
Palmetto Bluff 

The Perfect Getaway
I lost my shoes at Palmetto Bluff. They weren’t Manolo Blahniks, 

although the clientele could easily afford Blahniks (this is, after all, 

an Auberge resort). Still, my shoes were a nice pair of Cole Hahn 

sandals that had taken me through three different tours of France. 

I write the Paris Guide for USAToday, so I have to schlepped 

around a lot… and eat at a lot of really great restaurants. Quel 

dommage! Still, between putting out the Jolie April Fashion issue 

and getting ready to head to Paris, I had found time to check out 

Palmetto Bluff, and, hopefully, get in a little needed R&R. I was 

expecting nice of course; another fancy-schmancy resort in the 

South that knew how to turn out grits nicely and give a good hot 

stone massage. So off I went and I lost my favorite pair of shoes. 

So here’s what I did… I swiped a pair of their complementary 

flip-flops. And here’s why. Because…. Well, let me start at the 

beginning.

After driving the obligatory stretch of well-manicured road that 

led up to the resort, I came upon an amazing looking village 

beyond a little bridge. I perked up. Imagine the best of Mystic, 

Connecticut, Martha’s Vineyard, Carmel, California, and mix it 

up with a South Carolina Low Country twist and you’re talking 

Palmetto Bluff. In other words, this is not like any place I’ve ever 

visited in my long jaded career of travel writing.

Even after checking in, I still couldn’t really make out with 

Palmetto Bluff was about. There wasn’t a lobby in the hotel… 

just a long wrap around screened-in porch with a beautiful view 

of the May River. There was a ton of promise so I was happy to 

check into my Village Inn, drop the hubby off to play golf, and 

take our eight year old daughter bike riding.

The thing is, you don’t just drop your luggage off at your Village 
Inn. You open your door and gasp, peek around the corners, and 
think, “Is this the hotel, and, if so, where is my room?” Then, 
upon rechecking the address, then sneaking around the house, 
you discover the entire place is yours for your stay and you cut 
loose and squeal like our eight year old daughter did, and try 
to contain yourself from jumping on all the beds with her, too. 
These Village Inns are basically like having your very own B&B 
all to yourself. In fact, there is no hotel. There are only Village 
Inns. They are huge, with all kinds of goodies to explore… you 
feel as if you get to legally snoop. What fun! Need I explain that 
the shower head was as large as a charger plate? That there 
were more thick plush robes and towels than a group of teens 
could tear through in a week? That the soaps, gels, lotions and 
shampoos smelled inviting enough to make one want to strip 

and slather away? That the beds, pillows, blankets, sheets (oh my 
word, the thickness of the cotton sheets… never before!) were 
the equivalent of what angels must sleep on in heaven? Need 
I really tell about the authentic wooden floor planks, floor to 
ceiling windows, extra porches and ceiling fans everywhere, and 
a kitchen that seemed to go on forever? Fine, but if so, it’ll be 
hard to go outside. It was hard for us to go outside. But finally, 
the sun beckoned and we went out anyway, inherently knowing 
that the bikes parked out front were ours.

That was the sort of stuff I discovered, on my own (remember, 
no signs, nothing telling you what to do, just the quintessence 
of discovery) in one day. Once we had discovered all these lovely 
secrets, we were ready to eat. And this is why I referenced 
the Paris Guide that I write. I’ve eaten at the best of the best. 



And this is what we found out about Pal-

metto Bluff – on our own, because there are 

no signs at Palmetto Bluff – no hard sell or soft 

sell anything. There is only the mystery of dis-

covering what is yours to discover.

listen up when I say that chef Scott Pikey is a genius, who 
rivals the top chefs in Paris. Alain Ducasse, Pierre Gagnaire and 
Dominique Bouchet have an equal in America with Scott Pikey. 
Pikey’s brilliance is in staying out of the food’s way. We started 
with a pea soup. Not just any pea soup. A real pea soup. The 
soup had the essence of the earliest Spring peas. No extras. No 
fancy swoops with paprika and a dollop of sour cream. He let 
the pea hold its own. He let the pea speak for itself. Everything 

Pikey served was just that exquisite, and sometime between 
the pea soup and the pineapple upside-down cake, I realized 
that I would never be able to truthfully use the term “fresh” 
when writing about an American chef ever again. Our daughter, 
who has also eaten at all the best restaurants in Paris, and has 
a palette to match (and has been known to pipe up in front of 
a waiter, “This isn’t foie gras. This doesn’t taste like foie gras at 
all!”), whispered to us, “This is really good food, Mommy.” We 

didn’t even bother to ask her to sit down, as she went from one lap to the 
next, trying out the lobster salad, the steak, the fried oysters (sitting on a 
bed of steamed half collards-half spinach… yum). We might not have the 
right to give Pikey three Michelin stars, but if we did, he’d get them.

The next morning we woke up to spa treatments, where Angela Comfort 
did for my body what Scott Pikey did for the food. I had the Amazing 
Grace Body Work and Massage. Angela exfoliated my tired skin with 

rose petals and milk powder, and then led me out to a 
completely open porch where a bath of rose petals was 
waiting. Nobody could see in, but I could see everything, 
and I tell you, life had never been so good… that is until 
she took me back into the room and rubbed, pounded, 
pressured, decompressed, and brought back to life every 
tired muscle in my body. Getting up from the table, I 
felt drugged! I didn’t feel greasy, either! That was a first 
ever. I could actually go exploring again without having 
to take a shower, providing I could get back up on the 
bike with my oh-so-relaxed and wobbly legs.

But I could and I did, and that’s when I lost my shoes. 
After the spa, I’d taken our daughter to the tree house. 
While she shimmied up to the top and dropped her 
stuffed armadillo to see how far it could drop (armadillo, 
deer, wildlife thrives here), and while Bill enjoyed his 
time on the Jack Nicholas signature golf course (that he 
later said had to be one of the top ten resort courses in 
America – this, coming from a man who writes for Golf 
Digest and all the other biggie golf magazines) I fiddled 
away the hours in the hammock and contemplated 
life at Palmetto Bluff. What were we supposed to be 
doing here? Where was the big welcoming committee, 
telling us where to put our luggage, where to eat, how 
to tie our shoes? It wasn’t that there weren’t people 
available to take care of my every whim; they were at 
the ready — but they were never visible.  And I guess 
it was somewhere around that time that I got up and 
stuck my feet in an offshoot creek of the May River, 
and realized that the entire point of Palmetto Bluff is 
that you weren’t supposed to do anything. You were 
just supposed to relax and enjoy yourself, the best way 
you knew how. They supplied you with all the tools, 
the rest was up to you. And don’t you just love that? I 
loved that. I loved that so much that when I packed up 
later, to go home, listening to our little girl cry because 

“I never want to leave this place,” I realized where my 
shoes were, and then I realized I wanted to leave them 
right there. Because someday I was coming back here, 
and until then, I was going to don my Palmetto Bluff 
flip flops to remind myself that the good old days were 
still here. All I had to do was get in the car and head 
south to Bluffton, S.C., and voila, there I’d find my good 
old days, all new, all over again. n

The top five reasons for families to visit:
1. There is so much room in your personal Inn, as 
well as in the village, itself. There are no cars, so 
bike riding is extremely safe.

2. There are unexpected bits for children 
everywhere, in surprising places. Old-fashioned 
plank benches that go up and down; swing sets; 
mammoth sized and fun (and very safe) tree houses 
surrounded by multiple hammocks for the napping/
reading parent.

3. Every night there is a bonfire, and s’mores 
kits just seem to land freely in the hands of your 
children.

4. Mani-Pedi’s are taking as seriously on children 
as they are on adults. There isn’t a particular spa 
treatment set up for children, because at Palmetto 
Bluff, children are people, too. In fact, if your child 
is making noise, you won’t get nasty looks. There’s 
plenty of outside to go around. Nobody really 
does wear their Manolo Blahniks here, anyway. Go 
ahead and bring the Gucci’s but don’t be surprised 
to find yourself pulling out your Target clothes and 
fitting happily in. Your children… let them dress 
and play as they want.

5. Activities abound, from boating to fishing 
to golfing to tennis and then some. But most 
enjoyable is to have the chef come to your Village 
Inn to cook a family dinner – and give cooking 
lessons – even for Thanksgiving dinners!

The top five reasons for lovers to visit:
1. The couples’ massage. Hours of sensual indulgence 
(smear each other with Pluff Mud a la the Spa Boggin’ 
- steam/mud/wrap/bath/massage. Or, for those less 
adventurous, the Head to Toe Lovers’ Jubilee Massage.

2. A romantic dining experience in front of the fireplace.

3. The chapel is a lovely place to have/plan a wedding… 
with an alter window that faces and has a gorgeous view 
of the May River.

4. Canoeing along the river with a picnic and a bottle of 
champagne makes the lazy day that much lazier.

5. The main best thing to do at Palmetto Bluff is to relax, 
and there’s no greater place to stay in bed all day long 
than here.

The top five reasons to have a girlfriend getaway:
1. Biking and laughing will put you right back where you 
were when you were just kids telling each other all your 
secrets.

2. The spa is simply bliss heaven hang-out for women.

3. Hilton Head and Savannah are within Dandelion-blowing 
distance for those who want to shop, then come back and 
drop on one of the rockers inside the screened-in porch with 
drinks.

4. You can have a wine tasting in your Village Inn, and even 
invite the chef to whip something up while you figure out 
what’s better: that Chardonnay or the Merlot.

5. Solve all the big and small problems of your lives while 
you sit on a rocker on the bridge overlooking the May River. 
This is where real girlfriends come to talk real girlfriend 
problems… and feel at peace with the world.

For More Information about

Palmetto Bluff Resort
please visit

www.palmettobluffresort.com


