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[ Skipped Sardinia’s Glamorous North With
Luxury Resorts—and lound the Mediterranean’s
Most Exciting New Escape

On the island’s quieter south, restored farmhouses, beachfront retreats, and local artisans are giving centuries-old traditions new life.

By Gisela Williams Published on July 6, 2026



A private pool at Le Dune Piscinas, in Sardinia.
Credit: Francesco Lastrucci/Travel + Leisure

Marinas packed with mega-yachts. Glossy restaurants with Instagram-
famous DJs. Glitzy beach clubs with bottle-service cabanas. For many
visitors, Sardinia begins and ends with Costa Smeralda, the glittery
playground on the island's northeastern edge that has long defined its
image abroad. Developed in the 1960s by the Aga Khan IV, the billionaire
Ismaili spiritual leader, the area remains synonymous with Mediterranean
luxury.

But when | drove south, that version of Sardinia began to fall away. The
roads grew quieter and rougher. Signs of development thinned out.
Villages looked abandoned. Near the western coast, | passed the ruins of
a mining settlement before entering a forest of twisted oak and emerging
at a beach backed by towering dunes.

A building at Le Dune Piscinas.
Credit: Francesco Lastrucci/Travel + Leisure



It took another 30 minutes along a slow and bumpy road before | finally
reached Le Dune Piscinas Ecoresort, a new 28-room hotel that sits
directly on the beach. To stretch my legs, | walked to the water’s edge.
The property occupies a protected stretch of the island's Costa Verde:
towering pale-ochre dunes, Mediterranean scrub, and a wild coastline
that extends for miles. | took a deep breath and marveled at the
moonscape of untouched sand. There was not another soul in sight.

At reception, | was greeted by Marcella Tettoni, one of the hotel's owners
and an accountant from Milan, who led me through the public spaces—
spare and industrial-chic with weathered marble floors, cast-iron
furniture, and Sardinian crafts. Tettoni told me she and her husband, Luigi
Caccamo, an engineer, had spent more than three years renovating the
property, a former mining warehouse they took care to honor in the
design. Ancient Roman-era anchors serve as sculptural accents in the
dunes, rusty mine carts sit like relics among the seagrass, and the original
wharf gate marks the spot where ore was once loaded onto ships.

From left: The library at Le Dune Piscinas; raw tuna with watermelon at Sabores.
Credit: Francesco Lastrucci/Travel + Leisure

Dinner, too, drew on the past. Angelo Biscotti, the head chef, arrived
carrying a polished copper pan, which he set at the center of the table
with a flourish. Inside were lorighittas, a traditional braided pasta from
central Sardinia, with red shrimp, foraged sea asparagus, sea bream, and
clams. The saffron-infused pasta, Biscotti explained, had been shaped by
a local woman using a technique passed down through generations.
"“Lorighittas can only be made by hand,” he said. "It would be impossible
to make with machines.”

A few minutes later, Biscotti gave voice to a belief | would encounter again
and again across this region: “The future of Sardinia lies in excavating its
past and evolving its traditions in innovative ways.”



The next morning, after an open-air meditation class among the dunes,
the teacher led me to the beach and instructed me to close my eyes while
walking barefoot across the warm, golden sand. All | could hear was the
lapping waves and the soft shuffle of sand beneath my feet. There was
something deeply calming about moving so slowly through a landscape
so elemental.

Le Dune Piscinas on its protected beach.
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In the hotel's small, whitewashed spa suite, | had a deeply restorative
massage with lavender-infused oil. The room was cool, hushed, and softly
lit; afterward, my skin felt supple, and the herbal scent clung faintly to

me for the rest of the day.

Afterward, | tried my hand at making su filindeu, a 300-year-old Sardinian
pasta considered among the rarest in the world. Translating to “threads of
God” in the local dialect, it looks like an impossibly delicate web of fine
strands stretched into a round sheet, more lacework than pasta. Under
the guidance of Annalisa Atzeni, one of the handful of artisans, mostly
women, who still know the technique, | tried to pull the dough into
hundreds of hair-thin strands, but mine kept snapping. “It takes patience
and time,” she said, laughing.



| ultimately gave up and watched as Atzeni completed a single sheet. It
took her about 30 minutes, and then less than five for us to devour a bow!|
of the pasta in aromatic lamb broth.

After a few dreamy days of reading, walking the dunes, and sampling
more pasta shapes I'd never seen before, | reluctantly packed my bags
and drove farther south to Luxi Bia, a collection of chic guesthouses
created in an abandoned farming hamlet in the foothills of the Gutturu
Mannu mountains.




