


HIS ISN'T A TYPICAL ISLAND TOUR. 

We're not heading for the beach. At 

least not yet. It's my first night on Nevis 

and Muffin Hoffman, who owns the 

Montepelier Plantation resort, set in 

the lush hills shadowed by Nevis Peak, is 

driving down a narrow moonlit road thick 

with vegetation on either side. 

"Keep an eye out for donkeys," she says. 

"I hit one last week." 

I cringe. "Was it harmed?" 

"Oh, the donkey was fine, but it put a 

dent in my car." She chuckles. "There are 

donkeys all over. Lots of people on the 

island still ride them to work." 

"No." 

"Yes. You see, that's just old Caribbean." 

I've heard this phrase - "old Caribbean" 

- hundreds of times across dozens of

islands, in all sorts of settings. Each time 

I wondered, just what is it? Stone ruins? 

An ancient rum distillery? A replica 

pirate ship on a cocktail cruise? I've done 

those cruises. But nowhere are the words 

"old Caribbean" more prevalent than on 

Nevis, an island of less than 36 square 

miles. Here donkeys dent cars. And for 

some, they are cars. 

Earlier in the day, when my taxi driver, 

Herbert, picked me up from the ferry 

landing, he pointed out old concrete 

bus benches circled around a fire pit in 

Charlestown, population 1,500, the only 

town of any significance on the island. 

"Right there is the place to get barbe

cued ribs on a Friday night," he told me. 

I saw no signage, no cooking shed, n? 
tables - just the fire pit and repurposed 

concrete benches. So I asked Herbert 

what the name of the place was. He 

looked perplexed. "He just be da rib 

place." When I asked him how anyone 

could possibly know where to go when 

you said let's eat at some rib joint with no 

name, he said, "That be old Caribbean." 

The next day, I'm wandering around 

Charlestown. I pass revelers dressed 

mostly in white, joyously laughing, sing

ing, dancing as if it's carnival week. 

"What are people celebrating?" I ask an 

old woman on the street. 

"Be a funeral," she says. She sees my 

startled expression and laughs. "Oh, hon, 

datjust be old Caribbean style." 

A few nights later, Muffin hosts a 

barbecue on the resort's private beach, 

6 miles down the hill from Montpelier. 

Nevis Peak and a silk cotton tree where Horatio Nelson married in 1787 qualify as Nevis high-rises. Muffin and Ziggy (the dog) love the view. 



Here I am on a tiny Caribbean island, yet 

being at the beach seems novel. Nevis isn't 

exactly known for its beaches, though 

there are few (Oualie and Pinney's are a 

good start). But on this evening, the beach 

feels anachronistic, reminiscent of a time 

when colonialists would never consider 

donning bathing suits and getting wet. 

Around me, wooden tables are lit with 

kerosene lanterns. A smartly dressed 

waitress offers glasses of pinot gris. Guests 

are freshly showered, women in little 

black dresses, men in crisp white shirts. 

No cans of Carib beer here, no bikini-clad 

limbo dancers or faux Marley bands. 

The scene is such a throwback, I half 

expect novelist Graham Greene, wearing a 

white tropical suit, to wander out from the 

softly lit pavilion where Harry Belafonte 

ing at Montpelier, lounge on a white canvas 

couch in the pavilion, smiling. Their names 

are Kara and Erin and they are celebrating 

their wedding anniversary. 

"We got married on this beach four 

years ago," says Kara. Her husband men

tions this is their ninth vacation on Nevis. 

"Ninth?" I ask. That can't be right. 

"Yes," says Kara. "Our friends always 

ask us.about what we do when we're here. 

We tell them nothing. We like how quiet it 

is and how gentle the people are." 

Muffin announces that dinner is ready 

and accompanies us to the barbecue 

island, encircled by tiki torches, where 

several women in chef's outfits fuss over 

chicken and ribs roasting on a wood fire. 

IF YOU'RE CURIOUS 

Nevis' main road is 
called ... the Main 
Road. The 21-mile
long circuit around 
the island takes an 
hour to drive. It 
was built by an Irish 
road gang on one 
side and a Taiwan
ese gang on the 
other. Locals still 
debate who did the 
better job. What 
isn't debatable 
is the best island 
drink: Ting with a 
Sting, made from 
local white rum and 
grapefruit soda. 

IF YOU'RE SERIOUS 

Getting to Nevis 
entails flying to 
nearby St. Kitts. 
Nonstop flights 
exist from Miami, 
Atlanta, New York 
and Charlotte. 
From St. Kitts, six 
ferries service 
Nevis. The ride is 
45 minutes, and 
easy on the eyes. 








