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Want to 
know the quickest way 

to Antigua’s 
soul? Join

in its game.
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An irate goat charges my back, 
panicked by people and dogs running free in a grassy field 
near Bethesda, Antigua. The goat’s short tether yanks it 
back just short of butting me. My heart flutters. 

“Layla!” calls Layla’s owner as the dog bounds about. 
Other owners leash other gleeful dogs, and we the 

“hounds” clear the area without injury to person or beast. 
We set off up the near hill, following a trail of shredded-
paper markers laid earlier by the “hares.” We’re on a hash, a 
quirky British running and hiking tradition carried around 
the world and often called “a drinking society with a run-
ning problem.” These Antigua Hash House Harriers tour 
a new part of the island every other week.

“One of these thorns will go through your shoe,” one 
woman says as another woman steps in an ant pile. Clearly 
hashing is not for the feeble or thin of sole. Walking up a 
riverbed and into a forest, leaves scattering the sunlight, I 
realize I may be the first tourist ever to see this spot. But 
honestly, it’s the locals who seem most impressed.

“Every hash, I see new terrains,” says Antiguan Vernon Challenger. He’s lived 
all his 35 years here, and as a general contractor, he works in all corners of the 
108-square-mile island. Yet he’s surprised by what he finds whenever he leaves 
the beaten path. “It has to be a serious reason for me to miss a hike now,” he says.

On the road home, we pass a church with its windows open. The cantor calls 
verses as the choir sings: “Blessed hour of prayer / What a balm for the weary! / 
O how sweet to be there!” I’ve come to see how Antiguans themselves recreate 

— on land and sea. The path is clear: Explore; try new things; find everywhere 
a little more beauty. And get in the game.

“Watch this beautiful ball, miss!” 
Driving through the capital, St. John’s, pho-

tographer Shelly Strazis and I stop to watch 
a boys’ team practice cricket, the national 
sport. And by showing up, we are adopted 
and quickly coaxed onto the field.

I stand near Trevor at his position, where 
he can defend me. He recites match formats: 

“Twenty-twenty is 20 overs. Fifty is 50 overs. 
In test, everyone bats.”

“Got it,” I say. “What’s an over?” 
“Is this an interview?” Trevor asks. 
“You might be in a magazine,” I say. He doesn’t seem all that impressed.
Later, I ask kids on Runaway Beach for a lesson. I could listen to explanations 

of cricket all day and never understand. But I have to play. Grinning at my radiant 
foolishness, Stephen bowls a tennis ball at me from across the sand. I swing my 
bat and miss by a foot. Stephen bowls again. I whack the ball into the sea and 
take off up the beach. Now I get it: See ball; hit ball; run like hell. What’s next?

  c r i c k e t      e a s y  

1After a lull, Antigua cricket is 
making comeback on the island 
and is played at the professional, 

club and youth levels. Check wind 
ies cricket.com for regional matches, 
including at Sir Vivian Richards 
Stadium, named for the Master 
Blaster, a world-class cricketer and 
local hero. Check locally to watch 
club matches and practices taking 
place around the island. Or look for 
a game on the beach and ask for a 
lesson. Chances are, you’ll get one.

  m o u n ta i n  h i k i n g      s t r e n u o u s  

2The Antigua Hash House Har-
riers meet every other Satur-
day, rain or shine or snow or 

sleet (rare in Antigua). They might 
not run in a hurricane, but maybe 
the day after. Go to antiguahash 

.org, and click on Next Hash. For a 
guided nature/village walk, ask for 
Vorn at Sugar Ridge hotel, across 
from Jolly Beach. Walks leave 
7:30 a.m. on Tuesdays, Thursdays 
and Saturdays, and other days 
from other resorts. Vorn knows 
local plants, local lore and where 
to find a ripe pomegranate. 

insider tip

Get lost. Then ask a 
local for directions. 
Even if you’ve got your 
heart set on a par-
ticular beach or lunch 
spot, tell an Antiguan 
your plans. You’ll have 
an even better day, 
and likely a new friend.

Odd PlEAsurEs 
Hiking, socializing and 
(yes) drinking with the 
Antigua Hash House 
Harriers offers rare views 
of the island, and islanders. 
so does a first try at cricket. 
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Once you’ve 
fallen in the first 

time, there’s  not much left to worry about.  
I’m learning 

showing up isn’t 
enough. You have to engage. 
Reach farther. 

A week of high wind raised a chop offshore, 
but we go out anyway with Capt. Leroy and Ace, the bait man, on the 30-foot 
Mystic Amara II, motoring from Jolly Harbour to the continental shelf.

I’ve never been deep-sea fishing. I’m excited. With my bare hands (plus a 
powerful boat, a rod, a reel and a mile of high-test fishing line), I will battle the 
leviathan waiting for me in the depths and fight till my knuckles bleed manly 
red. We motor back and forth, dragging lines baited with silvery sardines. Just as 
suspense gives way to a cozy, rocking queasiness, one of the reels buzzes.

“Who sits in the chair fights the fish!” calls Ace as he drops the bowing rod 
into the chair’s holder. I’m already cranking. This is going to be epic!

About 40 seconds of winding later, a small barracuda is hauled over the transom. 
Mean as they look, barracuda just give up. While I’m left to imagine the thrill of a 
fiercer fight, I begin to wonder if I’m missing the better part of Antigua’s coastline.

“Ya, man,” Rasi the horseman cries, apropos of only this beautiful day. We’re rid-
ing on horseback south along the northwest shore. Praise be. We emerge onto 
Runaway Beach, a local favorite and all but deserted on a weekday morning. “Just 
lean back in the saddle as you go down the sand, and give your horse the reins.”

The horses know the way; they’ve done this before. Heading back, we pass 
a couple staring at the horizon. The woman is very pregnant, sunning her 
rounded middle, baby to be born to sunshine. “You look good with your belly!” 
Rasi calls to her. She smiles. “Look how happy she is!” Her man looks pretty 
happy too. No use trying not to smile at that. A ride along the water’s edge 
produces these connections, the lapsing shyness and the rise of play.

At the beach on Dickenson Bay, home for these horses, Rasi removes my 
horse’s saddle. As I ride bareback into the waves, a realization comes: The ocean 
poses no danger if I fall. I sense the softness of the air, equal parts warmth and 
breeze. Still at play and now immersed, I feel the uplifting salt in the milky blue-
green water as my horse walks in the shallows and swims where it’s deep.

I get the same sensation paddling a 
surfboard out of Falmouth Harbour, same 
except for not falling. Kids glide past in 
their sailing dinghies. Waves break to 
my left and right as I approach the bay’s 
mouth. But Shirley Falcone, in her bath-
ing suit, more style than fabric, paddles 
straight ahead. My direction is clear.

As wind and waves rock my board, I 
stumble backward and pinwheel into 
the sea. My hat and sunglasses scatter; 
the paddles flails. If I lost my shorts, the 

garage sale would be complete. I’m neck-deep in the island life now, right where 
I wanted to be. Once you’ve fallen in the first time, there’s not much left to 
worry about. I scramble back up and paddle after Shirley.

“Spread your toes,” she reminds me. “Reach forward. Farther forward!”
This week, I’m learning that showing up isn’t enough. I have to engage. Reach 

farther. Meet the island on its own terms. When I fall again, I get back up, and 
we cruise with the breeze at our backs down the rocky coast toward Rendezvous 
Bay, green hills glowing in afternoon sun and a blond arc of beach for a finish line.

  s ta n d - u p  pa d d l i n g      m o d e r at e  

3Stand-up paddling is 
relatively new in Antigua, 
but it’s catching on (as it is 

everywhere), and opportunities 
are ample for inshore sorties and 
long downwinders. Watch for 
traffic; mind the current. Rent a 
board from Turtle’s Surf Shop, at 
the Antigua Yacht Club Marina, in 
Falmouth Harbour. The spot also 
sells the appropriate fashions and 
gear. Just show up in your board 
shorts or call 268-783-3592.

  o c e a n  b y  h o r s e b ac k      e a s y  

4Joseph and Rasi with Upris-
ing Stables run morning and 
afternoon rides in Western 

saddles on mellow horses from 
Dickenson Bay to Fort James and 
back. Wear a swimsuit and go for 
a bareback ride in the waves at 
the end of the tour (by request). 
Call Joseph at 268-770-0772. 
For a trail ride to the bays on the 
south end of the island, as well as 
custom tours, contact Springhill 
Riding Club. springhillriding.com 

  s p o r t  f i s h i n g      s t r e n u o u s  

5For Caribbean-side fishing for 
mahimahi, wahoo, kingfish, 
tuna, barracuda and even 

marlin, meet Capt. Leroy on the 
Mystic Amara II at the docks in Jolly 
Harbour. Six guests maximum for 
elbowroom while grappling sea 
monsters. fishingantigua.com To 
explore Antigua’s deepwater and 
inshore Atlantic fishing grounds, 
look up Capt. Frank Hart on Over-
draft for four-, six- and eight-hour 
charters. antiguafishing.com

insider tip

don’t forget to eat. 
sports demand fuel, 

and Antigua has great 
roadside cooks, from 

Cavell in Crab Hill to the 
lady who makes fungi in 
the corner of the airport 
parking lot (no kidding).
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A crack like lightning hitting a  
tree makes me duck, but something knocks me on the head 
anyway. We’re sailing out of Falmouth Harbour on Ocean 
Nomad, a traditional wooden sloop from Carriacou island, 
in the Grenadines, and joining an informal regatta of classic 
boats. A moment ago, when the mainsail and jib went up, 
everything had gone silent. When you move with the wind, 
the wind makes no sound. Waves were breaking over the 
bow, soaking me with spray, then came the bang.

When I look up, the mast is gone, snapped in half and 
blown overboard, sails and all. It was just a splinter off the 
mast that hit me. We’re adrift, but the crew of mostly island 
residents swiftly drags the mast back aboard so we can 
motor back to port. This wasn’t exactly the smooth sail we 
had in mind, but mishap is adventure, so maybe it’s what we 
wanted after all. The whole drama lasted only a few minutes, 
and no permanent harm was done. I’m still fit for competi-
tion, ready to beat Antigua at its own game. 

So later that afternoon, when a friend of a friend suggests 
that Shelly and I join a local match, we follow his instructions 

from the main road, down a series of unpaved alleys and into the black of night. 
We stop in front of what looks like an abandoned warehouse. “Scared?” asks Shelly.
We walk through the unlocked gate and into the fluorescent light. Concrete 
pillars hold up the corrugated metal roof. A 5-pound hand sledge lies in the dust 
next to an open quart of motor oil. Horror movies end on sets like this. If I 
weren’t invited, I’d be scared. But here, four guys are playing a friendly game of 
dominoes, the other national sport. 

Everybody introduces themselves. 
Others are on their way to the shop. It’s 
Saturday night. They’ll play till 2 a.m. I 
can picture a long-running poker game in 
this space, so I assume they play for money. 
But they play just to play, an outlet for the 
stresses of the week, a social occasion.

“I’m going to win this game because I feel 
like it,” says Shamel. “Because I can.”

“That’s called crap,” says Kay. And when 
Shamel does win, she says, “It’s still crap.” 
The talk gets bawdier from there.

Here they do not care who wins, only who loses big. In some neighborhoods, 
big losers go into an actual jail cell until someone else loses big. Here, losers’ 
names go on a chalkboard, an odd celebrity. So I’m half hoping to lose.

“Is this the only tile I can play?” I ask Sydney, the kibitzer by my side. 
“Yes,” he says, “but they don’t need to know that.” I do my best and man-
age to win four of six. Luck is involved. No one begrudges me my small vic-
tory, nor congratulates me either. The game is the thing, and I’m no longer a 
guest. Antigua may be the friendliest island I’ve met, even in competition.

  s a i l i n g      m o d e r at e  

6To experience traditional 
Caribbean sailing and see the 
island from a new perspec-

tive, plus possibly dolphins, flying 
fish and green turtles, join the 
Antigua Classic Yacht tour with 
Adventure Antigua, and participate 
in the sailing of the traditional 
Carriacou sloop Ocean Nomad as 
much or as little as you like. Former 
Olympian Eli Fuller’s company 
also runs eco-tours of the island’s 
beaches, reefs and mangroves. 
adventureantigua.com

  d o m i n o e s      e a s y  

7Ask about neighborhood games, 
especially on weekend nights. 
Or visit the taxi stand south of 

the West Bus Station in St. John’s 
any afternoon. It’s not polished, but 
this is a high-energy scene — with 
all locals till you arrive — where 
people (including national champs) 
play dominoes, checkers and what 
may be the island’s smartest game, 

“wari,” brought from Africa. There 
are also the arguments and jokes. 
Ask a question here, and you’re 
sure to get three answers, only one 
of which might be the truth.

insider tip

Just ask to join local 
games. Antiguans play 
hard but are friendly.  
You won’t ask twice.  
The crowd parts, and 
there you are slamming 
dominoes like you were 
born at the taxi stand.

NATiONAl sPOrTs
From sailing on a  
Carriacou sloop to joining 
a game of dominoes,  
Antigua’s competitive 
charms extend beyond  
its famed beaches.


