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amalfi coaSt on marco polo

This page, clockwise 

from top: Marco Polo 

cruising the Amalfi 

Coast; wakeboarding  

off Capri; Positano 

grows up the hillside 

in a vee on both sides 

of a valley; Angelo’s 

wedding in Ischia, 

overlooking Marco 

Polo at the marina; an 

Ischitano policeman 

in dress regalia.  

Opposite, top to  

bottom: Ischia;  

enjoying a coffee at 

La Pergola restaurant 

in Positano; a  

leather sandal  

maker in Positano. 

Previous pages, 

clockwise from  

far left: Marco Polo 

shares the anchorage 

 at Faraglioni, three 

blocks of rock off 

Capri, with Haida G; 

Positano; carved 

watermelon at the 

wedding feast in 

Ischia; shopping in 

the town of Amalfi; 

a perfect swan dive 

from the deck.
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W
hat is it about the Amalfi Coast—that strik-
ing stretch of southern Italy from Naples 
to Salerno—that attracts young couples 
to marry? Is it the dramatic scenery? Is  
it the romantic, decorous churches? Is it 
the incredible food? It seemed every island 

we visited along this storied coastline last summer on the 148-foot 
Marco Polo was hosting a wedding. 

As it turned out, we were in for a bit of that ourselves. No sooner 
had we landed in Naples from an overnight flight from the States, 
than we were whisked away by helicopter to the island of Ischia 33 
kilometers away. Within minutes, we spotted Marco Polo’s distinctive 
dark green hull and flared bow. The owner and crew greeted us with a 
glass of champagne and news that we should hurry and get ready for 
Angelo’s wedding celebration. 

Angelo Monti, an Ischitano, who has a restaurant in Munich and 
is a good friend of the owner of Marco Polo, had decided to marry his 
German fiancée at the town hall in the hills above the small marina 
where we were docked. After the ceremony, officiated by the mayor 
of Ischia, the guests came aboard Marco Polo for the wedding recep-
tion. Music, champagne and food flowed. Marco Polo’s Brazilian chef 
and seven crewmembers had been preparing for the festivities all day. 
Stringed instruments and an enthusiastic accordion player encouraged 
dancing and singing on the aft deck. The hard-core revelers carried 
on until the wee hours of the morning. When we emerged from our 
cabins, the indefatigable wedding party was assembled on board for a 
lunchtime circumnavigation of Ischia. 

Slightly less fashionable than its neighboring island of Capri, Ischia 
nonetheless offers a sun-kissed sincerity and allure. We glided halfway 
around Ischia to Sant Angelo, an appealing fishing village with narrow, 
winding streets and houses piled up the hillside. Marco Polo anchored, 
and we were ferried ashore in the tender. Along the port are several 
sidewalk cafés. We settled in at the Piazza Ottorino Troia and sipped 
Campari and orange and watched the small island world go by. 

The pier at Sant Angelo is replete with fishing boats and brightly 
painted water taxis. This end of Ischia is famous for its spas, its natural 
sulfur springs and its Roman baths. We had no time to partake of 
these treats, but we did meander around the twisting streets perus-
ing small shops and peeking into lace-curtained windows where cats 
lounged on windowsills. 

After our walk, we retreated back on board for a fabulous Italian 
repast starting with antipasti mista, moving on to pasta with varied sauce 
choices, fresh fish, beef, fruit, chocolates, and finally a typical Ischian des-
sert, a very potent bomba, a sponge cake drenched in rum, 100 proof. 

We motored back to Casamicciola Harbor to the marina, where-
upon the wedding party departed to freshen up. The festivities were not 
over. That evening we were invited by the bride and groom to a lovely 
terraced garden restaurant, I Giardini di Giulia, for a 12-course dinner. 
Only the traditional Ischitano violinists serenading us surpassed the 
no-holds-barred buffet. Both carried on nearly all night long. It was 
two a.m. and the dessert had not yet arrived. Sleep was not on the 
menu. Eat, drink and be merry was the rally cry. Weddings are times 
to celebrate (before the hard work begins).

Experiencing the Amalfi Coast aboard a yacht such as Marco Polo 
involves moving about through layers of perfection. Marco Polo is 
the flagship of builder MCC (Maritime Concept and Construction) 
and the Cheoy Lee shipyard in China. A tribute to her namesake,
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Our route along the 

Amalfi Coast, top;  

the big beach in  

Positano with chairs 

and umbrellas for 

hire, right. 

she was conceived for world voyaging. Naval architect 
Ron Holland designed her with a single engine and a 
variable-pitch propeller, with an eye toward reducing fuel 
consumption by some 35 percent over yachts of similar 
size. Her full-displacement steel hull with its bulbous 
bow makes her sturdy and steady in rough seas. As a total 
package, she provides a smooth ride in supreme comfort 
and elegance while minimizing her carbon footprint.

Accommodations aboard Marco Polo are sublime. 
Belowdecks are three guest cabins, including a VIP suite, a 
queen-size cabin and a twin stateroom. All are serene, quiet 
and have a Zen ambiance. To compensate for all the fine 
dining aboard, there is also a full gym and workout room. 

The main-deck salon is accented with stunning Makassar 
ebony and contrasting walnut and limed oak. Oversized 
windows provide limitless visibility. Spoiled for choice, 
there are two dining tables, one aft near the outside doors 
with drop-down windows and one forward. A cozy library/
media room is situated farther forward, separated from the 
main salon. The owner’s stateroom is practically a private 
floor unto itself, occupying the entire bridge deck abaft 
the wheelhouse. It has its own salon and private outdoor 
lounging area. Above is the sun deck.

Leaving the lovebirds behind, we departed Ischia and 
headed to Capri, a distance of about 19 nautical miles. Capri 
is an ultra-chic destination that is stunning topographically 
and aesthetically; it appears as a monolithic mass of lime-
stone thrust upward from the sea. It is the quintessential 
Mediterranean mix of impossibly blue water, Roman ruins, 
chic cafés, upscale shopping, grand villas, peeling stucco and 
bougainvillea beautiful enough to break your heart.

Capri is an island of beautiful people and the supremely 
affluent. While you might catch a glimpse of Tom Cruise, 
Leonardo DiCaprio or any of a host of ingénues, Hollywood 
did not discover Capri. It was inhabited first in the Paleolithic 
Age. It was occupied over time by the Greeks and then by 
Roman emperor Augustus. Tiberius retired there in 27 A.D. 
In the twentieth century, it became a playground for artists,  
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writers and revolutionaries such as German author Thomas 
Mann, Russian writer Maxim Gorky, Chilean poet Pablo 
Neruda and even Lenin.

We anchored in the harbor outside Marina Grande and 
went ashore to explore. We took the funicular up to Capri Town 
where there are restaurants, hotels and glitzy shops. And, sure 
enough, we espied a wedding party at one of the hotels. Capri 
provides a world-class, picture-perfect wedding backdrop. 

After wandering, we sat with gin and tonics in the  
Piazzetta, the square under the town’s clock tower, and 
watched the sea of beautiful people ebb and flow. Zigzagging 
down from this square you can walk out to the Giardini di 
Augusto, the gardens of Augustus. The area provides a spec-
tacular view of Faraglioni, which comprises three limestone 
pinnacles, one with a distinctive hole through it.

Late in the afternoon, Marco Polo anchored at Faraglioni 
along with the classic motor yacht Haida G. Back on the boat 
we enjoyed swimming, water-skiing and donut rides next to 
the magical rocks. 

From Capri, we headed south past the Li Galli islands and 
spent the night off Positano, which is about 13 nautical miles 
from Capri. The anchorage was a bit roily, so we headed far-
ther south to Amalfi and anchored there. We spent the day 
touring the little streets, and then we took a car to Ravello, 
an ideal antique village with lush gardens high above the hills. 
Naturally, the church in the square had wedding bells ringing. 

That evening, after the wind died down, we headed 
back up to Positano and found calm waters outside the 
main harbor. Positano is a fabulous summer resort with 
steeply stacked, multicolored houses seemingly hanging 
off of the two high cliffs that rise from the ocean. The 
beaches are set up with chaise lounges and umbrellas, art 
galleries, restaurants, cafés and shops. Over the pictur-
esque streets are trellises overhung with bougainvillea that 
provided speckled shade from the summer heat. 

The boutiques sell everything from limoncello to fine linen 
garments and leather Positano-made sandals. This is not only 
a haven for international tourists, but it is also a favorite of the 
Italians. We were witness to a large wedding party on the steps 
of the Chiesa di Santa Maria Assunta, the central ceramic-tiled 
domed church. It is hard to be cynical about Positano’s popu-
larity. It fairly drips charm from every vantage point. 

From Positano, we cruised the 26 nautical miles north 
back to Naples, mooring at Napoli Margellina marina. 
Naples has its share of monuments, shopping and grand 
piazzas. Dinner was at Pizzeria Brandi, founded in 1780, 
where we enjoyed pizza margherita with its wafer-thin crust 
and succulent, spongy mozzarella di bufala; garlic-infused 
spaghetti con vongole; and stiff, potent espresso ristretto. 
Neapolitan cuisine is cooked with love. 

As opposed to its island neighbors, Naples is more of a 
real-life, living town, hung with laundry and rich in lovers. 
Walking along the harbor, we found a lamppost draped in 
chains and padlocks. We discovered it is a place where lovers 
engrave their names on a lock and chain it to the post before 
throwing the key into the sea. No wonder the Amalfi Coast is 
such a wonderful place to eat, drink and marry.

Top to bottom: the 

lamppost in Naples 

where lovers engrave 

their names on a 

lock and throw the 

key into the sea to 

profess their undying 

love; kids playing 

soccer in Naples; 

straw hats are a must 

on the Amalfi Coast; 

the Piazzetta in  

Capri Town.

FACT FILe

Yacht name: Marco Polo
Year launched: 2007
lOa: 148'5" (45 m)
Beam: 30'2" (9.2 m)
draft: 9'6" (2.9 m)
Builder: MCC/Cheoy Lee
naval architecture: 
Ron Holland Design
displ.: 470 tn
fuel capacitY: 
16,320 U.S. gal (61,800 L)
freshwater capacitY: 
3,700 U.S. gal (14,021 L)
pOwer: 1x 1,950-hp 
Caterpillar 3512B diesel
speed: 14/15 kn
Guest capacitY: 
8 in 4 cabins + 2 in library
crew capacitY: Up to 10
hull: Steel 
superstructure: 
Composite 
charter price per week: 
¤133,000 (high season)/
¤120,000 (low season)
charter cOntact: 
Burgess Monaco,  
+377 97 97 81 21,  
charter@burgessyachts.com
sales cOntact: Burgess 
London, +44 77 66 43 00, 
sales@burgessyachts.com

36  AprIl/mAy 2009 | SHOWBOATS.COm 

amalfi coaSt on marco polo


