
Jewels Of The Caribbean: 

If the jagged peaks of Moorea are what 
fill the dreams of cruising sailors, then The 
Pitons of St. Lucia cannot be far behind.  
Rising from the sea like a pair of fangs, 
these green spires are easily the most 
photographed landmark for many miles.  
Anchoring in their shadow was just one of 
the memorable moments on our adventure.

Let me tell you about an island that is 
almost too beautiful to believe, and it’s just 
the starting point for a sensational charter.  
Unlike many Caribbean islands, St. Lucia 
has towering mountain peaks and rain 
forests, yet it also has perfect sand beaches.  
It is an eclectic blend of wild orchids and 
brilliant parrots, a bubbling volcano and 
gin-clear waters, tall waterfalls and friendly 
people.

It is St. Lucia.
The St. Lucia Tourist Board has a 

slogan…”Simply Beautiful”…and, for 
once in the tourist biz, it’s an accurate 
description.  A British Crown Colony until 
1979, St. Lucia was best known for decades 
as a source of bananas and sugar.

Today, however, St. Lucia is arguably the 
most popular honeymoon destination in the 

world, and certainly in the Caribbean. One 
of the Windward Islands, it lies between 
Martinique and St. Vincent and, with 
nonstop flights from cities along the Eastern 
Seaboard, you can be tucked aboard your 
boat in a few hours.

We arrived the day before our charter 
and, after a taxi ride through a mix of jungle 
and wonderfully gingerbready Creole 
buildings, we arrived at Marigot Bay, where 
Sunsail and Moorings share a charter base.  
Though we weren’t jet-lagged in the least, 
we had opted for a stay-aboard night, which 
gave us a chance to learn our boat and stow 
our gear.  With three couples, we’d chosen 
the Sunsail 44i from their Premier line and, 
at the time, the rate was about $3000 for the 
seven days, making it easy on the pocket 
book when divided equally.  Well, sort of.

You see, the 44i has three staterooms: two 
that are mirrors of each other and tucked 
under the cockpit.  The third cabin fills the 
bow.  We decided that cabin, which is larger, 
was the “premium” cabin and so we drew 
straws to see who would get it for an extra 
$300.  Bob and I were the lucky ones, and so 
it became ours.  

Note to self:  In the future, give the 
forward stateroom to others.  All the 
berths were nearly identical in size and 
had premium mattresses, each cabin had a 
private head with shower, and all had 
well over 6-ft of headroom.  So what’s 
the problem?  

At anchor with any kind of chop, 
occupants in the forward stateroom 
share every creak and groan of 
the anchor rode. Every wavelet 
echoes against the hull.  On a 
few mornings when there was 
a night breeze, we felt like we’d 
been sleeping in Gene Krupa’s 
drum all night, while the folks 
in the “lesser” cabins had slept 
undisturbed.  Lesson learned.
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Aside from that, our boat was a delight.  
When we first stepped aboard, it was in 
perfect condition and all our provisions 
(we’d ordered from Sunsail) were stacked 
neatly in the galley or, for the cases of soft 
drinks, tucked on the floor out of the way.  

Built by Jeanneau, the 44i is a fast and 
responsive bluewater yacht that is easy to 

sail.  Twin wheels are aft, and the cockpit, 
where we spent a dozen hours a day, was 
very comfortable, with a centerline table 
and folding leaves for alfresco dinners.  
That table also made a great footbrace for 
those on the high side when the breeze was 
up.  And it was all covered by a huge bimini 
top (with clear panels for seeing the sails) 
that was much appreciated for protection 
from the bright sun.  

Like most charter boats, all the halyards 

and sail controls led to the cabintop, where 
self-tailing winches were at just the right 
height.  The jib sheets lead aft to winches 
that can be trimmed by the skipper, and 
they’re also accessible to the crew. 

Check-out was easy and thorough, and 
led to a discussion in the cockpit over the 
first (of many) rum drinks.  The itinerary 
laid out by both  Sunsail and the Moorings 
takes you to the Pitons at the southern end 
of St. Lucia, a distance of about 9nm.  That’s 

probably a good plan if you checked out on 
the boat that morning, but we were locked 
and loaded the evening before our charter 
started.

Our decision was made to depart early 
the next morning for the 60nm sail to 
Bequia.  Again, we were breaking with 
the “itinerary”, which suggests heading 
to St. Vincent first, but we’d hated being 
inundated with the “boat boys” of St. 
Vincent, who ask for payment to watch 
your dinghy if you go ashore and who are 
alongside when you’re at anchor trying to 
badger you for money.



The wind in the islands is very 
predictable, aside from any fronts passing 
through.  From November through January, 
the wind is from the NE at 10-25 knots.  

February through March it clocks 
around to East at 10-25 knots and, from 

May through October, it clocks more to the 
SE at, you guessed it, 10-25 knots.  

We had a steady 15 knots on a broad 
reach from leaving the base at Marigot 
until we slid into Admiralty Bay on 
Bequia.  Just before we entered Admiralty, 
we were surprised by a young man in a 
little inflatable, roped so he could stand 
up and waving a camera protected in 
plastic baggies.  Turns out this is Kenmore 
Henville, who has been photographing 

yachts approaching Bequia for a dozen 
years.  Much more civilized than the 
boat boys, he leaves you a card and lets 
you look at the images on his website 
(bequiaphotoaction.com) after you get 
home.  It’s hard not to order a shot of 
yourself on a booming reach having a great 
time on your charter.  

We grabbed one of the many moorings 
and dinghied ashore to Port Elizabeth, the 
only settlement on the island.  There’s a 
good dinghy dock opposite the market that 
makes it easy to get forgotten provisions.

Bequia (it’s pronounced Beck-way) 
has a long tradition with the sea, from 
whaling days (it was a whaling station) 
and a Scottish population to more recent 



boatbuilding (Bob Dylan’s 68-ft. schooner was 
built on the beach).  Today, many of the shops offer 
beautifully crafted ship models, half-models and 
scrimshaw that make a nice souvenir of Bequia.  

It was a quiet crew from the 8-hour sail from 
St. Lucia and, after a half-hearted round of piña 
coladas at the Tradewinds Yacht Club ashore, we 
all toddled off to dreamland.    

The next day, after a quick shopping spree 
ashore for souvenirs, we were off to Mustique, just 
14nm away.  Mustique is privately owned and a 
favorite retreat for the jet-set.  It would probably 
be easier to name the A-list celebrities who haven’t 
been here but, among others, this is a getaway for 
Mick Jagger, Tommy Hilfiger and, more recently, 
Prince William and Kate.  For a wedding gift, 
Princess Margaret was given five acres on a point.

There is no anchoring but plenty of moorings, 
and we were soon off to visit arguably one of the 
most famous bars in the world: Basil’s.  Basil’s is 
castaway chic: thatched roof, no windows, and a 
bamboo bar.  Who knows?  You might find yourself 
sampling one of Basil’s legendary Mustique 
Whammys next to Sean Connery.

With plenty of time, we rented a “mule”: like 
a golf cart but more rugged.  There are some 100 
mansions on the island, but after seeing a few, 
we settled at Cotton House to sample truly great 
burgers and fried conch.

We were off early the next morning for the 
18nm crossing to the Tobago Cays, where we 
planned to spend the day snorkeling the Tobago 
Cays Marine Park.  Made up of five uninhabited 
islands, they are spectacularly beautiful, with 
flawless beaches and crystal-like blue-green water.  
We grabbed a mooring because we were in a hurry 

to get in the water, but there are several designated 
anchorages available.

Snorkels, fins and masks in place, we hadn’t 
been the water two minutes when a big sea turtle 
came cruising up to check us out.  We must 
have looked like fun, because he did some rolls 
and banks using his chubby fins, and we were 
mesmerized.

The three-mile Horseshoe Reef protects the 
snorkeling areas from the long swells that probably 
haven’t stopped since leaving Africa, and it’s an 
eerie feeling to be in smooth water on one side of 
the reef and feel the whump of swells breaking on 
the other.  

We were smart, and we advise everyone 
to be the same: we wore t-shirts and hats, and 
any exposed skin was slathered with gallons of 
sunblock.  Two things happen at the Tobago Cays: 
first, the sun is hotter than you think and, second, 
it’s really, really hard to leave the water because it 
is just so beautiful.  Without care, this is Sunburn 
Central.

An entrepreneur in a dinghy changed our 
dinner plans when he arrived holding up a 
lobster the size of a house pet and, after a quick 
negotiation, he had some greenbacks and we had a 
couple of redbacks ready for the pot.  

Unless you’re Michael Phelps, swimming is 
tiring and we were a wobbly group not long after 
gorging ourselves on lobster (soaked in butter) and 
chilled Caesar salads.  

In the morning, we discovered each and every 
muscle that had been used while swimming the 
day before, so we were happy that our voyage 
was just four miles across to Mayreau.  This island 
is still within the Tobago Cays Marine Park, and 
we found good holding on a sandy bottom in Salt 
Whistle Bay.  This is, like the other cays, simply 
gorgeous with its crescent-shaped white-sand 
beach.  

There are only a few hundred residents on 
Mayreau (My-row), and they all seem to have 
beach bars.  We opted for lunch at the Saltwhistle 
Bay Club, which has a civilized dinghy dock for 
getting ashore without beaching the tender.   Later, 
we paid ten bucks to ride uphill in the back of a 
pick-up truck over to Saline Bay because there 
was a restaurant that we had heard about from 
cruiser/friends sailing through the area.  Robert 
Righteous and de Youths Seafood Restaurant & 

Bar has to be seen to be believed.  It seems to be 
pieces of brightly-colored driftwood in the general 
shape of a building but, once inside, it’s pretty cool.  
Robert “Righteous” Lewis is a Rastafarian, and the 
interior is a shrine to Bob Marley, with posters and 
memorabilia covering the walls.  The good news 
is that no Marley is played before 7:30pm.  It turns 
out the staff are “de Youths”, Righteous’ son and 
daughter.  We ended up pigging out on lobster and 
jerk chicken that was delicious.

Another ten bucks got us back to the boat 
without having to waddle down hill, and we sat in 
the cockpit with a spectacular sunset painting the 
sky into a kaleidoscope of reds, purples and, finally, 
pinks.  

When we sailed into Admiralty Bay on Bequia 
again the next day, Kenmore recognized us and 
waved, but couldn’t resist clicking off a few more 
photos.  We picked up the exact same mooring, 
got the same tall bar stools in Basil’s, and ordered 
Whammies.  No point messing with success.  This 
time we ate at Basil’s and, oh my!  Some had the 
shrimp Vincent (jumbo shrimp in Basil’s own garlic 
butter) while others with no sense of adventure 
fell back on Lobster Antilles (in a cream sauce with 
mushrooms).  And we all capped off the evening 
with dessert crepes and crème caramels.  

The only low point of the evening was 
discovering there was no wheelbarrow to carry us 
back to the dinghy.

Once again, we left early for the sail back to 
St. Lucia, this time having a close reach that was 
fast and fun.  Before long, we were tucked under 
the towering Pitons near the end of the island, 
just off what was once Jalousie Plantation and is 
now the Sugar Beach Hilton.  We were content to 
stay aboard, clearing out all the leftovers from the 
galley into an alfresco munch-a-thon in the cockpit.  
Another spectacular sunset and, when darkness 
fell, the pitch-black bowl of the sky was pierced by 
millions of tiny stars and the wash of galaxies.  It 
was a great last night!

With just ten miles to reach Marigot Bay and 
turn in our boat, we cranked up the engine and 
motorsailed most of the way, since the morning 
winds were flukey along the St. Lucia shoreline.

In no time, our check-in was completed, our 
duffel bags packed, and we were waiting for a taxi 
to the airport.  Our “civilian” clothes were a bit 
snugger than when we had arrived, a testament 
to lobster swimming in butter and irresistible 
desserts.  But it was OK: We agreed not to attend 
Weight Watchers for at least a month.

Trust me on this, it had been well worth it.  
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