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You don’t need to 
be a world-class 

diver to lap up the 
visual feast when 

sailing aboard 
Prana by Atzaro.

Cruising To 
Infinity
Luxury cruise charters are 
nothing new in Raja Ampat, 
but Prana by Atzaro, the most 
recent arrival to the waters, 
takes this experience to a 
whole other level.

By JonaThan Evans
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O f the 17,000 islands that 
form the Indonesian 
archipelago, the 1,500 
or so that comprise Raja 
Ampat – meaning Four 

Kings in Bahasa Indonesia – stake a fair 
claim as Asia’s most stunning and diverse 
landscape. Komodo National Park flaunts 
remarkable wildlife and geographical 

Prana by Atzaro 
is the biggest and 

most luxurious 
phinisi yacht in the 

world with more than 
900 sq m of usable 

space across  
four decks.
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diversity, and the Banda islands offer seascapes loaded 
with historical significance. 

But the West Papuan destination’s remoteness, 
matchless beauty and unimaginable scale – it extends 
across 40,000 sq km – make this a journey of epic yet 
intimate grandeur. In this lies the most biodiverse 
marine region, not just within the Coral Triangle but 
anywhere on earth; a single dive into Cape Kri’s coral 
reef yields a world-record 374 species.  

While the natural wonders below these 
sapphire waters speak for themselves, you 
don’t need to be a world-class diver to lap up 
the visual feast when sailing aboard Prana 
by Atzaro, the Ibiza-based Atzaro group’s 
ironwood-and-teak superyacht, which 
launched last year. 

A gaff-rigged beauty crafted in Sulawesi, 
this is one of the largest touring phinisis – a 

To reach this paradise takes 
five hours from the nearest city 
– the airport gateway of Sorong – 
and though basic homestays are 
scattered around the main island 
of Waigeo, most visitors only 
access these far-flung idylls on a 
liveaboard trip. If such logistical 
quirks render Raja Ampat’s outer 
limits a somewhat exclusive 
experience, they also contribute 
to a near-total lack of pollution, 
commerce and noise. 

Entire days would pass when 
we’d encounter more animals, 
both on our plates and in the sea, 
than humans. A couple of hours 
after the “second breakfast” that 
became a running joke on the 
phinisi – a sumptuous, yet barely 
necessary repast taken after each 
morning’s boat excursion – we’d 
tuck into a lunch of fish, chicken 
or beef configured into a dazzling 
array of Indo-Western styles. 

Life at sea, away from all 
technological distractions, is as 
easy as you’d imagine. Eat, sleep, 
explore, repeat. We slowly got used 

traditional Indonesian two-masted ship. The 
waterborne hotel caters to up to 18 travellers 
in nine cabins, spread across four decks.

On the main deck, we wallowed in 
wraparound views of this fantastical 
waterworld. Mushroom-shaped islands 
strewn with fulsome foliage and craggy 
outcrops were interspersed with white-
sand strips – often rising from sandbars that 
turned the green sea turquoise – that surely 
qualified as the world’s finest private beaches.  

Such scenery, especially in the 
Instagram-feted northerly island of Pulau 
Wayag with its conical karsts jutting from 
the bejewelled waters, reminded me of a 
super-sized version of Vietnam’s Halong Bay. 
But by contrast with such tourist magnets, 
Raja  Ampat is  suffused with a pervasive 
sense of isolation. 
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Guests have a 
choice of nine 
elegant suites 

and the chance 
to enjoy

fine dining on 
the yacht or on a 
remote beach.
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to the routine and conditioned our minds 
to simply enjoy every moment. At Pulau 
Kelelawar, we stepped onto deserted sands to 
be serenaded by the squawk of resident fruit 
bats, then snorkelled above the brilliantly 
coloured snappers, fusiliers and groupers 
of Mioskon reef. At Saporkren, we made 
a dawn pilgrimage up a steep wooded hill 
to a copse celebrated for its prime view of 
birds of paradise as they enacted elaborate 
mating rituals. 

At Yembuba, the iridescent waters 
teemed with such fecundity that I jettisoned 

That same attention to detail 
marks the service. The catering 
staff quickly learnt of my addiction 
to Indonesian tubruk (coarse coffee 
grounds boiled with sugar) and 
served it to me at breakfast. They 
welcomed us back from boat trips 
with a daily-changing fruit drink – 
on one occasion laced with curacao 
– and discreetly placed cheeses and 
prosciutto by the main-deck sofas. 

One afternoon, as I played 
castaway among the pink-tinged 
sand, coconut trees and crystal 
waters of Wofoh beach, I suddenly 
remembered my appointment 
with a masseuse. I waved across 
to the speedboat, charged back to 
Prana by Atzaro and checked in 
for a thorough kneading with time  
to spare. 

On other nights, we’d be treated 
to beach barbecues on tiny islands 
and movies on the yoga deck.  

The trip unearthed an 
embarrassment of riches, but two 
highlights remain imprinted on 
my memory: an extraordinary 
hour of beachcombing beneath 
the jagged limestone of Wayag’s 
Mount Pindito, surrounded by 
perfect karsts, butterflies and 
waves rippling onto powder-white 
sand; and the dreamlike vision of 
Telaga Bintang, a lagoon in which 
we swam surrounded by pristine 
jungle. These were scenes of such 
prehistoric beauty that I half-
expected a pterodactyl to swoop 
across the sky. 

For three of the five days we 
cruised these distant waters there 
was zero Internet access. I didn’t 
miss it one bit. pranabyatzaro.com  

We tossed 
left-over 

chicken to 
blacktip 

reef sharks 
so tame 

they 
nuzzled 

our ankles.

board Prana by Atzaro. Sepia-
toned photography decorates 
communal spaces, and locally made 
ornaments – hats, boxes, necklaces 
– complement vintage fabrics in 
the cabins, which are named for 
famous Indonesian destinations. 
My lower-deck cabin, though 
somewhat prone to juddering as the 
ship surged forth, sloped upwards 
with the phinisi’s curvature, and 
came equipped with portholes, a 
vintage-style radio, an iPad and 
a rain shower – as well as the 
occasional clank of the anchor as it 
was hauled through the hawsepipe. 

my snorkel gear and simply watched over 
the surface by the jetty. For a magical half-
hour I was enraptured by the vivid white, 
electric blue and silver shoals darting below 
as a giant turtle eased by for good measure. 
At Waigeo’s ranger station we tossed left-over 
chicken to blacktip reef sharks so tame they 
nuzzled our ankles; and at Alyui, near the 
village of Selpele, we visited Atlas Pearls, 
one of the world’s remotest oyster hatcheries, 
to watch the eco-pearling experts at work. 
Dolphins occasionally leaped from the sea as 
we plunged through the waters.   

This mind-blowing diversity was 
paralleled by the range of terrain we’d 
experience daily. I’m fascinated by the 

lives of remote communities, and walks 
through the villages that punctuate these 
sparsely inhabited coasts remain among 
my most treasured memories of the voyage. 
The children of Sauwandarek extended 
an enthusiastic welcome before leading 
us through their brightly hued settlement 
replete with satellite dishes, a library 
and a well-equipped playground. As the 
irrepressible kids frolicked in the sea, using 
styrofoam packaging as a makeshift raft, 
their mothers watched over coconut oil 
boiling in giant vats. 

The tidy village of Saporkren  winds along 
a sandy path flanked by towering eucalyptus 
and billowing bougainvillea, behind a 
dreamy seafront lined with fishing boats. At 
Yembuba, we dropped in on a Sunday church 
service that was packed to capacity and 
received an invitation to a child’s birthday 
party. Outside the entrance to Piaynemo we 
were greeted by the incongruous sight of a 
ranger in a hut, collecting the fee to enter 
this protected geosite; while inside the bay, 
vendors sold clove cigarettes, betel nut and 
coconut crabs as their children played below 
the staircase leading to its observation deck. 

Just as its 21-member crew comes from 
all over Indonesia, so do the designs on 


