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Saft sand, slow swells and a graduoal slope to deep water make the beach at Castaway Island Resort, Fiji, perfect for children.
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ATAMANOA,

Fiji — *You're

up early,” said

Dilkoa, joining

s al the

breakiasg able
at Matamanoa Ishuwd Resort, piling
his wet st and swim fins on the
chair where we'd be sure to see
then. “Did Dad tell you? Blue sky,
no wind, a perfiect day for a shark
dive

He pased, walting for an an-
swer. "I know, you it O
cam's razor, huh?™ he said, grin-
ning. “You don't mind being akoms,
do your”

We were ghid he cared. But, no,
we could never be lonely on Mata-
manod lkand, in the Mamamsca
Anchipelagn in the central South
Pacific. If we needed co  the
nesorts” other guests were on A
not i mentdon our family, three
generations of us on vacation -

And there was the kland to
explone, a poster-perfiact South
Pacilic hidkemwsny, A mestone cone
sticking up out of the sea, its an
encyclopedia of nature, from birds
and fish, to an explosion of bright
Bomvers and craggy shade trees,

Walking bare oot alomg the
shore, on the powdery soft sand,
you see crabs digging holes, fishin
the shallows, and a hoard of wave-
tumbled sea shells and coral,
washed up from deeper water.

i e sl Beft bechiinndd, nocviw thit
the kds were growing up? For a
mano-second, maybe. But in rath,
it wezs ndoe o be alone, nolongerin
charge of onganizing these anmual
Eumily triges or planning the days,
W couhd swirm, dlimb i the sum-
it o reac wndher an umbrella, as
the moment dictated,

Onr first Family trip, mope than a
devade ago, was a last-minute idea,
patched together on a whim. But
adventuring logether proved such a
rewarding way tostay connected
that it became a tradiion.

When the kids were toddlers, in
5. Luda, we built sandcasths
together while their parents slipped
anway Bor asunsel cruise. In Toron-
oy, we plaved Marco Polo in the

posad, whille the mons and duxk
enjoyed a candlelit dinmer.

Sim years later we climbed the
pyramids together at Teotihuacan,
in Mexico. But Dillon, now 20, was
long past making sandcasthes, Like
his cousins, he wanted 1o sk the
moguls, fish in Alzska and climb
Colorado's “ourteeners.”

While he studied the menu, we
stepped outside, bending an ear for
the chirps and twitters overhead,
and catching our breath as the sun
pecked over the horizon. Sending
b and amber rays acmoss the
water, it il nated each nearby
iskand, one after another,

With the night fading, a colony of
fruie bats suddenly appeared albove
~ like Halloween witches on their
broomsticks - comimg home 1o nest
i thee treetogs, Circling overhead,
their 5-foot wingspans catching the
updrafis, they plopped down on
e top-rmost branches, squawkdng
and arguing.

“Look, they'ne shoving each
other,” said DElon, joining us to
peer up through the keaves, Do
vou think they have a peding
onder?™ he said, as they fokded their
winggs and gradually fell asheep,
“Another 10 minubes and vou
woulkdn't know they were there”

The bats, migratory visitors,
were new for Dillon. But we'd spot-

ted them before, in the Mamancas
and elsewhere on Vit Levu and
Vamu Lievu, Fijis two largest is-
lands. On our first Fiji trip, we did
the tourst rowte: botanical gar-
dhens, visins o native villages, a day
crusse on the Sigatoka River and
snorkeling off the hotel beach.

And by the third visit we wene
ready for bigger stuff: rafting on the
Upper MNanvies River, kavaking on the
Lunva Bbver in the Namosl High-
lands, hiking o waterfalls and
dimbing Mount Tomanivi, in the
Kaoroyanitu Mational Heritage Park,
at 4,344 feet, Fiji's highest ;

Bt a Earrdby trip & Fiji abways
seermed too B away and oo ex-
pensive. Untll recendy, that s,
when a Fiji Airways promotion
popped up in our email, advertis-
g round-trip, nonstop tickets from
Lo Angebs to Nadi for about $750
each, half off the regular price, an
offer oo generaus to gnore,

Then, with everyone on board,
thee dates sorted and the tickets
bought, we hit a . Most of the
resorts we'd bragged about were
overbooked, Castaway Bkund Re-
sort, our all-time family favorite,
haad space for three nights. But we'd
mever been o Matamanoa o to the
Sheraton Tokoriki, which did have
space, We decided 1o take a chance.

The Fiji Alrways overnight Bight,

1 hours Bom LAY to Madi, ks pain-
Besss. Wiown heave time to read, eat,
watch a mowie, and then get a good
night's sbeep. Departing shortly
befare midnight, it kindsat 5 a.m.
the next morning, bat two days
later on the calendar: you've
crsed the International Dateline.

Hailimg a couple of cabs, we
headed o Denarau and the South
Seas Ferry dock, where we bougia
tickets and ate breakEst while
waiting 1o board the ferry. Once on
bemnd, we nsted up o the top and
found seats, the best place lor
views of the Mamanucas green
isbands and the workd’s most beauri-
ful peacock-blue water,

Affter an howr out and hundreds
of selfies, son Paul, carrying his
out-of-date Padi diving certificate,
spoke up,

“You won't mind, will vou, fwe
o divinge™ he said. =T have 1o
take a refresher course. And if
Dilllon wants to finish the course,
we'll be diving every day. But you
oouldn't find a better place 1o do i
Lok at this wager, the visibiliy, ir's
Bk glasa! And % 5o calm!”

Two hours kater the ferry
reached Castaway, Climbing out on
the sand we were thrilled (for the
30uh time, a best) 1o see that the
stallf was walting, gathened 10sing
Isa Laed, the Fijian welcome song.

W meelted with joy. If they'd tried
o sedl i the island we would have
written a dveck. Qur son, mean-
while, made a beeline for the dive
shop, 20 keet away on the beach,

That evening, when we gathered
fior our first candle-lit dinmer in
Castaway's inviting, newly de-
signed restaugint, overlooking the
blue-green sea, Dillon, beaming
with anticipation, announced that
theyd all signed up for the dive
wourse. If they were happy, we
were :

We wenenT sure what we'd find
al Matamanda, nexs o0 our Rier-
ary, but it proved s marvelous as
Custaway, just diferent. Catering to
st 16 and older, people who
oo every year, Matamatoa
neminced us of a private club,
where everyone knows evervone
ke and we'd been leviced 1o join.

The cocktail howr began on time
and was. followed by a single din-
e seating, with ever vone served
atonoe, The oceanview “villas™
were inviting, and the elegant new
hiflsop sultes were the latest in
oomifiort, privacy and spectacular
views. Meanwhile, Dillon and the
cousins headed sraight forthe dive
shop, for the next round of lessons,

Our last Idand resort, the Sher-
aton Tokorlkl, surprised us, We'd
expected a hotel bat were relieved
o find a bong, low modern build-
ing, with an odfice, gift shop, sever-
al dini g rooms and a beautiful
pood, all ovedooking a long beach.
The huts, some with plunge pools,
formed a small villzge. The proper-
ty, swept chean in 2006 by Cydone
Wineston, Jooked bare, and recently
pharted bushes and trees were stll
small But the dining arexs were
open all day, and the pool deck,
looking over the ocean, was our
meeting place after the dive boat -
and the divers - returmed,

Onour kst day, sad to be Jeav-
gz, we went for one bast ocean
swim, walking out to a sandy spot
whire eve bt o, 5
g and bﬂhﬁln“'; aﬁl, mp::l;
in thart delichous warm water, like a
ghant bathiub. For an hour we
bobbed up and down, talking,
remembering each day what we'd
seen and kughing over the funmy
| we'd done.

When we chose our eyes right
ncaw, wee can feed it all over again,



