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here’s something to be said for eating a turkey club
within eyeshot of where a gallows once stood. The let-
tuce somehow seems a bit crunchier, and the bacon just
crispy enough. On the Bermudian island of St. George’s,
they’re long removed from the days of hanging pirates
and murderers, but the old punishment stocks and a
dunking chair remain. And as | drag my last french fry
through a puddle of dark red ketchup, a crowd assem-
bles nearby in King’s Square, where a man and woman
have been pinned in place by the stocks’ heavy wooden
boards. But there’s no shouting or humiliation. No rot-
ten food being thrown. Instead there’s laughter and the
flash of digital cameras capturing the scene.

This is the savage reality of today’s Bermuda. It’s 72
degrees and the sky is fighting the sea over which is
bluer. The sun has burned away the morning rain clouds,
and the greenery that has overrun the landscape is suck-
ing the drizzle deep into the earth. Taking in such ele-
mental strife, it’s understandable that early explorers
called this the Isle of Devils — if the devil wears polo
shirts, thatis.

But truth be told, life on Bermuda hasn’t always been
easy. The country is a fishhook-shaped collection of ap-
proximately 138 semitropical islands — the four largest
being St. George’s, St. David’s, Somerset Island, and the
Main Island, also known as Bermuda Island. The
islands’ first settlers smashed onto these shores, 650
miles east of Cape Hatteras, N.C., in 1609 while en route
to Virginia from England aboard the Sea Venture. The
survivors scuttled up the rocky shores of St. David’s and

Left: Turquoise waves lap Bermuda’s famous pink sands at
Stonehole Bay; above: the Bermuda Heritage Museum’s model
of the Sea Venture, which crashed into a reef off Bermuda in
1609 and whose survivors colonized the islands
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