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The Island 
I live on an island. A pretty small, tropical island. It’s 108 square 

miles with a permanent population of 85,000, which swells in high 
season with increased air and cruise ship arrivals.  

 
I’ll never forget my first sighting from the plane window as we 

circled for a landing. After 8 hours of nothing but ocean, the island 
looked like a small patch of green floating in a turquoise sea. All the 

planes circle. We often watch them from our balcony. Some days 
there are no jumbo jets, just the De Havilland Dash 8’s, the inter-

island planes. Other days there can be three or four large jumbos 
circling, waiting to land on the single runway. It all depends on the 

‘season’. 

 
Sometimes the planes make a wider sweep, taking passengers over 

the smoldering volcano on Montserrat, and the miniscule island of 
Redonda, to Nevis and St Kitts before sweeping over the north of 

the island to the airport on the north east coast.  
 

I often wonder how much of the circling is the ‘wow factor’ for 
tourists and how much is to do with the wind direction.  

  
When we first decided to leave the UK for a tiny island in the middle 

of nowhere, everyone thought we were nuts. When they found out 
where we were moving to, some were excited for us, others were 

envious, and many rolled their eyes and shook their heads. “You’ll 
be back,” they said. Some even thought we were running away! No 

my friends, we were running as fast as we could towards a better 

life. Well, it will be 7 years on 9 June and we’re still here.  
 

We stayed at a hotel for two weeks as part of a great package deal 
from Virgin Atlantic. We had £3,000 to our names and no idea of 

what our future would hold. All we knew was that we were in this 
together and we’d make it work somehow.  

 
My husband had struck up a conversation with a tanned, shaggy-

haired man sitting across the aisle on the plane. Turns out he was 
returning to the island after a month in Switzerland. He lived on a 

villa/condo resort on the west coast of the island, not far from our 
hotel. “You should come over and see the place,” he’d said. “I’ll 

show you around.” Great, we’d made our first contact. 
 

I remember the heat that hit the moment the door of the plane 

opened. It was like a pre-heated oven, the air was thick, 



uncomfortable and humid. It felt hard to breathe. Across the baking 

tarmac and into the terminal building and it’s blessed air-
conditioning. Sweat poured from every pore. I’d never been to the 

Caribbean before and I had no idea what to expect.  
 

We stood at Immigration, waiting while our passports were 
scrutinised. It felt like forever. Then, stamp, stamp. “Enjoy your 

holiday.” We had one month to figure it out. 
Baggage Reclaim and on to Customs, which was nothing more than 

two tables. We stood at the Nothing to Declare table and handed 
our papers to the Customs Officer. We had to open our huge 

suitcases anyway. Still nothing to declare. The rest of our 
possessions were coming by container ship, due to arrive in three 

weeks.  
 

Out through the swing doors of the airport building and into the 

furnace. My god it was hot. People were milling around everywhere, 
suitcases and trolleys crowded the pavement. White faces, pink 

faces, tanned faces, black faces, smiling, white teeth.  
 

We found our pre-arranged transport to the hotel. A minivan with 
room for twelve and luggage piled high. Our fellow travellers were 

here on holiday, excited and grinning, all of us eager to see what 
paradise looked like from the ground. Palm trees, blue sky, 

tumbledown buildings. Ancient looking birds with enormous 
wingspans circled overhead.  

 
The taxi took us through ‘town’, a ramshackle collection of buildings 

that stood higgledy-piggledy, so packed together you’d think they’d 
keel over in a gust of wind. Out the other side to open countryside 

and the sea! Yes there it was - turquoise blue and vast. Wow.  

 
We pulled through a gate and into the grounds of the hotel and 

civilisation of a sort. The hotel didn’t look the way I’d imagined a 
Caribbean hotel would, but rather an aging three-storey concrete 

rectangle. But we weren’t here on holiday so what did it matter? It 
was to be our home for two weeks.  

 
I remember the vast marble lobby with its soaring ceiling and 

against one wall a garden of lush vegetation surrounding a ‘water 
feature’. I bet, when it was first built, it must have been something 

to behold. Now it was tired-looking.  
 

A smiling man in a crisp white shirt and dark trousers handed us a 
rum punch, to ease the waiting of check-in. Even though we don’t 

drink, we did then! We’d made it to paradise. I remember how fast 

the alcohol hit and how we laughed, giggled more like. Neither of us 



could believe how, just five weeks earlier, I’d come home with the 

news of another redundancy, my third since 9/11.  
 

We had a sea view and a balcony. Wow. The view from our third 
floor room was spectacular - over the white sand beach to five tiny 

islands and beyond that to the harbour where a cruise ship was 
docked.  

 
“Welcome to our adventure,” my husband said.  

 
In less than 8 hours, he’d fighting for his life in a third world 

hospital...   
 

* * * 
 

The stress of the last couple of years, those tough post-9/11 years, 

had finally caught up with us, with him.  
 

The ambulance ride to the hospital was the scariest of my life. My 
husband lay, pale and inert, as the ancient vehicle bumped over 

potholed roads, its siren wailing. Oh please God, let him get through 
this. I held his cold hand and squeezed it to reassure him I was 

there.  
 

“Baby? Stay with me,” I whispered to him.  
 

His eyes cracked open. “I’m not afraid. If it’s my time… I’ll see you 
on the other side. I love you.” He closed his eyes again. 

 
The ambulance lurched from side to side more violently and finally 

pulled to a halt. The doors were flung open and the stretcher carried 

into a dilapidated, low-slung building, to a small room where a 
single doctor was administering care to two other patients. 

Welcome to ER in the third world. 
 

I looked around. The place was rundown, basic, filthy and cramped. 
Dear god, this is surreal, I remember thinking. Welcome to 

paradise… yeah right. 
 

The doctor hooked him up to an IV and several monitors and told 
me something I couldn’t understand – I hadn’t had time yet to 

tune-in to the local dialect. Fortunately, the night manager from the 
hotel had come by car, concerned for his newest guests and 

between us, we answered the doctor’s questions.  
 

By 4 a.m. my husband had regained consciousness and was out of 

the woods. He was moved to a hallway off the ER where an old lady 



lay moaning, her frail body barely disturbing the grubby white sheet 

that covered her. This was the recovery area. I crawled onto the 
bed beside him and we whispered together for a while. We slept…  

 
When the doctor returned to check on him again, “Go back to de 

hotel, he’ll be okay,” he told me. “I’m gonna run some tests, if all is 
well, he should be released dis afternoon.” 

 
And so began our island life. Dr Simons was to become our longest-

standing friend on the island. My husband plays tennis with him 
every Sunday.  

 
To be continued… 
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