Travel

Baja California

After a quick stop at the bank ATM, we drove off towards Mexico. It was 4am.  The border crossing was quiet.  The stars and city lights blended together.  We stopped in Ensenada for gas and then drove up into the mountains at dawn to reach the beach mesa with views to the blue sea.  We had a long, five-hour drive pit stopping in Camalu, then El Rosario for the market and more gas.  Fourteen miles later we turned off the main highway at Punta San Carlos, continuing for thirty five miles on a slow, dirt road through arroyos and a Saguaro cactus forest.  In the land of tilting mesas we came to the bluff above the sea.  We pulled off the road into a small, sandy alcove of the inner point and there we set up camp and went surfing.  The wind blew and sucked the cresting waves.  We paddled out from our camp for a few waves as sets broke continuously.  “It sure is windy”, everyone said, over and over again.  We returned to camp and sat around eating, drinking and snacking all afternoon.  Waves charged in against the ferocious offshore.  It was beautiful but that evening was the night of the winds.  No fire, no dinner, winds blowing sand so hard that we had to wear sunglasses.  We played guitar and laughed until 8pm and then went out tidepooling with my new flashlight.  We saw starfish, crabs and many shells.  We played dominoes in the tent until I faded off to sleep.  Patrick shared a tent with Robin and I slept in my own tent alone.  The gusty wind continued all night.  Patrick’s tent contorted in the wind, near collapse.  My tent had a mesh covering to keep it cool, but clouds of fine sand came through the mesh.  It was a night of sandy, windy hell.  Just before dawn I got up and began packing up my gear.  As the sun rose, Patrick and Robin awoke, laughing at their tent which was a contorted mess.  We quickly packed and were on the road again by 6:45am, driving along the bluff road out towards the end of the point.  We stopped at the main peak and watched as big sets rolled through.  It looked pretty good, with the wind not blowing hard.  We decided to move on and drove to the outer peaks.  At the edge of the thirty-foot bluff and the outer cove we stopped.  Big rights broke into the cove for it was high tide, unlike the day before when we watched it and the reef was dry.  We donned our wetsuits, grabbed our boards, climbed down the cliff and entered the water as big sets were breaking, peaky, with big sections.  Sometimes a left went towards the cars, six to ten feet, breaking hard, to die on the inside.  I caught a few medium waves, eight-foot.  Robin caught one and I rode behind her twice.  I stayed near her because big rogue waves came from time to time and the beach was mostly cliffs.  Patrick dropped in on a set.  Robin was in his way and got pitched onto him, hitting his shins.  My last wave was big and breaking hard.  Robin and I went in together with Pat right behind.  He beat us up the cliff and we met at the car.  Pat made breakfast of chorizo, potatoes, eggs, coffee and tortillas.  All the while we sat fifty feet from the cliff, overlooking the bay and big surf, an amazing location.  We relaxed for an hour.  I sat on the edge of the cliff, Pat slept and Robin walked along the bluff.  Around 11am we began the drive out, stopping at the main peak.  It was slow over the thirty miles of dirt road before we hit the highway.  Robin took over the driving as I relaxed and drank a beer and the road swerved back and forth.  Twice we stopped at old closed down gas stations.  A truck was nearby selling five-gallon containers out of a fifty-gallon drum.  I drove from the last stop where we got gas and it was just six miles to the turnoff.  The road we turned onto was an easy dirt road only fifteen miles long.  In minutes we came upon the flat, low mesa along the point.  We stopped at the inner point break.  I stayed at a good campsite in front of the break as Pat and Robin drove to the outer point looking for a better spot.  They soon returned and I followed Pat to the outer point where each campsite had a rock wall built from beach rocks, thus the name, “The wall”.  The campsite was incredible and the surf was beautiful.  I changed into my wetsuit and paddled out to catch a few waves just as the sun was setting.  Then we had a great evening playing guitar around the campfire as we ate.  We were asleep by 9pm.  I slept outside under an incredibly clear sky full of stars with the sound of the pounding surf just yards away. To top it off there was a gentle sea breeze to cool my sunburn face.
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