


I T WAS CLOSE TO SUNSET, and our boat had just

pulled in to Menemsha Harbor. Menemsha is a
shing village on the tail end of Martha’s Vineyard,

in the literal sense. If you look at the Massachusetts

island on a map, itresemblesa sh. The popular towns of

Oak Blu sand Edgartown are positioned on the top and

bottom of its mouth, and are connected, ttingly, by “Jaws

Bridge™—nicknamed after the 1975 blockbuster, which was

Imed in the area.

What kind of sh the island looks like, besides an expensive
one, | couldn’t tell you. I'm not originally from there, unlike most
of the people who dwell in Menemsha. Many residents’ families
have lived in this tiny community of gray shingled homes for
generations. During the day, you can nd teenagers working
summer jobs at Menemsha Fish Market or its neighbor, Larsen’s,
gutting sea bass while cracking jokes with their friends—their
noses seemingly immune to the stench of innards.
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I didn’t mind the smell, either. | felt a sense of comfort being
around other working people. Martha’s Vineyard is known as a
resort for the wealthy, and when I arrived on its shores last July,
| feared | would be oating without a life raft amid the choppy
waters of privilege. | never had the money—either growing up or
as an adult—to “summer” anywhere, let alone in a place like this.

But there | was, still dry. | was safely aboard the Island Girl,
steered by the able Captain Eamonn Solway. | can’t swim, | told
him about a hundred times. He smiled like the reassuring dad he
is. (The boat was christened with his daughter’s nickname.) We
stopped in Menemsha Harbor after sailing along the north side
of the island, between Martha’s Vineyard and Naushon Island.
The latter is owned by the Forbes family, Captain Solway told me
and my friend Sarah, knowing we were both journalists. (He also
pointed out Diane Sawyer’s house, a gorgeous compound called
Chip Chop that sold last fall for almost $24 million.) I became
so intoxicated by the sea, the smell of salt, the gentle breeze in
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my hair, and my exciting new plan to become a TV anchor, that
I almost forgot about my fear of the water.

But then, | heard a sound. Duunnn dunnn. 1t went away,
and then came back. Duunnn dunnn.

“Is that the Jaws theme?” | asked Captain Solway.

“Yeah, it's my ringtone,” he replied.

You would think that the people of Martha’s Vineyard would
play down the Jaws connection. But the great white’s gaping
maw is everywhere you look. While | was visiting the island,
Mad Martha’s ice cream shop, in Edgartown, was advertising its

avor of the week in the window: Shark Attack (vanilla ice cream
colored blue with raspberry swirl and white chocolate). At the
Martha’s Vineyard Museum, there was an exhibit on the making
of Jaws, with photographs of locals signing up to be extras in
the movie. When | met Guinevere “Guin” Cramer of the local
chamber of commerce for co ee, she told me that everyone was
preparing for the Im’s 50th anniversary in 2025, an occasion
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Faraway Martha’s Vineyard
A stem-to-stern makeover
has brought the former
Kelley House, an Edgartown
inn that dates back to

1742, squarely into the

21st century, with 58 rooms
and suites that feel fresh
and contemporary. Also

on hand: a boutique and
saltwater pool with an
adjoining bar. Try the
signature clam chowder

at the Newes from America
restaurant, as well as
locally caught sushi at the
Pelican Club. Doubles

from $277.

Hob Knob

This classic New England
inn in a 19th-century house
in Edgartown has been
accommodating guests for
a century (including, in the
1940s, the Kennedy family).
Its 17 guest rooms are
simply decorated and filled
with antiques. Doubles
from $349.

that will attract fans from all over the world. “We’re going to
need a bigger island!” she shouted with glee.

The irony is that in the Im, the mayor of Amity Island (the
ctional name for Martha’s Vineyard) thinks news that a shark
is on the loose will scare o tourists—and their dollars. Indeed,
the villain of the original Im is not just the shark but greed, and

a culture that puts pro ts over people. This theme felt relevant
to my trip. Before my departure, | started making a list of the
beaches | wanted to visit. It was love at  rst sight when | came
across images of Lucy Vincent, a postcard-pretty stretch of sand
barely trampled by human feet. | quickly realized that’s because
it'’s a private beach; in fact, only a third of the island’s shoreline












