DID HIS SONS KNOW?..
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keled crown above the waterline, “A barra-
cudka! Conmse look! 18 the only species mors
frightening than a terrier dog” Who b
J-nhll.r'l_',' J}Eﬁl would consider it a form of
spart 1o winde with the barracuda? [ swam
back to the raft feeling a touch asthmatic—
ancl, frankly, scared.

“Nobody & going (o ever ruin the Land
and Sea Park,” Depp later msists, It hike
a rare gem, a dinmond, 1 look forward to
my kids growing up on the island, spend-
ing months out of the year here ... learning
abowt sea life and how (o protect sea life . ..
and their kids growing up here, and 50 on™

One night we take the tender and head
west out onto the water 1o witness the lunch—
ghout 30 miles away—of the space shuitle
Diecovery as it ascends into the evening from
Cape Canaveral. The sky bulges with stars,
which seem 20 finely etched that its hard o
imagine the Exumas could ever experience
the pitch back of a moonless night.

W wait, eyes heavenward. We waitl some
more. Around v, plankton causes the wa-
ter's surface to give ofl a gleam of eerie phos-
phorescence. With our Mashlighis aimed nto
the vodka-clear Caribbean, we see o school
of large vellowtail jack circling around us.
Suddenly, » luminous choud rises in the sky.
It is shaped hke an il emitting the kind of
incandescent gas you'd find on some distant
sar, The shuttle sorrs, in todal silence, into
the bejeweled black. We are transhized by
strangs light, both sbove andd below, We fes]
privileged to be alive in the Caribbean Basin
in the Year of Our Lord 2005,

“Theorstically,” Depp says, “this place
can add years to your life"” Then he quotes
the old adage: “Moncy doesn’t buy you hap-
piness. But it buys you a big enough yacht to
sail right wp 1o it.”

Scmﬂu’mﬁ. when Depp creeps aroumnd the
Figodinsha, lve reminds me of Charlie Chap-
lin. There is a shymess alsout the way e Noats
i and out of a room. His depih of character
and hiz open, compassionate bearing are
gemuing. He hag an insatable curiosiy abowd

Asg pur conversation turms o Lhe Shake-
speare and Company bookshop in Paris—whene
I clerked o a summer inomy 20s=the Swoerey
Towld sacde of Depp emerges and he grows a bit
gruesome, He asks Keenan to cue up a msca-
bre video on the wide-screen TV showing
Cieorge Whitmain, the bookstore owner, bum-
ing his hair with a candle 1o impress a few
artsy girls. (The clip is available on YouTubs
undder “George Whitman, Burning Head.'™)
“And then George reads them posing!™ Depp
Eneghs approvingly, “Pool! Look at that clump
of sidden hair™ [ ean almost smell Whitman's
singed tufts through the fat-screen.

As a nmighthy riteal, we wabch movies and
YouTube cips during sumptucus meals. Be-
ciuse there is & chel aboard, we've caten like

LY 200%

kings—kings, that iz, of the Kappa Sigma (it
house. The memus consist of grilled beefumd-
cheese sandwiches, ranw oyvsters, Chicago-styke
pepperoni pleza, and torkey-chili tacos with
guacamale. There hive been heaping salads
with fresh seafood, And plenty of Red Bull,
Fowr ol onar Iight boozing and clowning, we
realize we're all hopeless homebodies, returm-
ing repeatedly to discussions about our Kids.
(The vovage has been surprisingly free of
locker-room talk.) Diepp, in particular, tries to
spend as much time with his 36-year-old pan-
mer, Vanessa Paradis, as possible—despéte his
acting regimen and her busy schedule as an
actress, singer, model, and mother—and says
he's determined o0 make sure Lily Rose and
Jack Bve like Tom Sawyers as bong as they can,
O enlenainment, like the déeor, exists in
a sort of e warp. We samphe James Brosan
on an old vileo of CNMN Sonpa Live in LA,
wearing Sly Stome glasses the sie of a scuba
mask. “This iz a2 high as you can get,” Depp
dectares, “unless you go on ether” Depp s a
Imgf_-l'un o the 1970% Dean Marin TV roasis
with Don Rickles, so we consumse them by
the hour, The old comedian Foster Brooks,
whose shiick was sham inebriation, can al-
mosd move Depp to tears. We also watch A
Colbrt Cleistronas, largely to see Willie Melson
in the Three Wise MMen skit. We screen Wihene
Eples Dyre (Richard Burton and Clint East-
woid) amed Thapie TTuwneder {Ben Stiller, Rob-
ert Dowmeey Ir, Tom Cruisel “That's the best
I've ever seen Cruise,” Depp offers, approv-
ingly, of the actor's role as Les Grossman. |
ask if Cruise’s portrayal reminds Depp of any
Holbywood cxscutives. “All of teerm,"™ he sans.
And when we aren’t watching the TV, salent
Lon Chaney maovies run unattended,
Fonowwing his affinity for the dars of earher
eras, I agk him ifthere is any Hollywood icon
he still hopes to spend time with, “1 already
et her,” e smaps. “Elizabeth Taylor” One
day actor Roddy McDowmll, who knew thit
Depp was rather awestruck by Taylor, called
Tim and said, “Do you want (o come to din-
ner? Depp attended and found Taylor to be
“the best old-schoo] dame I've ever met. A
regular, wonderful person. Billy Bob Thorn-
ton and Steve Martin were also there, Boy,
did I take to her. For dinner she ordered liver
and onions and just smothered them with
sitlt. 1 admired that. She's an astonishingly
By day, the Fayolingia can feel like a floating
book club. Depp (who is a habitué of LA
Dragon Books and Houle Rare Books) spencs
the week practically memorizing The R £%
ary, word for word—both the novel amd the
script. Wyatt reads Hunter's Bel’s Angeds and
a history of rare French wines, Dieubers i onbo
Balzac's The Gid with Goldern Eyes. Holmes 15
finishing Bryce Courtenay's Tre Potate Fae
tory, and 1'm onto Lowise Endrich's kitest,
A whemever Depp gets bored or can
sleep, he paints—specializing in oil poriraits,

“When I can Focus on something like guitar
or pamiting, 1 do.” he says. 1 started paint-
ing people [ admire, like Kerousc, Bob Dy-
lan, Melson Algren, Marlon Brando, Paii
Smith, my girl, my kids. [ painted Hunter a
couple of times. Keith Richards. What [ love
to do is paint people's faces, y'know, their
cyes, Bocause you want to find that emotion,
see what's going on behind their eyes™

Land Huo!

A & we leave Bahamian waters for the open
sea, the waves start 1o swell, changing
from lapis to peacoat blwe, In an instanm, our
noble solation takes on an edge of dread, A
kone cargo ship can be seen on the distam
horizon, Whales appear from time o time,
spoading off, Other than that, the yacht is olf
we've got, Even with our G.P.S,, if we were
to capsize, we would all be goners.

Monetheless, conditions are pretty good
for sailing: two feet of sen sway with a three-
or four-foot swell, And we realize that, if we
were to run into real trouble, we could abways
divert to the Turks and Caleos, where Keith
R.ichards has a home.

At sea Depp wears a Bue-and-white-striped
Rasta-man cap 1o hold back his hair. His
frayyed T-shirt has cigarette burns—souvenirs
of & waywand youth. This is hiz last chance o
indulge in penuine scrufl before feing the
movee cameras, Throughoul the passage,
Crepp is in his element, pleased 10 be waler
bowrmez, clyappey oF .

Aller a Few glorous days on the waler, we
approach San Juan harbor, Thenz i5 no better
iy, | proal, Lo irrnee 10 a Camibbean port ity
thian 1o be Aying the Jolly Roger, Especially
as we onnvd past Paul Allen's Oclops—among
the world’s largest privately owmed yachis.
Becouse we're entering LLS. territory, three
Homeland Security offiwers—all friendly—
come aboard. “Everybody in Puerto Rico is
excited you're here,” the kone female officer
tells Depp. “They're busy cleaning up the
marina fior vouw.” While this is certainly a fine
compliment, it means the paparazzi are sures
o descend like swallows.

All at once, [ get thal sinking feeling. Cur
cacapist fantasy has abruptly come o an end.
“I izl likee 1 just traveled the seven seas with
Sinbad,” Mathan Hedmes chimes in. “Let's
fucl tefl them we've been in the kap of luxury,
Just talk aboutl our rope burns.”™

"l"l'lﬂl evening we all head for a Farewell
dinner with The Rumr Diary director
Bruce Robinson and his posse, The son of
Serge Gainsbourg, Lulu—a studeni at Bos-
ton's Berklee College of Music—also joins us.
Depp leads o table toast, calling for a success-
Tul shoot in honor of Thompsen, “Here's to
Humer, here's to rem,” Depp savs, claiming
he'll do amything for the Gonazo cause—props
and all. “I'll even wear man boobs”

The next morning, an hour before 1 depart
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