ccording to its rather sketchy history, the first
humans arrived on the island of Capri some
400,000 years ago. They were probably tourists.
And for good reasons: this gorgeous, seductive
little island in the Bay of Naples has been serving up sunshine, sea air and sybaritic pleasures for almost all of its existence. It has been attacked, pillaged, plundered, invaded and
admired by everyone from Ulysses to Aristotle Onassis. No
other island on earth has been so desired or so sought after.
Caesar Augustus, the founder of the Roman Empire, first
set his greedy eyes on Capri in 29 B.C. He decided, then and
there, that he preferred Capri over its sister island, Ischia,
which had been his private domain, and began to develop
Capri. He built temples and villas, constructed aqueducts and

planted gardens so he could enjoy the island as his personal
retreat. Emperor Augustus didn't realize it at the time, but
he was creating what amounted to the world's first resort .
His successor, Tiberius, took up where Augustus left off.
A man of lusty, sometimes sadistic appetites, Tiberius reportedly hosted the infamous Orgy of Capri and also had a
penchant for tossing those he condemned into the seaacts that were perceived even at the time as not particularly
good for tourism, thus putting an end to Imperial Capri in
the first century A.D.
That was then and this is now. Today Capri (pronounced
"CAH-pree") still attracts those looking for paradise, or
some reasonable facsimile thereof. It is as beautiful as everfestooned with bougainvillea, lemon trees and jacaranda.

The many rock formations add mightily to the drama of
the landscape. Grottoes, some of them visitable, provide secret hideaways.
But it is not nature alone that accounts for Capri's allure.
First, there are the restaurants-many of them overlooking
the water-where freshly caught fish, plump mozzarella di

bufala, the ripest tomatoes, succulent figs and sweet cherries
are on the daily menu and where the pasta is reliably delicious. Then there are the elegant boutiques, one after another. Some bear world -class brand names, like Prada, Loro
Piana and Ferragamo. Others can be found only on Capri,
such as 100% Capri, which sells fashionable, locally made
linen apparel for men and women. In several shops, you can
have a pair of leather sandals made in thirty minutes for
about forty dollars -so you might as well buy two.
The Piazzetta, the tiny piazza beneath the clock tower in
the center of town, is where several outdoor cafés are clustered. In summer, of a late afternoon or early evening, it
sometimes gets so crowded with people sipping espresso and
slurping granita di caffè that it is hard to tell where one café
begins and another ends. Other than small delivery vehicles,
there are no cars on Capri, at least not in the main part, so
almost everything is reached on foot.
In the hills above the village of Capri is Anacapri, the quieter part of the island, where more and more wealthy Italians
(such as Diego della Valle, who owns Tod's and Hogan) stay;
some of them are restoring castelli or building houses. Several
good hotels, including one of the island's best, the Capri Palace Hotel and Spa, are located here, and cars are permitted.
That Capri has remained so popular and has drawn afi -

cionados from all over the planet-from Jackie C) to Oprah
Winfrey-says a great deal about its staying power and its
power to please. In the 1950s, Capri gave rise to the expression
dolce far niente. Loosely translated, it means "it is sweet to do
nothing," and the Caprese take this very seriously. In July and
August, the days are long and are spent in luxuriant relaxation .
If you want to work, go elsewhere. This is not an island
where megadeals are made or where complicated negotiations
take place; indeed, the most important activity is deciding
where and what to eat for lunch or dinner. If you want to play,
it will be of the gentle kind-a swim, a stroll, a visit to one of
several historic sites. Leave your golf clubs at home and take it
easy.You'll feel removed from the travails of so -called real life.
Being on an island helps. It is not easy to get to, and there
are no airports. You must first go to Naples, then take a hydrofoil. Of course, that doesn't discourage masses of tourists from
coming in high season, mostly on day excursions from Naples
or the Amalfi coast. But they arrive by boat in the morning
and leave after lunch (which in Capri means at about three
or four in the afternoon). By sundown, the light is soft, the
air is sweet and the day -trippers are well on their way to
wherever. It is then that Capri becomes irresistibly romantic .
Resorts come and go. The best of them- St-Tropez ,
Mykonos, Portofino, St. Bart's, Nantucket, the Vineyard-have remained in favor and in fashion. But Capri is in a
league of its own. It is the kind of place that sticks in your
mind and gets under your skin, This is undoubtedly why so
many loyalists return year after year. There have been imitators, but no substitutes. So let it be said here and now: there
is one and only one Capri, and it is forever.

