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ALTHOUGH IT’S IN THE USUALLY STARK AND DRY CYCLADES, ANDROS FEELS 

FROM THE EDGE OF

NOTHING LIKE THE OTHER ISLANDS AROUND. KNOWN BY LOCALS AS THE ROCK 

WITH WATERFALLS AND HEALING SPRINGS. HOME TO GRAND SHIPPING  

MANSIONS AND MUSEUMS FILLED WITH BILLION-DOLLAR ART, IT’S NOW  

AN OLD FARM SET IN CITRUS GROVES TO A GUESTHOUSE ABOVE ANCIENT RUINS

FOR ITS MOUNTAINOUS COASTLINE, IT’S THE ONLY PART OF THE ARCHIPELAGO 

FAMILIES WHO PAVED THE STREETS IN MARBLE, AND BUILT IMPOSING  

QUIETLY HARBOURING A COUPLE OF VERY SPECIAL PLACES TO STAY, FROM  

THE DEEP BLUE SEA
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‘Do you listen to the archers?’ is not the sort of question you 
expect to be asked when feeding chickens on a Greek island. But 
Andros is not your typical Cycladic outpost, and Efi Raptaki is not 
your typical Greek farmer. In fact, she’s not a farmer at all. Like 
many natives, Efi has a strong connection to the seafarers who 
were responsible for introducing cosmopolitan urbanity to this 
large, and largely undiscovered, place. 

Raptaki spends her days in her modest but stylish farmhouse in 
Livadia, a valley at the heart of the island’s once-booming citrus 
trade.  Andros lemons were so prized they were wrapped and sold 
individually; now the paths between walled estates glisten with 
fallen fruit. By day, she tends to her chickens, geese and rabbits, 
makes plum and apricot jam, and offers mint and verbena lemo-
nade to the ramblers who occasionally stroll by, drawn here by 
Andros Routes, a grassroots effort to open up hundreds of miles 
of old footpaths. In the evening, she returns to her elegant town-
house in Chora, the island’s capital, and makes patchwork quilts 

Chora defies the usual Cycladic ideal of cubist architecture 
and cobbled streets. Roads are paved with grey marble and lined 
with neoclassical mansions with wrought-iron swans preening on 
balconies, family crests carved above doors, gold-leaf ceilings 
and crystal chandeliers picked up in Venice, Marseille and 
Odessa. Also rather unusually, the town juts boldly out to sea, 
clinging to a spit of land flanked by two sandy bays. The  
wealthiest residents are squeezed into Kato Kastro, the medi-
eval quarter at the tip of the headland. A colossal bronze statue 
of a sailor by local artist Michalis Tombros impassively watches 
the waves smashing against the crumbling flanks of a Venetian 
castle, built in 1207 and almost completely destroyed by German 
bombs in World War II.

There are more sculptures by Tombros in the Museum of 
Contemporary Art, just around the bluff. Built by the ship-
owning socialites Basil and Elise Goulandris to showcase their 
$3billion modern art collection in 1979, the museum established 

while listening to BBC Radio 4. Her ground-floor apartment, 
a colourful mix of painted dressers and patterned tiles, is one 
of the cosiest places to stay, and it’s a bargain on Airbnb. 

Raptaki isn’t the only Andriot Anglophile. The island has 
been known as Micra Anglia (Little England) ever since the 
great Greek shipping dynasties – Embiricos, Goulandris, Polemis 
– opened offices in London in the early 20th century. The ship-
owners brought back English governesses to Andros, and also 
grand ideas about a welfare state: they built the island’s first 
high school, hospital and what is surely the most beautiful retire-
ment home in the world – the Embiricos, overlooking Chora’s 
lustrous Goulandris square. At dusk, the residents pull up chairs 
to watch boys dribble footballs between plinths topped with busts 
of poets, professors and war heroes. As local artist George Hadoulis 
put it to me: ‘This is not a place where you go to die.’ Watching the 
laughing children, twilight dancing on flagstones, languid couples 
smoking on marble benches, I certainly felt glad to be alive. 

its reputation with blockbuster summer shows by artists such  
as Picasso, Braque, Moore and Miró. The exhibitions aren’t  
quite as remarkable these days (Basil and Elise, who had the direc-
tors of the Met and the Tate on speed-dial, died some years ago), 
but it’s thrilling nonetheless to explore this trove of 20th-century 
Greek art while still barefoot and salty from the beach.

Because the island’s shipping families used patronage as a show 
of power, Chora has an embarrassment of cultural riches. There’s 
an archaeological museum, a maritime museum, the Kaireios 
library with archives stretching back to the 16th century, and an 
open-air theatre where Pandelis Voulgaris, one of Greece’s most 
accomplished directors, stages the Andros International Festival, 
a summer-long celebration of the arts. Voulgaris shot his 2013 film 
Micra Anglia, a melodramatic tale of two sisters in love with the 
same captain, on Andros. It recreates the strict conventions of  
the local bourgeoisie as the flourishing shipping industry leads to 
a new social class in the first half of the 20th century.

Above from left: sitting room; and the entrance of Efi Raptaki’s house in Chora; groceries for sale at Andriakon Pantopoleio deli; a window in Episkopio village. Previous pages, from left: a clifftop church on Andros; a music installation at the Museum of Contemporary Art; steps in Episkopio; the kitchen at Efi’s House

BREAKFAST IS UNDER LEMON TREES. AND WHAT A FEAST! FIVE TYPES OF BREAD, HERBED CHEESE, CAKE, STRAWBERRIES AND A DOZEN JAMS FROM QUINCE TO KUMQUAT
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‘At one time everyone was employed by the shipping families,’ 
says Vangelis Loukisas, a documentary filmmaker who runs the 
Andros Cinema Club. ‘It was almost a feudal system.’ Loukisas 
describes his own father as an immigrant from north Andros.  
These ‘Arvanites’, mainly of Albanian heritage, were relegated to 
the lowest ranks on merchant ships. Their wives and daughters 
came to Chora to work as servants and seamstresses for the ladies 
who danced the foxtrot with dashing captains at the Andros Social  
Club. Founded in 1925, it had a membership exclusive to well-to-
do Andriots – even Athenians were considered outsiders.

Locals still joke that you have to get your passport stamped  
to enter Chora. In the 1960s and 70s it was still a very closed society, 
with local sailors fearing the temptations that tourists might bring 
to their lonely wives and single daughters while they were at sea. 
Financial success meant they could afford to shun tourism, which 
was gaining a foothold on other Greek islands. Eventually, in  
the 1990s, Athenians realised that Andros – only two hours from 

bend. One moment it looks and feels like Tuscany, the next the 
Scottish Highlands. Watermills, dovecotes and watchtowers 
materialise in misty valleys. As I drive up to Vourkoti, the highest 
village in the Cyclades, the clouds curdle into fog so thick I can’t 
see where the road ends and the ravine begins. In the hamlet of 
Episkopio, which seems to be in a permanent state of siesta, 
cryptic messages are whitewashed onto walls of layered schist: 
BE CAREFUL. LOOK. RUN. A jumble of steps converges at 
a vaulted bridge where a crumpled shepherd is having a cigarette. 
When I wave, he vanishes into the undergrowth in a puff of smoke. 

Unlike the rest of the parched archipelago, Andros has plenti-
ful springs and streams, waterfalls and wetlands. Every village 
has a communal marble washbasin fed by ice-cold mountain 
water. Venturing deeper into the mountains, carved fountains in 
village squares give way to waterfalls cascading through forests 
of chestnut, white poplar, oak and maple. The mineral water 
from Sariza, the island’s most famous spring, is meant to be a 

the mainland – was the perfect weekend destination, but their 
impact is mostly limited to a handful of ostentatious villas 
around the dozy port of Gavrion. 

Ever so slowly, a gentle kind of traveller is now making inroads 
into the island’s hinterland. Etched into the densely wooded 
hills and ravines ribboned with streams are stone walls known 
in the local dialect as emasies, creating a network of paths  
just wide enough for a donkey. Due to the work of a group of 
volunteers, many of these trails have been cleared and way-
marked, including the 60-mile Andros Route, which takes you 
from north to south in 10 days. ‘When I moved here, I started  
following random paths and seeing where they took me,’ says 
Olga Karayiannis, the softly spoken environmentalist behind 
the route. ‘I discovered a completely different island. The soul 
of Andros is definitely inland, not along the coast.’

Divided by four towering mountain ranges, the landscape is 
surprisingly varied and the weather can change around each 

miracle cure for kidney stones. At Menites village, the lion-headed 
fountains are even more magical: the water allegedly turns into 
wine once a year on the feast day of Dionysus, god of good times.

A cool stream runs through Lamyra, the most splendid of all the 
84 villages on the island. Hidden among the orchards and manor 
houses is Ktima Lemonies, an old farm converted into a guesthouse 
by Nelly Gryparis and her architect husband Michalis. It’s the kind 
of place their regular guests tend to keep to themselves. Even the 
taxi driver doesn’t know where it is. ‘Why haven’t they put up a 
sign?’ he grumbles as we bump through the countryside.

Ktima Lemonies has just four bedrooms, converted from stables 
and barns scattered around the fragrant gardens. A turquoise pool 
glitters among the citrus groves. Nightingales sing as I exhale with 
a glass of homemade limoncello on the veranda, the distant outline 
of Chora framed by cypress trees at the bottom of the valley.

Nelly is a brilliant hostess: she’ll pack a picnic, secure a table at 
Nonas, her favourite taverna – making sure Kyria Koula saves you 

Above from left: the well-stocked bar at Ta Skalakia restaurant in Chora; bedroom at Onar, a secluded eco-retreat in the east of the island; Head of a Horse,  a sculpture by local artist Michalis Tombros at the Museum of Contemporary Art; the secluded beach of Lydi, a 30-minute walk south of Chora town 

PANAGIOTIS OFFERS TO SHOW ME THE SWIMMING POOL – LEADING ME UP THE RIVER TO A ROCK POOL WHERE ELECTRIC-BLUE DRAGONFLIES FLIT AMONG THE CREEPERS

000



some of her famous meatballs – and wafts in with coffee the  
moment you sit down to breakfast at the daintily laid communal 
table under lemon trees. And what a feast! A dozen homemade jams, 
from quince to kumquat; five types of bread; soft, hard and herbed 
cheeses; lemon-and-poppy-seed cake; yogurt and plum compote, 
tiny strawberries and plump apricots from the kitchen garden. 

‘Andros is very traditional, very discreet,’ says Nelly. Sure, you can 
get elegantly wasted on mango Mojitos at Neo, a former slaughter-
house in Chora, and invest in armfuls of Kiki Sinteli’s gorgeous 
embroidered kaftans at Waikiki, but this isn’t an island for putting 
on the ritz. Even Batsi, the only real holiday town, is old-fashioned 
and low-key. At the faded seaside town of Korthi, I eat fig ice  
cream and watch kids dive-bombing off the pier. Old ladies bob 
about in frilly swimming caps. It’s a scene straight out of the 1950s.

Twenty-first century escapists tend to alight at Mèlisses, a  
guesthouse poised above the ancient underwater ruins of 
Palaeopolis. Its stone buildings are designed to fade into the 

as a glorified campsite for the couple and their jet-setting  
friends, but it’s been in such demand that five smarter villas  
with pools and planted roofs are being added this summer,  
even if Pantzopoulos keeps the paparazzi at bay by steadfastly 
refusing to fix the bumpy road. 

Onar’s simple, open-plan houses don’t contain much more 
than a huge bed, a good shower and a hammock big enough for 
two. There are no sun loungers, no room service, and certainly 
no Wi-Fi. The melon Daiquiris knocked up by an off-duty  
snowboarder aren’t great. Yet everything else about this place 
completely won me over: the geckos staking out my terrace;  
the beaming fisherman leaping ashore with my supper; the  
puckish manager, Panagiotis, who offers to show me the ‘swim-
ming pool’ – leading me up the river to a rock pool where  
electric-blue dragonflies flit among the creepers. Sheep skitter 
into the woods as we stroll downstream to a crescent of empty  
beach. The water is comically green, like crème de menthe.  

hillside, and two saltwater pools melt into the horizon. It’s run 
by glamorous Italian food stylist and photographer Allegra 
Pomilio, who hosts creative and cooking retreats here. But if 
you’d rather explore independently, she will pack you a picnic 
of courgette-flower tart, home-made grissini, and lemon and 
orange-blossom cake to savour in solitude on one of the deser- 
ted bays nearby. 

The wildest, most beautiful beaches – sandy Zorkos, Vitali, 
Vori and Achla – are lined up along the north-east coast. (Make 
a detour for lamb chops at the Kossis family farm in Ano  
Fellos.) Goats teeter on shards of rock marvelling at the views 
as I negotiate the bone-rattling dirt road down to the Achla 
wetlands, a nature reserve bristling with partridges, hares and 
turtles. The road peters out at Onar (‘dream’ in ancient Greek), 
an off-grid eco-retreat with 15 stone cottages created by  
Mateo Pantzopoulos, a local ship-broker who is married to TV 
personality Eleni Menegaki. Originally, Onar was intended  

When the occasional yacht drifts into view, I don’t so much resent 
the intrusion as welcome the diversion.

After dark, everyone gathers around a table under the plane trees 
to laugh at Pantzopoulos’s tall tales and feast on tomato and basil 
bruschetta, honeyed watermelon and feta, and froutalia, a sausage-
and-potato omelette. Most ingredients come from the organic 
garden or a farm up the valley. Many of my dinner companions 
– an Austrian surgeon, a Scottish restaurateur, an Athenian archi-
tect – have been here before. ‘Once you find this place, you always 
come back,’ grins Pantzopoulos. Rather like Andros, really. 

Andros is two hours by ferry from Rafina, which is a 30-minute drive 
from Athens airport. For island walks and maps, visit androsroutes.gr. Efi’s 
House costs from about £45 per night. airbnb.co.uk/rooms/4034195. 

Ktima Lemonies has doubles from about £105. ktimalemonies.gr. 
Mèlisses, doubles from about £110. melisses-andros.com. Onar has  

cottages from about £145. onar-andros.gr

Above from left: embroidered kaftans at Waikiki boutique in Chora; nautical details at the restaurant at Kossis farm in Ano Fellos; whitewashed buildings  in Episkopio village on the south of the island; a bright-painted neoclassical mansion in Chora, Andros’s capital and former ship-owners’ enclave

I STARTED FOLLOWING RANDOM PATHS, SEEING WHERE THEY TOOK ME. I DISCOVERED A COMPLETELY DIFFERENT ISLAND – ITS SOUL IS DEFINITELY INLAND, NOT ALONG THE COAST
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