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AThreeHourTour:
WONDERFUL WINTER GETAWAYS WITHIN DRIVING DISTANCE

BY NICK DIULIO

CHRISTMAS IS OVER AND THE NEW YEAR MAY ALREADY BE STARTING TO LOSE A LITTLE OF ITS

MIDNIGHT LUSTER, WHICH MEANS MANY SOUTH JERSEYANS MAY BE COMING DOWN WITH A WICKED CASE

OF SAD (A.K.A. SEASONAL AFFECTIVE DISORDER) RIGHT ABOUT NOW. BUT DON’T LET WINTER’S ICY

CLUTCHES SQUEEZE THE LIFE AND LOVE FROM YOUR HEART. EMBRACE IT. GIVE THAT COLD, CRANKY SEASON

A GIANT HUG. NEED A SUGGESTION ON HOW TO DO JUST THAT? WHY NOT TRY A WEEKEND AT ONE OF THE

THREE LUXURY RESORTS THAT FOLLOW. WINTER WILL NEVER FEEL THE SAME AGAIN.

“You 
must be a 

lotus, unfolding its 
petals when the sun 

rises in the sky, 
unaffected by the slush 
where it is born or even 

the water which
sustains it!” 
—Sai Baba

“Adopt 
the pace of 

nature: her secret 
is patience.” 

—Ralph Waldo 
Emerson

“Little by 
little, one

travels far.”
—J.R.R.
Tolkien

THE LODGE AT WOODLOCH EMERSON RESORT AND SPA GRAD CASCADES LODGE 



R
OUTE 590 IS A

MEANDERING, SINUOUS

STRETCH of road that

begins at the end of Hawley,

Pennsylvania’s main street. It teases

with every turn, forcing you to slow

to a cool five or ten miles per hour

at one impossible peak after

another. Then the road lengthens for

a bit. Tunnels of the poetic, shedding

oaks beckon you on, until you slow

again, until 590 teases once more

with its meditation and sleepy,

winter cottages that flank these bits

of risen Earth. And you pause in

these moments when highways and

fervent gas peddling start to seem a

mere memory. The road, it appears,

is forcing you to listen. 

Before long, The Lodge at

Woodloch appears on your left; but

not the lodge itself, for it is tucked

too far back into a dense thicket of

trees and hills to be seen from the

road. So you settle for the carved,

wooden sign and turn left. The first

feeling is that of Presidential-retreat

discreet, as one would imagine the

approach to Camp David feels like.

The always-manned gated entrance

further encourages these fantasies,

and when they raise the bar to let

you through, all you can manage is

a reflexive sigh. You have arrived. 

The valet greets you. He takes

your keys and bags. And then

another appears, green-jacketed and

lively. This is when the real journey

begins. 

Through two sets of enormous

wooden doors and the entrance is

impossibly grand. Yawning cathedral

ceilings peak at every glance

upward, and the feeling is ticklishly

like being outside…but not. The air

is so open, so clean and so

expansive. It’s slightly gothic and

melancholy, but in that sweet,

drowsy way a Christmas morning or

the poetry of Pablo Neruda is

melancholy. And then there are

the bowls. Your guide stops you at

the bowls.

“Are you familiar with charkas,”

the man asks. You nod. “Good. Well,

our philosophy is all about

awakening, opening yourself up to

your centered energy.” He gestures

to the bowls in front of you, three

frosted glass basins of various sizes

resting in minimalist nests of

polished wood. He reaches for a

short, soft mallet nearby—not unlike

the ones used on

timpani drums—and

begins running it

along the edge of one of

the bowls. The vibration

begins softly at first, and then rises

to a depth and volume you start to

feel in your chest. The heart pulses

this perfect hum into your bones.

You wonder if the clouds are to be

shaken from the sky. 

This could not have been a

more apt entrée to my stay at

Woodloch, for the entire experience

hummed like those bowls, opening

me more and more to my own

center and the center of all that

surrounds. By the second morning,

I did not fully know where I ended

and where the universe began. 

After a brief tour, I was taken to

my room, where I began nibbling

from a plate of fresh fruit and

chocolate-covered strawberries.

Then I poured some 18-year Talisker

and stepped onto the private

veranda. A glassy lake peeked

through the trees, shimmering. The

smell of falling leaves was carried on

every breeze. And then I spotted a

gorgeous buck, only about 50 yards

away, sipping from a still pond. 

The Lodge at Woodloch is just

16 months old, and everything

about this

destination resort spa

is designed to

perpetuate the

philosophy espoused when I

first arrived. The halls are hushed

and grand, the wood dark and

sturdy, and the quietude sublime.

After a few more meditative

moments on the veranda, I donned

a cozy terry cloth robe and made

my way down to the men’s retreat

and it quickly occurred to me I

could spend the rest of my weekend

here. 

I spent some time in one of

their saunas and then freshened up

in a shower with imbedded river

rock in the floor so as to massage

the feet while getting clean. I

vaguely recalled someone

mentioning an indoor pool, so I

searched and—oh yes, there is a

pool…and what a pool. Surrounded

by floor-to-ceiling windows and

glass doors, the pool is not to be

missed. Another cathedral ceiling

is above the water, again, giving

you the sense of being outside, of

being open. 

But the pool itself (which was

heated to a delightfully refreshing

temperature) is not all. Just behind it

is a whirlpool beneath a cascading

waterfall of clear blue. And if you

really yearn for some of that fresh,

northern Pennsylvania air, walk

outside and sink into an outdoor

whirlpool built into the side of a

short cliff. The overflowing water

drops over the edge and the echoes

of the world answer back. 

570-685-8500 
www.TheLodgeAtWoodloch.com
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THE LODGE AT WOODLOCH
HAWLEY, PENNSYLVANIA

Out and About… 
The folks up here are all about their skiing. Try either the downhill
or cross-country variety at nearby mountains.

YOU’D
BE

CRAZY
TO

MISS…

The Native Stone Massage: This was my
first experience with this form of massage,
and I believe it has wrecked me for every
treatment to follow. Never have I felt so
detached from my body, so thoroughly
unaware of my awkward consciousness. If
you have time for only one treatment, make
it this one.



T
O BE NESTLED IS TO BE A

CHILD AGAIN; to surrender

with blithe indifference to the

world’s rhythm at the expense of its

thudding and machinery; to accept

the submission of self to a creek-

babble innocence one often believes

is lost forever in the march of

experience and time. To be nestled is

to be called home. 

Sorry if all of that sounds just too

syrupy for some, but with a place like

Emerson you just can’t help it.

Nestled between two rolling rises of

Earth deep in New York’s Hudson

Valley, Emerson is the cello of resort

spas--a yawning, sonorous escape

located at the base of Mt. Tremper

along the banks of the famed Esopus

Creek, just ten minutes from

Woodstock. The roads are serpentine,

the trees weepy, and the slate-gray

winter sky so very elegiac. 

Emerson Resort and Spa is at

once both new and storied. After a fire

ravaged the original structure that had

stood across the street for years, a new

inn was built at the base of Tremper,

connecting to one of Emerson’s

proudest attractions: the world’s largest

kaleidoscope (did I mention

Woodstock is only ten minutes away?).

The inn, which opened its doors last

March, sits adjacent Emerson’s

lodge—a more rustic manifestation of

the Asian-inspired getaway—and

boasts some of the most breathtaking

suites and amenities you will find in

the northeast. 

The lobby is sleek but minimal,

careful not to give away the entirety

of Emerson’s meditative beckoning in

one shot. But if one

moves to the left, he

will find the lodging.

To the right, he will find

magic. Let’s first go left, to the

Imperial Suite in which I stayed. 

When the door to the suite first

opened and revealed a stone-floored

foyer, there was no more denying the

love affair quickly unfolding between

this resort and myself. The carpet

looked as though it had never been

trodden, the plush couches unsat.

After extolling the virtues of the 18-

bottle wine selection resting in a

gorgeous rack beneath the 32” flat-

screen television, the concierge who

had guided me to the suite picked up

a remote control. A few button

pushes later and a fire lit beneath the

mantle as two enormous window

shades began their mechanical

ascent, revealing the grandeur of Mt.

Tremper and the quiet babble of

Esopus beyond. This was to be my

backyard for two days and three

nights. 

It wasn’t until I was finished

exploring the lounge area and vast

bathroom—replete with multi-jet

whirlpool tub and

Swiss shower—that a

question occurred to

me: “Where,” I wondered,

“is the bed?” And then I turned

and noticed a flight of stairs, quickly

realizing this suite had more than one

level. The second is just as impressive

as the first, sporting a king-sized

canopy bed, an additional flat-screen,

and full bath (sans whirlpool). After a

sip of some vino on the private

veranda overlooking the creek, I took

a walk to explore the spa amenities. 

The full-service spa at

Emerson—which one enters through

two gargantuan wooden doors that

once adorned a Chinese palace—

contains 10 treatment rooms,

outdoor streamside treatment

cabanas, a resistance pool, sauna and

steam showers for men and women,

yoga classes and a relaxation room in

which one waits for a treatment. My

experience with the deep-tissue

massage was delightful, trumped

only by the outdoor Jacuzzi soak I

enjoyed while sipping a hot cup of

jasmine tea. 

If your experience is anything like

mine and you find yourself loathing

the idea of leaving the resort for even

so much as a cup of coffee, no

worries. Attached to the inn is The

Phoenix Restaurant, an Asian-inspired

gem of chic, cosmopolitan swank,

which is made all the more soothing

when mixed with the chill vibe of the

resort and its guests. I chose to dine

there on both of my evenings, as I

was too impressed for just a single

first-evening impression. If you miss

out on the roasted butternut gnocchi

with pineapple ravioli in sage butter,

you will regret it for the rest of your

days here on Earth.

After a laconic in-room

whirlpool, I sank into the cloud of my

canopied bed, sighing. 

877-688-2828 
www.EmersonPlace.com
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EMERSON RESORT AND SPA
MOUNT TREMPER, NEW YORK

ByTheTimeIGotToWoodstock…
Even if the most intense flashback you’ve ever had is nothing
more than the occasionally frightening recollection of watching
Robin Williams in “House of D,” you can’t pass up the chance to
walk through the town that universalized not only the hippie
stereotype but also ‘60s rock in totem. This was my first visit and
I was delightfully surprised by how tastefully Woodstock resists
the temptation to cash in on its potentially kitschy character. I
guess if it did that it wouldn’t be Woodstock, would it?

TO THE
LOVERS
OF THE

WORLD…

This place is just ripe for romance.
Of the three resorts featured here,
Emerson definitely corners the
market on the potential for one of
the most sensual getaways you
have ever experienced.
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W
E’VE GOT IT PRETTY

GOOD DOWN HERE in

South Jersey—and we

know it. We know the myriad ways

in which those who insult this state

simply come off as ignorant and

uninformed. We know about our

beaches. We know all about our

sprawling open spaces and pine

forests. We know about our history

and subtle strength of character,

about how quickly we can arrive in

Philadelphia for the occasional night

out (and how quickly we can leave

when we must). But do we really

know all about our brothers and

sisters in the north? 

Often times, we southerners

conform to the very same tactics as

those nattering nabobs of New Jersey

negativity whenever the north comes

up in conversation. We submit to

stereotypes of smog and bad

tempers; New York wannabees and

Mafioso on every street corner;

horrendous driving and

overcrowding. This we should not

do, for a greenhouse divided cannot

bear fruit. So, whenever you feel that

unmistakable urge to trash the north,

take a drive through Sussex County

and spend a few nights at Grand

Cascades Lodge at Crystal Springs.

No more will negative pass between

your lips. 

Did you know there are

mountains in New Jersey? Sure,

Coloradoans (and maybe even some

of our friends from Pennsylvania)

would chuckle at the description, but

its true; and in order to get to Grand

Cascades you must pass through

some of the most breathtaking ones

in the state. Make sure the camera is

ready, because it will be impossible

to resist the urge to pull over every

ten minutes and take shots of what a

less-informed traveler might mistake

for German countryside. 

When you do arrive at the

lodge, savor your time winding

down its lengthy drive, taking note of

greens to the left and right before

beholding the stately building itself.

At less than a year old (and not even

yet fully completed), Grand Cascades

stands with a rich, almost-

Medieval authority in

this, the heart of the

Kittatinny and

Hamburg

mountains of

northwestern

New Jersey. The

lodge juts from its

rocky foundation

like an Elvin palace in

a Tolkien novel, calling to

mind the majesty of the

Adirondacks. 

While the cornerstone of Grand

Cascades is its golf amenities and

envied greens, this resort has plenty to

offer the non-golfer as well. Crystal-

clear automatic glass doors part when

you approach, opening up to a lobby

that looks like it grew from the

ground. The wood is rough-hewn

and golden. The fires crackle. The

plush seats beckon. And if you walk

straight and out onto a deck that

spans almost the entirety of the

building, you will behold one of the

most breathtaking sunset spots on the

east coast.

The lodge’s layout is intuitive and

smooth, with lengthy walkways

branching off in every direction.

Grand Cascades boasts 250 rooms

and suites, some of which are

equipped with full gourmet kitchens,

spacious balconies and outdoor

fireplaces. All of this, however, pales

in comparison to what is just around

the corner. 

Set to be complete in early spring,

Grand Cascades will feature a 10,000

square-foot, all-weather Biosphere

enclosed under an all-glass structure.

Not only will it house myriad

vegetation and lush tropical gardens, it

will also contain two swimming

pools, an intricate waterslide, private

hot tubs, an underground aquarium,

vortex pools and caves. Even during

the winter months, you will be

able to sit poolside and

watch as the sun sinks

with inky cool

beneath the

mountains. 

Oh, and

many of the

rooms here double

as purchasable

condominiums. So

when you get the feeling

you may not want to leave,

guess what? You don’t have to. �

973-827-6767 
www.GrandCascadesLodge.com

In Vino 
Veri(very)tas…
I almost forgot: When you sit
down to dine at Latour, your
server will hand you a gigantic
book bound like some ancient
text written by 12th Century
monks. This is the wine list.
The white wine list. The red is
another book entirely, and all of
it comes from an underground
cellar boasting over 50,000
bottles. Ask for a tour and gaze
upon bottles older than Statue
of Liberty and more expansive
than your monthly mortgage
payment.

IT’S 
A NICE 

DAY FOR 
SOME WHITE 

(GLOVE) 
DINING…

GRAND CASCADES LODGE AT CRYSTAL SPRINGS
HARDYSTON, NEW JERSEY

Consider it a hard and fast rule of life that if the entrance to a
restaurant can only be arrived at by way of a private elevator
ride, said restaurant is going to be a posh affair. There is certainly
no exception to this advice when it comes to Restaurant Latour,
the crown jewel of Grand Cascade Lodge’s dining options. Get
here before sunset and enjoy the view through Latour’s
expansive wall of glass. And please, for the love of your own
soul, order the Mong fish after starting with the grilled prawn.


