ITALY'S POSH PALAGES
HOT TOWN OF POLAND

The Secret Life A Walking Tour Where Old Europe Massacre of Elephants,
of Paradise of Pompeii Lives Again and What You Can Do

y
3
.
k¢
. £

-~

.d-

: J

:
.
T R TR e e e , el R R « ok _, : | |
L N . -
\ : — - — : . — . " —— e gy M R, i e Sl g SRy -

- i i e B BB B i - =

— - —— - - ’ . - -
3 » Iy » o ‘ . . : . ) = j >4 . f - -
ARe T LA N e T il RN R TN e T ST T L - ~ LA U e TR e Ll ek <
- _ > _ e : ¥ - TR SR S A DS D s R e e @, v 8 s b

w s ey . i B W G o u.u.,q‘_ 2 R b .- - ol

’

\'w -
. T
.
. .
'
: -
y .
. . : -
. - .
! - :
. :
. "
. ] : : :
‘ : . -
: i
- -y 0 -
a ’ ; - ".— P
) .
:
: > o - — — - . -
. -
- »

$4.99US $5.99FOR
06>




A
Al

.:-.:.,' s Lo e
.rc-o‘*b .’.ﬁ

-’j. ._!—-‘» ";'
- — }o‘t,

— it
F O\

T . [TYPY

B
l"

. - y
A“’ ‘ I "‘Q - - =3
B ¢”' T '—*w T ’;«‘-'.-‘m ~

-

5 .( J ‘. v-i. : L

—_—

2 "

< r .111;) . L b = > o
v > - . n
B i - N % ‘ e R
| — - : E . - i —p e - k‘ O =
; -

RUNNING ON EMPTY |

Arise de Grande silic Jeiios oo

~Saline takes its name | i e S

from the large salt A R S P | S

~ pond nearby.The | | S o | '
~ beach is a favorite A R T i '

nudists (whoturn | S =i B | | |

right) and gay visitors e e o S T, ; VY TR |

(whottipRile B - — Lo TG Lan e B T R T Dt Y NS G P e f 55
everybodytakestime A e R B e e o e s ey | o S e e SR
Gramdfésel.“ s e e T - = U5, SRl B N

-4 e
. - ,.". . ',' Y| e U =%
e 4 > . K | - :‘L-“'. :'. - _' -'.:: :‘ . ' Lo b d.:‘b
« v i B o o o i T - of ’.\"
4 o8 I 5 Y : 3 ) . o o
1. 1 ""'t'r - - - : - W "33
pee e ;. o s : ® y R - 4 " -~
o - — > b L »
- & § i .
== A
- - '.J v
L% -~ :
- o
"%
* 1}
» “"3 -,
o = - T~ 2
5 ~7 -B ' ’ ". : v‘~ - 3y
- — - »* - B g S

-



v . — - = > - - .- " ol & - s -
- - . -

- - . - - s k ) 3 E

- - - _ | - - - - - . - e - >

a ) -

. 4 . & - - > - - o I} =— : o 4
— ) . = = 0L — = - - ,
e - - - - - . - - s -
- - . -
L o E
- - - ~ ‘ .
» o ] ' ,"
— -t X
- - = .
- .
- - - - x
-~ - >
. *
.
-

.

BUBBLE OF CHAMPAGNE, | D NAKED SWIM

IN THE MOONLIGHT. BUT WHEN VISITORS SEARCH FOR ITS INNER DEPTHS,
WRITES JANINE DI GIOVANNI, ST. BARTS CAN BECOME AN ISLAND OF WISDOM
PHOTOGRAPHS BY JULIEN CAPMEIL
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At Maya’s to
Go, who says ‘
you havetogo? ", %
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eck ;furnitur'e store.

T VARIOUS TURNING POINTSIN MY LIFE, Il HAVE RUN
away and washed up on St. Barts like a worn piece of beach glass.
There was the time I hid from a mad Italian boyfriend in a hillside villa
near Luri. There was the Easter Sunday I spent with my best friend on
Anse des Flamands, heartbroken, eating conch salad. There was also
the time I went to St. Barts madly in love with my husband, Bruno, and
our two-month-old baby, stressed out to the point of madness, the
result of late motherhood after too many years reporting on too many
wars. 4 Forme, the island has never been a place, like Mustique or Har-
bour Island, where chic fashionistas get dressed up to go to the beach.
On vacation, I'd just as soon not run into Elle MacPherson or see Princess Caroline fill-
ing an Hermes tote bag with courgette blossoms at the local market. I want to be invis-
ible, peaceful, low-key. And over the years, I have discovered a parallel, private universe

on St. Barts, a completely different world from the
one you see splashed all over the pages of magazines.
In early May of last year, at the start of low sea-
son, I came back with my husband and that newborn,
who was now five and just learning to swim. The trip
did not start well. Our toy plane landed, but the bags
didn’t. Apparently, they had decided to stay behind
and vacation on the tarmac in Guadeloupe. The pi-
lot told us, reassuringly, “We can’t carry luggage. Too
heavy. Last week we crashed a plane.” Normally, I
would have had a heart attack and shouted, but instead
[ just smiled. I did a quick mental inventory: I had a

comb and a toothbrush in my bag; my son could swim
in his underpants; my husband could grow a beard.
lant pis, who cares, no big deal. We left the airport
on the cusp of a tropical storm, the air slightly metal-
lic. and ate dinner that night in our twenty-four-hour-

_crumpled clothes on St. Jean Beach—the AWOL lug-

gage, the overdraft, the real world, all lulled away by
the sound of the waves and a rum punch or three.

The next day, I had a meeting with the vice president
of St. Barts’s territorial council, Yves Greaux, and our
conversation inevitably turned to the impact that the
economic crisis—or, as the French prefer to call it, /a
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