NEW YORK TIMES

NEH YORK. NY
~  SUNDAY 1,680,583
8 FEB 27 2065

MM EANIN
R Syrrelles Zzge

On Al’l

144934

N hour after arriving

early January, | was e
- hot tub

glasses on, eyes closed, sun warming

my pasty Northeastern face.

Ah, Anguilla, a quiet island that

has reoeatly become “the next St.

Barts,” a hedonistic hideaway and magnet for

~ members of the boldface set. At the northeast

of this narrow isle, Jennifer Aniston and

Brad itt spent New Year's in a villa on Cap-

: ay. On its southwestern coast, Jay-Z and

cé had cuddled on the sands of Shoal Bay

West. Down the beach from my resort, Uma
= Thurman had kicked back at a local bar.

/‘Justaslbegmtoimaglnethat! too, was a

. ./on an trip, reality in-
‘terrupted. A foreign crashedmtomyliot
tub and sent water against my face. A

-

Hi h Rubs Elbows Wlth [.ow
e ; 51000 d Day ‘Roughing it’ at

a chic resort: a chilly seaweed
wrap and kids in the hot tub.
| BY JULIET MACUR

smallboyandhlsfatherwereumm:zball
wildly.
ﬂzefather’snextmbmncedoﬂﬂnwys
head and against a woman's forehead. The fa-
merlaughed.’mewomansmiled.lgrowledand
thought. “This doesn’t happen to Jennifer Anis-

Ilettmahuffbecauselhadnoﬂme!ordis-
tractions. This was serious business: 1 had to
figure out how to get by on $1,000 a day.

Anguilla is a relatively undevel-
oped island where goats might outnumber resi-
dents, $1,000 a day at a chic resort amounts to
roughing it.

AtgteCapJulucaéwon,mgtgeclwapest
room in high season cost $936 a t, including
the 20 percent tax. Malliodthana Hotel offered a

Continued on Page 10
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‘High and Low: On

Anguﬂla the

Beaches Belong
to Everyone

S1000 a Day

Continued From First Travel Page

garden view room on the first floor for $744.

If my best friend, Rose, and I were to eat,
drink and even think of going to the spa on
my $1,000-a-day budget, the only high-end
resort 1 could afford was the CuisinArt Re-
sort and Spa, which sits near the island’s
southwestern end on Rendezvous Bay's
beach, one and a half miles of flour-soft
sand, blindingly white,

The turquoise ocean water was as clear
as Evian, and you could see fish near the sea
floor. The cheapest rate, $550 plus $110 tax
— but including Continental breakfast —
would allow us to pretend we belonged at
this beautiful place..

The resort’s grounds were simple and ele-
gant. Eggplant-colored  bougainvillea
climbed the whitewashed stucco buildings
that looked as if they had been plucked from

a Greek cliff. In a nearby garden were trees

heavy with guavas, fig bananas and star ap-
les.

: As we looked from the lobby onto a series

of rectangular pools cascading to the beach,

a receptionist said we had been upgraded

from the main house to a suite in one of the

10 three-story villas clustered along the

shore. “We hope you don’t mind,” she said,
unaware that I was a journalist.

No, we didn't, and certainly not after see-
ing the room. The upgrade, to a junior suite
that would have cost $120 more a night, al-
lowed us to hear waves from our patio.

Our “suite” was a cheery, not fancy, sin-
gle room, but at 920 square feet was nearly
as big as my Manhattan apartment. A navy
couch broke up the space into sleeping and
lounging areas. Two double beds with wick-
er headboards faced the porch and a walk-
way to the beach. Paintings of Greek fishing
villages and bright splashed col-
or against the white walls and tile floors,

A brochure called the bathroom “your
own private sanctum,” large enough for an
oval tub for a honeymooning couple's bubble
bath. But nothing was that private, consider-
lngonewallwasmadeofwarpedglass
While on the outside walkway one day, |
gasped when I saw a fuzzy version of Rose
heading for the shower.

At the resort's free reception on our first
night (with food and drink), the manager,
Rabin Ortiz, told us, “Do not make plans for
your weekend.” We quickly learned why.
There are no plans to make because, on An-
guilla, there is basically nothing to do. And
that’s the point.

At CulsinArt; stay away from the main
pool (where children congre-
gate). Instead, sit on the beach and take de-

JULIET MACUR is a sports reporter for
The Times.



~rum drinks. After sundown, submit to spa

-

P~ry of homemade lemon sorbet from
ers whose goal is to fill you with fruity

treatments like the Anguillan coconut pine-
apple scrub, which smells good enough to
eat, and the hydroponic cucumber and aloe
&:ap,usmgmdientsmwnmthe-pm

It was the perfect place for us: upscale,
but not one bit snooty.

Night life is ' minimal. (At 10:30 on Satur-
day night, only one couple was at our re- iy
sort's bar, where a trio sang “Endless
Love.") Sea kayaks, sailboats, catamarans
and tennis courts were available and mostly |
unused. For casino or dance club action, it's
a half-hour ferry ride to St. Martin.

still, after too many games of boccie and
L e e O gy “ o
i o : ‘ ABOVE A cooking class at the CuisinArt Resort is led
beach was Dune Preserve, a delightfully | THE S Sy ; is led by the chef Gary
mmwmammm,bymn.mm”tmbud&mbyoneofﬁwpools.
sinArt bartender said that Uma had been
there the night before.

We followed the shoreline to get there, But

»..ay dogs charged us in the darkness. We
couldn’t see them, but they barked and
snapped like rabid Rottweilers, sending us
running back to CuisinArt. So much for
Uma. :

Cowards that we were, we rented a car
the next day for $55 (including $20 for an An-
guillan license) and that night drove 60 sec-
onds to Dune Preserve, only to realize we
were too full for a drink. Be ,on Anguil-
la, what you do is eat —

Our gluttony had begun at Santorini,

which, like CuisinArt's other heavenly res-
taurant, Cafe Mediterraneo, usi s food
grown in the resort’s high-tech I:ﬁqimk
garden or its old-school organic one. There,
Rose and 1 went to a class led by CuisinArt's
executive chef, Daniel Orr, formerly a chef
at Guastavino's in New York City.

Neither of us is a great cook. (My fridge
at home contains two buthtolmmx:n
polish and AA batteries,) But we are great
eaters. We stuffed ourselves with a tangy
serving of stingray, a dizzyingly delicious

colate soufflé and yellow lentil bisque so
suod we were tempted to lick our bowls.



' iniles wide. We found it

" “terward, I was shocked at the $75
« .ge, well over the advertised $55 I had
= budgeted (it had just gone up). I next heard
my whiny voice telling the concierge: st
“You dm'tundemand.lcanmam
this extra $20.”
'l‘hecmclergerollodhereyes,but,herd
needed $110 for the seaweed scrub later, -«
That evening, we took a cab ($13 each
™ way) to dinner at Blanchard’s, a top-notch
restaurant in a quaint cottage. Most of the
23 tables were arranged on the main floor,
butwemmalowerpaﬂo foun-

us
meal. Total for my dinner: $110.40.
Perhaps the management could sense
that we were not the stars of our im
tions. I asked the man at the bar if any real
:t;;smnemledoﬂmmesofﬂme
there “just yesterday”: Den-
ulWaﬁhm.J&my*Mm.mm

mnn&uwmm
tﬂﬁy Arquetwm'dm Jennifer

Thenmday,thoughitwasdryseasn.tt
poured. So on that rainy Sunday we rented a
_cp=and checked out Anguilla, which didn’t
\ long. It is only about 16 miles long and 3
1gly devoid of
theesy T-shirt shops and fast-food joints but
plentiful with road-roaming goats and the
smiling people who own them.

We lunched at Gorgeous Scilly Cay, a

~ primitive restaurant on a tiny island off the

northeastern coast. With no electricity, it's.
open only from 11 a.m. to 5 p.m. To get there,
you stand on a dock and hail a boatman.
Normally, patrons sun themselves there
on lounge chairs between courses, and get
foot rubs from the restaurant’s masseur,

~ said the owner, Sandra Wallace. But not on

this rainy day. On the boat over with us, she
wore a garbage bag to stay dry; themss-
seurstnyedhome.

Still, a calypso band played upbeat music
in the main house, which had about a dozen
tables and was open on all sides. OQutside,

~ there were several palm-covered huts, each

with a few plastic tables and chairs, where I
ordered the crayfish and chicken plate for
tﬁ,usweeuamejrmmpmmwasdan-

the week before.

That evening, I had my second treatment
at the Venus Spa — a place without much
character or Zen — at CuisinArt. (In the
thumbnail-size locker room; I awkwardly
rubbed elbows with someone’s naked grand-
mother.) The Caribbean warm stone mas-
sage ($115, plus $22 tip) was a step up from

A beautiful beach, -
cheery room and great
food, bqt no Jennifer.
theseaweedmpol'theday SR
called the seaweed chill.

treatment room. The masseuse said, “If 1
mldmu!ea.lmmzomm

—-wemmanaglngwrrepel‘them—

my goose bumps. I groaned while she mum-
~ though we did hear that Sharon Stone had  mified me with towels: Under those cover-
ings, wrapped inside foil, I felt like a hypo-

H
i

But relief came with the warm stone mas-
sage. As the smooth rocks rolled over my
muscles it felt oddly soothing, as if I were
being seared by a giant stick of roll-on de-
odorant. 1 felt so much at ease that later |

splurged on a smoothie for Rose, at $8.05 the
only thing I could afford to buy her all week-
end.

Whentheamcamewfonwr last day, I
passed the hot tub and saw that'same annoy-

. ing family with their dreaded ball, this time

being tossed between two strollers. So I
headed for the beach.

I bobbed around the water for a while,
then moved my peaceful self ta: a lounge
chair. There I sipped on my smoothie
until it was time to get back to the real world
by way of the St. Martin airport.

At a terminal newsstand*I finally saw
Jennifer Aniston — on a magazine cover.
How terrible — her Anguillan experience in-
cluded greater than my seaweed
chill — she and Brad had broken up.

. “Hey lady!” the cashier yelled. “Did you
see the 1? You can’t read the magazines

 until you 1"

‘What, she thought I looked rich? I had al-

ready spent my $2,000. So I dropped the $3.95
magazine onto the shelf and walked away.

TWO-DAY TOTAL: $2,000.35




$250 d DJY A comfy glest

riding and beachcombing.

BY BONNIE DeSIMONE

"W KNEW the drill. An ever-punctual rooster _ was its largely
outside my window would cut loose with a

cry at about 4 in the morn-
ing back into sleep, I imagined this same  British

house is a base for shopping,

grinding through the swellson a
25-minute ride that is not for the faint of

|

rooster, its internal G.P.S. activated the  I's easier to do Anguilla on a budget than it leanings fired multiple rounds of ammuni-

&k second I set foot on Anguilla, ruthlessly
~racking me down as it had on all my previous

‘ 1 was an old Anguilla hand, but this time on a

new and interesting mission: how to live wellon  on night life: there’s hardly any.
250 a day on a Caribbean island that promotes On a Fri
f as an elite retreat. flew from ; to the island of St.

key? Chickens have the run of the place, tin and took a taxi to the port of Marigot, where

h&‘ndo.mmmwm ferries leave for Anguilla every 30 or 40 min- mm-qmmmhm-d-

“ul beaches are public to all no mat-

I!eltlmelmlnﬂlmm.’l‘h&'sapt, VASHQL T 0 L T
since the highlight of Anguilla’s modern history .‘y\ Continued on Page 10
-

Get a tuna sub tolgo and
relax on the same sands
as the boldface set.

the room but no phone. (Mr. Lloyd makes
his office phone and Internet connection







ABOVE Lloyd'’s Guest
House is set atop
Crocus Hill.
~ LEFT At Elodia’s on
Shoal Bay, a chaise
longue and umbrella
rent for $5.
RIGHT Joan Brooks
serves Robert a
& nonalcoholic drink at
Roy’s Place.

~décor, opera wafting from the speakers and
freshly grated nutmeg on the exotic drinks,
1 ordered a cooling lime daiquiri ($8 with
tip) and discussed celebrity sightings with
the bartender, who reported that Robert De
Niro had stopped in recently.
I'slowly worked my way back across the
~point to Maunday's Bay without encounter-
ing another person. Footing on the dead cor-
‘al can be treacherous, and the “trails” are
more like random openings in the thick
‘serub vegetation, but I was rewarded with
views of the ocean and St. Martin and the be-
ginnings of a double rainbow,
~  I'd never seen Anguilla on horseback, so
arranged for a private ride ($25 plus $2 tip)
at El Rancho del Blues stable near Blowing
Point. The facilities are a tad ramshackle
and my Dominican guide spoke little Eng-
lish. but my chestnut rent-a-mare, Natasha,
apn;predheaimyandetackwum;md

Photographs by Chris Ramirez/World Picture News, for The New York Times

at West End to attend a reception for an ex-
hibit of antique maps. Over complimentary
wine and hors d'oeuvres, | chatted with the
gallery's owners, Courtney and Carrolle
Devonish, and bought one of Mr. Devonish's
woodcarvings, a “touch form” ($20) meant
1o be cupped in the palm for stress reduc-

Dinner had to be inexpensive after my
profligacy, so I headed for the English Rose,
a tavern in Anguilla's central business dis-
trict, The Valley. A trencherman’s yortion

:

of snapper with sweet-tart creole sauce, rice
and native peas, canned mixed veggies and
salad, a beer and tip came to $16.25. A night-
cap at Roy’s ($4), and I was ready for bed,

On Sunday morning, I chose cereal for
breakfast to spare my arteries and drove 20
minutes to Shoal Bay East. It’s a one-stop-
shopping beach with lots of commercial ac-
tivity, but still never seems crowded.

At Elodia’s, a complex that includes villas
and a bar-restaurant, 1 rented a chaise
longue and umbrella ($5) and snorkeling
gear ($10) and treated myself to a $3 coffee.

When a glass-bottomed boat pulled up
near the beach, I waded into the water and
hailed Junior Fleming, who has worked
Shoal Bay East for years. He proposed an
hourlong one-on-one snorkeling outing for
$40 (less per person depending on the size of
the group), then motored to an outlying reef.

The current was strong, so Junior literal-
ly ook my hand and towed me
pointing out huge schools of blue tang, the
odd, long-nosed trumpet fish, stands of elk-
horn and fan coral. 1 hauled myself back
aboard wobbly, parched and exhilarated.

I rehydrated with a large bottle of min-
eral water ($4) and strolled to Uncle Ernie’s
timeless beach-food shack for a cheeseburg-
er, coleslaw, fries and a soda ($8). I read,
walked and swam until late afternoon, when
the reggae band at Elodia’s segued into Bob
Marley's classic “Stir It Up,” triggering a
Paviovian craving for rum. I nursed a fro-
zen pifia colada ($7), dusted with cinnamon
and topped with a maraschino cherry, while
watching the sunset.

Wanting to dine somewhere with table-
cloths without busting my budget, I headed
to Tasty's in South Hill. I ordered lobster-
and-corn bisque and seafood salad, and
washed it down with a half-bottle of French
rosé ($46 with tip). I still had money to burn,
so 1 made my now-ritual stop at Roy’s be-
fore retiring.

On Monday morning, 1 squeezed in visits
to several art galleries before going to the
CuisinArt resort's Café Mediterraneo on
Rendezvous Bay for a parting lunch: an
entrée-size salad of greens and vegetables
from the resort’s hydroponic garden and a
big bottle of bubbly water ($33.35).

As 1 savored the meal and my lush sur-
roundings, three plump hens stutter-stepped
across the patio. A rooster called from afar.
Two women sitting next to me started, and
one giggled nervously. “At least they keep
the floor clean,” she said.

We budget travelers don't hog the poultry.
The chickens, like all the best sights on An-
guilla, are for everyone,

TWO-DAY TOTAL: $498.25
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