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That city. I can still feel it. And I continue to chase its flavors months
later, sipping up, snacking on, and cooking with the yellow ginger,
mountain co!ee, pepper sauces, breadfruit crisps, and bush teas I
corralled into my luggage before leaving. My memories from this first
trip to Jamaica — a country of both towering prominence and mystical
depth — have an unctuous quality to them: plump yet slippery,
palpable yet elusive, solid yet not. And I welcome it. I think that’s what
happens when a place that is so often referenced — and just as often
misrepresented — finally has its say. Visiting Kingston felt like a
radiant reinstating of intrigue, dimension, nuance. And it hasn’t
stopped glinting.
        While I was on the jet bridge at Gatwick airport, queuing to board
for Jamaica, a woman behind me on the phone said, in a soothing lilt,
“Just remember to pour some rum on it. It’ll heal.” A fantastic prelude.
One of the country’s most notable exports, rum is among my favorite
spirits: To me, there’s just no matching its moody magic. 
        On the island, rum punch was ever-present, showing up sunset
orange and eminently sippable. But its true crowning moment was
my visit to the stunning grounds of Worthy Park Estate, the first rum
distillery on the island still in operation, with a heritage dating to 1741.
Blue mahoe trees shaded us with their distinctive heart-shaped
leaves. Aging barrels of fragrant white oak sent out deep aromas, like
those I’d loved catching a sni! of from our family piano. A taste of the
estate’s highly-prized molasses touched o! a sweet memory of my
Mississippi-born dad and his penchant for drizzling the stu! on his
pancakes. It was all capped o! by a sublime flight of five rum
varieties, each one smoother than the next — a reverie, on many
levels.
        So too were the rose-colored cameos by sorrel, a Jamaican strain
of hibiscus that made its tangy presence known in everything from
kombucha to chocolate. And who could forget the superfood
goodness of a sea moss smoothie? It’s a concoction pleasantly
reminiscent of tapioca and widely considered to be a health-booster.
(Tip: Get it with spirulina for the perfect jade-green tint — and for the
minerals and protein, of course.)
        What I miss most, though, has to be ackee: that unparalleled
national fruit with quite the personality. This yellow wonder is highly
poisonous until ripe, starchy like a bean, and treated like a vegetable. I
learned just how to wrangle it for breakfast under the merry tutelage
of chef Joseph Johnson at the Jamaica Food and Drink Kitchen:
sauteed with salted cod, tomatoes, onions, and, most importantly, the
local trinity of thyme, pimento, and Scotch-bonnet pepper.
Unbelievable. Bright and pungent with the perfect, buoyant chew. All
this reminiscing has me considering whether to track down the
canned incarnation. It was that good.
        But that’s the thing with Jamaica — whose tropical terroir can
grow almost anything, whose culture is mighty beyond its size, and
whose creativity is boundless — you’ll never know the end of its
wonders. One Sa-ti-deh Soup sparks a longing for the next. And,
chances are, it’ll spark even more than that.

The sky is blue. The trees and blooms are bursting. Hanging outside
all weekend is the only appropriate answer to nature’s renaissance,
but temperatures haven’t quite steadied. Galanter & Jones Helios
Metreo lounger is your timeless, yet adaptable answer to alfresco
relaxing desires. The made-in-San Francisco design’s ergonomic
curves, durable cast stone surface, and adjustable radiant heat let you
sit back and enjoy the show not only when the sun shines but also as
it sets, in any season. 
        Speaking of: We suggest a bottle of Kumpf et Mayer Pétillant-
Naturel 'Restons Dark' NV for an e!ervescent open-air aperitivo
hour, Kally x SingleThread’s limited-edition verjus wine if you’re
trending non-alcoholic, or a Cucumber Cooler using female-founded
and produced Rue de Rêve Apéritifs (made from organically grown
grapes; all-natural, fresh ingredients; and a hint of brandy) if you’re
feeling slightly more ambitious. 

One of my great joys is working just a few blocks from the New York
Public Library’s flagship Stephen A. Schwarzman Building. I head
there any time I want a little break from my computer, need to buy a
present (its gift shop is next level), or simply want to enjoy a sandwich
under the shadows of its iconic lions. Given how often I frequent the
place and haunt its nearby Bryant Park food vendors, it’s surprising
Andaz 5th Avenue didn’t cross my radar sooner. Situated directly
across the street from the library, tucked into the corner of 5th
Avenue and 41st Street, the hotel has a remarkably low-key exterior,
which is a significant part of its charm for someone, like me, who
loves staying at places in the city that allow me to forget that I’m
actually in the city.
        I just so happened to book a room (a one-bedroom Terrace Suite)
at the Andaz on an extremely hot day. So even though the chic room
was filled with late-afternoon sunlight, thanks to its full wall of
windows, I did what I so often do when I check into a hotel in steamy
weather: I closed all the blinds and cranked up the AC. After a
morning spent on sauna-like subway platforms, kicking back in the
frosty suite with a book (and complimentary bottle of prosecco) was
nothing short of heaven. 
        Given my love of one-night stays here in New York, I am
frequently asked for hotel recommendations by visiting friends,
whose requirements are invariably as mercurial as they are personal:
They want fancy, but not too fancy; something classic but also
modern; near midtown, but not too far from downtown. The Andaz
nicely answers many of these requests. It’s also decidedly premium,
but won’t break the bank in the way some of the city’s other grande
dame hotels might. 
        My room was stately and well-designed (by famed interior
designer Tony Chi) and even though it was too hot for me to spend
much time on my terrace, it o!ered incredible views of both the
library and lower Manhattan skyline. The amenities were lovely: fresh
macarons on the table plus a mini kitchen, complete with a tiny
(cleverly hidden) dishwasher. The travertine-filled bathroom not only
had a huge walk-in shower, it also came stocked with full-size Fellow
Barber products. There was a perfectly sized desk tucked into the
corner, where I actually managed to do a little work before retreating
to one of the most comfortable hotel beds I’ve ever slept in.  
        A big part of the reason I love short hotel getaways in my own city
is that they provide a moment of solitude away from my apartment.
Still, I couldn’t resist having a friend join me for a bite at The Bar
Downstairs, a cool, cavernous space that houses a beautiful central
bar fashioned from natural wood. It o!ers the requisite bespoke
cocktails and a menu focused on seasonal, locally sourced
ingredients. But even though it was a Saturday night, the space was
remarkably chill. In a city that o!ers you literally everything all the
time, sometimes the hardest thing to come by is just a little bit of
calm. The Andaz delivers that, right in the middle of one of
Manhattan’s busiest neighborhoods.

When my mom was eight years old, she saw Elvis.
        My grandfather drove her 90 miles north to Memphis, Tennessee,
to see him perform at the 1956 Mid-South Fair. She came home
smitten and carved his initials, along with her own, into the tree that
grew in her front yard on South Bolivar Avenue in Cleveland,
Mississippi. It’s a story Mom told often. But it’s also one that has
faded, along with the others, as Alzheimer’s claims more of her
memories.
        There are certain places inextricably entwined with our lives, and
sharing them means sharing a part of ourselves, our history. I haven’t
been to Mississippi since I was a child. My memories of it are
fragmented flashes of relatives and landscapes, but I wanted to bring
my daughters from California to the Delta to experience a place
integral to our family and to the fabric of American music and culture.
I wanted them to hear the stories embedded in the soil and meet the
people who tell them. And maybe, in the process, write a few of their
own.
        The South is rife with eccentricity, as demonstrated twice a day at
The Peabody Memphis, where for the past 90 years a team of five
North American mallard ducks have paraded from the hotel’s rooftop,
into the elevator, and along a red carpet through the lobby, finally
splashing into the central travertine fountain. This is just one reason
The Peabody is a property unlike any other. Its history is embroidered
in Memphis, just like the ducks are on its pillowcases. There could not
be a better place to begin our journey, because, as I was raised to
know with utmost certainty: the Mississippi Delta begins in the lobby
of The Peabody.
        After observing the waterfowl’s morning procession, we head
south along Highway 61. The alluvial flood plain known as the Delta
doesn’t arrive with a flourish. Instead, like Jason Isbell singing through
the speakers of my rented Chevy Malibu, it lays itself out real nice and
slow. I pull over at the crossroads of Highways 61 and 49, just outside
of Clarksdale, Mississippi. Legend has it that this is where a young
Robert Johnson was thrown out of a juke joint, his guitar playing so
horrendous it was driving away the patrons. Some months later, when
Johnson returned with astonishing, immeasurable talent, those who
bore witness to his transformation were convinced that he’d sold his
soul to the devil. While the exact location of Johnson’s Faustian
bargain is debated, today the fabled crossroads is home to Abe’s Bar-
B-Q, where pork shoulder is smoked on pecan wood, rested
overnight, then grilled on a flat top to achieve sublime crispiness.
While it may not be worth one’s soul, it’s some of the best barbecue
I’ve ever had, for just $6.25 a sandwich …
 
Read the full article alongside more close takes on a wide world in our
print issue. Order now.
 

I captured this image in New Delhi, India, while exploring the garden
around Humayun's Tomb, the resting place of Emperor Mirza Nasir al-
Din Muhammad, commonly known as Humayun. Built in 1570, it’s a
shining example of Mughal architecture and, I believe, one of the
earliest examples of the style being used for a tomb in India. It’s also
the first garden-tomb on the Indian subcontinent. 
        There is a haze in this photograph if you look for it, due to an
extreme temperature inversion that arrived the first couple of days I
was in Delhi. Air quality is obviously an ongoing issue in Delhi and
India, in general, but this was even worse than normal. When an
inversion occurs, pollutants get trapped under a blanket of warmer air
and can't filter out like they normally do. It was a little rough on my
asthmatic lungs, but it made for really lovely light. 

Beach Bounty. Last weekend’s Pebble Beach Food and Wine Festival
included over 40 events featuring 135 remarkable chefs, including
Nancy Silverton, Alice Waters, and Sean Brock — to name just a few
of the heavy hitters. At the opening night reception, I traversed The
Inn at Spanish Bay, which had been transformed into a culinary
journey, tasting bites from over 20 James Beard Award Winners,
nominees, and semifinalists. Think: Turkey and the Wolf’s unique New
Orlean’s take on deviled eggs, comprising fried chicken skin,
homemade hot sauce, and dill. During an intimate lunch hosted by
celebrated American chefs Aaron Bludorn, Elizabeth Falkner, Mawa
McQueen, Camari Mick, and Chris Shepherd, I indulged in a five-
course tasting menu highlighting a sublime dish from each chef. At a
burger event, I savoured inventive versions of the classic while taking
in sweeping views of Pebble Beach and its legendary golf course — a
veritable feast for the senses. –Elissa Polls
 
In Harmony. Visiting the Seabourn Encore anchored in port, I didn’t
expect to embark on a journey. I was invited to experience “Lie Down
and Listen,” part of the wellness program Seabourn o!ers aboard its
luxury cruise, led by the program’s founder: classical pianist Christina
McMaster. I stretched out on the floor, my heated eye mask reaching
the perfect temperature just as McMaster rang a series of Tibetan
bowls interspersed with airy, flowing compositions she played live on
the piano. The sounds enveloped the space, and I soon drifted o!,
lost in the experience. An hour later, I returned to my body, deeply
rested and remarkably grounded, particularly for being on a ship.
–John Chuldenko
 
Fresh Air. I’ve been on the hunt for a new perfume aligned with this
brighter season, and Maison Francis Kurkdjian’s newest scent, Kurky,
hits it on the nose. Inspired by its maker’s childhood nickname, the
non-gendered eau de parfum aims to recapture our inner children. Its
first notes are airy and sweet, almost like candy, but vanilla quickly
reveals itself. The result is skin-like, but better: gourmand, playful, and
perfect for a sunny day. –Alessandra Berge
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