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LOVELY NEVIS,' sings 
Erla, plucking a curly ylang-ylang from 
overhead and pressing it into my hand. 
'Land of trees and sun and clean, fresh 
air. It truly is a paradise!' 

It is like a child's dream of the world, 
Nevis. A land of colour and sweet things. 
Macaroon houses in mellow yellow and 
pastel pink, and mint ice cream with 
icing-sugar gingerbread trim. Red flowers 
blaze in brilliant contrast against 
the green of the rainforest. plants 
with names like Birds of Paradise, 
Flamboyant, Crab Claws and 
Angels' Trumpets dangle on high. 

The delicate scent stays with 
me as we climb up through the 
rainforest beneath a canopy of 
green. The air is pillowy with heat; 
but Erla, my guide, stops often to 
point out iridescent hummingbirds 
or vervet monkeys hiding in the 
treetops. Stand still and they venture 
closer, peering curiously down at us 
- who's watching who? Every so often, 
a troop crashes overhead, fleeing 
the scene of the crime: a banana or 
mango or avocado tree stripped bare. 

Like the old lady who swallowed 
a fly, Nevis is consumed by its own 
food chain of ever-more-bothersome 
creatures: they brought in the 
mongoose to catch the snakes, they 
brought in the monkey to catch the 
mongoose. What now, to catch the 
monkeys? They steal everything 
the second it ripens, take one bite 
and hurl the rest away, to keep their 
hands from getting sticky. 

Following a natural spring, we climb 
higher. The path narrows; on one side 
there's a sheer drop into a gorge with 
lianas snaking down into it, hundreds of 
feet long. Up at the spring's source, the 
water flows out of the rock, clear and cold. 

Above us the mountain disappears 
into the perpetual white cloud that looked 
to Spanish settlers like snow (nieve) and 
gave the island its name. Then came the 
French and the English in the 17th century, 
and little Nevis, all two-by-six miles of it, 
became colonial capital of the Leeward 
Islands. Sweet Island, the English called it, 
as they grew rich from its sugar plantations. 

On Montpelier Plantation grows 
the silkwood tree under which Nelson 

married Frances Nisbet, the landowner's 
niece. If they etched their initials inside 
a heart, no trace of it remains. Poor little 
rich girl Fanny, who left lovely Nevis 
and moved to London, only to be so 
publicly chucked for table-dancing Emma 
Hamilton. In their day, the Sweet Island 
was so affluent that it became known 
as Queen of the Caribbees. Today, there's 
no more sugar cane, but its sweetness 
remains, in the people. 

Nevisians are gentle-mannered and a 
little old-fashioned. Bedtime is early. 
Swearing is illegal (not much to 

swear about here). Life is slow, even 
by Caribbean standards. (Nevis's big 
sister, St Kitts, with its 45,000 residents 
and twice-weekly flights to London, 
is considered hectic.) In Charlestown, 
outside the Bath Hotel - the first hotel 
in the Caribbean - many take the waters 
daily in its almost unbearably hot (it is 
all I can do to go ankle-deep) thermal 
spring. Daubed on the wall, 'Nudity 
OK' . udity OK, swearing not. What 
a sweet and innocent land this is. 

Nevis is old Caribbean, easy-going 
and unsullied by mass tourism. It doesn't 
have the beaches of Antigua, but neither 
does it have the kind of hotels that have 
chocolate fountains at the breakfast buffet. 
Its few hotels are small and stylish, built 

in the old plantation inns, or super-starred 
like the Four Seasons (and there are 
whispers of an Amanresort on its way). 

o chic boutiques. no paparazzi - which 
is why Anna Wintour eschewed the rest 
of the Caribbean in favour of Nevis for 
her holidays a couple of years ago - and 
no glitzy clubs. The nightlife is found on 
the beach, in shacks painted red, gold and 
green. playing reggae and knocking out 
rum punches, the recipes family secrets. 

Island etiquette also decrees that you 
must not approach Lovers' Beach when 

a car is parked beside the path, but 
leave them to it and come back 

another day. So get here first, 
and tbe beach is yours. Sure 
enough, there's not another soul 

when my husband and I reach it 
after a half-hour walk along the shore, 
conch shells and driftwood at the 
high-tide line. Backed with sea grapes, 
it is a wildly beautiful little half-moon 
of white-coral sand; private, spotless, 
and shelving suddenly into the pale, 
turquoise waters of the Caribbean. 
Nevis, lovely evis, indeed. 

GOLDEN ROCK INN 
IF NEVIS IS AN escape from the 
overdeveloped Caribbean, Golden 
Rock is an escape from the entire 
world. Fleeing the monogrammed 

jet set of St Barth's, New York 
artists Brice Marden and his 
wife Helen 'found' Nevis a 

few years ago, and came up into 
the hills to Golden Rock Inn 

for lunch (lots do, for the famous lobster 
sandwiches). Tbe inn, created from the 
19th-century buildings of a sugar-cane 
plantation, was run-down: developers 
were circling. Helen fell for its sad charm. 
'I want to save it,' she said to her highly 
collectable husband. 

And so he bought it for her, and 
together with landscape architect Raymond 
Jungles, the couple have turned Golden 
Rock into something extraordinary: 
a jungly hideaway, with the artfully 
overgrown botanical gardens of a 
fantastical world. It's impossible to tell 
where the gardens end and rainforest 
begins. Curious plants grow on a grand 
scale: giant palms, like fans of the gods; 
elephant's ears so vast you can use them 
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as parasols. On this island�in�the-sun you 
can almost hear them growing. 

Paths lead, this way and that, to surprises. 
Beside the pool, red-painted girders frame 
the sky: planes of pure colour, a mid-century 
abstract. Down at the great house, stone� 
tiled terraces are pared-down, the work of 
Aman designer Ed Tuttle, with geometric 
ponds around an elegant folly and modern 
details in schoolhouse red. In the colonnaded 
restaurant are more surprises: inventive 
salads and Asian-Caribbean fusion dishes, 
alongside the still�famous lobster sandwich. 

There are just 11 rooms: simple cottages 
painted painterly shades; plus the round, 
romantic mill room, window seats set into 
its thick stone walls. It is like staying in a 
turret, feeling like a princess as you climb 
the spiral staircase and into a bed so high 
you have to haul yourself up by one of its 
mahogany posts. Did Anna Wintour manage 
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it with any more dignity when she slept under 
its American qUilt one ew Year's Eve? 

Golden Rock is deliberately la-Ii. No air-con, 
no music, no noise at all except birdsong and, 
at night, the burr and chirrup of an orchestra 
of frogs, from baritones in the ponds to soprano 
tree frogs, a symphony of wartiness that lulls 
you into a deep sleep. It is a place for quiet 
contemplation among the frangipanis and the 
dragonflies, looking out over the ocean, or up 
at the mountain. A place to paint, or write, or 
dream. Ginger/and (00 1 8694693346; www. 

goldenrocknevis.com). Doubles from US$210 

MONTPELIER 
PLRNTRTION & BERCH 

DRIFT AND SWIM, drift and swim. I feel 
like Benjamin Braddock in The Graduate, 
only to a calypso soundtrack. Floating 
on my back in the pool, ducking under to 
cool off, looking up at blue sky through 

In Montpelier's beach bar. Swimsuit, 
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£268; necklace, £148, both Basia 

Zarzycka (www.basia-zarzycka.com). 
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Tucker at www.net-a-porter.com. Silk skirt, 

£550, Vion"et at Harrods (020 7730 
1234). Necklace, £188, Basia Zarzycka 

(as before). Beaded bag, £795, Matthew 

Williamson at Salt Boutique (020 
7590 9756). Diorette ring, £8,600, Dior 

Joaillerie (020 7172 0172) 

From top left: a cottage at The Hermitage; 
Golden Rock's garden; the beach at Nisbet 



stars of bright sunlight in the water. 
Every so often, a hand appears with a 
dish of coco-passionfruit ice cream, or 
a cocktail CTini Time here starts around 
breakfast; the good times roll all day). 

Oh, for a whole summer in the pool 
at Montpelier Plantation' It's the perfect 
holiday served up on a plate, with Creole 
sauce on the side. Music plays gently. 
Birds flit around the breakfast terrace. 
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each other, with verandahs overlooking 
the sea. Despite the palm trees, there 
is something rather English about the 
gardens, echoes of the original owners. 
In recent years an American family, the 
Hoffmans, bought the hotel, but the 
old-money crowd continued to return 
once assured it had not been ruined. 

In fact, it's rather improved. The 
Hoffmans ditched the chintz, kept 
the afternoon tea, and built a breezy 
poolside bar, new this season. They 
made the house more attractive than 
ever, smartened up the 17 cottage 
rooms - high-ceilinged, wooden
beamed (my favourite is the garden 
suite, with its outdoor living room) 
- and refurbished the restaurant, now 
probably the best on Nevis. Choose 
carefully, because the exciting menu 
changes daily: pumpkin-and-coconut 
veloute, red snapper, perfectly tender 
lamb. Eat in the candlelit sugar mill. 
or on the buzzy terrace. There's a 
big-happy-family feel to the place, and 
it's not unusual for the Hoffmans 
to join guests for a nightcap. 

Not one but two royal wives, 
Fergie and Di, holidayed here. Diana 
and the young princes rode in a 
pick-up to a barbecue on Montpelier's 
private beach, a short drive from the hotel. 
She cooked dinner and pitched in with 
the washing-up at the hotel� Little House. 
In its garden grows the silkwood tree 
under which Nelson married Fanny Nisbet. 
Today they could swim together in the 
most heartbreakingly beautiful pool I 
have ever seen, lined with dark stone and 
overhung with flowers. SI John's (00 I 
8694693462; www.montpeliernevis.com). 
Doubles from US$298 

FOUR SERSONS 
RESORT NEVIS 

'WELCOME TO HAPPINESS, othenvise known 
as bliss!' says Hilary. Hilary is a taxi driver 
for the Four Seasons, but a trip with her 
feels more like a lift from your mother. She 
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doles out sayings you're not sure you quite 
understand, but which sound like wisdom. 

If you suspect a Four Seasons Resort 
might be too manicured, too inauthentic, 
weil, manicured it is (not for nothing 
has this been one of the most highly 
acclaimed hotels in the Caribbean for 
two decades). But the people here, like 
Hilary, are genuine and cheery as can be. 
It's a bit like being in your own Truman 
Show; everyone waves and calls 'hello!' 
After a couple of days, you start waving 
and calling 'hello!' to everyone, too, and 
you find that you really rather like it. 

There is much more to like here. 
The rooms, very ArchiTectural DigesT
'An Elegant Home at the Beach' -
where everything just works, brilliantly: 
the oversized lamps, the big marble 

bathrooms, the huge, heavenly beds, 
the hammocks-for-two strung between 
palm trees in the gardens. 

There's a 12-treatment-room spa; 
a 92-acre golf course overlooking the 
Caribbean; swimming pools and tennis 
courts and cabanas, where your beach 
butler brings food and anything else 
you can think of that they haven't (we 
couldnl). We snorkel with striped fish 
and turtles, arnlsailron..aJaser. dinghy, --oo..l 
out beyond the man-made reef, where a 
mahi-mahi arcs out of the water at speed, 
chasing a smaller fish, and is pursued 
by pelicans that swoop and snatch at it. 
Hooray, we cheer for the mahi-mahi when 
it escapes those greedy, grabby beaks. 

Not a thought for it later, though, 
when it arrives, cbargrilled and 
delicious, with truffle mash in 
the excellent Coral Grill. 

'--- You get a less sophisticated 
version at Sunshine's, the shack 

along the beach whose picture wall 
reveals the famous faces the hotel is 
too discreet to discuss: Sarah Jessica 
Parker, Jay-Z, the Travoltas. Like 
you, they came for the authentic 
Caribbean experience and at least 
one Killer Bee sundowner, before 
heading back to those five-star beds, 
to sleep as long and dreamlessly as 
babies. Pinney's Beach (00 I 869469 
1111; wwwfourseasons.com/nevis). 
Doubles from US$363 

UNDER £100: 
THE HERMITRGE 

BUILT IN 1640, this is the 
oldest of the plantation 

inns, with rustic wooden 
cottages in long-lasting lignum 

vitae wood and a restaurant in the great 
house. The bar is like an old English 
pub, its chrome finishes and tankards 
out of place in all this sunshine and 
heat. In the gardens, the antique copper 
bowls, rusting and too heavy to shift, 
have been prettied up with lily pads. 
Pond Hill (www.hermitagenevis.com). 
Doubles from US$150 .. 

CZJ.a::l� 
Carrier (0161492 1354; www.carrier.co.uk) 

offers four nights at Four Seasons Resort Nevis 

and three nights at Montpelier Plantation & 
Beach from £1,750 B&B, including British 

Airways flights from Gatwick and transfers. 
The best time to go is from late November to 

June, especially the first two weeks of December. 
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