ approached the
jetty alter a stomach-churning trip from
Sint Maarten—at least five passengers were
seasick—I could see why Saba had been
chosen as the place for Kong's lair. The
island rises from the sea like some huge
and monolithic medieval fortress. Until the

SOMEBUDY ONCE TOLD ME

exerise-lree liletime, | decided 1o go for
i hike in the rain forest. It just seemed the
right thing to do. Some PR wizard had once
called Saba the “unspoiled queen of the
Caribbean.” and with its strictly controllzd
building codes and sprawling, pristine na-
ture preserves, the wizands palaver was ac-
mally true, And where better w start my
hike than at the Ecolodge Rainlorest res-
Laurant? s name alone was an inspiration,
as were the brightly painted cottages. the
Jjungly Rousseau-esque murals in the dining
room, the organicsalads, and the solar heat-
ing. I'd taken u taxi from The Bottom 1o the
Ecolodge to conserve energy [ming, not the
world's) and then setoff after lunch to hike
back 1o the hotel. Things started out well
enough. with the dappled sunlight stream-
ing through the trees. the moss-covered
path as springy as a deep pile curpet. the
way bardered by the remains of 2 stone wall
and covered in minute, creamy evelash or-
chids iso numed because they look like fuke
lnshes, custom-made lor albinos), But then
Justus quickly, the rain forest lived up to its
name. First it was a relreshing drizzle, then
a rainstorm, and then an actual deluge as [
found mysell slithering down a verliginous
rocky path, clinging to roots and branches.

194005, there wasn't a single road on the en-
tirgisland; until the 1960s, when an airstrip
the size of a suburban driveway was carved
into the side of the mountain, the only ap-
proach was by boat. Ever since 1492, when
the island was spotied by Columbus (who
didn’t bother 1o stop and claim this spar-
kling jewel for Spain). it has been one of the
most isolated places in the Caribbean. Saba
wits seftled primarily by Scottish and Irish
immigrants in the 16305 but became Dutch
in 1640 and remains so to this day. Only
now, in the last twenty vears, has tourism
breached this fortress. Bul since Saba has
na beaches and only a few small hotels, the
number of visitors is much lower than the
locals and the government would like.

I staggered off the boat, fell into a taxi,
and began the slow climb up the snaky
rosad that switchbacks precariously up the
mountain—toward The Bottom. Just as
I was wondering why anyone would call a
village located halfway up a mountain The
Bottom, the road twisted, and up ahead
lay a totally different, utterly beguiling syl-
van landscape. Suddenly 1 was looking at
softly rolling fields and tiny white ginger-
bread cottages with red rools and green
shutters and neat gardens. all set in what

Finally, & good hour later, [ mereifully saw
signs of civilization in the distance. [ some-
how ended up in the well-kept zarden of an
old sea-captain’s house, fce-to-fuce with
a bustof . .. Siman Delivar. According 1o
the plague, the government ol Venczuela
had donated the statue (o commemorate
the bicentenninl of the birth of The Libera-
tor. But why?

Inside the litle stone museum, the care-
taker explained. Quite a few Sabamen had
worked as gunrunngrs and privateers for
Bolivar, who had visited the island and re-
cruited them in 1816, during the war for the
liberation of Venezuela (rom Spain. Like
the old gentleman in The Bottom. the care-
tavker had pale, pale blueeves and the kind of
rosy complexion that could have indicated a
Dutch ar Scotuish heritage. She told me that
she had been “bom a Hassell and married a
Paterson”™ (two names that crop up in seven-
teenth-century records and are still common
on Saba). She could trace ber ancesiry back
nwowe than two hundred years, like many oth-
ers on the island-—most of whom seemed o
be related to her, and to one another. The
cozy claustrophobia of such a tight-knit
communily was fuscinating, reassuring, and
disturbingall at the same time.

seemed like a circular valley, The “valley™
was, in Fact, the bottom of a caldera, Walk-
ing through The Botiom later that day, [
had the strange feeling that I'd stumbled
across an English village lost in time and
somehow Nung down in the middle of the
Caribbean. | counted three churches but no
shops—touristy or otherwise-—and not a
restaurant. bar. oreven sobercal@ in sight.

e ol the larger houses had a Dutch flag
Auttering patriotically outside and a gontle-
man, perhaps in his eighties, with ice-blue
eyes and a crumpled white linen suit, com-
ing slowly down its front steps. He smiled,
said good afternoon, and asked where [ was
[rom. Westarted chaiting, and he suggested
that I come with him to an exhibition in the
village hall. Having absolutely nothing bet-
ter todo, Lagreed.

Inside the room, the walls were plastered
with huge color photographs of Queen Be-
atrix of the Netherlands, looking queenly
in pearls and pale-blue eve shadow, and
doing queenly things like holding a bou-
quet. A small gathering of elderly group-
ies—including my new Miend—shulMed
ahout the hall.

The next day, much against my better
judgment and breaking the habit of an

SIDYLLIC ANTIDOTES TO BIG-
Acit:,' lile, Terre-de-IMaut, Barbuda,

and 3aba all had the reguisite de-
gree of remoleness, that delicious sense
of being otally cut off {rom the demonic
demands of the modern world, but it was
ultimately their size that seduced me. It
may be an illusion - or possibly a luxu-
ry experienced only by the visitor—but
life did seem calmer, simpler. and less out
of control on these islands, The fact that
my watch literally stopped the instant 1
landed on Terre-de-Haut may have helped
Just a bit. Or maybe the god of travel was
trying to tell me something, There was
no point in rushing (where would that
2el youl), or worrying about getting lost
iwith one road and 1.500 helplful guides,
it was impossible), or fretting ubout your
schedule (on islands this tiny., there’s time
foreverything). While so many Caribbean
islands have succumbed to the onslaught
of muss wourism, these three dots have mi-
raculously, stubbornly retained their quict
individuality.

No woman is an island. but it sure helps
her soul—to say nothing of her sanity —to
be able 1o escape 1o an extremely small one
every now and then,



