
Enjoying FS’s St. Croix Cottage on the Beach 
by Michael DeLaurentis 

St. Croix is one of the three American Virgin Islands (St. 
John and St. Thomas being the other two). It would never 
have occurred to us to vacation there had it not been for the 
opportunity presented to us by the Freethought Society’s  
(FS) donated timeshare. Margaret Downey asked if I knew 
anyone who might be interested, and after scoping out the 
island offerings, my wife and I decided we would take it 
ourselves. What a good decision that turned out to be! We 
had possibly our best vacation ever in St. Croix!  
     Frankly, that is not what I expected or would have 
predicted even as we were driving from the airport to the 
timeshare in our rented compact car. First impressions can be 
quite wrong. 
     My past island experience has been that there is a limited 
posh area buoyed by the tourist trade, possibly one 
reasonably modern urban area. Often gambling opportunities 
are offered to visitors. Not so in St. Croix. Christiansted, 
located on the eastern end of the island, is the main city. The 
city of Frederiksted is located further west near the “rain 
forest.” Outside those two areas and several resort places, the 
island is largely raw and undeveloped. Even Christiansted, 
outside the compact merchant and restaurant part, is 
stunningly poor and undeveloped. 
     Yet, almost immediately, we discovered a vibrant, 
friendly, surprisingly American atmosphere. That ambiance  
made it easy and comfortable for us to visit new places. It 
was a hospitable place in which we could make small and 
large talk. We enjoyed unexpectedly good meals and 
absolutely great wines by the glass. It still amazes me that 
even the self-proclaimed haute wine bars of my hometown of 
Philadelphia would find competition from the wines we 
enjoyed drinking at multiple unpretentious restaurants in St. 
Croix. 
     Our week at the timeshare was March 17-24, 2012. The 
weather forecasts year-round for St. Croix are remarkably 
predictable and boring: low to mid 80s, mostly sunny, chance 
of a brief spritz or two from an occasional unfriendly passing 
cloud. March has the lowest rainfall of any month on the 
island. But I checked the prospects for our week anyway: 
thunderstorms all day, every day! Every other week hewed 
close to the pattern forecast: sun with a chance of even more, 
high the same as yesterday, low nearly the same as the high. I 
thought this was a really bad cosmic joke being played on us. 
I was banking on a really interesting Christiansted and reli-
able umbrellas. 
     Our flight from Philadelphia to Christiansted by way of 
San Juan, Puerto Rico, got us to the island at around 6:00 pm. 
It was a pleasant day and maybe a bit overcast. We found our 
way to the timeshare at Chenay Bay as I quickly mastered 
driving on the left side of the road with an American-style 
automobile. We looked over the resort quickly, and rushed 
out to dinner fearing that everything might be shut down. 
Turns out, things do stay open late on the island.  

     Duggan’s Reef was the closest real restaurant. It had 
received good reviews when I did my pre-trip restaurant 
search. The locals gave Duggan’s Reef a strong thumbs-up. 
Good and fun, it was! We met the owner, Duggy, who had 
set up shop 30-some years earlier and never turned back. We 
asked why the pennants of our alma matres, Amherst and Mt. 
Holyoke, were not among the dozens lining the open-air, 
informal setting. There was an acceptable explanation that 
included the fact that Duggy himself was an undergrad at 
UMass Amherst. We instantly loved the place. It had a 
bustling and friendly atmosphere. They serve cold beer and 
gourmet yet homey food without any pretense. We definitely 
wanted to return, possibly for the touted brunch, before our 
time was up. Sadly, we never did get back to Duggan’s Reef, 
but for good reason. There were just so many other 
restaurants to enjoy that we simply did not have enough time 
to visit the same ones over again. Difficult choices had to be 
made — none painful. 
     In the next three days we got so much sun we had to hide. 
We heard from the locals the week we were there was 
probably was the worst weather week of the month, if not 
year.  
     Below are some brief observations of St. Croix: 
 

Travel:   
 

I arranged our flights online. There was a bit of difficulty 
getting the humans at the airlines to confirm that the flights I 
found online really existed. Eventually it all worked out. We 
departed from the Philadelphia International Airport at about 
11:00 AM on a Saturday, flew direct to San Juan, Puerto 
Rico. Readers of this article should note that the airports in 
Miami, Florida had the most often-scheduled connections to 
St. Croix. Charlotte, North Carolina has the second most, but 
San Juan, Puerto Rico is most efficient to get to St. Croix.  
     A small craft on Cape Airlines will take you to the city of 
Christiansted. Cape Airlines reservations had disclaimers that 
gave us serious pause as to whether the booked flights would 
in fact fly. I called and was assured they would. There was no 
problem with the flight to St. Croix, but on the way back 
torrential weather skewed the Cape Airlines schedule. Per-
sonnel problems mixed with weather difficulties caused a 
schedule delay and we barely made our flight back from San 
Juan. We departed and arrived to and from exactly on time, 
however. I still can’t believe it! In fact, the flights down to St. 
Croix went as smoothly as any I’ve had. On the return Cape 
Airline flight, I was able to sit in the cockpit — right next to 
the pilot! It was the only available seat! I considered it a 
small bonus thrill.  
 

Restaurants:   
 

The island food available to us was a very pleasant surprise. I 
did not expect a wealth of fine food offerings in a still-
largely-undeveloped island.  



     Every dinner we had was at least very good, and there 
were promising restaurants we didn’t even have a chance to 
sample. In addition to the relaxed, open-air, fun environment 
at Duggan’s Reef, we sampled the old-line, traditional haute 
Kendrick’s; an upstart with an Asian flair, Galangal; quick 
American-style lunch at Nate’s on the water; the very 
charming Savant; Tutto Bene, obviously Italian; and the 
Terrace at the elegant Buccaneer Resort. Each restaurant had, 
at the very least, very good wines by the glass, which 
surprised me even more than the fine food.  Dress everywhere 
is casual. I don’t recall seeing anyone wearing a tie, ever! 
 

Sights and Outings:  
 

St. Croix has been ruled under six flags in its storied history: 
Spain, the Netherlands, France, England, Denmark, and 
finally the United States. St. Croix was purchased by the 
United States for $25 million to serve as a naval base during 
the First World War. The base is still there to visit, along with 
a scale house, customs house, Government House, the 
Lutheran Church, Steeple Building, and many other historic 
buildings. All of this is within easy walking distance of each 
other in downtown Christiansted. For a slight change of 
scenery, you can head over to the boardwalk on the water, 
watch the tour boats leave and the fishing boats come in. For 
me, watching large fish hung and cleaned is quite an eye-
opener. I ordered meat that night for my dinner. 
     We visited the rain forest on the west end of the island, 
which is not quite like what I’d imagine you’d see along the 
Amazon. The rain forest is very, very different from the east 
end of the island, which is generally more developed. We got 
caught in a series of torrential downpours on one trip to the 
west end, even though the weather forecast only warned of a 
passing spritz or two. 
     Rum was the source of revenue for the island for both free 
and enslaved people alike. The Whim Estate on the west end 
was an afternoon visit and well worthwhile. 
     At the other extreme of the island is the gorgeous Point 
Udall, a bit of Marin County replicated, only with mesmeriz-
ing shades of blue, turquoise, green, and aquamarine water. 
We have never seen colors like this even at this most easterly 
point of the United States. Hidden isolated beaches can be 
found at the end of long, winding trails which make for an 
invigorating hike up and down hillsides. The trails can be 
easily traveled upon even by urban dwellers such as us. We 
saw gorgeous, white-sand beaches with names I can’t 
remember and shared our time there by only a few or no other 
humanoids at all. We stopped at a Northside Resort, and 
enjoyed some time on their private beach. These meandering 
day trips alone made the trip worthwhile. 
     We did try something new… for us city folk: snorkeling.  
We purchased space on a charter boat that took us to an even 
more gorgeous beach on Buck Island. The water hues were 
enthralling. We took the literal plunge, adapted to the 
snorkeling gear and enjoyed the scene with only the 
occasional gulps of water. There we saw amazing reefs, 
barracuda, beautiful rainbow fish, and an array of sea 
creatures.  

     There was some down time on the beach for food, rest, 
sun, and nature intoxication before we enjoyed the boat ride 
back with Captain Heinz, a 30-year veteran. We made instant 
acquaintances and had easy conversation on the boat, 
meaningful enough to evoke email trading. This day of 
snorkeling at Buck Island was fabulous. 
     During our trip we purchased art as a souvenir. Reminders 
of the gorgeous setting are captured in colorful renderings. 
 

Chenay Bay:  
 

Chenay Bay is not the most luxurious resort on the island, and 
the timeshare is not a luxury condo — and we did not expect 
them to be. Both are adequate, have their own low-key charm, 
and offer a very affordable way to get introduced to this 
island gem. The FS unit (Number 6) sits right next to the 
pool, which has obvious advantages and potential disadvan-
tages. We expected early morning noise, but that never 
occurred. We enjoyed sipping coffee poolside before heading 
to the beach, which is only a few yards further. What a great 
place to catch early morning sun and catch up on some 
reading. There we planned our daily afternoon jaunts around 
the island.   
     Everyone in St. Croix was so friendly, and the number of 
mainland transplants is amazing. Relatives of friends from 
home had us over for drinks at their gorgeous home in the 
Buccaneer Resort. They told of their initially temporary visits 
that led to their moving to the island permanently. We 
wondered out loud what they did for “culture.” We were told 
that they enjoyed socializing and volunteer activities. 
     We didn’t know what to expect from St. Croix, about 
which we knew nothing. We have visited Puerto Rico, the 
Bahamas, the Antilles, and Hawaii. Much as we enjoyed most 
of those sojourns, St. Croix comes out on top. It is a friendly, 
charming, lovable, gorgeous bit of earth that welcomes its 
many visitors without ruining its native allure. I hope we get 
to return — and I am immensely gratified that we enjoyed this 
memorable experience while benefiting FS. All supporters of 
FS should consider using the cottage in St. Croix. Below is a 
photo of one of the beautiful sunsets we saw during our trip. ●                                        


