
By Suzan Drewery

He’s a tricky one, he is.  
My husband.
Over dinner, he suggested that we 

should take a vacation.  Obviously I was 
delighted, but I was truly startled when he 
said, “I’m thinking we should do England, 
France and Holland.”

“That’s a wonderful offer, honey, but do 
you have any idea how much airfares are to 
Europe right now?”

He smiled gently and said, “I was 
thinking about a little closer to home and 
much more reasonable” as he pulled out the 
charter brochure he’d been poring over for 
weeks.

“We can go to St. Martin, which is 
French, and to St. Barth’s, which is also 
French, and to Anguilla, which is British, 
and then back to Sint Maarten, which is 
Dutch.  All on the same boat!”

And so it came to be that we went 
European without actually going to Europe.

In what seems like no time, we were 
stepping off a JetBlue flight at Princess 
Juliana International Airport into the 
warmth and sunshine of Sint Maarten, so 
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we started our adventure in Dutch territory.  
Customs and Immigration was a breeze, our 
duffel bags were waiting on the turntable 
and, in no time, we were enroute to the 
Sunsail charter base on Oyster Pond, which 
is on the French side.  We’d arranged for 
a van to pick up our whole crew and the 
border crossing was invisible: one moment 
we were in  Dutch territory, the next French.

Our boat was ready for us at 6 p.m., 
and we had an immediate briefing on the 
boat with a most competent Sunsail staffer.  
Finished, we were left to unpack our bags 
and organize some provisions.

We’d chosen a Sunsail 42i, a performance 
cruiser from Jeanneau with three cabins 

and two heads.  It seemed odd at first, 
with one head in the private forward cabin 
and the other head shared by the two after 
staterooms.  But we decided that, since the 
forward berth was a bit smaller (it tapered 
at the feet) than those in the other cabins, it 
was a fair trade: a private head with smaller 
berth vs. two larger berths sharing a head.  
And so we agreed that we would split the 
costs evenly between the three couples, and 
that worked out perfectly.  

One of the features of the 42i that we 
came to love (and used morning, noon and 



night) was the big drop-leaf table in the 
cockpit.  It’s not in the way under sail, but it 
makes alfresco dining a must, even though 
there is a large dinette in the cabin.  

The next morning, we were up early and 
ready for the 9 a.m. chart briefing where, 
once again, one of the Sunsail crew not only 
made us comfortable with everything we 
needed to know, but gave us insider tips 
on where to find the best snorkeling, who 
made the best hamburgers, and in which 
bar we might find Jimmy Buffett in a casual 
jam session.

When we powered away from the 
Sunsail docks that first morning, we had no 
plan.  Really!  We wanted to enjoy the three 

islands, but decided to let the wind make 
the choice of the first island for us.  A word 
about the wind: the easterly tradewind is 
the predominant wind and it blows within a 
very narrow quadrant 90% of the time.  You 
just know you can count on an easterly.

So we opted to head north toward 
Anguilla, which would give us a pleasant 
beam reach to sort everything out, from 
stomachs to stowage.  It also allowed us to 
make a slight detour to visit Ile Tintamarre, 
just a couple of miles off the northeast tip of 
St. Martin.

Tintamarre, known locally as “the flat 
island”, has a unique history that includes 
having its own king, its own airline with 
airstrip, and it served as an R&R stop for 
German U-boats prowling the Caribbean in 
WWII.  

The Lagoon on the southwestern corner 
has good anchorage in protected water, 
with a fine sand beach.  

But if you walk inland toward the 
reddish cliffs, you’ll often find pools of 
reddish mud where you can splash like 
kids and cover yourself with the mud.  If 
the pools are dry, take a bucket and harvest 
the red clay.  Carry it to the beach, mix with 
saltwater, and give yourself a mud bath.  
Stretch out and let yourself bake dry.  

Jump into the water to rinse off, and 
you’ll find your skin is smooth and baby-
soft.  You’d pay hundreds for this treatment 
at a luxe spa in St. Barths, and the locals 
claim the mud baths restore your immune 
system, too.  

We lingered for lunch and then headed 
around the northern tip of St. Martin to 
Grand Case, a pleasant and protected 

anchorage with a remarkable collection of 
open-air restaurants called lolos.  We took 
the tender ashore (there’s a dinghy dock) 
and found our way to Sky’s The Limit.   
This, and Talk of the Town, are renowned 
for delicious helpings of barbecued ribs, 
lobster, chicken and fish, straight off a split 
metal drum grill.  These are covered, the 
waitresses were very pleasant, and the sea 
view is superb.  

Besides the ribs, we got a large helping of 
garlic shrimp and made the whole crew eat 
some so we could live together that night. 
We didn’t have room to try everything, 
but the conch chowder is said to be world-
class.  The lolos look ramshackle, but don’t 
be put off by the sand floors and casual 
appearance.

The next day, we had another pleasant 
reach to Road Bay on Anguilla, an island 



a waterfront market that stays open late, so we 
bought some fruit and lobster to enjoy aboard.  

St. Barth’s was another close reach in a brisk 
breeze, and it was great to put the rail down and 
feel warm spray spritzing our faces.  

As we drew close to Gustavia, the main port, 
we called the harbormaster and asked if we could 
get a mooring.  They were very pleasant and said 
they could hold a mooring for half an hour, which 
was enough time for us to get to the harbormaster’s 
office.  

The mooring field is extensive but full of some 
of the most gorgeous yachts to be imagined.  
Classic wooden ketches, modern racing sloops, 
all riding gently in this quiet harbor.  Gustavia is 
absolutely gorgeous, with red-tiled roofs climbing 
the hillsides, accented by bright patches of 

bougainvillea.  
Just eight square miles, this French 
outpost has become synonymous 

with glamour and the jetset 
lifestyle. During the winter high 
season, you’re likely to bump 
into celebrities in restaurants 
and bars or just browsing in the 
shops.  David Letterman and P. 
Diddy are regulars, as are Paul 

McCartney, Elton John, Leo DiCaprio, 
Woody Allen, and Mariah Carey.
But if you think the island is all about 

money and bling, well, you’re wrong.  Yes, 
there are five-star resorts and Michelin 

restaurants, but these are balanced 
by the elderly women of Corossol, a 

tiny fishing village, who still wear the 
stiff-brimmed quichenotte (kiss me not) 

bonnets of their ancestors in 17th 
Century Brittany.  St. Barthelemy is 

truly an island of contrasts.
A tip for first-timers: Residents and 
long-time visitors always….always!…
call it St. Barths and pronounce the 
‘th”.  If you say St. Barts, you’re 

immediately recognized as just a 
tourist.

Don’t visit St. Barths if you’re on a 
diet.  In fact, I’m not sure you should 
even say the words “St. Barths” and 
“diet” in the same sentence: I think it’s 

against the law here.  This island has the greatest 

best known for great lobsters, empty beaches, 
and ultraluxe resorts.  We made good time, so 
we stopped at Prickly Pear Cays, which are an 
Anguilla Marine Park, for exceptional snorkeling in 
smooth water.

Clearing in to Anguillan waters is easy: the 
customs office is right behind the dinghy dock.  We 
tucked up into the corner by Sandy Ground where 
it was calm, but far enough out that we wouldn’t 
be kept  awake by the pubs along the water’s edge.  
There’s good holding throughout the bay, but stay 
away from the ship dock area for obvious reasons.

The little village has some fun shops with 
locals offering everything from artwork to casual 
clothing, and we took advantage of the Three 
C’s Supermarket by the ship dock to stock up on 
essentials we’d forgotten.  We had heard good 
things about Roy’s Bayside Grill (he has 
another restaurant on Crocus Bay) 
and enjoyed great steaks and 
fresh seafood straight from the 
fishermen.  

The next morning, we hired 
a taxi driver-guide to give us 
a tour of Anguilla, and it was 
an interesting couple of hours.  We 
passed many of the Anguilla 
“workboat sloops” that are brightly 
colored and raced with great intensity 
several times a year, and it was fun to 
visit the upscale resorts where the wealthy 
hang out.  And the island is home to some 
of the most amazing birds we’ve ever 
seen.  

That afternoon, our sail was a close 
reach back to our starting point, Oyster 
Bay, which was a good halfway point 
to St. Barth’s.  We’d called ahead on 
VHF and Sunsail was gracious enough 
to offer us not only a slip, but to refill our 
water tanks and give us some ice.  

We wanted to get a French flavor, so 
we taxied over to Marigot, the capital 
of the French side of St. Martin.  There 
are wonderful restaurants, from white 
linen big bucks to casual waterfront dives, 
and we ended up sampling appetizers at 
several and listening to a range of live 
music.

Marigot has the flavor of a Riviera port, with 



collection of chefs and restaurants to be found 
anywhere in the Caribbean, hands down.  It’s as if 
someone wrote to all the Michelin-rated chefs in 
Europe and invited them to bring their pots and 
knives to work in a tropical paradise.  

But St. Barths is a simple island, too.  There is 
one main road that runs around the entire island: 
you have a choice of going either left or right 
and you’ll end up where you started.  There are 
no condos or tourist trap hotels, and there are no 
casinos to attract the Vegas crowd.

Life on St. Barths is neatly divided into two 
parts: day and night.  Day starts late, perhaps with 
a leisurely latte and a croissant.  With 18 beaches, 
there’s no shortage from which to select or you may 
prefer to sprawl in the cockpit with a good book.  
Lunch is mid-afternoon, perhaps overlooking the 
sea, which is everywhere on St. Barths.

When night falls, the lights go on in the 
restaurants and bars that dot the island but, when 
it comes to dinner, the island follows the Euro 
tradition of eating late.  We asked a maitre d’ if 
we could get a dinner reservation at 9:30pm.  He 
sniffed and said he could accommodate us if we 

wished to eat early.  Enough said.
We rented a Jeep with a Bimini top for sun 

protection, enjoyed glimpses of fabulous villas and 
hunted shells on the many great beaches. 

The Gustavia waterfront is lined by chic shops 
with international labels such as Cartier, Hermes 
and Versace, but you can also settle at Le Select, 
an alfresco bar-restaurant favored by yachties 
for its fabulous burgers.  Did Jimmy Buffett 
write Cheeseburger In Paradise about Le Select?  
Perhaps, perhaps not.

Just 5nm miles from Gustavia is Anse de 
Colombier, a spectacular cove at the northwest 
tip of St. Barth.  Surrounded by steep hills, the 
only way to get here is via boat, and even that is 
restricted.  Originally owned by the Rockefellers, 
Anse de Colombier is part of the St. Barths Marine 
Reserve, so no fishing, jetskis, or anchoring are 
allowed.  We picked up one of the yellow yacht 
moorings (free) for yachts up to 20 meters (65-ft).  
The white moorings are for boats less than eight 
meters (26-ft).  You’ll also be in the company of 
superyachts to 200-feet anchored further offshore.
There is a tiny village at the top of the cliff, but 
we chose to spend our day swimming, enjoying 
the beach, and snorkeling.  The trail to the village 
looked a bit ambitious.  

Our last day on the water took us to Great 
Bay on the Dutch side of Sint Maarten to visit 
Phillipsburg, the capital.  A cruise ship dock means 
a lot of tourists and touristy shops and, while we 
had intended to anchor, it quickly became apparent 
that the tenders for the cruise ships were going 
to zoom back and forth at all hours and make the 
anchorage rolly.  We made a command decision 
and called Sunsail, getting  a slip back in their 
marina.  It’s only a few miles away from Great Bay 
and we took a taxi back to Phillipsburg to mingle 
with the tourists and watch the anchored boats roll 
as the tenders raced around.  

Our charter check-out, having arrived the night 
before, was easy and we had enough time to get to 
the airport, check our bags, and then have a drink 
at the Maho Beach Bar at the end of the runway.  
The landing airliners pass just over the beach 
and the jetblast picks up those on the beach crazy 
enough to be standing and hurls them backwards 
into the water.  

It was a most amusing way to end our 
European getaway.

At dawn one morning in March of 1969, 
this combat force, led by the paratroops and 
followed by the bobbies, stormed the beaches 
where they encountered a horde of tipped-off 
reporters, a few Anguillan girls handing out 
sweets to the invaders, and several nanny goats 
that were soon in full flight.

The Anguillans were delighted to learn 
that the British really cared, and presented the 
bobbies with a mysterious poultry theft to solve.  
The British Army 
troops, finding 
little to do and 
few roads for 
their vehicles, 
set to building 

several, as well as two schools, a clinic and a 
longer airfield.   

Today, Anguilla has internal self-government 
while remaining a British dependency.  The 
bobbies, who stayed on for several years (mostly 
to play cricket and soccer with the locals in 
this low-crime area) are back in Blighty, the 
paratroops are only a memory, and the island 
stands as a last vestage of the “old Caribbean”.

The whole affair was a public relations 
disaster for the Brits and the press dubbed it 
“The Bay of Piglets”.  

But never have a conquered nation and an 
invading force been so happy with each other.

The Invasion Of Anguilla
It would have made a fine farce for Alec 

Guinness but, unfortunately, there were no 
cameramen present.

In 1967, the British island of Anguilla, 
northernmost of the Caribbean Leeward Islands, 
declared its independence from St. Kitts, under 
whose political control Anguilla had been placed 
by the British Foreign Office.

One sunny day, the Anguillans put their half-
dozen Kittian policemen on a local schooner and 
sent them back to St. Kitts with strict instructions 
to tell St. Kitts’ Premier Robert Bradshaw, 
who had pointedly ignored Anguilla’s needs 
for years, what he might do with a 
pineapple.

Bradshaw, in turn, sent a frantic 
appeal to Her Majesty’s Government, 
saying Anguilla had been taken over 
by the Mafia.  Oblivious to this, the 
Anguillans went about life as usual on their 
little island: catching lobsters, building boats and 
enjoying the sunshine.

The British government sent an incompetent 
envoy to try to reason with the Anguillans but he 
delivered such a thoughtless ultimatum that he 

was escorted off the island at 
gunpoint. 
After two years of bumbling 
over Anguilla, the British 
Foreign Office, apparently 

looking for something 
to do, responded to 
Bradshaw’s panic and 
launched Operation 
Sheepskin by 
mobilizing two 
battalions of Red 
Devil paratroops, a 
helicopter squadron, 
an anti-submarine 
frigate, six combat 
aircraft and a legion 
of, believe it or not, 
City of London 
bobbies, complete 

with blue serge jackets 
and pointy helmets.  



Postcards From The Leewards
Weather:  The easterly tradewinds prevail, 
blowing 10-14 knots from June to October, 
and 15-20 knots from November to May. 
The “Christmas Winds” can blow 20-25 
knots. The tidal range is 18-24 inches (45-60 
cms).  Air temperature averages 80 degrees.  

Getting There: Many major airlines use 
Princess Juliana International Airport (SXM) 
on the Dutch Sint Maarten side.  

Languages: French and Dutch are the 
official languages, but English is widely 
spoken.

Extra Costs:  Cruising and park permits 
are included in the charter fee.  Airport 
departure tax from Sint Maarten is $35 p/p.  
Check to see if the tax is included in your 
airline ticket.  Many moorings, especially 
in parks, are free.  We paid 10€ or less than 
$15 for a great mooring in Gustavia.  Ask 
about current prices during your checkout.  
Jeep rentals run about US$40 per day, you 
must have a valid driver’s license and be 
over 25.  Clearance fees can range from free 
(St. Martin) to $5.50 (Sint Maarten).

Money: The Euro is the accepted currency 
on the French and Dutch islands, and the 
East Caribbean dollar on Anguilla, but the 
U.S. dollar is taken everywhere.  Credit 
cards are accepted by larger restaurants and 
stores.  Banks are open 9am-3pm weekdays 
only.
 
Legal: Passports are required of all visitors 
and they must be valid for the period of 
travel plus six months.  Your passport name 

must match the name on your airline 
ticket.  No sailing licenses are required 
but, if you have certifications, it’s good 
to have them with you if contacted by 
Customs or Port police.

Cellphones: Your service provider 
can provide international roaming, 
and some charter bases offer prepaid 
cellphones.

What To Take: Load everything in a 
soft-sided duffel bag for easy storage 
aboard.Lots of t-shirts and two bathing 
suits (so one can dry), sunblock, lip 
balm, hat, polarized sunglasses with 
safety cord, extra reading glasses.  Most 
charter companies include masks, 
snorkels and fins, but may not have 
children’s sizes. Reef runners or other 
protective footwear for use in the water 
and on rocks.  You may want a pair of 
work gloves for handling the anchor 
rode. There are inexpensive underwater 
cameras for capturing your in-water 
fun.  Many boats now have iPod 
connections, or take CDs for music.  A 
rugged canvas tote bag makes your 
shoreside excursions easier when you 
return with bottles of rum or a bunch of 
shells.  Throw in some clothespins, too, 
to hold laundry to the lifelines.
  
Provisioning: For self-provisioning, 
there are several good supermarkets 
with fresh foods within walking or taxi 
distance of the charter bases.  There 
are numerous smaller stores near most 
marinas for restocking. 

Charter Briefing:  St. Martin, Anguilla, St. Barth’s


