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In the o!-season, Ibiza reverts to its 
beguiling, unhurried self, allowing its 
original spirit and culture to resurface—
something unimaginable amidst the 
distractions and party crowds of 
summer. The cobalt-blue Mediterranean 
is still warming up in April, with air 
temperatures in the sixties. Of the 
four main Balearic islands, Ibiza is 
small yet diverse. In the north, a slower 
pace prevails, attracting old-school 
bohemians, the world’s wandering souls. 
It’s here that one finds Ibiza’s best yoga 
and wellness retreats in a landscape 
of whitewashed farmhouses and olive 
groves by peaceful beaches. I spend 
a few days in Sant Joan de Labritja, 
staying at Gare du Nord, a hippie hostel 
turned no-frills B&B, to explore the 
northern coast, one day hiking from 
Portinatx to the Moscarter lighthouse 
along a tranquil cliff-top trail. On 
another, I head towards Es Portitxol, an 
isolated crescent beach surrounded by 
hills and pinewoods. There’s not a single 
other human on the loop trail, where 
flowers bloom under gentle sunshine. I 
spot a few local fishermen in their huts, 
guardians of the pristine beach. 

  In central Ibiza, I stay at Can 
Sastre, a former finca that’s now a 
charming agriturismo. The five-room 

hotel is draped in bougainvillea, its 
whitewashed interior offering a true 
taste of rural Ibiza. Each morning, 
the Dutch couple who bought and 
renovated the finca prepare a hearty 
farmhouse breakfast. From Can Sastre, 
it’s easy to navigate the island. While 
some restaurants in nearby Santa 
Gertrudis are still closed, many of the 
best beach restaurants are open and 
relatively empty, and I come to love 
Cala Gracioneta and Cala Bassa for their 
fresh grilled fish.

 It’s easy to hop a 35-minute ferry to 
Formentera, the smallest of the Balearic 
islands, whose turquoise coves at Platja 
de Ses Illetes glow without boat tra"c. 
On Ibiza, I spend my days lounging by 
the sea, mingling with locals on Cala 
Escondida and Cala Saladeta, and hiking 
from Cala Bassa to Torre d’en Rovira. 
Watching the sunset over Es Vedra, I 
imagine the first settlers drawn to 
these shores: the Carthaginians, Moors, 
Romans and even pirates staking their 
claim to this superb spot. One day, I 
climb the cobbled ramp to Dalt Vila, the 
old town and 16th-century UNESCO 
World Heritage Site, getting lost within 
the castle walls and empty, labyrinthine 
streets. What a privilege to savor the 
island under such an authentic light.
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